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SPOTTY HAWKE OPENED THE JEWEL BOX WHICH THE MYSTERIOUS ROBBER
HAD LEFT HEHIND HIM, IN IT HE FOUND A DIAMOND
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CHAPTER V.
MR. DUCKRIDGE INVESTIGATES

POTTY HAWKE and Tom Gates

™ were not a little astonished when,
instead of catching anybody, they
found themselves caught. The man who
held Spotty was a short, stout man, and
was well, though not fashionably dressed.
He might be the owner of the estate ora

guest, but he was not an employee on
the place. The one who had r':|‘p|ured
Tom was an older and feebler man, and
his prisoner could easily have shaken
him off if he had been so disposed. But
both of the boys were too much aston-
ished to think of doing anything in self
defense.

Three other men were still at work
beating out the fire. Two of them were
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evidently laboring men, while the third was a
gentleman not over twenty five, if he was as old
as that. They all had rakes in their hands,
with which they were drawing away from the
house a heap of half burned litter and dead
Jrass.

The sudden flashing up of the fire had called
the party from their places at the supper table.
It apps d that the gard and his assi
had been raking the dead grass from the banks
around the mansion, and had piled it up at the
side of the building. How it had taken fire no
one could tell.

**So you want to burn the house, you young
villain ! repeated the short, stout man.

**No, I didn't want to burn the house,” re-
plied Spotty. ‘*‘Ididn'tdoit!”

“‘Don't tell me, you young rascal! You
thought it was great fun to set that stubble
afire, even if it did burn the house ! continued
Spotty’s captor.

Spotty had been too much astonished at the
sudden ‘onslaught upon him to think of resist-
ance at first. He regarded it as a mistake which
he could readily rectify. But when he found his
captor was intent upon abusing him, without
taking the trouble to ascertain whether he was
guilty or innocent, his resentment was waked up.
He was not of the kind to stand such treatment
without an energetic protest, not only with his
tongue, but with his fists and his boots.

““Let go of me!" he cried, in a peremptory

tone.

1" let go of you, you rascal ! But it won't
be till I have shaken some of the villainy out of
you," replied the short, stout man, as he pro-
ceeded to give Spotty the benefit of some more
of his discipline.

*“Let go of me !” repeated the prisoner, more
warmly than ever.

The stout man suddenly observed that Spotty
had a revolver in his hand, though he had not
attempted to use it. The captor dropped his
victim as he would have dropped a hot potato.
Doubtless he believed the boy was mad enough
to fire the revolver if it was loaded.

“So you carry deadly weapons with you, do
you 2" "demanded the disciplinarian, as he
stepped back a pace.

“‘1 happen to have a revolver in my hand,
though it was not brought here for your benefit,"
answered Spotty.

I say, Paul, this young cub has got a loaded
revolver in his hand.”

The last remark was addressed to the gentle-
man who held Tom. As Tom made no resist-
ance, his captor used no violence towards him.

“You needn't hold me, sir ; I won't run away,”
said Tom. ‘‘If you think either of usset that
fire, you are mistaken.”

“ What are you doing in my grounds, then 2™
asked the gentleman. .

“*We chased a thief across the lake and into
this place,” answered Spotty.

“ A thief ! exclaimed Mr. Paul, if that was
his name.

“ That's all bosh!” added the short man.
“ How did you get over here, Mr. Thieftaker ?"

““We came over in the steam yacht Dandy ;
and she is at the pier now,” replied Spotty. I
found the thief at my father's house. He
pulled across the lake in a boat, and landed
here. This is why I happen to have a revolver
in my hand.”

“That's all a cock and bull story !" sneered
the short man.

‘ Be reasonable, Amos Duckridge,” added
Mr. Paul. ‘*We can easily determine whether
they are telling the truth or not. We will walk
down to the wharf.”

“What is the matter here, Uncle Paul?"
said the young gentleman who had been at
work on the burning grass.

** Are you here, Luke ?" asked Mr. Paul, ap-
parently startled by the sound of his voice.

“1 am here. 1 was just coming in at the
front gate when I saw the fire; and if I hadn't
come as 1 did, your house would have been
burnt down,” replied the young man called Luke.

“Then you were the first to see the fire, were
you, Luke?" inquired Mr. Paul; and there was
something very sad in his tones and manner.

1 don't know that I was the first to see it ;
but T was the first to haul the burning litter away
from the house. In half a minute more the
boards would have been in a blaze,” replied

uke.

+We will go down to the wharf,” continued
Mr. Paul. **1don't think anybody would come
here in a steam yacht to set my buildings on fire.
That is not the way incendiaries usually work.”

* Don't let the young villains make a fool of
you, Paul,” interposed Mr. Duckridge. **You
are old enough to take care of yourself ; but you
seem to be willing to believe anything that is
told you by these young miscreants.”

¢ Peace, Amos,” added the owner of the
place. ‘Is there anybody on board of the
steam yacht now, young man 2"

*“Yes, sir; the engineer is on hoard of her,”
replied Spotty. ** The boat the thief crossed
the lake in is at your whar{; and I should like
to know whose it is and where it belongs.”

““You shall have the boat, if it is there, for it
may aid you in discovering the thief,” replied
Mr. Paul.

On the way to the wharf Spotty told the story
of the attempted robbery of his father's house.
He had followed the robber up to the house of
Mr. Paul, and had lost sight of him in the

rounds. He was looking for him when the fire
lazed up. e

“ There is a steam yacht at the wharf, Amos,
said the old gentleman, as the party came out of
the grove. 3

Li see there is,” replied Mr. Duckridge.
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“You may go on board of her, Amos, and
ask the engineer how he happens to be at the
wharf of my place. If he tells the same story as
these young men, I shall believe their story is
true,” continued Mr. Paul, in his mild and gen-
tle tones.

Amos Duckridge seemed to be pleased with
the mission given him, and hastened to the
pier as fast as his fat legs would carry him.
He was evidently intent upon proving the visit-
ors to be impostors and prowling thieves, for
the fact of the steamer’s presence at the wharf
appeared to make no impression on him.

** The engineer doesn't know anything about
the attempted robbery, for he only came to the
vacht at the moment we started,” said Spotty,
who had some doubts about the result of the in-
terview with the engineer.

1 told him all about t," added Tom; **and
he knew as well as any one of us what we came
over here for. He saw the robber land here,
for he was out on deck by the side of the engine
room,”

**Amos Duckridge is a rough, uncouth, and
rather violent man, but he is the most honest
man I ever knew,” added Mr. Paul. ** He will
find out the truth, and he will be candid enough
to own it, if he is in the wrong.”

“1If you please, Mr. Paul, I should like to
look for the boat the robber came over in,” said
Spotty. **He landed on the north side of the
pier.”

** We will attend to that while Amos is ques-
tioning the engineer,” replied Mr. Paul, thou
he smiled when this name was applied to him,
as he led the way to that part of the wharf.

** There is only one boat here,” said Tom.

** And that one is mine,"” added Mr. Paul.

It was a Whitehall boat, and looked like the
one in which the robber had pulled across the
lake. Both Spotty and Tom were satished it
was the boat the robber had us It was
simply impossible that it could have been any
other.

I never need a boat myself ; and I suppose
that one is not used once a month,” continued
Mr. Paul.

* * But that must have been the boat used by
the robber,"” replied Spott

‘It is not unlikely. Some one may have
taken the boat ; I don't think any one-about my
place would have known it if it had been away
all day,” added the owner of the estate.

“ Here comes Mr. Duckridge,” said Tom,
who was a little nervous about the result of the
inquiry, for he had not much confidence in the
judicial fairness of the investigator.

**Young man, I beg your pardon for hand-
ling you so roughly,” said Mr. Duckridge, walk-
ing straight up to Spotty. *‘ I am satisfied that
your story is true to the letter. Shake!™ he
added, extending his fat hand.

“With all my heart,” replied Spotty, taking
the offered hand. **1 don’t know that we can
blame you very much for treating us as you did,
for that fire broke out just as we came sight
of the house.

“I am inclined to believe it was the robber
that started the fire so that he could run away
in the confusion,” suggested Tom.

** That is not unlikely, my young friend,” re-
plied Mr. Paul. ®

1 suppose it is no use for us to look any
further for the thief,” said Spotty.

‘ Possibly Luke, my nephew, may have met
the man, for he came into the grounds at the
very instant the fire broke out,” said Mr. Paul.
he party went back to the house, and Luke
was found in the dining room with the house-
keeper. His uncle questioned him as to whether
he had seen any one come out of the grounds
when he entered.

1 did not think of it before, but I did meet
a man near the front gate. I thought he was
cated, for he seemed to be very unsteady
movements, and was breathing hard.”

‘“That's the man !" exciaimed Tom. *‘He
was all used up pulling the boat across the
lake. I noticed that he staggered when he went
into the grove.”

**What sort of a looking man was he?"
asked Mr. Duckridge.

1 didn't take particular notice of him, but
he was about my size. He had black hair and
a black beard,” replied Luke.

“Our cook and housemaid saw him; and
they would know him,” added Spotty.

Mr. Paul promised to put some officers upon
the track of the robbers, and the boys returned
to Gildwell in the yacht.

CHAPTER VL
A MIDNIGHT ROBBER.

arrived at her wharf : and both of the boys

were beginning to feel the want of the meal.

As he often did, Tom Gates went with
Spotty to the cottage.

“ Betty, what sort of a looking man was the
robber you saw 2" asked Spotty, when the boys
had taken off the rough edge of their hunger.

** He was middling tall, and had red hair and
a red beard,” replied the housemaid.

‘“Red hair and beard!” exclaimed Spotty.
‘“ Are you sure it was red hair 2"

“* Just as sure as'I am that I am living at this
minute. You can ask cook if you like," replied
Betty.

Spotty was so much interested in this ques-
tion that he went to see the cook before he
finished his supper. Mrs. Bambridge was as
sure as the housemaid had been that the man
had red hair and a red Leard. He wore good
clothes, and had easy movements. He was
about five feet ten inches high, she thought,

PT was long after supper time when the Dandy

which corresponded to the description given by
Luke. They differed as to the hair and beard.
Possibly it was a singular fact that Luke him-
self had red hair and a red beard.

It was evident that the proposed excursion
around the lake could not be begun the next
morning, as arranged, for Spotty and Tom
would be needed to assist in identifying the rob-
ber, if suspicion rested upon any one on the
other side of the lake. They agreed to notify
those who were going of the postponement.

*1 think you ought to look after Mrs. Hawke's
room before you go, Mr. Spottwood, " said Betty.
**1 shall not dare to put a foot in that room
again.”

“*What are you afraid of ?
there now," laughed Spotty.

** He might be; how do I know? No one
saw him leave the room," argued the housemaid.

** But didn’t we chase him across the lake 2"
demanded Spotty.

**You don’t know if that was the man at all.
1 don't believe it was the one. How could he
wet out of the house and none of us see him 2"

**Well, we will go up and put things to
rights in the room,” added Spotty, taking a
light from the table,

I wish you would look the house all over,
Mr. Spottwood, for it's my belief he is hid away
in some corner, and will come again in the
night, and finish what he has begun,” persisted
Betty.  **If you go out of the house cook and
I will go too, for we daren't stay in the house
alone.”

1 will notify the fellows that we shan’t go
tomorrow, and you stay at home, Spotty,” sug-
gested Tom,

** All right ; T don’t object,” replied the head
of the family.

Tom left the house to do the duty assigned to
him, and Spotty went up to his mother's cham-
ber.

The robber isn't

It was just as he had left it. The jewel box
was still on the bed. Mrs. Bambridge, who was
not quite so timid as Betty, followed him as far
as the door; but she seemed to have a suspicion
that the terrible robber would spring out from
some place of concealment and pounce upon her.

Spotty took up the box, and carried it to the
bureau from which it had been taken. The
lock of the drawer had been wrenched off by
the thief, and it was hardly prudent to leave it
there again. It would be safer in his own room,
which was directly opposite, and he carried it
there. If the robber came again, or if he was
concealed about the house, as Betty feared, he
would not find it where he had left it.

After he had put it in the closet of his own
chamber, he went back to his mother's room,
and looked into every corner of it. He found
the window open, as he had left it when he dis-
covered the robber, or the man in the boat, out
on the lake. It was absurd to suppose the man
was still there, and he soon abandoned the
search.

He went downstairs to quiet the fears of the
cook and the housemaid.  Nothing could con-
vince Betty that the man was not in the house,
and she felt sure she should not sleep a wink.
But they went to their rooms, and Spotty heard
them piling trunks and other heavy articles
against the doors

When Spotty went to his chamber again, he
took the jewel box from the closet, It was
several years since he had seen the inside of it,
when his father showed him the articles it con-
tained. He remembered a diamond ring, which
had been given to his mother before his father
knew her. There was also a locket and chain
which had been worn by Spotty when he was a
small boy. He thought the time would come
when he would value these articles beyond price ;
and he could not tolerate the idea of having
them stolen.

It was no matter what they were worth, they
had belonged to his mother ; and for this reason
alone he cherished them as mementos of her.
He was going off on the lake for a couple of
weeks, and the rascal who had visited the cottage
that day knew that there were valuables in the
hou It was not prudent to leave them in his
absence.

While he was thinking of the matter, he felt a
very strong desire to see the contents of the box
again.  Possibly the thief had taken the jewelry
out of the box, and left it locked, as he had the
door. The thought startled him. The casket
might even then be empty.

It was very important for him to settle this
doubt, for if the jewels were gone, it was time
to institute a search for them. Thus far he had
acted on the supposition that nothing had been
stolen from the house. For the first time he had
considered the robber an idiot because he had
not taken the box with him. Perhaps he had
done better in procuring all this delay by leaving
the impression behind him that he had'gnne off
empty handed.

Spotty wondered if his father carried the kev
of that box with him all the time. It was hardly
probable, he thought, after he had considered
the matter. Taking his light, he hastened to his
father’s room. He knew that Mr. Hawke had
valuables of his own, locked up in his dressing
case in the bureau, and that he did not even
carry the key of it about with him. It was not
likely therefore that he had the key of the jewel
box with him. 3

Spotty knew that the key of the dressing case
was concealed under the carpet, behind the
bureau. He took it out, opened the case, and
began an earnest search for the key of the jewel
box. In a glove box he found several, and he
had no doubt the right one was among them.
He hastened back to his room, and applied the
keys till he found one that fitted the lock.
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It was with a feeling of awe and reverence
that Spotty opened the box. He could remem-
ber but little of his mother, but people spoke of
her as an angel.  The minister mentioned her
with enthusiasm. His father did not care to
stay at Gildwell because she was no longer there,
He could not help shedding a few tears himself,
though he thought it was babyish to do so, as a
rule.

He took up a chain, and then several other of
the articles. These had been given to his mother
by his father. A diamond glittered in the box.
It was in the ring of which he had heard. He
examined it very carefully. He found some
letters on the. inside of it.© Taking the ring to
the light, he succeeded in deciphering them—
*'P. S, to M. C.\"in just this form. But he
could not tell for whose names the initials stood.
He had forgotten, if he ever knew, his mother's
maiden name. It was eight years since she
died, and there had been no one about the house
to keep the sacred memories of the past in his
mind.

There was the locket and chain. He could
not recollect that he had ever worn it, and he
concluded that it must have been when he was a
very small child. He looked this over very at-
tentively, and soon discovered a spring, which
he pre: The toy opened like a watch, and
he found it contained a miniature, painted on
ivory. It was the face of a gentleman, not old,
nor yet very young. It was not his father, and
Spotty wondered who it could be. It was a face
he had never seen.

It was no use toreason over the equestion when
he had no facts to reason with, 1 might be his
mother’s father, or it might be somebody else,
He closed the case, and then he thought what a
calamity it would be to have these articles stolen.
Fortunately the robber had been an idiot, and
everything was safe.

Spotty would not risk their safety again. They
would be safer on board of the Dandy than in
the empty house, for the cook and the house-
maid were going to see their friends during his
absence.

The ring and the locket had each its own
case, and Spotty transferred them to his pocket,
intending to put the garment under his pillow,
with the revolver, when he went to bed. He
had more interest in these two articles than in
the others, but the rest were too valuable to be
stolen.  The house might be burned during his
absence, as well as broken into.

He could think of no place in the vicinity where
they would be safe.  But he could conceal them
where they would not be found by a thief, or
destroyed by a fire. The bottom of the cellar
seemed to be the safest place that came to his
mind ; and in half an hour more, the box was a
foot under ground, inclosed in another box. All
the earth taken from the hole was carried off,
and the spet smoothed over, so that it presented
no different appearance from the rest of the cel-
lar bottom. Not content with all these pre-
cautions, he covered the place with boxes, barrels,
and whatever else he could find.

When he had finished this work he went to
bed, tired enough to sleep without rocking. But
he had not been asleep long before a noise at the
door of his room awoke him. He was soon
convinced that some one was at work on the
lock. Had the robber come to the house again
for the box 2 Not finding it in the front room,
was he seeking it in the other apartments ?

The moon was shining through the uncur-
tained window, and it was light enough for
Spotty to see about him. He took his revolver
from under the pillow, and crept out into the
room. He could see a glimmer of light through
the keyhole of the door. His, heart was in his
mouth, for he had had no experience with rob-
bers, and he was very like other boys of his age.
He was not a coward, but he had no taste for
facing a midnight burglar.

_Spotty did not care to have the robber get into
his chamber. He was sure that he had the pluck
to face him. The man was still at work on the
lock.  The handle of the key moved in the door,
and the fellow had doubtless applied his nippers
to the other end, and was trying to turn it.
Spotty put the muzzle of his revolver to the key-
hole and fired. ’

CHAPTER VIIL
FOLLOWING UP THE BURGLAR.

I’()_TTY heard something like an exclama-
tion outside of the door as soon as he had
discharged the revolver. Probably the
robber was alarmed; certainly Spotty
He had not been brought up to this sort

was,
of thing, and he could not have been expected
to fire a pistol in the direction of a human being
without being greatly agitated.

He realized that discretion was the better part
of valor, and he had no disposition to leave his

room, and ascertain the effect of his shot. But
he immediately heard the sounds of footsteps in
the long entry, and it was thus made evident
that he had not killed the midnight marauder.
}'t;ry likely he was pleased that he had not, for
it is an awful thing to take a human life, even if
that life belongs to a criminal.

On the other hand, the sound of the foot-
steps admonished him that it was not safe for him
to leave his citadel in his chamber. He had
succeeded in defending himself there, and he
might not be equally fortunate in the entry, with
the villain in front of him.

He expected that screams from the cook and
housemaid would follow his shot : but no sound
came to vary the monotony that followed the
discharge.  Probably Betty had gone to slecp in
spite of her prediction to the contrary; and as
her chamber was some distance from the seat of
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war, she could hardly have heard the report
stol.
N’smp;t}z)\l;tfals very nervous, but all he could do
was o - watch and wait Perhaps it was for-
tunate that Tom Gates was not present, for then
he would have been compelled-to prove that he
not afraid.  Bravado wo\llq have been a
“fxsh necessity ; and it was not in demand just
:‘l‘:m Not another sound cL_nuld .be heard, and
Spotty soon got used to the situation, though he
¢id not get hardened enough to open the door of
< ¢ T, .
m\:.hi::‘hb:r demonstration was made against
hisdvor, and nothing came to disturb the silence.
Spotty became familiar enough with the situation
tgape. and then he lay down on his bed, with
his head on the ring and locket in his coat
et. Before he knew it, and without intend-
ingit, he dropped asleep. He was completely
exhausted, and tired nature simply gobbled him

up"l'he day broke, the sun rose bright and clear,
<hining into_the east window of his room, but
Spotty slept like a log. Six, seven, eight o'clock,
and he had not roused from the heavy slumber
into which he had fallen. Tom Gates came
over to see him, and ascertain what was the
order of the day.  He had not come down. He
5 still asleep, :
Tom had eaten his breakfast at home at six
o'clock, and he could hardly conceive of such a
thing as one being in bed at that hnu(, any
more than at noon, He told Betty that Spotty
must be sick, and that he ought to be called.
The housemaid suggested that Tom should call
him; but he objected. Betty went upstairs to
do her work. She visited Mrs. Hawke's room,
which she had not dared to enter before. When
she discovered that the window was open, she
indulged in an unusually vigorous scream. She
knew that Spotty had closed the window the
night before, and carefully secured it.

Betty was positively sure that the robber was
in the room at that very moment, and she only
wondered that he did not attack her. But her
scream was not vigorous enough to wake Spotty,
though the door of his room was on the other
side of the entry.  The robber did not pounce
on the housemaid, as expected, and she screamed
again,

Tom Gates was in the hall below, and he
heard her both times.  He was a rather bashful
young man, and he did not feel quite at home in
the elegant mansion of the banker ; but at the
wecond scream he took the liberty to rush up-
stairs to the room where Betly was preparing
to sream again,

“What's the matter, miss?" asked Tom,
afraid the young woman had been murdered by
this time.,

“Don’t you see that window 2" demanded
Betty, trembling with fear.

I see ity but it doesn't look very terrible,™
replied Tom.

** The robber has broke in again, and he is in
the room at this very minute ! screamed Betty,

“Where is he? 1 don't see him,” replied
Tom, looking about him.

“1 don't know where he is, but he is here
somewhere, and he will kill us both ! gasped

1y,

“Where is Spotty 2 Perhaps he will know
~omething about the window. He may, have
opened it. - His room is on the other side of the
entry. I believe, and I will call him," added
Tom. 1t is nine o'clock, and I should say it
was time for him to turn out, if he is ever going

w0 et u

s the door of his room,” said the
hosemaid, pointing to it, ** Perhaps he has
been kilied by the robber, and that's the reason
why he dido't get up. He is'generally always
up by six o'clock."™ )

Betty trembled with terror as she spoke, and
she was careful not to be left in the chamber
ulerNTum went out. She was actually afraid
that Spotty had been the victim of the robber.
Tom tried the door, and found it locked.

“He is in here, or his door would not be
locked," said Tom, greatly relieved by the dis-
covery.

“Perhaps his murderer locked him in,” sug-
gested Betty,

" But the key is in the door on the inside."

“The murderer may be in there too!"
Foaned the housemaid,

"Spotty ! Spotty 1" called Tom, as he shook
the doar by the knob.

" Who'S there 2 asked Spotty.

“He can talk, if he has been murdered," said

"‘fv\‘\_lnu;mm:. *I'think he must be all right.”

) na.t\ wanted 2" demanded Spotty, who
@ ully awake by this time,
le:tﬁn:}g: only it's nine o'clock, and " it is
aiuiw ge ulp. unless )'OL: mean to stay in bed
W“},‘." teplied Tom.” ¢ He's all right, Berty,
oy ere sn't any robber in the house."
thall never dare to go into that room again
ZJ?: Lxlllxvi:l and 1 don't mean to stay in
Ous ch longer, any way. ‘s all going
! Udd :ureenm],;h." A
Tm} d:?e[ see but the house is all right,” said
‘r:vv\‘;. ‘t}aml_\: I suppose vou forgot to
el indow Lxgl night. and that is the par-
T reason why it happened to be open this
D
':_H me

a8 lon
this he
10 the

't Mr. Spottwood shut it ? Didn't he
Thes Lm|::m\:r]( that he shut and fastened it ?
I S‘ n‘:b‘ot:‘)m&\ it to be open this morning >
pened [t Bnr; or ghosts or evil spirits that
% ho it isn't myself that will stay in

"€ another night if you would give me

he whole

1’.@1 e place, and all the money tht Mr.
‘ {»h“" 10 his bank 1 !

o an:'l (}:n\e. Spotty had partially dressed him-

€ opened the door. e had some
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difficulty in unlocking it, for the ball which
passed through the keyhole had deranged it
somewhat,

* What's the matter now 2" asked Spotty,
who was as brave as a lion, for he had slept
seven hours on a stretch.

Tom explained the situation, and commented
on the fears of the housemaid. He spoke very
lightly of the robber, and laughed at the terror
of Betty, as much to reassure her, as toshow
that he was a brave young man himself,

' She isn't so far out of th as she might
be, and as she is sometimes,” said Spotty, seri-
ously, as he examined the door and the floor
near it What should you say those spots
were 2" he asked, pointing to the carpet in frant
of his door.

I'hey look like blood,” teplied Tom, stoop-
ing down, and scrutinizing the marks.

* Blood 1" screeched Betty, 1 knew it "

Spotty did his best to maintain his dignity
and self possession, for he was now in the pres-
ence of others. There were three or four small
spots of blood on the light colored carpet.

“Whaose blood is it, Spotty 2 Is it yours 2"
asked Tom, considerably impressed by the re
spots,

», not mine, Tom,” replied Spotty, quietly,
for the facts were strong enough without any
demonstration. I fired a shot from my re-
volver through the kevhole of the door.”

Betty screamed again, and declared that she
wouldn't stay in the house another minute ; but
she did.

** What did you fire at, Spotty 2" asked Tom,
filled with wonder, for it began to look very
much like a ** blood and thunder story

** I heard some one at work on the lock of my
door; and I fired at whoever might be on the
other side. I didn’t expect to hurt anybody., for
I couldn’t see.  But T should judge from those
spots that I did hit the fellow.”

** I should think youdid, Spotty. How about
the window in the front room 2"

I shut that window last night, and fastened
it,” replied Spotty.

“Didn't I tell you so 2" exclaimed Betty, tri-
umphantly,  ** There is queer doings in this
house,”

“* That man must have had some very strong
motive for coming here a second time.  He was
after the jewel box ; but he didn't get it,” added
Spotty, with a smile, when he thought of his
midnight labors, and saw the excellent result
which had come of them.

** But let’s follow thisthing up a little further,”
continued Tom. **What's the reason you didn't
kill the man 2"

** The reason is plain enough,” replied Spotty.
“When he was at work on the door he would
naturally stand a little on one side ; and that's the
reason the little bullet did not go through him.
1 have no doubt the ball struck him inone of his
hands, and the blood on the floor came from his
wound.”

“Let us look into it a little more ; we may
find out something of use,” added Tom, as he
began to examine the carpet in other places, *If
we can find any more blood spots, we may be
able to tell which way he went. Probably he
went out of the house the way he came in.”

The boys examined the floor all the way to
the window which had been found open.  There
were 1o more spots on the floor. but there were
drops of blood on the window sill. The rob-
ber had probably held his wounded hard in the
other while walking to the window.

The ladder was found where the boys had left
it the night before ; and both of them admitted
that they had been careless in not putting it back
in the stable. They could find no spots on the
ground to indicate which way the robber bhad
gone, It was probable that he had come in a
boat, as on the former occasion, for they could

" find none of his tracks on the shore of the lake.

Gaynor was on board of the Dandy, and he
was directed to get up steam while Spotty ate
his breakfast.  Before noon they had explored
the shore of the lake for miles above and below
Gildwell, and searched every row boat they
saw for blood spots, but without success.,

After dinner they crossed the lake, and went
to the pier of Mr. Paul, where they had landed
the night before. They found the boat they
had followed across the lake just where they had
seen it on their former visit. But there were
some red spots on the hand rail of the stairs at
the landing place.

“The fellow was shot in the right hand.”
<aid Spotty. ** I should like to see the oars that
belong to that boat.™

As they were going up the pier they met Mr,
Duckridge coming down.

CHAPTER VIIL
SPOTTY OVERIEARS ASTOUNDING NEWS,

OOD morning, boys! Glad tosee vou !
But we can't find anything of the man
vou chased over here last night,” said
Mr. Duckridge. **The officer over at

Windport has looked all about, and can't find

anybody.” X
““ Has this boat been used since we were over

here, sir 2" asked Spotty.

“Not that I know of. None of our folks
have used it. I was down here this morning,
and saw it where it is now."”

“*Where are the oars that go with it 2"

““They are up in that boat house. replied
Mr. Duckridge, pointing to a building on the
chore.  ** At least that's where they keep all the
boat stuff.”

“\We should like to Jook at the oars," added
Spotty.

““You can look at them all you want to,” re-
plied Mr. Duckridge, his good nature in striking
contrast with his temper the night before.

He led the way to the boat house. The build-
ing was not locked. It contained all sorts of
odds and ends, which looked like the accumula-
tion of many vears. Standing against the par-
tition was a pair of oars, the only complete set
to be seen. Spotty eagerly examined them.
But there was not a spot upon the handles,
though they looked as though they had been
recently washed, and scraped in places,

“Well, my lads, what does 1t all mean 2"
asked Mr. Duckridge, who had bottled up his
curiosity so far.

* Nothing, sir; only we are looking up the
matter upon which we came over here last
night,” replied Spotty, who did not deem it
wise to tell any more of the **blood and thun-
der story.” “Will you tell me, if you please,
who the gentleman you called Luke is 2"

“Luke? Lukeis Paul's nephew, Looks like
his father, is a little unsteady. He gets an in-
come of three thousand dollars a vear, left him
by his grandfather, and he wastes it fast as
he gets it.  He isn't much of a fellow.”

** And he lives here with his uncle, Mr. Paul 2"
queried Spotty.

**No, he don't! The less he comes over here
the better Paul likes it. Luke lives over at
Windport, and boards at the hotel ; but 1 heard
this morning that he had gone down to Platts-
burg to stay two or three weeks, I hope he
hasn’t gone on a spree, but I'm afraid be has,
Now you know nearly as much about Luke as |
do. Do you think he is the fellow that broke
into vour house on the other side of the lake >
asked Mr. Duckridge, with no little anxiety ap-
parent on his face.

T can’t say I think Luke is the person, but I
should like to see him,” replied Spotty, evi-
sively.  ** He has gone to Plattsburg, has he 2"
And he wondered why Luke had gone to Platts-
burg at just this time.

“1 don't know that he has gone anywhere ;
but T heard some one say he had.  If you want
to see him, you had better go over to Windport,
You will find him at the Champlain House, if
he is in town,” replied Mr. Duckridge,
potty decided to go to Windport at once,
and see Mr. Luke Paul, for he concluded this
must be his name, if he was there, or if not, to
ascertain where he could be found.  Mr. Ducl
ridge manifested a great deal of curiosity to
know what the boys were driving at, but Spotty
contrived to keep his own counsels,  He had an
opinion of his own ; but he wished to determine
whether or not it was a correct one before he
asserted it.

The captain and the deck hand of the Dandy
returned on board,

*What are you trying to do, Spotty 2" asked
Tom, as they entered the pilot house of the
yacht.

1 am trying to find the fellow that broke
into my father's house; and 1 hope we shall
find him at Windport,” replied Spotty, as he
rang to back the boat, for they had cast off the
fasts when they came on board.

**Do you think it is the fellow they call
Luke 2" asked Tom.

* Ldon't know; I don't want to say anything
about the matter till I know more about it.”

*It's easy enough to guess what you are driv-
ing at; and I think Mr. Duckridge understood
you as well as though you had told him what
you were thinking about,” added Tom.

** He can think what he likes, and so can 1,
replied Spotty.

“You want to see Luke, and you expect to
find him shot in the hand,” continued Tom.

“That's just what I expect, Tom; but you
needn’t blow it all about,” answered Spotty
confidentially, as he was afraid the engineer
might hear him, “If I should say a word
about it, and then find that Luke's hands were
both in good condition, I should feel rather
cheap about it,”

I won't say anything about it to any one;
but I think Mr. Duckridge knew what you
meant. He is as thick in his head as he is in
his body if he didn't see through it.”

* They don't think much of ILuke at his
uncle's,”

** That may be; but they may not want him
taken up for housebreaking.  But you are quite
right to keep still about it, Spotty, till we know
more about the matter.™

It was about eight miles to Windport, and in
forty minutes the Dandy was fast by her bow at
the steamboat wharf.  The boys went on shore,
leaving Gaynor in charge of the steamer.

The Champlain House was but a short dis-
tance from the landing, and they reached it in a
few minutes,

“*Does Mr. Luke Paul board here, sir2™
asked Spotty of the landlord, who was in the
olfice,

** Luke Pau)? No, there is no such person
boards here," he replied, promptly.

** 1 was told that he boarded here by a gentle-
man who ought to know,” added Spotty. ** He
has an uncle that lives seven or eight miles up
the lake.”

I ought to know something about the mat-
ter ; and I am sure that no such man boards at
this house, or ever did," added the landlord,
laughing.

1 think there must be a mistake somewhere,’
continued Spetty, perplexed at the situation,
though the landlord must know who boarded at
his hotel. 1 may not have the name right.
The gentleman I want to find has an uncle that
lives on the lake. and his name is Mr, Paul.”

“1don’t know any one of the name of Paul,
excepting Paul Pry, and [ am not personally
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acquainted with him," laughed the landlorc.

““What is the name of the man you want to
find 2" .

** Luke Paul,"” replied Spotty, who did not see
how he could be mistaken in the name.

I don't know him; never heard the name
before, Luke Paul is a gospel name, and 1
ought to know him if there is any such man
about here.  Hold on a minute! Luke Spott-
wood boards here."”

“ Luke Spottwood | " exclaimed Spotty.

“ He has an uncle up the lake, at a place he
calls Tonnington ; but his name is Paul Spott-
wood,” explained the landlord, who began to see
through the mistake of the inquirer. ** I guess
Luke Spottwood is the man you want to see,
He is a young fellow, twenty three years old,
with red hair and red beard.”

“ That's the man | exclaimed Spotty. *‘ And
his name is Spottwood ? "

** That's his name, and that’s his uncle’s name,
He had fifty thousand dollars left him by his
grandfather, but he gets only the income of it ;
and he doesn't have to work very hard to spend
it, either.”

‘*Is he at the house now ?” asked Spotty.

““ No, he left word that he was going to Platts-
burg for two or three weeks.”

* Have you seen him today ? " asked the in-
quirer, rather carelessly, for he was unwilling to
manifest all the interest he felt in the answer.

*“No, I haven't. Luke's off and on, and no
one can keep track of him. He has a room in
the house, but he doesn't sleep in it half the
time.”

** Has any one about your hotel seen him to-
day 2"

1 don’t know of any one. When I came
down this morning at five o'clock, I found a
prece of paper on the counter, sipned by Luke,
who wrote that he was going to Plattsbury to
stay two or three weeks, and that is all 1 know
about him,” answered the landlord.

** Do you know whether he slept in his bed
last night 2*

“1 don't know ; but if it makes any differ-
ence, I can ask the chambermaid.”

It will make a very great difference to me,
and perhaps to Luke Spottwood,”  replied
Spotty.

The landlord left the office to make the in-
quiry. There were several persons in the offive,
one of whom had a copy of the New York Sun
in his hand, in which there was some news that
appeared to be exciting the attention of the com-
pany.

**Helives over on the other side of the lake
about ten miles furtheg up,” said the man with
the paper in his hand, from which he pad been
reading.

*I never heard of any such man in these
parts,"" added one of the party.  ** But then, we
don't know much about people that live on the
other side of the lake, unless we have business
with them.”

“Tdon't know that T ever saw the man, but
I have heard that he lived on the lake, and had
a fine place there.  He keeps lots of boats, and
the finest steam yacht on the lake,” continued
the first speaker.

** Well, itis bad business for him,” added an-
other of the group. **You say he has run
away 2"

** He has forged notes and indorsements for
hundreds of thousands of dollars, and now he
has run_away. The writer of the article in the
paper thinks he has gone to Europe in the
steamer that sailed yesterd, But that won't
do him any good, for they will cable the account
of his crimes over, and he will be arrested as
soon as he arrives,"

“But if he lives up in these parts, isn't it
strange that none of us know him 2" said an-
other.

P I don’t suppose we are likely to know every
rich man that lives on the Vermont side of the
lake ; but I have heard of him, as I said before,

‘he creditors have taken possession of his bank-
inyg rooms,” continued the first speaker, reading
from the paper in his hand.

** The chambermaid
tumbled this morning," siid the landlord, re-
turning at this moment. ** Luke was not about
last night, and he must have come in late and
gone to bed.”

This was an interesting piece of news for
Spotty, but at that moment his attention was
diverted to the conversation of the group of per-
sons in the office,

“ What did you say the forger's name was ? "
one of them asked the man who had the news-
paper.

Spotty awaited the answer with a good deal of
curiosity, for that was just what he had been
wondering himself.  When it came, it dealt him
a crushing blow,

**The man’s name is Richard Hawke," was
the reply, and poor Spotty nearly fainted when
he heard that his father was branded as a
criminal,

's Luke's bed was

(7o be continued.)
oo
CHURNING THAT IS FUN.

CovNiry boys who lament their lot inlife be-
Cause they are somctimes required to assist in the
churning would doubtless like to live in Uruguay.

In that land, according to a recent article in
Harper's Magazine. the dairyman pours the milk
warm from the cow into-an inflated pig or goat
skin, hitches it to his saddle by a long lasso, and
gallops five or six miles into town with the milk
sack pounding along on the road behind him.
When he reaches the city his churning 1s over, the
butter is made, and he peddles it from door to
door, dipping out the quantity desired by each
family with a long wooden spoon,
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THE GAME OF FOOTBALL.

BY AN EX TEAM CAPTAIN.

EEP down in a trunk
where things are
stowed that have long
outlived their useful-
ness, the writer keeps a soiled and
creased canvas jacket. Once a year or
so he pulls it out from among its fellow
stowaways, examines again its brown
stains of mud well rubbed in, and other
stains of a deeper dye—grim memen-
tos '—and recalls, with a retrospective
smile, the glorious days on the football
field.

Football is often decried by votaries of
lighter sports as unscientific; by the
timid, as brutal and dangerous. It is
neither.

A football match is a continuous exhi-
bition of most accurate kicking, unerr-
ing ‘“ passing " or throwing, dodging that
is sometimes quite marvelous, the most
disciplined and strategic ‘‘ team playing,”
exercised instantaneously and in the
midst of the most exciting circumstances
—all of which have been developed to
the most scientific accuracy by months
of careful practice.

As for roughness, it certainly is a keazy
game ; but as for danger, that is reduced
to a minimum by physical training, and
by the skill that comes from familiarity.

The seasoned player is as tough as
steel and as lithe as willow ; hard knocks
he scarcely feels ; in violent collision he
rebounds, as it were ; when he is thrown
he employs some such knack as does the
base slider of our national game; when
he tackles a heavy rusher, charging down
on him like the wind, he brings the other
to the ground like a thousand of brick—
but in a way that injures neither himself
nor his foe.

Lack of physical development and
practiced skill will always be a source of
danger ; timidity is another—indeed, the
timid fellow can never be a football
player, for his fear will always stand in
the way of the acquirement of the
strength and skill necessary for the
game. In football and similar sports,
where undaunted courage and hardihood
are absolute requisites, these qualities
are at the same time safeguards.

Aside from the liability of accident
that enters into even the lightest games,
the only real element of danger for the
well trained player is the opportunity
offered to the ‘‘slugger.” This person
is one who usually dresses in the clothes
of a gentleman and has the instincts of
a rufian. The less said of him, the bet-
ter.

Good temper you must have. Hard
knocks are among the fortunes of this
game, as of war, and instead of resent-
ing them, the equanimity with which you
receive them is a test of your fitness for
the game.

Whether football originated in Rome
or in England, or whether both countries
can equally claim the distinction of hav-
ing ““set the ball a rolling,” is not known.
But certain it is that the game, in a primi-
tive form, was played centuries ago in
both of those countries, and in England
has survived the blight of time and the
express prohibitions of kings and queens
at different periods. It has been devel-
oped in several diverse forms, has crossed
the ocean to this country, and become the
scientific Rugby game as played at all
our colleges—one of the most popular
and healthful of winter sports.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

These articles are designed to acquaint
the uninitiated with the general features
of the game and some of the most im-
portant regulations. The official rules
can be purchased from any sporting goods
house for about.ten cents.

The accompanying diagram illustrates
the field proper—330 feet long, 160 feet
wide, and its outlying territory, ‘“touch,”
‘““touch in goal,” and ‘‘ goal.” The field
must be level, free from holes and stones,
and elastic with its grassy surface.

At either end, in the middle of the
goal line, rise the two goal posts, eigh-
teen feet six inches apart and exceeding
twenty feet in height, supporting a cross
bar ten feet from the ground.

Twenty five yards out from each goal
line is another, known as the twenty five
yard line. A few other markings on the
field are of minor importance, and are
not given here.

All lines on the field are usually made
with whitewash; or they may be indi-
cated by flags at the points of intersec-
tion.

The players are eleven to a side, with
a sufficient number of substitutes. Their
costume is usually made up of knit
trunks, stockings and cap; a canvas
jacket usually covers the body. This is
tight fitting, and is always laced up the
front. Canvas is used because that ma-
terial is hard and slippery, affording lit-
tle chance for a grip by an opponent.
The shoes must be without spikes or
plates ; no gutta percha is allowed either
on sole or toe, and no rubber tips, though
rubber soles are not forbidden.

The ball is of pigskin, as light as pos-
sible, and ovoid or egg shaped. Through
an opening in one of the seams a rubber
bladder is forced and blown up until the
pigskin is as tight as a drumhead. The
bladder tube is then doubled up, tied
with a string, and thrust inside, and the
opening in the leather is laced tight.

The objects of the game are simple.
The ball being put in play, both elevens
strive for the following points :

I. To carry the ball behind the adver-
sary’s goal line, and touch it down there.
This is a TouCHDOWN, and counts four,
entiltling the scoring side to a ‘“‘try at

oal.”

II. To kick the ball between the adver-
sary’s goal posts over the cross bar. This
is a GoaL, and, when made from the
above mentioned try, it adds two points
to the four scored on the touchdown,
making six in all. When a goal is made
without a preceding touchdown, six
points are scored.

III. To force the opposing side to carry
the ball back behind their own goal line,

field with its white markings, from which
the snow has been swept, disclosing the
turf still green.

Suddenly a great roar goesup! The
Reds are coming on the field. Over the
ropes they jump, giants almost, some of
them seem, though there is one little
thin fellow, or perhaps more than one,
among them—doubtless the most agile of
the lot.

Then another roar! The Blues have
appeared. They seem much slighter
men han the Reds. But then they are
the better runners and dodgers, perhaps.

For a while the teams bandy the ball
about, kicking it, passing it, catching it—
just warming up.

Then the referee gives the word. The
players pull their heavy worsted sweaters
off over their heads, and scurry into
position. The ball is placed in the center
of the field. They are about to begin.

Then over the crowd there falls a hush.
All is expectation and excitement.

The Reds have won the “kick off.”

Eight Reds line up across the field,
even with the ball. These are the
‘‘rushers,” the heavy men of the team.
One of them stands a little way behind
the ball for a short run and a tremendous
kick when the word is given.

Some distance back of the rushers
stand the ‘‘ half backs,” fine runners and
dodgers and kickers. Half way between
these and the goal stands a solitary

layer, the ‘‘back ” or *‘full back.” He
is the Reds’ last resort, a heavy man, a
prime ‘“tackler” and one whom his team
can rely upon in an extremity. For
though his services will but seldom be
needed, yet when some Blue, carrying
the ball, has broken through the Red
rushers and dodged the half backs, this
full back will be the only obstacle be-
tween him and goal.

The Blue rushers line across the field,
facing the Reds and ten feet from the
ball. Their half backs and back are in
their respective positions.

‘“Play !"” calls the referee. Up goes
the ball, away down the field, nearly to
the Blues’ goal. The Red rushers are
following it like the wind, but see! A
Blue half back has secured it, and, with
a mighty kick, back it comes into the
territory of the Reds.

A Red half back waits for it. He
catches the ball as it bounds. But the
enemy’s rushers are nearly upon him!
Down goes his head as he ducks between
the first two. Three more try to seize
him; one catches his arm; he breaks
away; one just misses him ; the third
attempts to seize him, and is knocked
flying. Hiscomrades are too faraway to
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DIAGRAM OF THE FOOTBALL FIELD.

and there touch it down for safety. This
is a SAFETY ToUCHDOWN, and counts two
points against the side making it.

Now let us fancy ourselves transported
to the scene of some great intercollegiate
football match.

Around the great fence thousands of
spectators are packed—mostly young col-
lege.men—each one carrying his college
colors in one form or another.

Some are on foot, some on coaches,
and all belonging to the two colleges
about to contest are having an uproari-
ous time, as is their wont, crying their
college cries, or hooting and howling, or
blowing on tin horns—usually all these
things at once. This strengthens their
lungs, and amuses the ladies who fill the
grand stand.

There in the center lies the empty

be effective—the Red has the ball and a
clear field—but no! there are the half
backs and behind them the reliable full
back of the Blues, waiting for this run-
ner as he dashes toward their goal.

The two Blue half backs are near to-
gether. If the first misses, the second
will stop this Red. On he flies, and
crash ! he meets the half backs. Down
they go, over and over. ‘‘Held!” cries
the Blue. ‘“Down !" responds the Red.
The Blue has tackled the Red and held
him. ‘“Down” is Red’s admission of
the fact.

The ball is now ‘““dead” on the spot
where it was downed, and it is still in
possession of the Reds, because, though
tackled, that Red half back was sure not
to let the ball escape from his grasp.

To put the ball in play again, the pro-
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cess known as a ‘‘scrimmage” is em-
ployed.

The heaviest rusher of the Reds steps
up and places a foot on the ball, facing
his opponents’ goal. Even with him, and
on both sides of him, his rushers line up
close together parallel with the goal lines,
and facing the enemy’s goal. Opposite
each of these line up the Blue rushers.
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POSITION OF PLAYERS AT THE KICK OFF.

R\R, Rushers; g.Q, Quarter backs: H,H, Half
ac

¥s: B,B, Backs.

But seven of the Red rushers are lined
up; the eighth, known as the ‘‘quarter
back,” is stooping down close behind the
Red, who has his foot on the ball. When
the latter player (called the ‘‘ snap back ")
is ready, he will suddenly snap the ball
backward toward his own goal to the
quarter back, who will in turn throw it
like a flash to his half back a few yards
away and a little nearer the goal.

The Blue rushers, meanwhile, will try
to break through the opposing Reds and
snatch the ball, or tackle the half back
who is to receive it.

The two rush lines are all in motion,
dancing from side to side, the Blues try-
ing to find an opening, the Reds to
‘“cover” each his man.

Suddenly, back goes the ball to the
quarter back—now the half back has it
—like a shot he ‘‘passes” it straight
across the field to the second Red half
back, forty feet away.

Hestarts to run with the ball—the Blues
are on him—the ball flies from his grasp.
A Blue has it—no, he’s dropped it, but
he gives it a wild kick toward the bound-
ary. Both teams are after it pell mell.

Some one tries to drop on it—it is
kicked from u..der him. On it goes, roll-
ing toward ' touch.” Again they're after
it, and again a kick sends it flying, this
time away out into ‘‘ touch.” A Red and
a Blue are each tearing after the ball.
The Blue gets it by throwing himself on
the top of it; he also gets 180 pounds of
Red on top of him. No matter! He
has the ball.

Being in ‘‘touch,” or out of bounds,
it is a dead ball, and must be put in play
again. The rules gives these methods:

‘“If aball goes into touch, a player on
the side which touches it down must
bring it to the spot where the line was
crossed, and there either (I) bound the
ball into the field at right angles to the
touch line and then run with it, kick or
throw it back—‘back’ meaning toward
his own goal—or (II) throw it out at
right angles to the touch line.” In either
of these cases the rushers line up as in
the scrimmage, the side holding the ball
preventing opponents from getting pos-
session of it. ‘‘Or (III) the player may
walk out with it at right angles to the
touch line, any distance not less than
five nor more than fifteen yards, and
there put it down.” In this case a scrim-
mage ensues,

(70 be continued.)
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POETRY OF PUMPKIN PIE.
BY JOHN G. WHITTIER.
Ah, on Thanksgiving day, when from eastand from

wesl
From north and from south, come the pilgrim and

est,
Whﬂnﬂe gﬂ; haired New Englander sees round

Thc nitl hrnkan links of affection restored,
th: care wearied man seeks his mother once

And “I:fwm matron smiles where the girl smiled
What moistens the lip and what brightens the eye,
calls back

What Lhe past, like the rich pumpki
pie?

A THREE MAN BREEZE.

BY CAPTAIN HENRY F. HARRISON.

URING my thirty odd years of a
seafaring life 1 have sailed in
some very slow and some very

fast vessels, In the former category I
place a Dutch galliot in which I once
sailed up the North Sea, a Chinese junk
on board which I took passage from
Canton to Ningpo, an English collier,
whose crew took me off the wrecked
ship Mary D. Shields, and an old bluff
bowed bark called the Agnes, built in
1801, of which I was oncesecond mate,

Conversely I remember as a boy my
first passage across the western ocean in
the packet ship Independence, fourteen
days from New York to Liverpool. And
later in the Sovereign of the Seas, when
we were only eighty two days from
Honolulu to New York. [ have also
been in a whale boat, towed by an in-
furiated ninety barrel sperm, whose
specd it seemed to my excited imagina-
tion, was almost equal to that of a lively
lncnmutiv:. And
remember vividly
how we tried to log
the Great Republic,
when under three
topsails she was
scudding off Cape
Horn beforeas heavy
a blow as I ever saw
a ship run in. Cap-
tain Limeburner al-
ways declared that
during the ten hours
of the gale's continu-
ance the noble clip-
per averaged nine-
teen knots, And I
do not believe he
made a large over-
estimate,

But I think of all
the swift sailing craft
in which I ever took
passage, a certain
proa in the southern
seas will bear off the
palm. And though
as a story there is not
very much to tell,
perhaps the readers
of the ARGOSY may
be interested to know
what a proa is, as also
how I came on board
of her.

Well, the way of it
was this, More years
ago than [ care to
remember, I was
mate of a Salem brig
called the Arethusa.
We were on atrading
voyage in the South
Pacific, and one
morning I came on
deck to find the brig
wrtally becalmed
about two hundred miles to the eas(ward
of the Pearl Islands.

Now generally speaking it is seldam
so calm even in tropic seas but that the
underswell, which is really the ocean's
heart throb, is not feltto a greater or less
extent. And as seafarers will tell you,
the dead calm suddenly following a heavy
gale is of far more discomfort than the
gale itself for this reason. Without a
breath of wind to steady her, the vessel
is rolled and pitched and tossed by the
long smooth swells in the most exasper-
ating manner.

But on this occasion nomill pond could
have been smoother than was the sur-
face of the sea. As I stood staring over
the taffrail my sunburned, bearded face
looked upward at me as thnngh reflected
with most unflattering fidelity from a
great mirror,

Hot? 1could not bear my hand on the
wood work, much less on the brass guard
rail. The p:lchy deck planks were like
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hot iron; the sun blazed down from an
unclouded sky till the stifiing air seemed
to quiver like the rising heat from a blast
furnace. Even the five Lascars compos-
ing our crew lay about the deck gasping
for breath. Curiously, the one least af-
fected by the heat was our second officer,
a young fellow from the uncertain cli-
mate of New England, Joe Raymond by
name,

But Raymond's was one of those happy
go lucky natures that can adapt them-
selves to almost any circumstances,’
Though a comparatively young man, his
life had been a strange one, he having
been a wanderer all over the navigable
globe, since at the tender age of twelve
he ran away to sea.
** There’s nothing so bad
that it mightn't be worse "
was his favorite saying
under the most adverse
circumstances.

awe struck, a strange phenomenon sud-
denly presented itself to our astonished
gaze. Against the horizon line, which a
moment before had been an unbroken
level, appeared a lofty elevation, as
l.lmugh a high island of great 1cngth had
suddenly risen from the bottom of the
sea. But a second look showed only too
plainly that this remarkable appearance
was a vast bulk of water coming down
upon us with terrific speed !

‘* A tidal wave, set in motion by the
submarine earthquake!"” exclaimed Cap-
tain Parks, as, fully alive to the threat-
ened danger, which no human skill or
power could avert, we stared blankly in
cach other's faces. For the brig, not be-

THE FLYING

*“Pretty warm, Mr. Harrison; but I've
seen it warmer by at least ten degrees,
on the equator,” he said cheerfully, as
stepping up on the quarter he glanced
about the horizon as if in search of a
breath of air.

I growled something to the effect that
I didn't want to see it any hotter, Cap-
tain Parks, who had been down for a
look at the barometer, said likewise.

“*Hark! Is that thunder?” he sud-
denly exclaimed. A low, inarticulate
rumble echoed sullenly over the oily ex-
panse, yet there was not the sign of a
cloud in the steely sky. No, it could not
be thunder.

Again came the mysterious rumble,
louder and nearer. It was attended by
a strange quivering or vibration of the
oily surface, which, communicating itself
to the bngs hull, caused her to tremble
in every timber.

““ A submarine earthquake,” said Cap-
tain Parks, concisely. As we stood half
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ing under steerage way, was slow.y
drifting round in a sort of irregular
circle, Should the wave strike her
broadside to—

On came the watery mountain wall, im-
pelled by an awful and irresistible force,
towering quite as high as the mainmast
head.

“ Into the starboard rigging, and hang
on for your lives !” roared the captain,
as the Lascar crew, with wild yells, ran
to the rail as though to throw themselves
over the side.

1 saw Captain Parks spring for the
main rigging, even as he gave the com-
mand. Raymond and I, who were on
the leeward side of the quarter, made a
simultaneous rush in the same dir- tion.

But we were too late, The.e was a
great upheaval, and the doomed brig,
caught broadside to, was swept upward
and rolled over like a cork in an instant.
I remember being submerged under tons

! of green seas, and rising gasping to the
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surface, which was strewn with broken
debris from the vessel's deck.

This I noticed first, and then [ saw for
a brief moment what I felt sure was the
keel of the capsized brig, dotted with
four or five black specks that I knew
were men clinging to it, on the crest of
the receding wave, which was sweeping
steadily on to the westward.

** Bad job, Mr. Harrison,” said a voice
not far distant, and turning my head as
I struck out I saw Raymond sitting
astride the brig's foretopsail yard,
which, with part of the sail and gear at-
tached, had been torn from the shattered
mast by the terrible force of the sea.

““1should say it was bad,” I responded,
as, having myself
reached the spar, 1
freed my eyes and
mouth of salt water
and looked wonder-
ingly at the speaker,
hardly knowing whe-
ther to admire or be
vexed at his coolness.

““Well, it might be
worse,” he replied,
but I could by no
means take the same
philosophical view. A
hundred and fifry
miles at least from
land, in danger from
starvation, thirst and
sharks, and outof the
track of sailing ves-
sels, it occurred to
me that we were
aboutas badly off as
we could be,

But I said nothing,
and so for the rest of
the scorching day we
clung to the spar,
conversing at brief
intervals and strain-
ing our eyes across
the smooth waste of
waters in vain search
of the sail which
neither of us was
hopeful of seeing.

A little after noon
a coming breeze was
indicated by a faint
black line close down
against the edge of
the eastern horizon.
And against the dark
line was a white object, which, seeming
to keep pace with the approaching breath
of the northeast monsoon, took the defi-
nite shape of a single small sail heading
almost directly for us.

“A flying proa!” I exclaimed as it
came onward with inconceivable velo-
city. And this indeed it was, though dif-
fering from those peculiar to the Ladrone
and Friendly Islands. These lauter, 1
may say in passing, are double enders,
with the mast and lateen sail amidships.
Instead of ' wearing ship,” the helms-
man simply moves to the opposite side
of the proa with his long paddle, re-
trims the sail, and is already headed in
the opposite direction.

But the craft on board of which Ray-
mond and myself were taken twenty
minutes from the time when we had first
sighted her, was of different construction
in some respects, And as few if any of
my readers may have chanced to see one
of the kind, I may be pardoned if I give
the description somewhat in detail.

From measurements afterward made [
should say that the proa was twenty three
feet long, and had exactly fourtcen inches
of beam, with a depth of six inches when
loaded.

Hollowed from alog of femassi wood,
itself almost as buoyant as cork, this
proa had a wedge-like bow and a square
stern, with a long slanting overhang.

‘The mastand a sprit, which really com-
bined the sprit and boom, were both of
stout bamboo, while the *“lug” sail,
rather wider on the head than its foot,
was woven of a stout fibrous grass.

But the peculiar feature—the one in
which lay the principal secret of the
proa's speed—was the outrigger, a heavy
ironwood log, sharpened at both ends to
offer as little resistance as possible to the
water, hung at right angles with the
hull, as you can see in the woodcut.
When we first took our places in the
proa, whose master was a lithe, olive
hued native, wearing a ‘' billycock” hat,
a waist cloth and a pair of faded red silk
stockings, the breeze was comparatively
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light, and the weight of the outrigger
alone served to keep the craft on a tol-
erably even keel while the wind was well
on the quarter.

The motion was most exhilarating. 1
could compare it to nothing but an ice
boat, so smooth and evenly did the
quaint craft slip over the sea, which was
beginning to run in short even swells.

The port watch, who stood well for-
ward on the lookout, took no part what-
ever inthe conversation. His eyes were
steadfastly fixed on the horizon ahead,
where I fancied I could see a faint hazy
loom indicative of land.

The breeze grew steadily stronger, and
as the proa's rate of sailing increased
Iclimbed up on the foot of the after arm
of the outrigger, where, clasping the
mast with one arm, [ began enjoying
the novelty of the situation to the ut-
most.,

‘“Sails like a yacht now, eh Harri-
son?” called Raymond, leaning involun-
tarily to windward as the frail craft,
whose gunwale was not a foot from the
frothing seas, kept ‘‘heeling” more and
more, despite the counterbalance of the
heavy outrigger.

‘“S’pose bime by soon we hab ‘three
man’ breeze you see 'em sail,” again re-
marked the starboard watch, and I began
to think he might after all be a colored
man of truth and veracity.

‘“Wonder what a ‘three man’ breeze
is?" asked Raymond, as he glanced over
his shoulder at the narrow ribbon of
foam streaming after the broad bladed
paddle wielded by the muscular helms-
man.

“ Perhaps when it blows so hard that
it takes three to steer,” 1 suggested
rather foolishly. But it was not long
before I saw my mistake.

For presently the port watch sang out
something in his native tongue that I
knew by his accompanying gestures
meant ‘‘Land ho!” And obedient to a
rapid order from the helmsman, the
starboard watch flattened in the main
sheet, thereby causing the proa to lic
over at an alarming angle. Then at an-
other order from the man at the oar, the
port watch ran out on one arm of the
outrigger like a monkey, and to my
great astonishment dropped down in a
squatting position on the pointed log,
where he clung with both hands to some
withes of twisted bark.

‘‘Sails like a steamer now /" shouted
Raymond, who had witnessed this pro-
cedure with quite as much surprise as
myself.

““This only ‘one man’ breeze,” said
the starboard watch—** you wait lilly bit
more.” And then the full significance of
the expression broke in on my mind.

A “two man breeze” would in all
probability send the starboard watch out
on the outrigger. And what if it blew a
‘* three man breeze?”

I glanced at Raymond, who, evidently
having the same thought in his mind, re-
turned the look with one of quizzical
drasllery.

‘“Wonder if we'll have te draw lots to
see which of us is to act as shifting bal-
last 7" he bawled, as a stronger puff of
wind nearly sent the proa on her beam
ends,

Before T had a chance to reply, the
tall helmsman called out something to
the starboard watch, which I naturally
interpreted as an order for him to join
the port watch. But it wasn’t. Touch-
ing Raymond on the shoulder he pointed
to the outrigger, and said in tones of un-
mistakable import :

‘ You go 'long of oder man—dat way
you work your passage !

I was mean enough to laugh at the ex-
pressionon poor Raymond's face, as,after
vainly expostulating, he cautiously
crawled out and took his place at the end
of the outrigger, which was oftener un-
der than on top of the water, as the proa
sped toward the distant island shores
now fully in sight.

My mirth was short lived. The buoy-
ant craft was now fairly flying, and as a
stronger puff of wind nearly capsized us,
the starboard watch imperatively ordered
me to take my place beside the other
two. Entreaty to be excused was as use-
less as resistance could have been, and a
moment or two later found me hanging
for dear life to the after end of the out-
rigger, which I am positive was dashing
through the seas at the rate of full twenty
knots an hour.
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Raymond almost forgot his own de-
plorable situation in grim enjoyment of
mine. At every forward jump of the
proa we were nearly submerged, and a
dozen times [ was nearly swept away.
But I tried to appear quite unconcerned,
though with very poor success.

‘““How do you like this for a new sen-
sation 2" I shouted to Raymond just be-
fore we reached a tremendous line of
breakers at the mouth of the river which
empties into a little bay on the cast side
of the island.

“It might be worse—and I'm afraid
it's going to be!” he roared, pointing to
the great combers directly ahead. But
luckily for us the breeze lessened as we
drew under the island’s lee, and the
drenched and shivering ballast was al-
lowed to shift itself inboard.

We found shelter with a Scotch car-
penter who had been wrecked on the
island ten years before, and made it his
home, till we were taken off by a native
trading vessel and transferred to the
American schooner Jane Adams. But [
have it toremember that under very un-
pleasant circumstances I have sailed at
the rate of twenty knots an hourin a
““three man breeze.”

—— eee

BEFORE THE SNOW.

BY ROBERT KELLEY WEEKS.

A soft gray sky, marked here and there
With tangled tracery of bare boughs,
A little far off fading house,
A blurred, blank mass of hills that wear
A thickening view of lifcle ir,
Which no wind comes to rouse.
Insipid silence everywhere :
The waveless waters hardly flow,
In silence laboring flics the crow,
Without a shadow, o'er the bare
Desecrted meadows that preparc
To sleep beneath the snow.

‘e
[ 7és story commenced in No. 254.)
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THE ISLAND HOMI.
By BROOKS McCORMICK,
Author of ** Nature's Young Nobleman,' etc.

CHAPTER XXV.
HILLBURG IN A TRAI.

OM BOLLES, ahoy!” shouted
Aleck, when he saw the agitation
on the surface of the occan ap-

proaching the Stella.

““What's the matter? I believe I have
been asleep,” said the seaman, springing
to his feet.

I know you have; and I hope you
have had a good nap,” laughed Aleck.

‘“Captain Hillburg kept me at the
wheel about all night, and T am sleepy
when I have nothing to do. I was
dreaming, Aleck ; and what do you sup-
pose I dreamed ?” added Tom.

*“1 don’t know; but I guess you
dreamed that you had the bull by the
horns, and he pitched you over the
fence,” replied Aleck.

“I dreamed that we had another fight,
and that we took Hillburg a prisoner,”
laughed Tom.

““Dreams go by contraries, Mrs. In-
crease Mumpleton used to say, and he
may take us prisoners,” said Aleck, as
he looked at the captain of the Barne-
gat, who evidently saw the breeze com-
ing, and was getting to be very uneasy,
and fast losing his reputation for pa-
tience.

Suddenly Hillburg sprang forward,
and placed himsclf on the after thwart.
Then he placed the two rowlocks abreast
of him and took the oars. Aleck and
Tom both went to the waist, and sta-
tioned themselves at the guns,

“Don’t fire, Aleck!"” said Tom, as he
took the revolver from his pocket. *‘It
looks too much like murder, and we
ought together to be able to handle that
one man.”

‘1 was just thinking of that myself,”
added the skipper, as he produced his
weapon. ‘‘ Livergood doesn't seem to be
in condition to do anything to assist his
friend.”

Tom picked up the end of the fore
sheet, and worked over it for some time.
The wind was coming, but it had not
come, and the skipper turned his atten-
tion to the boat, if he had taken it from
it a moment.

““What have you done with those two
men  that deserted from this boat?”

asked Hillburg ; and it was plain that his
patience was all gone.

““We are making them as comfortable
as circumstances will permit,” replied
Aleck.

*“One of them has the key to my medi-
cine chest, and I want to get something
for this man who is wounded,” said Hill-
burg, as he began to row very gently
towards the Stella.

Aleck made no reply to the absurd
statement of the villain.  He came along-
side, and made haste to climb the side.
The moment he showed his head above
the rail, Tom Bolles threw a lasso around
his neck and held him tight.

If Hillburg had exhausted his patience,
his strength and vigor were impaired, for
he began to struggle in the most violent
manner. Probably he had expected to
be supported by the two men he had
sent, as soon as he showed his head above
the rail of the Stella.

“Don’t let him come any farther till
we have fixed things,” said Aleck, while
Hillburg had his ¢lbows over the rail,
and was supporting his body by his two
arms resting upon it.

He could not use his hands without
losing his hold and falling back into the
boat. Tom held him by the neck, but as
soon as he could use his hands he would
be able to remove the rope, or at least to
prevent it from bearing hard on his neck.
The seaman could not handle him alone,
and Aleck doubted if both of them could
do so. It looked very much like catch-
ing a boa constrictor, and the prisoner
was likely to be more than they could
take care of.

Aleck thought for a moment that they
had better tumble him back into the
boat, when his eye rested on the halyard
rove for a staysail.  He cast it off, made
a noose in one end, and then slipped it
overthe head of the captain of the Barne-
gat. Tom removed the sheet, for they
were likely to need that soon. Aleck
hauled taut on the halyard, and then
handed the line to his companion.

**Now we can haul him up in the air if
he don't hold still,” said Aleck, as Tom
took the rope.

‘Do youmean to hang me ?" demanded
the victim, with a string of oaths which
startled the younger of the operators.

““That will depend entirely upon your-
self, Captain IHillburg,” replied Tom
Bolles, as politely as a dancing master,
*“The fact of it is, captain, you are a
powerful man; I know I can't handle
you, for I have tried it ; and Aleck and I
both are really afraid of you, or we
should not subject you to this unpleasant
and degrading operation.”

““I will be the death of both of you be-
fore I am done with you,” roared the
captain,

‘“That's just what we are afraid of ;
and we meantodo our work as thoroughly
as the occasion may require,” replied
Tom, as blandly as before. ‘ But you
will let me say that the more you kick
and bang round, the tighter we shall
haul the lines. If we find we can't
handle you with the rigging we are using,
why, we shall just p: this staysail hal-
yard over the windlass, and string you
up about ten feet above the deck.”

Hillburg again indulged in a volley of
profanity, and began to struggle to lift
his body over the rail; but Tom hauled
the'halyard so tight that he was glad to
desist. By this time Aleck, who had not
been idle, had prepared a couple of lines
to put a further check on the movements
of the victim,

The choking Tom had given him had
a quicting influence upon Hillburg, for
its tendency was totake away hisstrength
and impair his pluck. While he was thus
at rest, Aleck passed a slip noose around
the right wrist of the prisoner.  Hauling
it taut, he made the line fast in the main
rigging.

With the other line he secured his left
wrist, and carried it to the fore rigging.
In this manner they made a *spread
eagle” of him, and it was impossible for
him to do anything for himself.

“* Now we had better get him on deck,
for we have him where the hair is short,”
said Tom, as he approached the victim
with the halyard in his hand.

*“All right; he can’t hold on much
longer in that way,” replied Aleck.

Both of them took hold of him under
the arms, and succeeded in dragging
him over the rail. The§ placed him on
his feet, and the seaman hauled the hal-
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yard taut. The prisoner stood on lhg
deck, held erect by the rope around h}g
neck, and his arms outstretched at their
full length, looking like a cross. He
had been so exhausted by the choking
he had received that he did not struggle,
or even swear.,

“*He will stay quiet for a while,"”
chuckled Tom Bolles, who seemed to
enjoy the utter discomfiture of his savage
enemy. ‘‘Now we will attend to the
wounded man in the boat.”

““How do you find yourself, Mr. Liver-
good?" asked Aleck, as he went to the
rail, and looked into the boat, which was -
hugging the yacht.

*lam about used up,” replied he, 1
am badly wounded in the thigh. This
has been a bad day for me.”

‘“1should say so; and you will think
still worse of it after vow have spent a
year or two in the State prison,” added
Aleck.

““The State prison!” exclaimed Liver-
good, who did not seem to realize that
he had committed any crime.

“* First, for robbing the house of Jason
Mumpleton,—"

**That was Hugh's affair,” feebly pro-
tested the wounded man.

“You had a hand in it; I can swear
that I saw you put the chloroform to the
old man’s nose. Then vou stole this
vacht, and you have a cargo of smug-
gled goods on board of the Comet. 1
should say that you would have enough
to think of for the next ten years of
your life.”

**Thebreeze is coming, Captain Aleck,”
interposed Tom. *‘How shall we get
this man on board 2"

Tom got into the boat, and rigged the
end of the fore sheet under his arms;
and after a hard pull they succeeded in
getting him on the deck.  He could not
walk, or even stand up, and they carried
him to the cabin.  He was placed in one
of the forward berths, and Tom exam-
ined his wound. The flesh was badly
torn by a splinter, but though it was
very painful, it was not likely to prove
serious.

After looking about the cabin for some
time, Aleck found the medicine chest,
and pried it open. The scaman put a
piece of sticking plaster on the wound,
and they left him to himself, though
Flora was dirccted to watch him, in ad-
dition to the two other prisoners in the
cabin,

“By the mighty town pump!” ex-
claimed Tom, when they returned to the
standing room, satisfied that all the pris-
oners would keep still for a while at
least.  ““We have done a big business,
and my dream did not go by contraries.
Jerusalem afloat!  We have actually cap-
tured a whole boat load of them !

“Exactly so! And I can't believe that
I'am Alexander Mumpleton, called Aleck
for short,” returned the skipper, as he
gave the wheel a turn to bring the vacht
up to the gentle breeze that began to
stir the water around her.

Tom carried the painter of the Barne-
gat's boat to the stern, and made it fast,
as the Stella filled away. The wind was
square cast by the compass, which was
fair for the schooner to return to River-
haven. But Aleck hecaded the yacht to
the north. ’

“Is this the course?” asked Tom,
after he had looked at the compa

This is the course, Tom,” replied the
skipper.  ““We might as well finish up
this business, and make a clean sweep
of it, while we are about it.”

*What do you mean, Aleck?”

““Don’t you see that I am heading her
for the Barnegat and Comet? We may
as well take those two vessels in with
us,” replied Aleck.

‘I see!” exclaimed Tom; and then
he dropped down on the cushions, and
laughed with all his might. * You are
going to capture those two vessels and
take them into port as prizes.  Well,
that will be a good one!”

**Don’t you think we can doit, Tom?"
asked Aleck, who felt quite as jolly as
his companion,

“I think we can if Captain Hillburg
and the rest of these fellows are willing.”
chuckled Tom,

" Perhaps you had better go and ask
Hillburg if he is willing,” suggested the
skipper. ‘I propose to take all three
vessels in whether he and the rest of
them are willing or not.”

“ldon’t believe Hillburg would con-
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sent if [ asked h.m, and I will save him
the pain of refusing by not consulting
him. But let us figure the thing up be-
fore we invest in the enterprise,” said
Tom, seriously.

““Good! It is better to figure it up
now than it would be after we got beaten
out of the plan,” added Aleck. ‘‘We
have four prisoners on board of the
Stella, with only two hands, not counting
Flora, to handle them.”

“You are not very complimentary,
Aleck, to leave me out of the count when
I can steer, and keep watch,” interposed
the girl. “‘Perhaps I could fire a re-
volver, if you showed me how.”

““I was only counting the fighting
men, Flora; and you are just as good as
any hand, and I will not count you out.
We have three to look out for the prison-
ers,” said the skipper. ‘ Hugh will make
one more, but he is wounded.”

‘“ Mungo will be on our side, and that
will make four to work the vessels and
guard the prisoners,” added Tom. It
is rather a small force to sail three ves-
sels, and take care of five prisoners.”

““Is Mungo a sailor? Can he handle
the Comet?”

‘““He is not much of a sailor, but he
took his trick at the wheel on board of
the Barnegat in the daytime. He can
take the Comet in without any trouble.
Now, how shall we divide our forces?”

““You shall sail the Barnegat, keeping
Hugh on board of her. I think he is
wounded in the right hand. Mungo will
sail in the Comet. The Stella can go as
she is, for we shall have two on board of
her,” answered the skipper.

In half an hour the yacht was alongside
the Barnegat.

CHAPTER XXVI.
IMPRESSIVE WARNINGS TO THE PRISONERS.

T had been a very long day to Aleck,
P though it was now only half past
two in the afternoon. The skipper
and his assistant went the rounds among
the prisoners, to assure themselves that
they were all right. Livergood said he
felt a little better, but Aleck hoped he
did not feel too well, for he might organ-
ize a new conspiracy.

Tom took the precaution to examine
his pockets, to make sure' that he was
not armed; but no dangerous weapon
was found about him. He was admon-
ished that he would be shot without
mercy if he was discovered out of the
berth.

‘I might as well be shot as to be sent
to the State prison,” he responded, in de-
sponding tones.

“You can take your choice, and it
won't make a bit of difference to us,”
replied Tom. ‘“We might make sure of
you by tying your arms behind you.”

“You know that I can’t get out of the
berth if I try,” moaned the wounded
man.

“1 have seen the wound, and I don't
think you can. But there will be a pair
of eyes on you every moment of the
time till we get to Riverhaven, and one
of the hands that goes with that pair of
eyes will hold a revolver; and you are
sure to get the worst of it.”

“1 am in too much pain to do any-
thing, and I shall not stir,” added Liver-
good.

They left him, and Tom overhauled
the lines with which the two men on the
lockers were secured. They were not
wounded, and Aleck was more concerned
about them than any of the other pris-
oners. If one of them got loose, he
could free his companion, and relieve
Hillburg from his fetters.

““That rope is taking the skin off my
wrist,” said one of them.

*Then you have been pulling on it,
and it is your own fault,” replied Tom,
who was a poor comforter under present
circumstances.

1 have not pulled on it at all. If you
will unfasten me, I will promise not to
do anything against you,” pleaded the
man.

“T won't trust you, or take your prom-
ise¢, for I don’t mean to run any risks,”
replied Aleck. ‘“But I think we might
put them in the berths, and then [ shall
know better where to find them, Tom.”

‘“All right;” and they were assisted
into the bunks next to the lockers on
which they had been lying.

They were charged, as Livergood had
becn, that if they left their berths, they
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would be shot without any hesitation.
The skipper and Tom visited Hillburg
on deck, while Flora was directed to
watch the men below. The chief sinner
of the party had completely cooled off.
At any rate he could not help realizing
that he was entirely powerless, and at
the mercy of his captors. Tom exam-
ined the nooses at his neck and wrists,
and parceled the ends around the stand-
ing part, so that there was no possibility
of their giving way.

Hillburg was warned more emphati-
cally than the others had been, that he
would be shot if he got loose, and not a
particle of risk would be taken on his
account.

“Doyou know who I am?” demanded
he, after he had listened to the warnings
given to him.

“You are Captain Hillburg; that's all
I know about you, and that’s all I want
to know,” answered Aleck.

“I am a gentleman of wealth and
standing in New York! Do you suppose
such an outrage as this can go unpun-
ished?” continued he, as haughtily as
though he had been free on the deck of
his own yacht.

““Do gentlemen of wealth and stand-
ing in New York make'a business of
smuggling ?"”" inquired the skipper.

‘I am not engaged in anything of the
sort,” protested Hillburg.

““Then you lied to me when you told
me what the voyage was for,” said Tom.
[ say you are a pirate, for you gave me
the order to run into the Stella when I
was at the wheel of the Barnegat. But
what's the use of arguing the question? "

‘“None at all; he can argue it in the
court room,” remarked Aleck.

The Barnegat and the Comet had been
lashed together, and the Stella had made
fast alongside the former. Leaving Flora
on the watch, the skipper and his com-
panion went-on board of the Barnegat.
Mungo and Hugh were seated in the
standing room. The latter had a spy
glass in his hand, and had been observ-
ing all that had transpired on board of
the Stella. He had a handkerchief around
his right arm, but the member seemed
not to be entirely disabled.

‘““You have done a big business,
Sandy,” said his cousin, as the latter
went on board.

“‘I have done the best I could, at any
rate; and you made a bad investment
last night, Hugh, when you stole the
Stella,” replied Aleck.

**We did not mean to steal her, and
should have taken her back where we
found her, if you hadn’t made such a
row,"” returned Hugh.

““You didn't take her by accident, and
it is stealing all the same. I think the
court will say so in afew days, and will
not take your explanation of the affair.”

‘““What do you mean by the court,
Sandy ? Do you intend to hand me over
to the officers?” asked Hugh, who
seemed to be appalled at the idea.
““That is precisely what I intend to
do.”

““But you forget that I am your own
cousin, Sandy.”

“Didn't you forget that I was your
own cousin when you chloroformed me,
and stole that box, Hugh? Answer me
that, when you want to say anything
about cousins.”

Tom could not help laughing heartily
at the plea of the prisoner.

*“We are not in the cousining business
just now, my hearty,” said he. *‘Now,
let me see your arm where it was
wounded. I want to know whether to
tie you up or not.”

Hugh objected to showing his wound,
but Tom tore off the handkerchief, and
made him take off his coat. There was
a black and blue spot on the fore arm,
but the skin was not broken.

“Sodjering " exclaimed Tom. ** That
wound wouldn't make a spring chicken
hold up his foot. Put on your coat,
and put vour handkerchief into your
pocket.  You howled about that because
you wanted to get out of the fight.”

““But it is very sore, and it pains me,”
insisted Hugh.

““All right, and you can nurse it as
much as you please. You and I will be
alone on the Barnegat, and if you want
a hole made through that empty skull of
yours, you cut up a little, and you'll get
it. I won't tie you, for I may want you
to steer,” said Tom.

Mungo decgared that he could handle

the Comet, and Aleck went on board of
her with him. She was not a yacht, and
shehadaregular hold, which was filled full
of boxes. Even the cabin was improved
for the storage of cargo. The skipper of
the Stella found, by opening one of
them, that these boxes were filled with
brandy in bottles. This satisfied him in
regard to the nature of the Comet's
voyage ; but it was not so clear to him
that the Barnegat could be held, for she
had not taken in her cargo.

Aleck assisted Mungo in getting under
way, and then returned to the Barnegat.
Tom was all ready to fill away, and the
force of the wind was increasing. It
was not likely to blow hard from present
appearances, and there was nothing to be
feared, though not one of the three
vessels had hands enough to work her if
a storm came up.

Aleck took the wheel, and filled away
on board of the Stella. He had looked
over the chart, and obtained the course
for Riverhaven, and ascertained that the
run was seventy miles. He could hardly
expect to make it in less than twelve
hours, unless the wind freshened more
than he thought it would. The three
vessels had the wind on the port quarter,
and they went off at a very fair speed.

‘““Now we shall get home, Flora,” said
Aleck, when everything was working
well. ‘I don’t think we shall have any
more fighting to do.”

‘I hope not ; for I have been terribly
afraid you would be hurt,” replied she.
‘““What should I have done if you had
been killed ?”

““You would have had to do without
me,” answered he, lightly.

‘I should have been taken back to
Livergood's house, or sent to s3mc place
that is no better. They were taking me
away from Riverhaven because Liver-
good had seen some one at a hotel.”

‘ And the man seen by him was Dorn-
wood, you said,” Aleck continued.

““I had forgotten the name, for I had
never heard it before ; but the moment
Hillburg mentioned it, I recognized it.”

““Then Dornwood, whoever he may
be, is the man they are afraid of.”

““Tam sure I have no idea who heis,”
added Flora.

““ Hillburg asked me if this Dornwood
was on board of this yacht,” continued
the skipper, greatly puzzled by the facts,
which he could not put together. *“ Why
did he suppose Dornwood was on board
of the Stella, when she is owned and run
by Gerald Bloom ?”

‘I don't understand it any better than
you do."”

““That man with the rope around his
neck could tell us all about it, if he
would,” added Aleck ; and he wondered
if there was any way to make him do so.

““ Perhaps he would tell you all about
it if you would let him escape,” suggested
Flora.

““I doubt if he can be punished, or his
vessel condemned for smuggling, for he
had not taken his cargo on board of the
Barnegat, and we can’t prove what we
know to be true. He may get off,” said
the skipper, who was considering the
suggestion of the girl to let him escape.

He decided not to do so; at least not
till he had consulted Tom Bolles on the
subject. Hillburg was in some way con-
nected with the affairs of Flora, and it
might turn out that Livergood was only
hisagentremoving her from Riverhaven.

‘“Steamer, dead ahead !” shouted Tom,
from the Barnegat.

But as yet the steamer was so far off
she could hardly be scen.

CHAPTER XXVII.

THE COMET GETS OUT OF HER ORBIT.

T was soon evident that the Comet
;. was no match in sailing for the

vachts, for she had begun to fall
astern. About an hour after the start,
Aleck noticed that she was steering very
wildly, and began to think that Mungo
was less of a sailor than Tom had repre-
sented him to be. After he had watched
her movements for half an hour, he saw
her come up into the wind, and hang
there.

Even Flora could steer vastly better
than the negro, and it was evident that
something must be done. The Comet
would never get to Riverhaven or any-
where else at the present rate. Tom
Bolles had discovered the erratic move-
ments of the schooner astern, and he
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had come about. In a few moments hc
was within hailing distance of the Stella.

‘“What is the matter with Mungo,
Tom ?” called Aleck.

““I don't know, and we must go back
and see. The fellow has certainly lost
his head,” replied the new skipper of the
Barnegat.

‘“ Must we both go back ?” asked Aleck.

“Yes; for we may have to make a
new deal. Mungo steered the Barnegat
by the hour, and I don’t see what has got
into him.”

The Stella came about, and followed
her consort back to the place where the
Comet had come up into the wind, and
was floundering about wherever the
breeze took her. It was not prudent to
go alongside with the present wind, and
Tom gave the helm to Hugh, after he
had run the bow of the yacht up to the
lee quarter of the Comet. Taking a rope
in his hand which he had made fast to
the windlass, he leaped on board of the
wayward vessel.

When Aleck saw how he had done
it, he repeated the maneuver with the
Stella, and leaped on the quarter rail of
the Barnegat. He ran with all speed to
the bow of the yacht, and found Tom on
the quarter deck of the Comet. He had
already righted the helm, so that the
vessel filled away again.

““Mungo is drunk!” exclaimed Tom,
as soon as he saw Aleck.

‘“ That's bad.”

‘“He has opened one of the boxes of
liquor, and he is good for nothing,”
added Tom.

‘“What shall we do? I don't want to
return to Riverhaven without the Comet,”
said Aleck.

““Mungo can’t have drunk a great deal,
and we must wait till he gets over it.
Then I will put him aboard of the Barne-
gat, where he can get no liquor,” replied

om.

At that moment there was a scream
from Flora on the Stella, and Aleck ran
as though he had been fired out of a gun
to the standing room of the Barnegat.
As he grasped the line to haul her up to
the Stella, he saw one of the two men
who had been put into the berths with
their arms tied behind them, rushing to
the forecastle, evidently to cast off the
line.

. The skipper realized the peril of the
situation at once. This man had in
some manner freed himself from his
bonds. He must have heard what
passed between Aleck and Tom, and had
then gone on deck. Flora must have
screamed as soon as she saw him, and
he could not have crossed the cabin be-
fore the open door without her seeing
him.

She had given thealarm, and the man's
first effort was to secure possession of
the vessel, when he saw that Aleck had
left her. He did not even stop to release
Hillburg, for he saw how the Stella was
made fast to the Barnegat. Before the
man could reach the windlass, the skip-
per was in the standing room of the
Barnegat.

Aleck drew his revolver. Flora was on
board of the yacht; so was the box
which contained the fortune his father
had left for him; the principal prisoners
were on board of his vessel, and to lose
her would be to lose everything. With-
out an instant's hesitation he mounted
the rail, and fired.

The man dropped to the deck. Aleck,
with his heart in his mouth, hauled in on
the line, and leaped to the bow of the
Stella.  With only a glance at the fallen
foe, he hastened aft.

““I am so glad you have come, Aleck !"
exclaimed Flora, with a long gasp.

‘* How many of them came out of the
cabin, Flora?” asked the skipper.

**Only that one. Oh, how frightened
I was !" replied the poor girl.

Aleck stopped only long enough at her
side to load the empty barrel of his
revolver. He darted into the cabin,
after he had looked at Hillburg, and
assured himself that the chief was safe,
and glanced at the other prisoner.

He pulled him over, and looked at the
line with which he was tied. He could
not see that it had been disturbed, though
it had been a good deal strained. Liver-
good was still in his place, and did not
appear to have moved. It was all right
in the cabin, and the skipper hastened
on deck.

(7o be continued.)
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The subject of next week’s biographical
sketch will be Rev. Morgan Dix, of Trinity
Clhurch, New York City.
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AN UNFAIR DIVISION OF PROFITS.

THE Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Children should be requested to add to itself a
branch with some such nameas ‘‘ Special Pro-
tector of Youthful Prodigies.”

Here is young Hofmann, the wonderful boy
pianist, who is to receive $25,000 for his ap-
proaching tour of America—that is to say, that

sum has been d ded by the father
for the son's services. And what does the boy
himself receive ? One penny for each piece, or
two cents when it is an extra hard one.

Surely here is cause for the working force of
the establishment to strike as one man. There
is but a single obstacle in the way—young Hof-
mann himself appears to be perfectly contented
with his lot.

A LESSON OF THE DAY.

MAKING undue haste to be rich is one of the
cardinal sins of the age. Men that are scrupu-
lously correct in their habits, keeping their lips
free from oaths, liquor and tobacco, and living
otherwise y lives, are c lly suc-

bing to this h century p

A young New York business man, barely
twenty eight years old, is now in jail, with in-
dictments for larceny and forgery hanging over
his head. He was an opponent of the ‘“plod-
ding " system by which our present millionaires
won their fortunes, and boldly announced, when
he started in business, that Ze was not going to
succeed in that slow coach fashion, but by the
fast express method.

The inevitable derailment did not long delay
its coming, and another lesson for the youth of
our land has been thrown in bold letters on the
screen of contemporary history. Shall jt not be
heeded ?

++

ENCOURAGEMENT FOR OUR CADETS.

IN Adjutant General Drum’s annual report,
recently rendered to the War Department at
‘Washington, he states that a vastly increased in-
terest has been manifested by the militia of the
various States in the drills and other military
duties.

At its last session Congress increased the ap-
propriation for the benefit of the volunteer
army, so that the outlook for the future is most
promising.

General Drum suggests that it would be well
to establish during the yearly encampment an
officers’ school for practice in battalion drill and
other soldierly requirements. He adds, more-
over, that it would be an excellent thing during
the winter to hold weekly classes for instruction
in the duties of guards and sentinels, and the
general management of a company.

From the foregoing it would seem that the
hundreds of boys who during the past season
have formed themselves into military organiza-
tions according to the rules outlined in the
series of articles published in the ARGOsY, have
anticipated, in great measure, the desires of
those who have the efficiency of our military
system most at heart.

e —
ONLY ONE YOUTH.

WHENEVER a boy hears an older person say
‘“If I were young again I would do this or that,
or conduct myself thus or so,” what a thrill it
must give him to reflect that he Zs young and
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has open to him the opportunity for which the
other may sigh in vain,

James Parton, the eminent biographer, in
touching on this theme, states that should he be
miraculously endowed with the faculty of trans-
planting himself back to his teens again, he
would most sedulously endeavor to practice the
simple, commonplace virtues.

““Out of all the countless myriads of people
who have lived on the earth,” he says, * not one
individual has ever ded in i ing his
sum total of happiness by doing wrong.”

To prove the truth of this assertion our readers
have only to compare their feelings when they
have done their duty with the same when they
have shirked it. And let them think often of
the time when they may wish that they could go
back and live differently the days of their youth.

What a man sows at twenty he will reap at
forty. Hence the nature of the seed sown be-
comes of paramount importance at the former
age.

—_— e ——

THE daily papers some time since contained
accounts of a shaving match in London. One
expert, it seems, shaved seventy seven persons
in fifty nine minutes and fifty three seconds.
While not wishing to detract from the fame of
this meritorious knight of the razor, we insist
that the seventy seven persons shaved are enti-
tled to an equal share of the honors for the
heroism they evinced in lending their aid to the

experiment.
—er———

It will doubtless surprise many people to learn
that a good laugh is a marketable article. Yet
the New Yor# Tribune is authority for the state-
ment that a metropolitan manager recently of-
fered a gentleman, who chanced to be in the
audience one night, a liberal salary if he would
become a regular attendant on his performances,
and punctuate them with his resonant and
sonorous laugh.

The offer was declined, but the fact that it was
made suggests that a new industry may be
opened up in the near future.

>

The subscription price of The Golden Ar-
gosy is $3 a year, $1.50 for six months, $1
for four months. For $5 we will send two
copies, to different addresses if desired. For
$5 we will send The Golden Argosy and Mun-
sey’s Popular Series, each for one year.

P P —

SOME of our statesmen have complained of
the scanty salaries attached to their offices. If
they will only manage to make themselves suf-
ficiently famous they may add to their exchequer
and their health at one and the same time by

ing the le of Mr. Glad: So
many applications have been made for the chips
from the trees cut down by the British ex pre-
mier on his estate in Wales, that a printed rate
of charges has been issued. The tariff averages
twenty five cents a cubic foot. A small block
brings thirty six cents, postage to be paid by
purchaser.

In justice to Mr. Gladstone, we should add
that in his case the revenue thus accruing is
handed over to charity.
>es ————

WHAT HARVARD STUDENTS SPEND.

SomE months ago the ARGOSY touched upon
the question of college expenses. The recent
issue of an address on the subject by a Harvard
professor has aroused fresh interest in the
matter.

The writer, Professor Palmer, sent a circular
to two hundred and thirty five members of the
graduating class, asking them to give him, in
confidence, the amount of money each spent in
a year.

From the answers received he learned that
about a quarter of the class managed to get

. along on from $450 to $650, but a greater num-

ber spent more than $1200 each. The lowest
amount reported was $400, the highest $4000.

After reading various opinions and comments
on the essay, we conclude that if a boy is in-
clined to be extravagant, he will spend his money
recklessly, no matter where he is, and that the
influence of college life is no greater temptation
to him to be prodigal than is that exerted by the
set with which he mingles at home.

Professor Palmer expresses a personal con-
viction on the subject when he says that every
dollar over $1200 given by his parents to a
student is a dollar of danger.

WILLIAM M. TAYLOR, D.D., LL.D.,
Pastor of the Broadway Tabernacle, New
York City.

PROBABLY no church in the metropolis is
open more frequently for religious services than
is the Broadway Tabernacle, and temperance
societies, devotional and social meetings,
Bible classes and anniversary occasions on the
part of various denominations keep its sex-
ton always busy. It is, in fact, a sort of relig-
ious exchange building, and hence is familiar to
many who on Sundays worship elsewhere.

Similarly its pastor is known and honored far
beyond the bounds of his own congregation, ex-
tensive as the latter is. No man is more sought
after to preside at important religious convoca~
tions, to address the graduating students of med-
jcal and divinity schools, or to lend the stamp of
his approval to new and important ventures in
the field of
Christian work,
than is Dr. Wil-
liam Mackergo.
Taylor. Wefeel
confident that
the readers of the
Arcosy will be
glad to kno w
something of the
personality of a
man of whom
they are sure to
have heard so
often, for Dr.
Taylor's books
are as popular as
his addresses.

He was born
October 23, 1829,
at Kilmarnock,
in the county of
Ayr, Scotland.
His first teachers
were his pious
parents, descend-
ants of the Cov-
enanters, and
from them he re-
ceived that thor-
ough grounding in Bible history that today en-
ables him to present to his hearers with such
vividness the biographies of Scripture heroes.

In due time he attended the Kilmarnock acad-
emy, which fitted him to enter the University of
Glasgow at sixteen. Graduating here in 1849,
he went to Edinburgh and began to study for the
ministry at Divinity Hall, the theological semi-
nary of the United Presbyterian Church. Dur-
ing this period he found time to teach the classics
and to assist in editing a paper published in his
native town.

Not far from here also was his first pastorate,
that of a little Presbyterian church in the village
of Kilmaurs.

‘The two years of his stay were fruitful of such
good results that news of it spread to Liverpool.
A new congregation was just forming in Bootle,
a suburb of the great seaport, of which the tal-
ented young pastor was asked to take charge.

He accepted, and beginning his work in 1855
with a membership of only forty, carried it on
with such dauntless energy and unflagging de-
termination that in 1871 there were six hundred
members on the rolls, and the church had gained
a reputation second to none of its denomination
in England.

Then in Liverpool, as now in New York Dr.
Taylor worked untiringly as pastor as well as
preacher, and was active in the temperance and
other causes that arose to claim the attention of
all who had the good of the community at heart.
He received calls to the pulpitsof large churches
in London and Glasgow, none of which, how-
ever, would he accept.

The transfer of his ministrations to America
came about in this wise :

Dr. Storrs, pastor of the Church of the Pil-
grims in Brooklyn, took occasion, in the sum-
mer of 1871, to pay a vacation visit to Europe.
Dr. Taylor was invited to cross the Atlantic and
assume charge during his absence.

As he had also been appointed a delegate of
the United Presbyterian Church of Scotland to
the General Assembly of the Presbyterian
Church in the United States, to convene at
Chicago, Dr. Taylor expressed his willingness to

combine the duties. 5

WILLIAM M. TAYLOR, D.D., LL.D.
From a photograph by Anderson.
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The impression ereated by his preaching in
Brooklyn was but a repetition of the interest
aroused by the same means on the other side of
the water. His fame spread rapidly, and before
the year was out a unanimous call was extended
to the popular Scotch preacher by the Broadway
Tabernacle Church in New York, which had
just been left shepherd: by the r ion of
Dr. Joseph P. Thompson.

This call, presented to him in Liverpool by
Dr. Thompson himself, Dr. Taylor accepted,
and entered upon his American pastorate in
March, 1872. As may be imagined, his congre-
gation in Liverpool were loath to give him up,
and their gifts at parting were touching tokens
of the love and esteem with which he had been
cherished in their hearts.

His ministry in New York places a fitting
capstone to the grand results achieved in his
former pastor-
ates. The well
known church
edifice at the cor-
ner of Sixth Av-
enue and Thirty
Fourth Street,
large structure as
it is, with a seat-
ing capacity of
1680, is filled to
overflowing
twice each Sun-
day, while the
growth of the or-
ganizationin
membership and
usefulness has
been correspond-
ingly great. The
congregation is
eminently a
working one, and
in the establish-
ment and main-
tenance of mis-
sions in the out-
lying districts of
the city has been
especially suc-
cessful. For be it said, that with all the count-
less cares and duties resting on his shoulders, Dr.
Taylor finds time to mingle freely with his par-
ishoners, thus contriving to unite with the
eloquence of public exhortation, the magnetism
of his personality thrown out in social inter-
course,

His sermons engage the hearer’s steadfast at-
tention from the very beginning. Starting
quietly, the speaker puts what he has to say into
such simple yet effective phrases that the vast
congregation sits in rapt attention, like children
listening to the begged for story at a mother's
knee. And yet there is not a trace of sensation-
alism or straining after effect. The matter is
all Scriptural, the words mostly so, and with but
little effort the listener can imagine himself an
eye witness of David's overthrow of Goliath or
a participator with the children of Israel in their
miraculous passage of the Red Sea.

The listener's attention having been thus
closely riveted, the ground is prepared for the
application of the text, which the preacher pro-
ceeds to make with consummate skill and an
eloquence that is all the more powerful owing
to the gradual stages by which it has been
reached.

As already noted, Dr. Taylor's published
works have been both numerous and popular.
Indeed, one of them, ** David, King of Israel,”
has achieved the unusual distinction for a vol-
ume of sermons of being issued for twenty five
cents in the ** Franklin Square Library.”

Nearly all his books are in the style of ser-
mons, delivered on successive Sunday evenings,
and dealing with some one of the famous Bible
characters, as ‘‘Joseph, the Prime Minister,”
¢ Paul, the Missionary,” ** Daniel, the Beloved,”
and so on.

In figure Dr. Taylor is stoutly built, with a
strong physique, and a noble, lion-like head.
He lives in Thirty Fifth Street, just west of
Fifth Avenue, where he works in a fully
equipped and thoroughly comfortable study
in the north room on the second floor. He
has six children, and his wife and daughters
ably assist him in the social side of his pastoral

work. MaTTHEW WHITE, JR.

e




DECEMBER 10, 1887

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

THE STAGE COACH WENT RAPIDLY DOWN THE STEEP AND SANDY ROAD AMONG THE LONELY MOUNTAINS,

OTHO'S PRISONERS.

T was an exhilarating ride that Otho Grayson
was taking on his chestnut pony. The lo-
cality was in the northern part of California,
in the midst of rugged hills, deep canyons,

and a heavy growth of timber.

_Otho had often before made excursions of the
kind, ranging the country for miles, with his
gmd_ Winchester rifle slung at his back, and a
hunting knife in his belt. ~Between his pony
and himself there was a mutual affection and a
mutual understanding.

Although the young Nimrod of fifteen was
strictly forbidden by his parents to remain out in
the wilds by night, he would often in the day-
time encamp in the manner of a veteran hunter,
picketing the pony by a long lariat, and building
a fire }mder the trees, when he would broil his
game in the most approved woodland fashion.
It was pleasant, he thought, to lie on the soft
earth and watch his four footed companion en-
Joying the rich green grass after a long gallop
among the hills,

But though his years were so few, the stout

lad already had a very fair claim to the title of
hunter. His exploits had, in a number of in-
stances, been something more than mere play.
e h:u} even on one occasion shot a grizzly
bear. When first discovered, the animal would
have escaped if it could—as, indeed, all bears
will under like circumstances, whatever stories
may be told to the contrary.  Rut Otho fired at
the creature, wounding it badly, which caused it
toturn and rush straight towards him. It took
5;\"" more shots from his Winchester to bring
lhe ferocious brute to the ground—the pony all
the while swerving hither and thither to keep
clear of those ugly paws.

hA' wildcat and’ several deer had also yielded
their Sklps&i(mphies to be hung up about the
vutbuildings of the Grayson home.  And so, al-
Ugether, Otho felt that he had no mean record
& aslayer of wild game.
mL;;]un the present occasion he had set out for
lht' ome of an uncle of his, who lived in a

mving village on a branch of the Sacramento
lr)lp\""“h"t he was quite well to do. It was a
& .zhnde. but this was just what Otho desired ;
":f e would hunt by the way, and make all
h::lne; A)l've‘plu_m(in mong the hills and val-
mi;ﬂn l;\\;i]quue possible, he thought, that he
the. wi € to take along some trophy from
Clarn ‘jlrr be shown to Uncle John, Aunt
J“u”m:n Cousin Annabel, at the end of his
H:‘u: somehow, he had no luck. Game of all
ammw?med o be unusually scarce that day;
by © few deer he saw avoided him in spite of

coulddo. He wished that some huge grizzly

would come shuffling across his path; but, ex-
plore as he might, he could not start a single one
of the big footed fellows. No sharp muzzle
peered from any of the numerous thickets by the
way, and no unwieldy bulk of bone and sinew,
hair and claws, was to be seen scrambling up
bank or hillside.

Once, indeed, a number of loose stones came
rattling down a declivity, startling the pony, and
causing the young hunter to look up with a
thrill of excitement as he cocked his rifle. But
here again was disappointment. A puma, which
had probably been sunning itself just under the
brow of the bank, had sprung up and disap-
peared in an instant.

““Too bad 1 said Otho to himself. I never
killed a mountain lion ; but if I had only known
that fellow was here I would have had him! I
wonder where he has gone | ”

He searched ‘all about the place, but could
find no sign of the big cat-like creature.

Presently his attention was attracted by the
appearance of a stage coach on the scene—a
sight which told him that he was nearer the
traveled road than he had supposed.

It was a pleasant and suggestive object, in a
spot almost as lonely as Crusoe’s island, for it
proved that human life and human enterprise
reached out even here with its every day thoughts,
hopes and projects.

He could see it very plainly from its position.
It was going down a slope where the sand was
so deep that the wheel rims and the horses’
hoofs were buried in it; yet the descent was so
steep that the team of four stout animals went
on at a brisk gait.

The driver was in his place, whip in hand,
and behind him, on the stage top, sat two rough
looking p probably n : of
whom was just in the act of lighting his pipe.

Stuck in a case at the side of the coach, and
close to the driver's left hand, was a gun, the
breech of which protruded in plain sight. It
had an ominous look, for it seemed to tell of
dark, lonely nights, when the owner would feel
more at his ease for having it within his reach.

And so—a sort of epitome of California life—
the stage went on down the sandy hill.

Otho rode away in the general direction in
which the vehicle was going, but he soon lost
sight of it, as he made detours around the hills
in search of game. .

At length he reached a singular spot, as wild
as one could wish; where, between the high
rocks of a canyon, lay a still, dark stream, very
narrow, and apparently very deep.

Tying the pony under some huge trees, our
young friend climbed the rocks, thinking he
might possibly start a mountain lion, or at least
a wildcat, in a glace so secret and difficult of ac-
cess.

At a little distance he perceived that the
stream made an abrupt turn, and he was sur-
prised to see at this spot four men just getting
out of a canoe. They were not more than
twelve rods from him, so that he could hear
their voices,although they did not speak very loud.

He could distinguish, however, only a single
sentence, and this was uttered by one of them as
they stepped out upon the rocks. The man who
spoke had stopped abruptly.

“There,” he said—"'it's coming »ow /" and
then he added a few words which the boy failed
to catch.

Otho heard the sound of wheels at this mo-
ment, and he guessed that what the man said
had reference to the stage coach. The fellows
evidently were not hunters, as they had no
guns; but they took a bag or two out of the
canoe as they landed.

‘1 should think they meant to rob the stage,”
muttered Otho, **if it wasn't broad daylight,
but perhaps they are hurrying to take passage
in it.”

They were on the opposite side of the stream,
so that he could not follow them. The sharp
angle which it made shut him in on two sides,
and he could only wait and listen.

‘I shall hear them hail the stage,” he thought,
‘“if they want a ride.”

A few minutes elapsed, and then, ‘‘crack,
crack, crack " went a number of shots.

It is needless to say that Otho was exceed-
ingly startled.

““Heavens ! " he thought, ‘ they are robbers,
sure enough !

In vain he clambered along the rocks, looking
for a place to cross the chasm. There were
sharp stones under the water, and he was thirty
feet above it—though on the other side, where
the villains had landed, there was a break in the
cliff which had allowed them to ascend.

The boy's suspense was intense, but at length
he saw them coming. It was plain that they
had secured a quantity of booty, for one of
them tugged along a bag which appeared to be
quite heavy.

Otho had been thinking rapidly during their
absence. He had glanced along the cliffs, and
had seen how completely they commanded the
stream. Now, as they entered the canoe, his
resolution was taken.

“ 1 think we done for that driver,” he heard
one of the men say. *I'm sorry for that; 1
don't like to have anybody killed ; but we've
got a good ten thousand in gold, at all events!”

The young hunter hurried along to the most
advantageous point he could attain.

I could shoot them every one," he thought,
““and they couldn’t help themselves ; but I'll do
that only if I am obliged to. It would seem too
much like murder.”

The top of the cliff abounded in loose stones
of all shapes and sizes; and with these such a
bombardment could be opened as would make
it utterly impossible for the canoe to escape de-
struction in passing beneath.

*If 1 kill the scoundrels in this way,” thought
Otho, *“so be it! That can't be helped—it
won't be like shooting them in cold blood.”

Down went the first stone—a jagged block
weighing more than a hundred pounds—out it
missed its mark, and plunged into the water
within arm’s length of one of the robbers.

There were loud exclamations from below,
accompanied with a hurried splashing of pad-
dles. The thieves were in consternation. The
chasm here was not more than twenty feet wide,
and their helpless situation must suddenly have
become apparent to them. K

Down, in quick succession, went four or five
other stones as big as water buckets, and
“*crash ! crash ! crash!” right into the canoe
they went, till she was utterly demolished.

Otho looked over the cliff to see the four rob-
bers clinging desperately to the ragged wall on
the other side, but unable to get out of the
water. They had succeeded in dodging the
stones, but they were fast prisoners,

After the first stone, they had fired their pis-
tols wildly ; but their enemy above had soon
given them enough else to do, and they had
scrambled for their lives, leaving pistols, booty
and all, at the bottom of the stream.

Our young friend’s position was now an em-
barrassing one. ‘Should he leave the place, the
robbers might find some means of  escape—
though, from their actions, he judged that they
did not know how to swim—while should he
remain to guard them, it might be a long time
before a force would arrive to relieve him, He
decided, however, to maintain his post and yield
nothing of his advantage.

His prisoners begged him to come over and
help them, but this he could not have done even
had he so desired.

Weary enough he grew with nis watching ;
but still, with a grim determination, he cluny to
his self imposed task.

Three hours passed, and then he was glad-
dened by the sound of approaching voices,
They proceeded from a party of three miners
\\']}1;n) the stage had met, and who felt a curi-
Osity to examine the spot where this daylight
robbery had taken place, "

Otho called to them, and they were soon
standing upon the brink of the chasm, directly
over the heads of the four highwaymen, Hur-
riedly the boy told them of the part he had
acted ; and they at once set about devising some
means of getting the villains out of their strange
tra

** you will have to go about a quarter of a
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mile to get around here, my lad,” said one of
the newcomers ; ** the rocks fall off out yonder,
SO that you can cross there."”

Running to his pony, Otho mounted him,
and at length, at the end of the cliff, he suc-
ceeded in getling across.

The men then cut a tall birch tree, and, mak-
ing notches in it with their hatchets, slid it end-
wise into the chasm. Otho now lowered his
lariat till the end trailed in the water; and with
the assistance of this, the robbers, one after
another, climbed the pole, till all of them stood
upon the rock, where their arms were quickly
pinioned behind them.

By this time three other persons had reached
the place, one of whom was the deputy sheriff
of the county, who, on learning of the affair,
had ridden in haste to examine the locality of
the crime, in hopes of getting some clew to the
direction the robbers had taken.

He was greatly surprised to find them already
prisoners ; and now, in his presence, the booty
they had stolen, amounting to ten thousand dol-
lars in gold, was recovered from the bottom of
the stream.

Otho, after having seen the prisoners marched
off, pursued his way to his destination, which
he reached about sunset; and his satigfaction
may well be guessed when he learned that of
the ten thousand dollars which he had been the
means of saving, one half was the property of
his U John.

**Yes," said the latter; I am five thousand
dollars better off than I should have been but
for your ride today.”

He then attempted to force upon his young
nephew a check for a thousand dollars; but
Otho firmly declined to receive it.

**No, Uncle John,” he said; ‘I feel very
grateful for the offer : but if I were to take that
check, it would spoil all the pleasure 1 have in
thinking of my adventure.”

So Uncle John had to acquiesce; but the
reader may well believe that he found other
means of manifesting his sense of indebted-
nes:

The wounded stage driver recovered, and, for-
tunately, no other person had been much in-
jured.

Otho is now twenty years old, and has an ex-
cellent position in a commercial house of which
his uncle is the head.

.o

A MISTAKE IN MONKEY!

A misTAKE may be very small in itself, but the
consequences to which it leads are not infrequently
of appalling dimensions, and not always laughable
as in the following instance :

A merchant in Marscilles once wrote to a corre-
spondent on the coast of Africa, asking him to send
him at his convenicnce two or three monkeys of the
rarest and most valuable species.  As chance would
have it, our merchant, in stating the number, wrote
the French ox (or) between the figures 2 and 3 with
a very distinct 0 and a diminutive u.

A few months passed over, when at last a mes-
senger was sent from the harbor to inform the mer-
cnant that his menagerie had landed.

** My menagerie ! was the astonished reply.

* Yes, a menagerie; in_fact, a whole cargo of
monkeys has come for you.” |

‘The merchant could not believe the man until a
letter was delivered to him from his friend in Af-
rica, a person of the most scrupulous exactness, in
which he gravely apologized for his having been
unable, notwithstanding all his efforts, to procure
more than 160 monkeys instead of 203, as ordered,
but promised to forward the remainder as soon as
possible. Imagine the feelings of the merchant
on going down to the port to convince himself with
his own eyes of the existence of his 160 monkeys,
which were all comfortably housed, and which
grinned at him through the bars of their cages!

— e
ARTISTIC AMENITIES.

Frou the recently published autobiography of
Mr. Frith, the well known English painter, we cull
a couple of amusing anecdotes of some celebrated

personages.

Mr. Ruskin, after publishing a very sharp criti-
cism on a picture which a friend ot his was ex-
hibiting at the Roval Academy in London, wrote
srivate note to the painter, saying that he trusted
his remarks, being a duty he owed to the public,
“would not interfere with the sincere feeling he
hoped would always exist between two friends.'
The artist replicd that the first time he met Ruskin
he would give him a sound thrashing, ** hoping
that a broken head would not interfere with the
sincere feeling of friendship which he trusted
would always cxist between them

The other story is an amusing episode in the life
of Landseer. When the great animal painter was
introduced to the King of Portugal, the latter,
whose knowledge of English w strictly limited,
welcomed him with, ** Tam delighted to make your
acquaintance, Mr. Landscer—I am so fond of
beasts!™

‘o
A PIE OF PIES,

Ecnors of Queen Victoria's jubilee still come
straguling in over the * big pond.". The ArGosv
has duly recorded the wonders of the jubilee oake,
but it seems that this w not the only gigantic
production of the baker's art prepared in com-
memoration of the great event.

‘The Manchester 1imes gives an account of the
mammoth pie with which the citizens of Denby
Dule expressed their loyalty to their sovereign lady.

Its weight was so great- -over two tons—that a
cart was required to transport it to the park where
the feast was to be held.

It was eight feet in diameter and two feet deep,
and among the ingredients entering into its com-
Josition we may mention 32 couples of rabbits, 3
{mrcs‘ 42 fowls, 4o pigeons, 12 grouse, at ducks, 4
plovers, 1 turkey, 5 geese and too small birds.

So cager werc the populace ta secure a piece of
this jumbo pie that they broke through the bar-
riers which had been erected around it, and almost
a riut ensued.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

THE WOODS IN WINTER.
BY W. F. BARNARD.

There is a silence in these woods today

‘That seems not silence, but clear speech and song

In subtle numbers ; voice of things to be.

I hear the rustle of the summer leaves,

And drowsy murmurs of the bees that flit

From flower to flower. I catch the odor sent

From wind swayed blossoms. And the song of
birds

In distant meadows falls upon my ear.

All things bear prophecy of change—they seem

To wait impatiently till change shall come ;

And all their voice s like that subtle speech

Cast through love's silences when all the heart

Is mirrored in the eye.

—r————
[ This story commenced in No. z55.]

WALTER GRIFFITH;

THE ADVENTURES OF A YOUNG STREET
SALESVWAN.

By AKTHUR LEE PUTNAM,

Author of ** Ned Newton' ** Tom Tracy," ** Num-
er g1, ele., <tc.

CHAPTER XXIV.
WALTER DEFEAT: THIEF.

CARCELY had the boy reached the top of

the first flight of stairs when the young

man began to move slowly away with the

bundle. This is a game that is often
played by unprincipled swindlers, and in the
majority of cases it is successful.  Fortunately
for the "boy, there was a watchful eye on the
man who had so obligingly assumed charge of
the bundle.

Walter at once left his stand, and running
after the thief caught him by the arm.

** You had better bring that bundle back,"” said
Walter, significantly.

“You'd better mind your own business ! said
the thief furiously. **Let go or I'll knock you
down !

¢ Then bring back the bundle !

This scene could not take place in a_street
as crowded as Broadway without attracting at-
tention,

**What's the matter > asked a substantial
looking citizen, coming to a stop. Several other
gentleman also paused in their walk and
looked on.

* This boy seems to be drunk!" said the
swindler, harshly. **He has just attacked me
though I never saw him before. I believe he is
a thief.”

Suspicious glances were cast at our hero, for
the man who brought this charge against him
was well dressed, and appeared to be respectable.

“ Is this true ?” asked the first citizen, ad-
dressing Walter.

“No, it isn't.”

“ Take the boy away !" said the thief, hur-
riedly, for he was afraid to have Walter give an
explanation,

“This man is a thief himself,” said Walter,
boldly. * He got a boy to run upstairs with a
note, and agreed to take charge of the bundle
while he was gone.  No sooner was the boy on
his way upstairs than— but here is the boy
himeel

The hoy who had had original charge of the
bundle came running up with the note in his
hand.

“*Ican't find the man,” he said.
no such number as you mentioned.”

The thief saw that the trick would not work,
and that Walter's story would be confirmed. He
dropped the bundle, and tearing himself away
from Walte grasp ran swiftly down a side
street.

“\What's the matter > He's run off without
the letter,” said the boy, perplexed.

“ My lad,” said the citizen already referred to,
“the man is a thief. But for this brave boy,”
pointing to Walter, * your bundle would have
been stolen.  You had no right to surrender it
to a stranger.”

The boy looked alarmed.

T thought he was all right,” he stammered.
“ He looked like a gentleman.”

“You must not judge altogether by appear-
ances, He is a gentlemanly thief. Whatis in
the bundle 2"

“ltis a dress suit, worth sixty doll:
had lost it, I should have had to pay forit.”

‘et this be a lesson to you. What could
have induced you ta be so imprudent 2™

“ [e promised me a quarter for carrying the

*“ There is

If 1

note."”

“Your time was not your own.
have got away with the bundle but for that boy.”

“1 am very much obliged to you,” said the
boy, turning to Walter.

S You are quite welcome,
ting back to my stand.”

The substantial citizen accompanied Walter
back to his stand.

““You have saved that boy from a good deal
of trouble and loss,” he said. ** You are sharper
than he, for suspecting the man. You deserve
encouragement.”

** Thank vou, sir.”

The citizen purchased a dollar’s worth of
wallets, the profits of which to Walter were
twenty five cents.

++\Well, there is more than one way of drum-
ming up business ! " thought Walter.

A week passed, during which no incident of
importance broke the monotony of Walter's
usual routine. Lvery evening he rendered his

He would

But I must be get-

account to Mr. Chambers, who continued to ex-
press satisfaction with the management of the
business by his agent.

But things were not to continue long thus.
One evening Chambers said to him: ¢ I think I
shall be able to resume the charge of my
business tomorrow. It has done me a great
deal of good to rest, and I should not have dared
to indulge myself in that way if I had not met
you."”
** Tam very glad you feel well enough to get
to work again,” said Walter.

**One thing troubles me ; it will be throwing
you out of employment.”

** O no; you remember I have my papers.”

** But your income will be diminished.”

‘*That is true ; I must find something else to
take the place of the stand.”

*1wish I could afford to employ you all the
time.”

** Don't trouble yourself about me, Mr. Cham-
bers. Iam a good deal better off than when |
went into your employ.”

** Have you saved any money 2"

‘Walter had not told Mr. Chambers of the
handsome gift received from Mr. Burgess, but
he decided to do so now.

‘1 have saved over a hundred dollar:
Walter calmly.

“WHAT ! " ejaculated John Chambers in sur-
prise.

For an instant suspicion entered his mind.
Walter might have retained a part of the money
received from purchasers.  But even then it
would have been impossible for him to lay by a
hundred dollars.  Besides he had taken ac-
count of stock every evening, and would at once
have detected dishonesty.

** You are not in earnest 2" he said.

*“Certainly I am.”

** How could you possibly save up a hundred
dollars 2"

I don't wonder you are puzzled, sir,” said
Walter, with a smile.  ** Do you remember my
attending to a matter of business for a gentle-
man on Madison Avenue 2™

es.”

said

ST didn't tell you much about it. He had"

lost some jewelry which he valied because it
belonged to his mother, and he had received
from the thief an offer to return it if he would
send a messenger to communicate with him.
Well, I won't go into details, but I undertook
the job, ran some risks in doing so, but recov-
ered the jewelry. He was so much pleased that
he made me a present of a hundred dollars.”

“* What did you do with the money 2"

““Tleft it in his hands to invest for me."

“You are a lucky boy, Walter, but you are
something more than lucky. IHow long have
you been in the city 27

** Not quite three month

“You came to the city a raw country boy, yet
you have outdone boys whao have live ere all
their lives. Only keep on as you have com-
menced, and you will make a success some
day."

“1 hope your words will prove true, Mr.
Chambers.”

The next day John Chambers resumed the
charge of his stand, and Walter returned to sell-
ing papers. He felt that it was a comedown for
him. Moreaver there was a decided falling off
in his income. Usually, when in charge of the
stand, he had made from both kinds of business
as much as a dollar and a quarter a day on an
average. Now his receipts, or rather profits,
sank to sixty cents daily.

Walter began to feel serious.

“If my income doesn't improve,” he said to
himself, ** T shall be unable to retain my room.
1 must go back to the Newsboys' Lodge, or else
I must break in upon my little fund of sav-
ings."” :

This, however, Walter was very reluctant to
do. Heretofore he had been making steady
progress upward. He did not like to feel that
he must now go down hill.  But there seemed
no help for it unless he found another source of
income.

CHAPTER XXV,

WALTER ENGAGES IN A NEW

NE morning Walter, having sold his

papers, was looking in at a shop win-

dow when a boy called him by name.

Looking round he recognized a boy

who was employed in a down town office,
where the hours were easy—from nine to five,

“* How do you happen to be away from your
stand ?" asked Eddie Egan.

*It wasn't my stand—I was tending it for a
man who was . Now he is well, and 1
have lost my job."

“ Did it pay you well 2"

‘It paid me about as well as selling papers,
and 1 sold papers besides.  Now I have only
one string to my bow.”

*Then [ have the advantage of you—I have
two,"”

*You are in Coleman Brothers' office still,
are you not 2"

“Yes, but T get through at five in the after-
noon.”

** Do you work in the evening 2"

Ve

“What do you do 2"

““Sell opera books at the Standard Theater.
There's an opera troupe there, you know, and
u\:mi,' of those who attend buy opera books."

** Is there much profit in it "

““We sell them for twenty five cents,
cost us fourteen cents each by the dozen.”

*How much can you make'in an evening >"
asked Walter, with interest.

BUSIN
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‘I sell from six to ten.
ing I sold fifteen,”

** That would make a profit of one dollar and
sixty five cents.”

“Yes.”

Do you think there's a chance for me
there " asked Walter, eagerly. ‘“‘I've got tu
do some extra work, or else give up my room
and go to the Newsboys' Lodge.”

**Yes, Ithink I can get you a chance. Have
you got money enough to buy a dozen
books 2

Walter took out three dollars in bills and a
handful of loose silver.

T always keep a stock of money on hand,"
he said.  ** There won't be any difficulty about
that.”

**Very well ; meet me at six o'clock, on the
corner of Broadway and Astor Place, and I'll go
with you to get the opera books. I've got to
get a supper for myself.”

Itis needless to say that Walter kept the ap-
pointment, and at seven o'clock he repaired to
the Standard Theater, on Sixth Avenue, be-
tween Thirty Second and Thirty Third Streets,

There were two other boys besides Eddie and
himself, with piles of opera books in their
hands. These young merchants were continu-
ally on the alert, and were by no means bash-
ful about crying their war When Walter
had just arrived from the country he would
have felt modest about doing this, but h
perience as a newsboy had removed his tim-
idity, and he entered with spirit into the com-
petition for public patronage. s

The first to make a purchase was a young
lady, with a pleasant, good humored face.

**You - _e sure this is the correct book ?" she
said.

**Yes, miss. It is the one we all have—the
authorized edition.”

I ask because I was once imposed upon, not
at this theater, however; a boy sold me the
wrong book.

**1 shouldn't be willing to do that,” said
Walter. **If there is anything wrong I will
refund the money after the performance or be-
tween the acts.”

** Yes, I think you would.  You look honest.”

Walter was pleased with this compliment,
which he felt to be deserved.

While he was standing in the entrance a boy
about the size of Eddie Egan entered, and ad-
dressed the young salesman. Then he passed in,

** Did you notice that boy ? " asked Eddie.

“Yes. Is he a friend of yours 2 ”
he is about my age. He is the call

One Saturday even-

What does he have to do 2"

** To call the actors when it is their turn to go
on the stage.  When off the stage they usually
£0 to their rooms. His name is John Sheehan.
He lives in the same block with me.”

** Does he work only evenings 2"

““No; he is employed in a large clothing
house in the day time.”

Walter sold three more books in rapid suc-
cession, and then a surprise awaited him.

**You here, Walter 2 said a familiar voice.

Looking up, Walter recognized Mr. Joseph
Burgess, of Madison Avenue.

** Yes, sir; Lam in a new busine
hat makes three, does it not ?

“No, sir; I no longer have the stand. Mr.
Chambers is well enough to be at work himself.”

** Does this busin

‘1 can't tell yet, sir. This is my first even-
ing. i vill pay me better than my
paper business during the day.”

**You may give me an opera book.
much do you charge 2"

** Twenty five cents,"

** Here is a dollar.”

“*Wait a minute, s
change.”

** You may keep the change.
you know."

Eddie Egan histened to this conversation, not
without a httle feeling of envy.

**That's a customer worth having, Walter,"”
he said.

“*Yes, it's a friend of mine. That is why he
was so liberal.” iy

“Who is it 2"

** Mr. Joseph Burgess.”

*“What ! the rich Burgess 2"

‘1 suppose so. 1 know he livi
house, and I have heard that he is rich.

** Have you many such friends 2" asked Eddie.

**No; I wish I had.”

“*Sodo 1. Opera book, sir?"

Walter's next customer was one of a different
kind. It was a stout, fashionably dressed lady,
who was of a very frugal disposition.

** Boy,” she said, in an important tone,
*“what do you charge for your opera books ? "

Walter mentioned the price.

“ Twenty five cents ! Itis too much. Maria,”
—this to a younger companion, her daughter—
“don’t you think twenty five cents an out-
rageous charge for a thin little book like that 2"

** Yes, ma, I oy

** It's the regular price, madam,” said Walter,
who felt that he was blamed for the charge.

*You ought to sell it for fifteen cents.
teen cents is enough for a book of that size.”

*If we sold at that price we should have to
give up the business.”

““1 won't pay twenty five cents, I can tell you
that. I don't care to be imposed upon. I'll
give you twenty."”

“T couldn’t take less than twenty five,” said
Walter, thinking the gayly dressed lady about
the meanest person he had ever encountered
Evidently she was abundantly able to pay the
price, but was seized with a fit of economy. It

How
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is such persons who plume themselves upon
beating down seamstresses, and who will go a
mile out of their way to save five cents.

Walter moved away from this lady, and an-
other of the boys, after a prolonged wrangle,
succeeded in selling her an opera book for
twenty three cents, which she declared to be all
the change she had. No doubt she enjoyed the
performance all the better on account of the
two cents she had managed to save in the price
of the book.

When eight o'clock came, the sale of books
was nearly at an end. Not wholly, however,
for some persons will always come late to an
evening entertainment.  All the bo; lingr-mj
round till nine o'clock, and then they compared
notes and profits.

“T have sold ten books,” said Eddie Egan.
"That gives me a profit of a dollar and ten
cents.’

1 have only sold nine,” responded Walter,
““ but the one I sold Mr. Burgess gave me a profit
of eighty six cents.”

“ Then altogether you made a dollar and
seventy fnur cents 2"

“Yes,

“ That's a pretty good beginning, Walter.”
*So it is, but I can't expect Mr Burgess to
come here every evening.”

CHAPTLER XXVL
AN E ADVENTURE.
g ALTER was quite exhilarated by his

that now he would be quite justified in
keeping his room, or rather in taking
another farther up town, in a more convenient

location.  When his week closed he secured one
on West Sixteenth Street, between Sixth and
Seventh Avenues. It was rather small and
rather high up, but it came within his means,
and it gave him a degree of privacy that he
could not have secured at the lodging house.

His first week's earnings at his new business
amounted to seven dollars, which, added to the
sales of papers, gave'him a little over ten dol-
lars. He felt justified now in buying some
new clothes, of which he stood in need. At a
Broadway clnlhm;{ house he bought ready made
a neat and well fitting plaid suit, and com-
pleted his outfit with a new pair of shoes and a
hat. Naturally, these attracted the attention of
his young companions.

‘“Have you come into a fortune, Walter 2"
asked Eddie Egan.

*“Why do you ask ?"

“You look like it.
nobby."”

*‘Tam glad to hear that,” said Walter, smil-
“But I haven't come into a fortune

It makes you look

The next evening Walter had a new experi-
ence. As he stood in the lobby selling opera
books, about ten minutes of eight, a gentleman,
evidently a Western man, entered with his
daughter on his arm. The next moment a
telegraph boy pressed up to him, and asked :
**Is this Mr. Spencer 2"

¥

‘* Staying at the Gilsey House 2"

*Yes. Have you a telegram for me 2"

“1 have. The clerk at the Gilsey told me
you were coming here. He described you, and
I followed.”

“You're a smart boy. Wait a minute,
Julia, while Topen the telegram.”

Mr. Spencer tore open the envelope, and read
the message with signs of excitement and men-
tal disturbance.

‘* Any bad news, papa 2" asked his daughter,
anxiously.

* No, it is good news. It is a dispatch from
my partner in San Francisco. But it requires
immediate attention. \What troubles me i
that it may cost you your evening's amuse-
ment."

Never mind, papa!” said Julia, but she
was clearly disappointed.

* Of course you cannot enter the theater with-
But stay, I have an idea.”

He glanced quickly at the boys who were sell-
ing operabooks in the lobby, ~Of these Walter
was the largest and much the best dressed.

*Young man, what is your name?” he
asked, abruptly.

“ Walter Griffith,”
\\lrprwe

CW

answered our hero, in

Iter, let me introduce you to my (Llll}.'h-
ter, Miss Julia Spencer, of San Francisco.”

Walter took off his hat instantly. Since he
had come to the city he had observed closely,
and knew that it was the proper thing to do.

*“If you are at leisure this evening I will en-
gage you as an escort to my daughler I do not
u'i\h her to lose the entertainment, and im-
portant business will keep me busy at the
hotel.”

‘I shall be very happy to serve her and you,”
said Walter.

** Julia, are you willing to accept this y.
man as my substitute during the ning 2"

“*Yes, papa, since he is so young.”

““Then I can employ the evening without
interfering with your enjoyment. Here, young
man, are the tickets. | expect you to be
attentive to Miss Spencer, but mind you
are not to make her a proposal of marriage,
for I have other views for her.”

papa!” exclaimed Julia, with a rippling

laugh.

T will remember, sir,” said Walter, amused.

He had but one opera book left, and this he
concluded to retain.

As he passed into the house with the young
tady, his boy friends stared in wonder.
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““ Aint he a lucky kid ?"" said one.
didn’t the old gentleman pick out me 2"

** You're out at elbows, and Walter has a nice
new suit. If I'd known what was comin’ I'd
have worn my velvet coat and diamond pin. 1f
good looks counted, I'd be goin'in instead of
Walter.”

** Good looks ! Oh, cheese it!"

Meanwhile Walter and his fair charge were
shown by the usher to orchestra seats the fourth
row from the stage. It was not time for the
play to commence.

“Why

“"Have you been long in the city, Miss
Spencer 2" asked Walter, politely.
** Only three days. I suppose you are a New

York boy.”

**1 have only been in the city three months.
I came from the country.”

‘1 am very fond of the theater. 1 was afraid
I should have to lose that pleasure when papa
got his telegram. 1 didn't expect to find an
escort so easily.”

** 1 shouldn’t think you would ever be in want
of an escort,” said Walter, gallantly.

**1 see you are not too young to pay compli-
ments. But you must remember what papa
said.  We'll just imagine that you are my
younger brother—you know I'm quite an old
lady compared with you. Have you ever scen
this opera before 2"

*No; this is the first time.”

“Then it will be new to both of us.
an opera book in your hand 2"

**Yes, will you look at it 2"

¢ Have you read it 2"

1 read it last evening after I went home.”

“Then you can tell me about it as we go on.
That will suit me better than reading it my-
self.”

Here the curtain rose,
was suspended.

Walter was much pleased with his companion.
Her manners were easy and unatiected, and
marked by a Western frankness which made
him feel at home with her.  So before the eve-
ning was half over they felt as if they had known
each other for.yca:

There were two persons present to whom
Walter was an enigma. These were Frank
Victor, already referred to as having been a
summer visitor to the town where Walter had
been born and brought up, and his mother.
They occupied seats just across the aisle in the
fifth row,

“ Mother, do you see that boy 2" asked Frank
when Walter first took his seat.

*“ What about him 2"

“Itis Walter Griffith, whom we met in the
country. The one, you know, who was keeping
a stand on Broadway.”

** Do you really mean it > Why, he is with
an elegantly dressed young lady, :md occupying
one of the best seats in the house.”

“ That is what puzzles me.”

“¢It is certainly strange. They are chatting as
if well acquainted.

‘It is queer how that fellow gets on.”

Frank Victor spoke in a disappointed tone, for
he had an envious, selfish disposition, and he
did not enjoy seeing others succeed.  He would
like better to have seen his old acquaintance out
of money and out of luck.

At eleven o'clock the opera closed, and Walter
and Miss Spencer rose to go.

‘1 have enjoyed the evening very much,”
said the young lady. I feel that we were
fortunate in meeting you.”

‘I can say the same,"” said Walter.

As they emerged into the lobby, Walter fell
in with Mrs. Victor and Frank

Good evening " said Frank, in a tone un-
usually gracious. ** I was quite surprised to see
you in the audience.”

‘I didn't see you, or I should have bowed,”
said Walter. ** Did you enjoy the opera 2"

“ Yes, very much.”

Frank looked very hard at Miss Spencer,
hoping that Walter would introduce him, but in
this hope he was disappointed.

Arrived at the Gilsey House, Miss Spencer
found her father awaiting her return.

“* Did you enjoy the evening, Julia?" he asked.

“Very much, and I was much pleased with
my escort.”

Iter blushed with pleasure.

“1 hope he wasn't foo attentive,”
Qpem er, with a smile.

0; he behaved very well.”

“Tam much obliged” to you, young man,”
said Mr. Spencer, as he pressed something into
Walter's hand.

“1 shall be glad to have you call on me, Mr.
Griffith,” said the young lady, with a coquettish
smile. **We shall be here for a week.”

** Thank you, [ shall be pleased to do so.”

‘It strikes me that you young people are
pretty  well quainted already,” said Mr.
Spencer,

Is that

and the conversation

said Mr.

(7o be continued.)
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ANARCHY IN THE CZAR'S FAMILY.
Tue Russian Czar has, it seems, to contend with
other rebels than the would be king killers and
Nihilists. The New York Horld quotes the sub-

joined anecdote from a St. Petersburg letter:

Two of the Czar’s children, who are laid up with
the measles, refused to take the physic prescribed
for them. The attendants insisted in vain. The
young people were not to be persuaded,

At last the Czar was sent for, and finding that
kind words were of no avail, he began to scold.
Even that did not succeed, so, turning to the nurse,
the Czarsaid: **I can do no more; and vet just
think that millions of subjects obey me, while these
young striplings set me at deiance,”

CORRESPONDENCE.
w 8 are always el 10 oblige our rewders Lo the extent
ilittes, but in justice to all only such questions
OEKENOEALIIOEBAL Shm receive ttention

We liave on file anumber of qu s which will be an
awerod I their turn ah 8000 &5 APACE. permi

J. R., Olean, N. Y. No premium on the half cent
of 180y,

BrookLyy BRiDGE.
piece of 1830.

Axpv Lams, Washington, D. C. The stories
named were not published in the ArGosy,

M. E. R, Brooklyn, N. Y. Cadets are admitted
to W Point between the ages of 17 and za.

Hot Springs, Ark.
r.f the ¢oins mentioned.
ing co]umns.

J. M. Augusta, Ga. The instruments for a
string lmnd of seven performers should be four vio-
lins, two violoncellos, and one bass viol.

R. W. H., Fall River, Mass. We will pay fifty
cents cash 'commission’ for cach new yearly three
dollar subscription obtained for the ARGOsY.

G. M. P,, Somerville, Mass. Write to the Su-
Vcrmmndcnl of the United States Military Academy,

West Point, N. Y., for a cataloguc of the institu-
tion.

Mvstic, Atlanta, Ga.

No premium on the five cent

1. No premium on any
2. Consult our advertis-

1. Mahogany grows in
South America, but the other wouds mentioned do
not. 2. Y6u can get an ordinary sail boat about 18
feet long for smmlhmg like $150.

Axpy, Erie, Pa. We know of no book de-
voted exclusively m ‘club swinging. 2. We will
send you a binder free if you will send us one three
dollar subscriber, and add 15 cents for postage.

H. E. H., Brooklyn, N. Y. Your mother or sister
can easily make a sack for you, which you can then
fill with sand. It should weigh about fifty pounds,
although {1‘“ do not state the purpose for which
you wish the bag.

Autnor, San Francisco, Cal. Certainly, meri-
torious manuscripts arc accepted and paid for by
the ArGosy from strangers as well as those whose
names are known. It is the quality of the work
that is clmﬂy considered.

S., Council Grove, Kan. ‘Afloat in a
Great (‘ny" ran from No. 171 to 185 inclusive, which
will cost’you 75 cents; ““The Boy Broker,"” from
No. 218 to 233, costing g3 cents; ** Nature's Young
Noblemen,” from No. 221 to 233, costing 87 cents.
y, N. J. There are three sets of
of 1708 on which a premium value is
¥ rovided they are in good condition : the one
with thirte en \Llrs small cagle, is worth from $2to
iJ, nnun rs, $2.50 to $4; thirteen stars, spread
$1.05 lu sx 10,

w. \1 L., McKcesport, Pa.
the Northwest F age was first completely estab-

shed by Sir John Franklin in 1846, He did not
ive, however, to carry back the report of his dis-
coverics, which was done by McClintock in 1850,
Both expeditions were Briti:

H. F. C., Athens, Ga. You do not make it quite

clear what you mean by a German interpreter.
Write to Harpers or the Appletons, this city, for
their catalogue of educational wor We should
say $2 would be about the price fora dictionary or
grammar of the language.
J. R., New York City. 1. The half cent of 1707,
thick die, in good condition, is worth frum 5 cents
to $1.50; thin die, 15 cents m 30 cents. (n pre-
mium on the cent of 1852, There are lcn stamps
in the set of the English ]uhxlcc |s=ue—|- 2d., 1 1-2
2d., 2 1-2d., 3d., 4d., 5d., &d., od.,

C. E. C., Philadelphia, Pa. To bccnm(‘ an archi-
tect you must first be possessed of a talent for de
signing, and then apply for a position in an archi-
tect's office. The salary at first is small—in the
neighborhood of &5 a week. As a rule, the archi-
tect charges ten pcr cent of the cost of the build-
ing. ¢

F. W. G., Baltimore, Md. Yonr questions are
quite indefinite.  You will gain some information
about the militia, i. e., the regiments forming the
National Guard of the several States by
the editorial, ** Encouragement for Our Cadets,
this number. The youngest age at which a boy can
enter the Naval Academy at Annapolis is fourtecn.

T. M. M. 1. There is no premium on your George
TIT coin; pm ably none on the George IT one, but
youdo not state its denomination, 2. Perhaps you did
not wait until the month was old enough Be ore de-
ciding that the ~hup were not going to pass through
the strect th 3 or, more probably, the slaughter
house to which lhcy were driven has been removed
elsewhere.

H. L. Y., Pawtucket, R. 1. The salary of an
acrobat rm;zus from Sm’\ week upwards,” Itisa

rrofession which requires long and arduous] pre-
iminary gymnasium practice to master, and even
then is beset with constant menace to lifs ,md llmb
Not a few performers are disabled every sea by
falls, and we cannot recommend it as an adn\ahlc
career for a young man to adopt.

The existence of

i
have vl]ded
title page Aml index to Vol. V on rec lnf aone
cent stamp. 2. On receipt of a \(axn])ul envelope
we will comply with this rcqu >st. 3. Very proba-
bly he wi 4. Perhaps. 0. 6. Write to the
Chief of United: States Engineers at Washington
for information concerning the map.

G. M! F., New York City. 1. A second hand
cat rig boat fifteen fect long would cost in the
neighborhood of $100. 2. Great Neck, reached by
the North Shore Railroad, is a good locality on
Long Island for camping out. 3. Apply either to a
bookseller or some boat building establishment in
the vicinity of Peck Slip, on South Street, for the
chart. We cannot print business addresses.

A. M., La Fayette, Ind, The bill you describe
is classed among the Umted States Continental
currency, and may possibly be worth from $1 to
$r.50. 2. A “ticker ' is an instrument attac hed to
a wire running from the stock exchange to the vari-
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ous orokers’ offices. to convey the latest quotations
of values. These latter are printed automatically
on long strips of paper, which the ticker reels of
into a basket.

Two YounG Book Dearers, Brooklyn, N. Y.
. No, the Arcosy will not issued in monthly
pam 2. The nine numbers of Vol. V you want
will be mailed you on receipt of s4 cents, which
may be sent in five cent stamps if you like. The
full list of stories for the first volume of MUNsEY'S
PorvLak Series has not yet been decided on. 4.
You can obtain a title page and index for Vol. V by
sending a onc cent stamp to pay the postage.

C. L., East Liverpool, O. If in good condi-
tion, the nickel cent, with cag]e of 1856, is worth
from wx 50 to $2.50, 2. Jay Gould is fifty one years
old. As you will have already noted, the new
\ulume of the Arcosy began with'the first number
for December. 4. The average height of a boy of
fifteen is 5 ft. 1 in. ; weight, g6 -z pounds.
Patrick’s Cathedral, Dublm was restored in 1 56
at a cost of 375 The bicycle in its present
shape was evi olved gradually from the French
velocipede.
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*pt those sentby reader
numbers or voluuies of Tie
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made through this department. Al who intend to
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ticulars to the address viven

We have on file a nnmber of exechanges. which will be
published (o their turn as xoon &8 space perniits.

R. F. Miller, Mount Gilead, O. A self inking
press, chase 4 1-2 by 7, for type.

M. E. Parry, 825 Webster St.,

1 East Saginaw,
Mich. Postmarks, for the same.

James Northover, Jr., 32 Pear St., Zanesville, O.
Fifty tin tags, for an equal number.
Charles A. Leach, Plattsmouth, Neb. A combi-

nation microscope, fora telegraph sounder,

Chas. Haller, 142 14th St.,, Wheeling, W. Va.
Tluur books, valued at $3.50, for a sct of boxmx
glove

T. A. Patton, Patton, W. Va. by 8 photo
camera, with lens, tripod, case, etc., ?nr a 54 inch
bicycle.

Beale, 1003 North sth St., Philadelphia, Pa.
Fifteen forcign stamps, for 2 half cents between
1800 and 1825,

Clifton Sears, Delaware, O.  Two pieces of In-
dian Immr), for every pcrfcct arrow head. Must
give locality.

Henry E. Williams, Central Falls, R. I. A pair
of nickel plated all clamp roller skates, for a snare
drum and sticks.

E. F. Gamble, Tecumsch, Mich. Over z,000
square cut pnslm"«rk:, for natural history speci-
mens or Indian relics.

Louis Epstein, Ogdensburgh, N. Y. Two books,
oo different tin Lags, and 3o stamps, for a pair of
dumb bells or Indian clubs.

A. L. Wallace, 130 South Main St., Cortland,
Y. An clectric bell outfit, for a small horizontal
.xm engine with boiler.

N. E. Wecks, 206 South Academy St., Galesburg,
moA 38 inch rubber tired bicycle, cost when new
$33, for a steam engine and boiler.

W uu]dndge Brothers, 2816 Locust St., St. Louis,
Mo, dificial and a No, 3 Baltimorean self
inking prcs\ fora {obt power pLosk:

Louis A. Bacon, Box 377, Bridgeton, N.J. A
iir of 8 1-4 1b. dumb belfs'and a’ pairof ladies’
ice skates, for a pair of lever ice skate

Harry D. Masterson, West Elmira, N. Y. A
telescope, or six novels by popular authors, for
Nos. 166 to 178 inclusive 1)'1\““ GOLDEN ARGOSY.

C. H. Dunham, care Cumner Jones & Co., 83and
85 Summer St., Boston, Mass. A canvas canoe, 14
1t. ; long, for stamps and coins. Boston offers
only.

Guy S. McCabe, 38 Monroe Ave., Columbus, O.
A telegraph key and sounder, valued_at 0, fora
good small telescope, or a volume of Tie GOLDEN
.\m.ow

George C. Hill, 458 Harrison Ave., Boston, Mass.
A banjo, a fife, 6 books, a pair of roller skates, and
a pair of opera glasses, for a silver watch or print-
ing press.

Charlie O. Lane, sth Ave., Long Branch, N. J.
A press with 7 fonts of type ‘and outfit, valued at
$z0, for a photo outfit or a musical instrument of
cqual value.
ave Voss, Jr., 12 Twomey St., Chicago, TII.
autographs and autograph 1((;er=_ a num-
mps, and 3 books by Optic, for a self ink-
ng prLsS or a telescope.

Otis Temple, Box 145, St. Charles, Mo. Two
hundred diffcrent tin tagss and 300 duplicates, and

A Voyage 1o the Gold Coast,™ for Nos. 209 £0 236
of Tig Govor RGOSY,

Chmr]csH Tann, 139 Fifth Ave., Lansin,

Y. A pairof new Star club 1612 ice
fnr'm Indian axe;; also U. S. revenue and rure.w
postage stamps, for arrow heads or fossil fish.

Charles Turner, Box 103, Keyport, N. J. A set of
compasses, valued at $1o, for a sail boat 3 ft. long,
a canvas canoe with paddles and sail, a stea hat
with boiler, or 2 bound volumes of T GOLDEN
ARGOSY.

D. K. Dana, 15 Baldwin_St., Newark, N. J. A
Scott International stam, ,dhum containing about
725 stamps, and a catalogue, for a steam engine
with boiler capable of running a sewing machine
or an induction coil.

J. E. McLaughlin, Box 1281, New York Cit
Maryland hand inking press, with roller, 3 books,
xylophone, and about 150 U.'S. and foreign stamps,
for a self inking press and ouxm also a telegraph
key, in good condition, for type.

Edgar J. Lowenstein, 42 East 74th St., New York
City.  Eighteen hundred stamps in album, 150
cabinet SllLd labeled minerals, sea corals, sea
shells, curiosities, relics, cte., fora soor 52 inch
rubber tired nickel plated bicycle, or for books.

Frank A. Miller, 274 Penn St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
A 4 candle power incandescent clectric light, with
battery, a brass microscope, a small photo outfit, a
bull’s eye lantern, an ad\gmg machine, and a horse
shoe magnet, for’a printin press, chase not less
than 6 by g, with at least 3 E.nu of type, eta

rb r;,h
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GILBERT TRE TRAPPHR:

THE HEIR IN BUCKSKIN.
By CAPTAIN C. B, ASHLEY,
Author of ** Luke anzft’: Hide Out; A Story of the War."

CHAPTER XXXIV.
CAPTAIN BARTON DEFEATED.

ELL, sergeant, did
you find them fel-
lers?” one of the
cowboys shouted, as
soon as the soldiers
came within hail.
By ‘¢ them fellers”
he meant four men
who had deserted from the post a few days be-
fore.

The non commissioned officer who was in
command of the squad drew rein long enough
to reply that he had found no traces of the
serters of whom he was in chase. He had no
idea which way they had gone, and the storm
had effectually covered their trail.

The se nt added that he wasn't sorry he
had missclgﬁem, for there were four of them in
the party, all well mounted and armed, and
they would have made a desperate fight, rather
than permit themselves to be captured and taken
back to the post.

“What was their object in deserting at this
time of year, any way ? " asked one of the cow-

ys.

2 I don't know,” answered the sergeant.
““ They've got some plan or other in their heads,
but what it is I can’t imagine. I will bet a
month's pay that they wished themselves back
at Fort Shaw about the time that blizzard came
upon them.”

‘Waving his hand the sergeant galloped on to
overtake his squad, while the cowboys continued
on their way toward Uncle Jack’s ranch.

‘‘What fellows are they?” inquired Gus.
‘“Why do men desert out here on the plains ? I
thought they did that only in war times.”

‘* They do it any time they get sick of the ser-
vice, no matter when it is,” answered one of the
cowboys. *‘ At the close of the war there was a
heap of it done. Having enlisted for ‘three
years or the war,’ the soldiers contended that
they ought to be sent home instead of being or-
dered to guard duty on the frontier, and they de-
serted by hundreds, thereby forfeiting all the pay
the government owed them. But they didn’t
care for that. They were heartily tired of the
army and wanted to be free men once more.”

‘“The Black Hills gold excitement was one
thing that set them to going,” remarked another
cowboy.

‘‘ Yes; the prospect of making money always
sets them crazy,” said a third. ~*‘Let a party of
cavalrymen discover signs of gold during a scout,
and it’s ten to one if the whole of that party ever
gets back to the post to which they belong.”

‘T should think they would be afraid of the
Indians,” said Jerry.

¢ Well, as a general thing they go betwecn
times. If the Indians are bad, they stay at the
post till they get quiet again. They run a quick
risk at all times, and more than one party of
deserters have left their bones whitening on the

lain.”

Meanwhile Gilbert and his companion were
making rapid headway toward the hills. Know-
ing that they would be obliged to camp out at
least one night on the way to the fort, they de-
cided to halt in the canyon where Gilbert had
found the boys. Of course the young trapper
had to go ail over his story again for Uncle
Jack’s benefit, and the ranchman showed as
deep an interest in the recital as his nephews did.

}fe perfectly agreed with Gilbert that if the
latter could only get hold of the rest of the
papers, or secure a copy of them, he would have
plain sailing before him. The trader could not
read them, that was evident, or else he would
not have waited so long before taking possession
of the nuggets and dust that were concealed in
Sweetwater Canyon. Gus Warren, Uncle Jack
declared, was the only person on the reservation
who could make sense out of that cryptogram.
Perhaps we shall see that the confident old
ranchman made a great mistake when he said
this.

At four o'clock the next afternoon the stock-
ade that was known far and near as Fort Shaw
was in plain sight. Uncle Jack and his young

associate must have made up their minds just
what to do when they got there, for without
stopping to exchange a word with each othgr,
they rode at once to the trader’s store, and dis-
mounted in front of it. Leaving his horse to
take care of himself, Gilbert pushed open the

door and entered,
close at his heels.

Captain Barton was alone in the store—or at
least they thought he was; but if there had
been a dozen men present, it would not have
made the least difference to Gilbert the trapper.
He had come there after those papers, and he
meant to have them before he went out again.

‘When Uncle Jack closed the doog he turned
the key in the lock, while Gilbert kept on and
confronted the trader.

“Captain Barton,” said he, in his blandest
tones, ** I understand that you have in your pos-
session copies of certain documents which are of
no interest or value to you, but which contain
some information that it is important for me to
know. Will you be kind enough to hand them
over to me? What in the world can be the
matter with him, I wonder ?”” added Gilbert, to
himself. ‘“ He trembles like a leaf. He must
have seen us coming and known by the way we
rode that our errand boded no good to him.”

That was the secret of the trader’s agitation,
and it was also the reason why Pete Axley, who
was in the store with him, and who knew that
there was no possible chance for him to escape
from the building without being seen, dodged
under one of the counters and pulled a pile of
skins on top of him.

Captain Barton looked at Gilbert, who was
apparently as calm as a summer’s morning, then
at the determined old man who stood with his
back against the door and his revolver in his
hand, and instantly decided upon his line of de-
fense.

‘T am sure I don't know what you mean,” he
began ; and Gilbert’s right hand went around to
the butt of his own revolver. ‘‘I have the copy
of a letter here with the name of * Gilbert’ upon
it, but whether or not it is anything in which
you are interested I do not know. I will gladly
show it to you—"

““You mean that you will give it to me,” in-
terposed Gilbert. ‘‘ It belongs to me, and you
know it well enough.”

‘While the trader was talking he moved down
the store toward his desk, and Gilbert stepped
behind the counter and followed him.

‘“ You have copies of two papers that belong
to me,” said the latter, in a quiet, even voice
which alarmed his listener not alittle. ‘‘ Oneis
a letter written in plain English, and the other
is one that you haven't been able to make out
yet. If you had, you would have been after
that money in Sweetwater Canyon before this
time.”

The hand with which the trader lifted the lid
of his desk trembled visibly, while the concealed
listener under the counter was so astounded that
he could hardly refrain from giving utterance to
the oath that arose to his lips. At that moment
Pete Axley would willingly have given his share
of the dust and nuggets to any one who would
tell him where Gilbert the trapper got all his in-
formation.

Captain Barton did not say a word. He
dared not trust himself to speak, and besides he
knew that Gilbert would not believe a word he
said. The boy’s eyes had a savage glitter in
them, and the trader could not help wondering
what he would do when he got the coveted
papers in his hands.

Almost overcome with amazement and alarm,
Captain Barton laid the lid of his desk against a
pile of goods that were stowed upon the counter,
raised a package of letters in one corner, took
out an envelope and was about to pass it to
Gilbert, when he saw, with added astonish-
ment, that it was not the one he wanted.

Hurriedly he tumbled over the letters, and
just as Gilbert was expectin to hear him declareg
that the papers of which he was in search had
been abstracted from his desk, he picked up an-
other envelope and handed it over with the
remark that that was the one he was looking
for, and that it had been mislaid.

‘Then it was Gilbert's turn to show excitement.
He read the letter without the least trouble, but
the cryptogram bothered him just as it had
bothered the trader.

“Mr. Waldron,” said he, ‘““will you be good
enough to step this way a moment. I want to
be sure that I have got what I want.”

Before Uncle Jack left the door, he took the
precaution to put the key into his pocket. Then

with Uncle Jack Waldron

he walked up to the counter and placed his
pistol upon it within easy reach of his hand.
He looked sharply at both the papers, and

nally gave it as his opinion that they were true
copies of the originals.

‘ Then we have nothing further to do here,”
said Gilbert, whose self control was wonderful.
‘¢ Captain, we will bid you good day. I suppose
this is a great surprise to you, and a disappoint-
ment as well. Of course I feel very grateful
toward you for attempting to defraud me of my
rights.”

““But I don't,” roared Uncle Jack, pounding
upon the counter with the butt of his heavy re-
volver, and leaving a huge dent after each blow.
““If I wasn’t opposed toall such doings, I would
raise such a row about this business that all the
blue coats on the reservation couldn’t protect
you—you—you—"

Utterly at a loss for a word strong enough to
express his contempt for the cringing man on
the other side of the counter, Uncle Jack shook
his fist in his face, turned on his heel and started
for the door.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE JOURNEY TO SWEETWATER CANYON.
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as Gus was afraid he might have done. The
letter and cryptogram both bore the same date
and signature.

‘It must be a great relief to Gilbert to know
what his name is and where his father's folks
live,” thought Gus, as he seated himself at the
table and began his work upon the cipher. **1
never saw him so worked up before. I only
hope that things will turn out as he seems to
think they will ; but what if he should go to
that cacke and find that some one had been
there and dug itup ? He wouldn't care much for
the loss of the dust and nuggets, but he would
always live under the belief that if he had got
there first, he would have found some more im-
portant papers.”

Knowing just how to go about it, Gus did not
take more than ten minutes to translate the
entire cryptogram. At the end of that time he
arose from the table and handed Gilbert the
following :

On the left hand side of the canyon, three miles
from leaning scrub oak tree at ‘entrance, under
hanging rock, two feet below surface. Remove
leaves and stones, and the fruits of years of toil
will be revealed. Give it to my boy, I'pray you; it
belongs to him.

For a long time Gilbert the trapper, as I shall

£ EVINS, Nevins!” Gilbert

to call him, sat with his eyes fastened

the trapper, as he and Uncle Jack

‘Waldron galloped away from the

trader’s store. ‘‘ My name is Gilbert
Hubbard Nevins.”

‘“So it seems,” replied his companion.
¢ Buckskin Bob could not tell the truth, even
when he thought he was going to die, could he ?
I knew he was deceiving me, and that the Utes
were responsible for the death of those miners,
as well as I know it now; but I could not prove
it. I believed that time would make everything
straight.”

“T've got the papers,” said Gilbert, gleefully,
‘‘and now all that remains is for me to open
thatcacke. My father lived in Clayton, Massachu-
setts. Is that very far from here ?”

““I never heard of such a place as Clayton,”
answered Uncle Jack. ‘ But Massachusetts
must be all of two thousand miles from here in
a straight line. How many miles you would
have to travel to ge: there, I don't know.”

‘“ How shall I go to work to find out if any of
my relatives are still living there ?” continued
Gilbert.

““Write a letter to the postmaster, telling him
that you want to get on the trail of your folks,
who used to live in Clayton, and asked him to
give the letter into the hands of some honest
lawyer of his acquaintance,” replied Uncle Jack.
‘“ He'll do it—such things are often done. Then
the lawyer will write to you, and you can tell
him what you“want him to do.”

‘I declare I can hardly hold myself in the
saddle,” exclaimed Gilbert; but that was no
news to Uncle Jack. If he had had as good a
prospect of seeing his relatives as Gilbert seemed
to have, he would have been excited himself.

But after all, thought Uncle Jack, a good
many changes must have taken place in Clayton
since Gilbert's father left it to seek his fortune
in the gold mines. A multitude of people die
or move away in that time, even in a little
country town, and who could tell but that all
Gilbert’s relatives had disappeared ?

The old ranchman did not say a word of this,
however. His young companion was supremely
happy for once in his life, and the future looked
very bright to him. Why not let him enjoy him-
self while he could ?

“If this turns out all right, I shall always
bless the day 1 fired that lucky shot up there in
the canyon,” thought Uncle Jack, allowing his
gaze to rest for a moment on Gilbert's glowing
face. ‘‘ But there’s many a slip—there’s many
a slip.”

TIFe miles that lay between Fort Shaw and
Uncle Jack’s ranch seemed to have lengthened
out since the last time they passed over them,
but in due season they drew rein in front of its
hospitable doors, and found Gus and Jerry
‘Warren waiting to welcome them. There was
no need for the boys to ask if they had succeeded
in getting the papers, for the smile on Gilbert's
face and Uncle Jack's answered the question
while it was trembling on their lips.

“ Were—er—did he hand them over without
making any objections ?” inquired Jerry, lead-
ing the way into the house.

‘“ He was as peaceable and quiet as a lamb,”
replied Uncle f:ck, as he drew a chair up in
front of the fire and motioned to Gilbert to oc-
cupy it. ‘I don't know when I have seen a
man so willing to accommodate a feller as that
trader was. The minute he found out what
Gilbert wanted, he went to his desk and got
'em—the very minute.”

Gus noticed that his relative did not say any-
thing about the means that he and Gilbert had
used to make the trader so accommodating, and
he knew that it would not do any good to pry
into the matter.

‘* Did you see Grizzly Pete ?” asked Jerry.

‘““No; he wasn't there. Now, Gus, trot out
the papers I gave you t'other day, and then set
yourself down at that table and make sense out
of the rest of the cryptogram.”

. Gus readily replied, for he was quite as impa-
tient to know what the cryptogram said as Gil-
bert was, even though he did not have as deep
an interest in it. The first thing he did was to
compare the copies with those portions of the
original letter and cryptogram that Uncle Jack
had found in Buckskin Bob’s tobacco box, and
he saw in a moment that Gilbert had not been
deceived — that the trader had made correct
copies of all the papers which he had surren-
dered on demand, instead of substituting others,

n the paper, and no one spoke to him.

at thoughts of the past and hopes for the
future crowded and jostled one another in his
busy brain, nobody except himself ever knew.

Gilbert had little of the poetic fancy about
him, and he could not have put them into words
if he had tried. Neither can I. He was very
quiet, and had little to say after that ; and when
he followed Uncle Jack to his room at an early
hour, he did not go there to sleep.

Insomnia had never troubled him before, but
it sat by his pillow the livelong night, and Gil-
bert never closed his eyes in slumber. He was
so impatient to be off that he would hardly eat
any breakfast, or wait until Uncle Jack ¢ ~Id
get the expedition ready to take the trail. ror
it was a work of no small magnitude that the
good natured ranchman had taken upon himself
when he promised to stand by Gilbert and assist
him unti? he had made himself master of the
treasure that was concealed in Sweetwater Can-
yon, although he talked of it with the same in-
difference that you would talk of taking a walk
to the post office.

‘Winter was fairly upon them (it promised to
be a severe one, too, Uncle Jack said), and the
canyon was all of two hundred miles away. It
was no boy’s play to travel that distance at that
season of the year, and in order to make the
journey with any prospect of success, it was
nece that they should go prepared to face
all sorts of weather.

Consequently it took time to get ready, and
dinner was served up before Sam reported that
all the arrangements had been made.

¢ Look here,” said Gus, who listened atten-
tively to all Uncle Jack’s orders, and watched
the preparations with a critical eye. ‘ You
haven’t made any provision for Jerry and me,
and neither have you said ore word about us.”

‘‘ Why, yes, we have,” replied the ranchman.
““You are to stay here, as snug as bugs in a
rug, while Gilbert and me and a couple of cow-
boys go into the hills and run the risk of freez-
ing to death or being chewed up by mountain
lions in the effort to find the place where those
things are hidden. What other provision do
you want made for you and Jerry 2"

‘* Why, we want to hear you tell Sam to bring
out a horse apiece for us, and see our grub put
into the pack,” replied Gus. ‘‘That's what we
want.”

One would have thought, by the way Uncle
Jack opened his eyes, that he was very much sur-
prised at this, but he wasn’t. He had been
looking for it ever since he announced his deter-
mination to go with his guest in search of the
cache ; but he knew by experience that the foot-
hills were no place for tenderfeet in winter.

‘The idea of such a thing ! he exclaimed.
‘I don’t want to carry you down to the post
and watch the doctor patch you up after being
frost bitten, and I ain’t going to run any risks.
If it was summer, we would take you along to
pay y:ou'[or_ reading that cryptogram for us ; but
as it is, it ain’t to be thought of.”

That settled the matter, and Gus and Jerry
stood on the porch an hour after dinner, and
waved a sorrowful farewell to Uncle Jack and
Gilbert as they rode away.

They took four cowboys with them to help
find the cacke, and to look out for the pack
mules. There were two of these useful animals,
and each one of them carried a huge pack saddle,
whlc}l_ was filled to the top with blankets and
provisions fo_r the party, together with spades
and picks with which to unearth the treasure
after they had located it with the aid of the
translation that Gilbert had in his pocket.

They were gone a whole month—and came
back empty handed.

‘While on their journey they suffered severely
from the cold, and all of them were more or less
frost bitten. Old Winter opened his vials of
wrath upon them, sent blizzard after blizzard to
beat upon their devoted heads, blocked them up
in the canyons and pinched their ears and toes
in camp, and the nearer they approached to the
goal of their hopes, the harder he tried to drive
them back.

They kept on in spite of it all, and at last
found the cacke ; but it was empty. Somebody
had been there before them.

During their absence a most remarkable thing
happl:aned within a short distance of Uncle Jack’s
ranch.

(Z0 be continued.)
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THE PINE AXD THE PALM.
BY HEINRICH HEINE.
A pine tree's standing lonely,
I1a the North on the mountain's brow,
Nodding in whitest cover,

Bound up in ice SNOW.
He's dreaming of a palm tree,
Which far in the Southern land

Lonely and silent sorrows,
Mid burning rocks and sand.

(This story commenced in No. 258.]
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OR,
PERILS OF THE FRONTIER.
By EDWARD 8. ELLIS,
Author of “The Camp in the Mouniains,"
“The Haunted Engine” elc., efc.

To New Readers.—We gave a synopsis of the
preceding chapters of this story in our special free
edition. Those who read that synopsis can now
gum.inuﬁ understandingly the story as it appears

ere.—Ep.

CHAPTER XV.
BENNY HURST'S CAPTIVITY.
ENNY HURST'S spiteful action toward
the canine nipping at his heels would
have resualted ill for him, but for the fact
that his two captors, knowing he was a
helpless prisoner, felt able to wait until a more
cruel punishment could be inflicted. .
The arrival of the prisoner in the Iroquois
camp caused no little stir. The dog uttered
several yelps, as he ran among his masters with
his head and tail down, every one of
the sleeping warriors springing to his

feet, as though an alarm had been
sounded.
The ranger had been a prisoner

twice before this capture, which was
destined to be the most memorable of
his life.. He conducted himself with
something like dignity, when he was
marched into the center of the camp,
and the Troquois gathered around him.

Not ofly that, but, in his varied ex-
perience on the frontier, he had picked
up an excellent knowledge of the
Seneca tongue, so that he was able to

ress himself intelligently in it.

* The pale face is a prisoner,” he re-
marked in such clear Seneca that more
than one grunt greeted it. ** He awaits
the will of his captors.”

" The pale face is a dog,” replied
the chieftain, who was known as The
Mink, and who stood next in authority
to the famous Red Thunder. ‘' He
steals into the camp of the Senecas like
acur.”

“ He did not steal into the camp,”
the scout could not refrain from say-
ing ; ** the Senecas brought him here."

“ The pale face is a dog,” repeated
‘The Mink, *‘and he shall die.”

“ He is not afraid to die,” was the
sturdy response of Hurst, who knew
that there was no surer way of earning
the contempt of his captors than by
showing cowardice,

At the same time he spoke the
truth, for Benny Hurst, like those
brave spirits who formed the advance

of civilization, carried his life in
‘his hands, and was ready at all times to
+ gounder,” in the language of the fron-
tier, whenever the fates of war so
willed.

Standing in the midst of the frown-
ing group, Benny Hurst looked them
defiantly in the eye, his shoulders
thrown back and his face unblanched
by the emotion of fear, Had not his
wrists been fastened behind his back,
he would have dared them to do their

worst.

It cannot be said that the captive was
entirely without hope, for he knew
that a score of brave men were near at hand, every
one of whom would risk his life to prevent a hair
of his head suffering harm. He hoped that,
finding he did not return as they expected, some
of them would set out to find the cause, and,
learning of his plight, would make a dash for
his rescue. He ?\ad been saved by that means
when caught in a similar situation, and he was
warranted in believing that something of the
kind might take place again.

But it has been shown that, unwittingly on the
part of Captain Roslyn and his comrades, he
was abandoned to his fate. They made their
detour far to the right, with no knowledge of
Hurst's peril, nor was there any possibility of
their learning it in time to interpose in his be-
half.

It often happens on such occasions as the one
1 am attempting to describe, that captive and
captors indulge in recriminations, in which the
passions of both parties are roused to the high-
est point. It is the purpose of the prisoner to
exasperate his enemies to such a degree that,
losing their self command, they rush upon him
and inflict a death which if painful is speedy.
In this way, he saves himselt the dreadful
torture which is sometimes continued for many

long hours.

ﬁnthing of the kind took place in the case of
Benny Hurst. While he was fearless and de-
fiant, yet he allowed no word to escape him that
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could irritate his enemies. Could he have
known that he was abandoned, and that no help
could come from his friends, he would have done
all he could to hasten his death.

Hurst was led to a sapling near the middle of
the camp and boundto it, while the Senecas held
a brief consultation as to what was best to do
with him.

The small tree was no more than four or five
inches through, and was in such a situation that
all the lm%uuix were grouped around the pris-
oner., Under such circumstances, there was no
need of binding him at all. As it was he was
tied very loosely, by means of a thong of deer-
skin which was brought around at the waist and
knotted in front. This was as effective asif it
encircled his body several times, for the prisoner
was deprived of the use of his hands, and his
strength was unequal to the task of breaking the

BENNY HURST WAS BOUND TO A SAPLING, AND

thong, which seemed as tenacious as a strand of
‘woven wire,

Since the prisoner’s knowledge of the Seneca
tongue enabled him to understand almost every-
thing uttered by his captors, it need not be said
that he was interested in the discussion which so
closely concerned him.

The first striking fact that reached him has
already been made known to the reader. A plan
had been perfected for attacking the settlement
of Haunted Gulch that evening, and massacring
every one of the old men, women and children,
belonging to the six patriot families. Kit Wil-
ton the Tory was to send more Iroquois to the
rendezvous than were already mustered there,
and the force would be a formidable one indeed.

It was remarkable that among the Indians
there should be such a variety of opinions as to
the disposal of the captive. Some discussion
was natural in the case of several prisoners, but
it was curious that a single white scout should
prove such a bone of contention,

Some advocated riddling him with 15 ;
some proposed holding him unharmed until the
arrival of the reinforcements, so that all might
enjoy the happiness of seeing him suffer dreadful
agony, while others favored burning him to
death as he stood bound to the sapling.

The chieftain known as The Mink favored the
latter course, and it was adopted,

No one would have suspected from the face of

the prisoner that he any suspicion of
the mn of his upm waya a'fpmol and
self as ever, looking defiantly into the
inted countenances as though he knew they
ad decided not to harm him.

As he glanced around, he noticed that the
night was drawing to an end, and morning was
at hand. A dull gray light was stealing through
the woods, and the silvery moonlight was begin-
ning to pale before the rapidly increasing light
of dawn.

It was the most ghastly, dismal hour of the
twenty four—a fitting time for the terrible trag-
edy decided upon by the conclave of painted
Iroquois.

The decision reached, there was nodelay for
further discussion. The Mink was all powerful

in the absence of Red Thunder, and he would
have permitted no protest from the discontented

FAGOTS WERFE. PILED AROUND HIS FEET.

ones. He gave his orders, and several of the
warriors began gathering wood for the awful
bonfire,

‘The prisoner was not insulted by taunts, nor
did any of the Iroquois tell him of the fate in
store for him, No conversation at all took
place hetween him and his captors. Had they
chosen to say anything in the way of taunts, he
would have replied in the same spirit, for, hav-
ing given up all hope of rescue, it would have
been wise to goad his enemies into forcing mat-

tersto a meedy conclusion.

Benny Hurst was on the point of abusing his
enemies in the orthodox fashion, when he made
an extraordinary discovery.

Looking here and there through the wood, in
his helpless way, he observed a
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by any fancy, and at the moment his glance was
turned toward the point, he had no thought of
seeing anything unusual.

‘The striking fact about the sight was that the
face which he observed was that of an Indian
instead of a white man. Brief as was the
Flimpse. it revealed his scalp lock and the
rightful war paint plainly shown in the light of
the rapidly breaking day.

The point at which this sight greeted the
straining eyes of Benny Hurst was to the right,
in the direction of Haunted Gulch, and close to
the trail where he had fallen into the hands of
his i As may be supposed, he kept his
attention fixed there, lhmgf) he took care that
none of his captors should observe his suddenly
awakened interest.

Probably a minute more had gone when the
scalp lock and the side of the face aj on
the other side of the trunk. Not only
that, but there was a movement of the
hand, as if the mysterious individual
was trying to convey some signal to
the prisoner.

e latter was puzzled, for it was

d his comprehension, but you
may be sure that he allowed nothing
to escape his vision, though it was be-
yond his power to give anything in the
of a response.

During these swift passing minutes
the Iroquois were not idle. gThe fag-
ots having been adjusted around the
prisoner, the chieftain was left to open
the ceremonies,

Stepping in front of Hurst, he

said ;
“Is the face a that he
is afraid !oﬁ the ﬁmp;g:p;u‘:; around
him like the serpent that crawls over
the mound of earth? Why does he
tremble when the faces of the Senecas
frown upon him ? Why is he so weak
that he would fall on his face if the
bonds did not hold him fast to the
tree ?"

““The Seneca speaks with a double
tongue ; he lies, and there is no truth
in him. If The Mink stood where the
Fa]e face stands, he would die with
right. for his heart is soft like a
child's; he is afraid the brave Long
Knives will come and punish him be-
cause his warriors kill only captives,
and women and children ; the Senecas
are cowards; it takes many of them
to slay a face, and they dare not
dasgiunul they have tied him to a

These were exasperating words, but

they did not accon h what their

intended. e chief did not

shoot him, nor order his men to do so.

‘Walking a couple of steps, to where

the camp fire was burning, he picked

up one of the embers, circling it rap-

idly about his head until it broke into

a c:m'.kling blaze, when he advanced

to the captive and kneeled down,

The com had Leen y

arranged, so that the task of firing

them was easy. The chief had held the torch

but a few minutes when the flames were com-

municated to the dry leaves and twigs, which

rapidly carried them in turn to the branches and
larger stuff.

True, Benny Hurst was helpless, but his feet
were free, andyhe could not forbear making one
last final ** kick."

Carefully shoving his right foot among the
stuff, he loosened it soas to open the way,
Then, when The Mink was in the very act of
rising, he delivered him a tremendous blow in
the chest which sent him backwards, stunned,
senseless, and with the life almost driven from
his body.

CHAPTER XVI,
AN INTERRUFPTION.

T that instant, the sharp crack of a rifle
broke the stillness, and, for the moment,
consternation reigned in the camp.

The report of the gun being simultan-
eous with the backward plunge of the chieftain,
most of the Senecas believed at first that he had
been shot, and that the whites had attacked the
cam,

The dismay and confusion were increased by
the cry of one of the warriors.

“The Yenghese! The Yenghese! he is run-
ning away ! " '

At the moment when the gun was fired, Benny
Hurst was conscious of a peculiar sensation at
his waist. He was looking at the tree which so
interested him, when he caught the red puff of a
discharged rifle, and knew that some one had
fired toward him.

His first thought was that the unknown
friend, seeing there was no hope for him, had
taken this means of saving him from the agony
of the horrible death his ies had provided

among the trees, so slight that it was only the
merest accident that revealed it.

Just on the border line of invisibility, as it
may be termed, that is at the furthest tree trunk
that could be discerned, a man suddenli; peered
around the tree, as if he were viewing the camp
fire and those gathered around it.

It was a mere darting forward of the head, the
withdrawal being so sudden that for a moment
the prisoner was in doubt whether he had seen
anything at all, or whether it was not some
fancy born of the occasion.

Second thought convinced him he was mnot
mistaken, for he was too practical to be misled

for him ; but he instantly detected his mistake.

‘The bullet had not injured or struck him.
Aimed by the eye of a master, it had cut the
deer thong in front of his waist, doing the work
so deftly that it dropped into the burning stuff at
his feet.

The smoke from the fire blinded him, but for-
tunately for Hurst he was quick witted enough
to grasp the situation, and to realize what had
been done, as well as what remained to be done
by him.

One tremendous bound carried him clear of
the flames, and, paying no heed to the Iroquois,
he made a break for the trail.
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The hands of the fugitive were not in the
best position for speed, but he called into play
his utmost fleetmess, flying with amazing rapid-
ity along the trail.

The American Indian is so accustomed to
violent and unexpected scenes, that the Iroquois
almost 1mnkdmlcl) tompnhended what had

taken place. The sight of The Mink doubled

over on hi; bauk, with his hands pressed to his

. stomach, showed that he had been kicked by the
fleeing pale face, who could be loosed only by
the cutting of the deer thong, which must have
been done by the whistling bullet.

One of the accomplishments of the savage is
that of running, and Benny Hurst had not gone
a hundred yards before three of the fleetest of
the Iroquois burst along the path behind him,
at a rate that surpassed even his remarkable
swiftness,

It need not be said that the flying ranger bent
all his energies to the task, for it was a matter
of life and death to him. There were few
superiors in fleetness among his own people,
but the glance which he threw over his shoulder
showed that every one of the three, running close
behind in Indian file, were gaining upon him,
and that the race could not be continued long
without his recapture.

Indeed, the fleetness of one of the pursuers
was phenomenal. He was the last one of the
three following the scout, and was prevented
from overtaking him at once by the hindrance of
the two in front of him.

Seeing this, he leaped to one side among the
trees, where he had to duck and dodge at every
one of his tremendous bounds, and nmnuiu\eh
left his comrades behind.  He circled round to
the right, darting among the trunks with a
velocity that was sure to place him in advance of
Hurst, if the race continued five minutes longer.

It lasted but a few minutes, when it termin-
ated most unexpectedly.  The Iroquois who was
making such wonderful speed had reached a
point abreast of the fugitive, when he turned
abruptly to one side, whirling short about like a
skater trying to avoid a fissure in the ice, and
within three seconds was running equally fast
in the opposite direction.

At the instant of turning he ducked his head
and uttered a single whoop, in the nature of a
warning to his two comrades speeding along the
trail.  They understood it instantly, whirling
around and speeding toward camp with as much
desperation as though they had discovered the
presence of their enemies almost upon them.

And that is just what they had discovered.

The great runner was on the point of turning in
his pursuit, so as to curve in ahead of the fugitive,
when he saw something in the trail ahead. The
trees interfered with his vision, but he read it
aright.  There were white men in the path,
coming to the relief of their endangered com-
rade.
Familiar as the pursuer was with the various
methods of border warfare, he must have con-
cluded that he was on the verge-of an ambush,
from which it was almost impossible to with-
draw.

But withdraw he did, in the manner described,
when if he had advanced a few steps further he
would have been shot dead in his tracks. His
allies imitated him with such promptness that
all three had fled [some distance before the two
white men understood what had taken place.

When they brought their rifles to their shoul-
ders and let fly, it was too late to do any harm.
The Iroquois were beyond reach of their guns.

CHAP XVIL
KIT WILTON'S PLAN OF CAMPAIGN,
OUNG Captain Roslyn with his rescue
Y party came back to the main trail after
passing about a third of a mile beyond
the Iroquois camp fire, and when they
were only a short distance (rom Haunted Gulch.

Day was_breaking, and the leader recalled
that they must be near Benny Hurst, who had
been sent in that direction to make his recon-
ssance. By this time, too, Elmer began to
feel some misgivings about pushing to their des-
tination without learning something of the mis-
sing scout.

This feeling led him to send two of his best
men along the path in the direction of the camp,
with instructions to find out, if they could, what
had become of their comrade. It was this
measure that saved the fugitive, as has already
been made clear to the reader.

Benny received a right royal welcome. His
cramped wrists were quickly freed from the cut-
ting thongs that bound them together, and he

was congratulated on his escape, for it will not
be rhspmed that it was a narrow one indeed.

The story of the scout on his return to his
comrades left no doubt of the identity of his
friend. He was the half breed that had given
Elmer Roslyn his information only a short time
before.  Among the party were a number who
had heard of Drake Colgate.

It was said that the peculiar part played by
Colgate rendered it impossible for him to do
much active service for the patriots, for the mo-
ment the lroquois or Tories suspected him, his
usefulness would be at an end. He had a good
education, and managed to send dispatches of
great importance to General Washington. It
was the general belief of the rescue party that it
was Colgate who, as he claimed. had told the
American commander of the frightful peril
which impended over the patriot families of
Haunted Gulch.

I may as well admit that this beliel was right.
But for Drake Colgate, the massacre of the
people would have taken place just as it had
been arranged by their fiendish enemies.  When
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too late to communicate with Washington, the
spy learned that the hour for the butchery had
been set forward much more than was supposed
at first.

Uncertain of the precise steps taken by Colonel
Hawley at Fort Defance, he set out to commu-
nicate with him, and met Elmer Roslyn on the
as the reader learned long ago.
sibly you may recall some rather curious
acts on the part of Drake Colgate, and it is not
at all unlikely that I shall have to tell something
more about which you will expect an explana-
tion.  You shall have it, but please wait a little
while.

The flight and escape of the white prisoner
caused no little excitement in the camp of the
Iroquois, for the circumstances were out of the
usual order of things, though the incident of cut-
ting the thongs by means of the rifle bullet was
known to the Indians long before, The Mink
himself having once been saved in the same
manner after his dusky enemies had set fire to
the fagots piled around him.

But the presence of at least two white men in
the trail between the camp and Haunted Gulch
had a significance that caused no little discussion
among the followers of Kit Wilton,

By the time the disabled chief had fully recov-
ered, the excitement was over. The sun was
above the horizon, and the two warriors who
had been so continuously occupied in getting the
meat cooked, had the morning meal prepared.

Then, despite what had taken place, they fell
to and ‘*ate like horses when you hear them
eat,”

s ished, when two im-
portant arrivals took place, in the persons of the
famous Seneca chieftain, 1 Thunder, and the
Tory Kit Wilton, whose authority among the
Six Nations, or confederation of Indian tribes,
known also as the Iroquois, was hardly second
to that of Sir William Johnson himself.

Seating themseives on the fallen tree beside
The Mink and several other warriors, the ar-
rivals listened with deep interest to the story
told them.

** Twenty men have gone from the fort to
Haunted Guich,” said Wilton, addressing those
that were gathered around.

““Where were Red Thunder and the great
chief of the pale faces that they e allowed to
depart 2" asked The Mink, uttering the question
that was in the minds of every one of the hearers.

“The Senecas were not asleep. They saw
the Yenghese steal out among the trees, when
they thought our eyes were closed and no one
was looking, but we let them go.

W hy have they been punml'd to pass the
camp of the Senecas who are waiting for their
brothers 2

The Tory now made clear his plan of cam-
paign.

** The pale faces are so many," and with the
fureﬁn,.:rr of one hand he counted off the fingers
of the other, doing it to both twice over, lhus
indicating the number of the rescue party ; ** we
will let them go to Haunted Gulch, and when
they are there in the cabins of the rebels we will
burn them all together."

It was a simple plan of campaign, but therein
lay its strength.  Colonel k Hawley was
right when he said that the cabins of the patriots
could not be made secure against the enemy, es-
pecially in view of the fact that the population
was divided against itself.  The neighborly
feeling between them was <o far quenched by the
stirring events of the day that the loyalists
would be certain to give aid tothe enemy. There

as but one plan that promised anything like
ty—that was to remove the fugitives without
delay to Fort Defiance, ten miles distant.

It will be perceived, therefore, that Kit Wil-
ton, with all his acuteness, did not penetrate
fully the plans of the rescue party.  He seemed
to believe that they were intended as a perma-
nent garrison—a conclusion justified by the in-
terpretation of the cipher letter of General
Washington.

This fact suggested a curious complication of
the sjituation.  Would Kit Wilton and his allies
wait till night before making any move against
the settlement, resting quictly under the belief
that the defenders would be found on the spot
whenever the assailants chose to attack them ?

If they should do this, it will be seen that a
golden chance would be given Captain Roslyn
to get the refugees back ln the fort in time
without harm. By muking a detour 1o either
side of the mountains he could reach Colonel
Hawley before nightfall, provided the march
could ‘be kept from the knowledge of the
enemies until at least the greater part of the dis-
tance was passed,

Such was the situation. Whiie there was
ground for hope, there was a great deal more
for fear; for a score of perils were likely to
arnse against which no provision could be made,

Should the start take place in the forenoon,
some of the loyalists left behind would be quite
sure 1o get word to the Troquois camp, of whose
presence so near them it was to be <upposed
they were aware, i o that the
whites had flanked the Senecas and reached the
settlement, it was not likely that the red men
would leave the place entirely without surveil-
lance during the day when the arrangements
were making for the attac

While Kit Wilton and Red Thunder were
sitting on the log other Indians continued ar-
riving, coming in singly or by twos, and in one
instance four followed on each other's heels.

These were those who were 10 take part in the
extermination of the garrison and lhe patriot
fanul at Haunted Gulch, and it certainly
looked as if there would be no lack of numbers.

** We will wait till all the pale faces are in the

scar-ely fin

cabins,” added the Tory leader, whose head
was filled with the gl(vnous plan of wiping at
one swoop so many of the hated rebels from the
face of the earth; **then we will attack them ;
if they will not surrender we will burn up their
cabins and the pale faces in them.”

There was another threatened complication,
The patriots, finding themselves hemmed in
and threatened with extermination, might seize
some of the loyalists and hold them as hostages,
threatening to slay them unless mercy were
shown to the defenders.

But it was useless to figure and speculate upon
the possibiliti since the immediate future
alone could determine the result of this desper-
ate effort to save a half dozen families from the
fury of so many tigers.

And now let us see the result of the attempt.

(Z0 be continued.)
— eee
[This stury commenced in No. 252.]
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OR,
IN SEARCH OF AN UNKNOWN RACE.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE,
Author of ** In Southern Seas,” ** That Treasure,
A Loyage to the Gold Coast,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXXI.

A LETTER FROM MAPLE

*ITH the voyage around the Cape of

Good Hope, across the Indian Ocean,

and through the Straits of Sundato the

China Sea, this story has nothing to

do.  As T have said re, A\rdm;: the cruise of the

Rattler, this is not a sea tale, and Van's sea-

womg experiences are simply the connecting

links between more important epochs in his
eventful iife,

So it is sufficient to say that the Bellingham
reached Yokohama in safety one hundred angd
thirty two days from New York,  Here, among
other letters awaiting the captain, was one from
his sister Martha, mentioned in the earlier part
of this narrative.

Now for good and sufficient reasons, Captain
Peterson had nevertaken his sister into his confi-
dence regarcing the strange letter he had re-
ceived from Richard Briscoe more than a year
before, and his own intentions with respect to
i,

*Time enough for Patty to know when w
see how the thing turns out,” he had reasonec
*“for she's such a hand to worry that she'd have
Van and me dead a dozen times over, if she
knew we were undertaking such a venture.”

Hence, she had supposed, in common with
every one else in their native town, that the
Rattler's voyage was simply one of her ordinary
South American trading trips.  And  when
Captain  Peterson returned  home  with  his
broken shoulder, to tell of his vessel's loss, he
had kept from her his own forebodings as to
Van's probable fate at the hands of the mutin-
ous crew.  Nor did he even then hint at the
real purpose of their vovage.

“Van is a smart, able bodied fellow, and can
take care of himself—don't fear, Patty, he'll
come out of it all right,” was her brother's
hopeful assurance, and Martha could only wait
and wal and pray for the absent boy who was
almost as dear to her as if he had been her very
own.

And now, having made this necessary ex-
planation, 1 give Miss Peterson’s letter word for
word from the original, which lies before me on
my desk :

"ON,

MAarLETON, MASSACHUSETTS,
Sept. 22, 1Béo.

Dear Broruer,—I am so flustrated at all that's
happened inside of the last five or six weeks, that I
don't hardly know where to begin. . And what 1've
Lot to write in just as few words as possible beats
all the stories ever I read or heard of.

First and foremos nd it nigh about kills me to
tell you—our poor Van is no more, an't quite
understand all the particulars, but it ms he got
away from the wretches who came so near killing
you, and went up the Amazon river with two
others.,  Somewhere away back inland (you know
1 never was great on geography) is a big city.
Here—if you'll believe me, Joshua- he fell in with
his own uncle that we've always thought was lost
ina shipwreck years ago.  And Dick Briscoe, who
used to be a sweetheart of mine, had been living
there all this time, and got marricd. And when
our Van was ready to leave, Mr. Briscoc got him
to take charge of hxs daughter, who he's sent to
the States for an education, with a foreign waiting
maid, a colored man servant, and a young fellow
that Mr. Briscoe was guardian of.

On the way back, poor Van was shot by some
wild Indians, as nug’ as Tcan find out. It nigh
broke my heart when I heard of it. But if (md
has seen’ fit to take away our adopted boy, he's
brought some one to take his place, so far as any
human can.

And now I'll tell you how it all came about.  Six
weeks ago tonight a depot carriage stopped at the
duor. here was a colored man sitting with the
driver, dressed as though he was just out of a band-
box. And you might have knocked me down with
a feather when he handed out of the carriage—first
a foreign looking servant woman, and then the
hmdia mest looking girl [ ever set eyes on an all
my da

Well, this was Dick Briscoe's daughter I men-

tioned in the beginning of the letter.  Her mother
1s dead, and her father wants her to have the best
kind of an education, such as it seems there isn't a
chance for where she was brought up. Dick sent a
long letter to me by Ninada—isn’t it an odd, pretty
name? There's lots in it that I don't rlgluly under-
stand. But he wants me to take Ninada under my
wing. She is to live with us and all, as long as is
necessary, and the board tor her and her maid will
be a great help, especially since you have had such
hard Tuck. Richard Briscoe must be tremendously
rich. Such a quantity of diamonds as Ninada
brought — thousands upon thousands of dollar’s
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worth! And she says I've only seen a few of them,
I went in town with her, and e’lr Lincott, your old
lawyer, is making armngemcms to dispose of them
and invest the money for her.

I have had the two spare rooms fixed up, and
you'd think Ninada and I\Rmoh~zh.n s her maid—

ad always been with me, they settle down into our
way of living so casy. For all they come from a

foreign country, you ly know it by their talk
and ways. And T' u just fallen in love with the
girl herscif.

Of course it was Ninada who told me about poor
Van—that is, she told me part,and the colored
man, who is going to stay awhile and fix up the
grounds, told me the rest. There's some sort of
mystery about the whole thing that I can't undtr-
stand. Ninada, who has had a qlldnll!) of new
dresses and everything she needs, wears only black
and \\!mc which in heér country is deep mourning.
She zh.u her Cousin Van was dearer to her
than dll\ liv erson, excepting her father, and
she shall .Il\\’\\\( ress in something the same way,
‘The young man who came to America with them
calls himsclf Don Carlos Flores.  He lives in great
style in Boston, so I hear, and comes out to see
Ninada very oftén—oftener than 1 like, for there is
something 1 don’t fancy about him. He is very
smooth .md gentle with Ninada, but I mistrust him
all the same. How she fecls toward him I don't
quite know, for she seldom mentions him, But |
notice she will never go to ride or walk with him
u:lxlcss I go with them, though he don't like that at

At the conservatory, where she is learning music
and the languages, Ninada is called the andsomest
girl who ever studied there, and best of all, she is
as good as she is lovely.

Then followed a long budget of home news,
which has no connection with my story, after
which Miss Peterson cone Iudwl by saying :

Captain Paul Brooks, who home from the
Philippine Islands, thinks that he has seen the Rat-
tler under another name, and nhﬂrn ently painted —
white with a black stripe round the bends. She
was then bound for Shanghai from San Francisco,
but outsailed the bark he was in, so he could not
'xul:d her. 1 think he said the name was changed
to .

I hope vou can make some inquiries and see
whether he is right. - Who knows but you may get
hold of vour vessel again ¥

Write me from Yokohama, and send your love to
Ninada. You will think as much of her as I do
when you come to know he

A

tionately,
[

It would be impossible to describe Van Bris-
coe's sensations as he perused this letter after
Captain Peterson had finished it,  Regret that
his supposed death had been productive of sor-
row in the quiet house, anger against Flores,
and above all a deep sense of joy that Ninada
kept his memory green, were confusedly blended
in his mind.

But what could he do? 1f he wrote them of
his wonderful deliverance, there was more or
less danger that it might reach the cars of
Flores, who would of course lose no time in
escaping with his ill gotten booty. To return
by steamer was a long and expensive operation,

So, after consultation with Captain Peterson,
Van resolved to let things remain as they were
until the ship reached San Francisco.  Then, he
would leave the ship, return by rail, and con-
found his enemies and delight his friends after
the most approved style.

So the work of discharging the great ship
went briskly on, and Van improved his time by
seeing something  of the Japanese kingdom.
Soon the Bellingham was ready for sea again,
and sailed for San Francisco.

Now just before sailing, Captain Peterson had
written 1o the American consul in Shanghai in-
quiring as to the schooner Viva. In reply the
consul had advised him that a schooner of that
name had arrived in ballast, and sailed again
with a cargo of beche de mer, trepang, edible
birds' nests, and other delicacies intended for
consumption by the Chinese colony in San Fran-
cisc

0.
o, after leaving Japan, Captain Peterson got
out his chart for a careful perusal.

Having studied the probable course of the
schooner after leaving Shanghai, he made cer-
tain calculations based on the relative difterence
of speed between the two vessels, and their re-
spective sailing days.  Then he shaped his
course accordingly.

**Stranger things have happened, and it
wouldn’t surprise me very much if we ran across
the Viva before we're half way to 'Frisco,” he
said to Van.  ** Then we shall
tain Brooks is mistaken or not.

* What would you do if you should overhaul
her and find that the so cilled Viva was really
the Rattler 2" curiously asked Van.

** That depends upon circumstances,” was the
dry response.

So the sea days went by with the usual
ing alternations of wind and weather.
were *‘raised " from time to time, but none of
them the one sought for. Two were barks
standing to the east, one was an English brig,
and another a large three masted schooner.
But the Viva did not show up, and Van began
to think that the chances of meeting her were
less than those of finding a needle in a haystack.
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AN EXCITING CHASE.

HE Bellingham's main royal was nearly as
large as the top sail of an ordinary sized
ship.

Comfortably ensconsed in the slings of
the yard, with his feet dangling over the belly-
ing canvas, sat Van
sixty five feet above the ship’s deck, upon which
the moving men appeared as piginies.

The blue and sparkling sea, only bounded by
the great circular arch of the sky, stretched out

before his vision without a—
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Stop though—there 7s asail! Orisit a far|
away sea bird or the low bushy spout of a sperm
whale 2 |

Unslinging Captain  Peterson’s binoculars,
Van placed them at his eye, nor did he remove
them for nearl) a moment,

 Sail—ho !

And before the captain could bawl out the
customary query, Van's clear ringing voice came
echoing again from his lofty height.

‘‘Seems to be a fore and after,
down—steering about sou’ southeast.

©1 feel it in my bones that it's the Viv
muttered Captain Peterson, after responding
with the usual ** Aye, aye |

The ship, under her usual canvas, was run-
ning with a free wind, and the dial plate of the
patent log, drawn in a little before, showed that
she was dmn her eight knots ** without making
any fuss ahnm it,” as the mate remarked in
making his report.

A few rapid orders were given, and the deck
was alive with hurrying feet. Men swarmed
nimbly up the rigging. "The heel ashings were
cast off, and the long studdingsail booms run
out on either side, while a couple of sailors in
either top overhauled the tacks and halyards
for topmast and topgallant studdingsails.

Up went the triangular sails outside the swell-
ing courses and py! ramids of canvas above them,
and were boom ended with many a cheery shout.

“There was all the excitement of a chase in the
old privateering days, without the attendant
danger to life and 1|m|)

Under the increased pressure of sail, the great
Bellingham began to show what she could do
when emergency called.  The wind had fresh-
ened to a mudcralv ale, while the booming and
bellowing, as it \\\Lp‘ through the straining rig-
ging and against the hollowing sailcloths, was
almost deafening.

Roiling heavily from port to starboard in her
wild onrush, the sharp bowed ship tore her way
through rather than over the woolly wave crests,
sending great clouds of spray hizh above the
Lmkhlhu(] , while a column of seething foam
spouted upward from the stem and swept past
on either side.

The perspiration streamed from the weather
beaten faces of the two sturdy sailors who rap-
idly shifted the spokes of the big wheel to meet
the swerve and sway of the plunging prow, and
as Van descended he heard Mr. Murray the second
mate read aloud from the log dial plate.

“ Thirteen and a half knots strong [

Little by little the distant vessel rose from the
heaving horizon line, till with the aid of the
glass it could be seen that she was painted white
u,//, a black stripe.

Captain Peterson shut his binoculars with a
sharp snap.

*That's the Rattler,” he said quietly. 1
should know the lines of her hulls and the set of
her sails if she was coated with gold leaf.”

* But supposing the schooner “has been sold to
some innocent purchaser—you don’t propose
taking her from him by force, do you 2" asked
Van, in considerable perple: xity.

++ No * innocent purchaser * would buy a vessel
without getting a clearer title than the fellows
who stole her could give,” was the dry response,
At any rate,” he added, with a gl ance at the
bending spars and straining canvas, ** I propose
overhauling her and going “aboard—after that,
shall know what further to do.”

‘She's setting a squares’l for'ard, sir,” said
Van, who had taken possession of ll\r captain’s
glass.

¥ erb like a guilty r{»nsuenrr, grimly re-

ponded Captain Peterson, **for an « rdinary
lrader would hardly try to run away froma ship
that outsails her two to one, simply as a matter
of pride.”

“* Perhaps they think, from the Hl]llll"h«ln\s
size and pr s of sail, that she’s a man o war,”
suggested Mr. Mattox the mate.

““Her trying to run away is all the more sus-
pic ious then,” returned Captain Peterson shortly,
and seeing him so determined to find the oftel nder
guilty, neither Van nor the mate ventured fur-
ther remarks.

But the great squaresail, only used in running
directly before the wind, availed the schooner
but little against the tremendous speed of her
pursuer.

By three o'clock in the afternoon the breeze
began to subside, and seeing that even without
the studdingsails the Belling ‘ham could overhaul
the schooner, the flying kites were hauled down
and stowed and the ».uhldmu-m booms rigged in,

Mile by mile the distance lessened between
the two vessels. The signal for heaving to was
et at the ship's masthead, but those in the
schooner paid no attention whatever to it
This was in itself a most suggestive circum-
stance.

“ I've half a mind to do as they used to in old

rivateering days—run alongside, grapple with
and board her ! growled Captain Peterson. ,

For though he might heave his own ship to
and lower a boat, the schooner of course could |

llkdl’]_\ hull

outsail the best efforts of the oarsmen, if the ‘
breeze only held. 3
“The wind is dying out fast, sir,” said the

mate, glancing astern and then aloft, w here the
canvas was beginning to alternately **lift .And‘
distend.

Mr. Mattox was right. Gradually the steady
breath of the strong trades gave place to fitful
puffs, which in turn died down till the heave
and surge of the wind tossed sea of the morning
wbsided into long, even, oily swells, faintly |
ruffled in spots by the breath of the expiring |
breeze. |
Swing out and lower the yig." said Captain |
Peterson, as with courses and h,:h\ sails clewed |

| grinning
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up and banging in the brails, the ship lazi
and fell on the heaving br»ast of the Pacific.

In the mysterious way in which stories drift
from the cabin to the forecastle, the sailors had
become apprised of the truth, and the order was
obeyed by the deck hands with even more than
their usual alac

Captain Peterson in the stern sheets, with
Van beside him, looked quite excited as he
urged the four strong oarsmen to renewed
etforts, and the light double ended craft fairly

v rose

| few over the smooth heaving surface,

The Rattler for a thousand pounds,” mut-
tered Captain Peterson between his clinched
teeth,

Van, though comparatively inexperienced,
saw as they necared the schooner that Captain
Peterson was right.

The white paint work, rusty and discolored,
had worn off in places, showing the original
coating of glossy coal tar below the bends,

Across the stern was a band of black, to cor-
respond with that which extended around the

schooner’s sides, On it, m very rude lettering,
was the name, “Viva,” angl hailing place,
* Grimsby.” But though the boat was ~lill

some little distance away, the rays of the de-
clining sun, which shone full on the vessel's
transom, showed half obliterated letters.

¢ Sheer off there !" called some one in a gruff
voice, at the sound of which Van and Captain
Peterson exchanged significant glances.

And with the words the dwarfed thickset
figure and coarse repulsive features of Smith ap-
peared at the tatfrail. His sinewy hands
clutched a rifle which Captain Peterson recog-
nized at a glance, and by way of emphasizing
his command, Smith cocked the rifle and threw
it to his shoulder in an unpleasantly suggestive
manner,
ase rowing—back water,” said the cap-
tain in a low tone. He had not anticipated any
such determined movement as this, and it was
evident that for once Captain Josh Peterson
was nonplused.

Whether Mr. Briggs had recognized Captain
Peterson and Van or mot, it was very evident
that they were not to be allowed on board. In
his wrath the captain forgot his good judg-
ment,

* 1 know you, you

coundrel " he roared,
clmking with anger, s well as I know my
vessel daubed over with white paint, and if you
and your gang don't swing for this, my name
isn't Josh Peterson !”

“The fat is in the fire noww,” ruefully ex-
claimed Van, as Briggs, without turning his
head, spoke in quick sharp tones to some one
behind him.

‘The shrill pipe of a boatswain’s whistle re-
sounded along the deck, and half adozen men
ran aft, C‘mmg off the gripes which held the
schooner’s boat in place, as it lay keel up onthe
house, they lifted it off.

A shining four pound carronade, such as
might be carried on board a yacht for firing
salutes, was revealed to the astonished eyes of
the boat's crew.

Almost at the same moment, a lithe, red
shirted individual sprang up beside it, and,
coolly slewing the little gun in the requi
direction, depressed the muzzle till it pointed
directly at the boat.

“It's Bates!" muttered Van, as the man
drew back the hammer and took the lanyard be-
tween his fingers,

“We're not receiving visitors—be off with
you ! he called in clear, curt tones, but with no
izns of surprise or dismay at the sight of the
two familiar faces in the boat.

“*A man's vessel is his castle as much as his
house, and he's a perfec’ right to hinder anybody
he don't want from comin’ aboard ! added the
irrepressible Mr. Smith.

At a given signal, five or six men, amonyg
whom Van re y;:nuwl two of the former crew,
ranged themselves at the rail, each holding a
handspike or heaver in his graxp.

There was no help for it.  Under the circum-
stances it would have been the height of folly to
have attempted to board the schooner in the face
of such odds. Just how far Captain Peterson
might have been justified in attempting to take
possession of his own vessel without proper legal
authority is another delicate question, though
one which (l\vl not .or a moment enter either his
own or Van's calculations.

Giving the word ‘0 pull back to the ship, Cap-
tain Peterson shook his fist in impotent wrath at
smith, who, notwithstanding the
peculiar tuation of the schooner, seemed to
take it very easy. So also did the pseudo cap-
tain, who doffed his cap with mock politeness as
lhe boat was rowed back to the ship.

“1f the breeze springs up again they'll sneak
off under cover of the darkness, and run down
among the South Pacific islands,” said Cgptain
Peterson, who was in a very bad humor. In
company with Van he paced “the quarter, as the
sun disappeared in a great cloudbank of gorgeous
coloring.

** Barometer's going down as though a gale
was in prospect,” remarked Mr. \[.mu\, who
had just emerged from the cabin.

Yet to an me\ponenud eye there was nothing |
to denote a coming blow. The air was still
and warm, the sea ran in long oily folds, and an
occasional star twinkled in lh(—‘ dusky vault over-
head.

But far away in the distance a watchful ear
could detect the fuint mysterious moaning,
known to sailors as ‘“the weep of the sea,”
which is in effect the dim echoing of warring
elements miles and miles away—the forerunner
of the dreaded cyclone.

(7o be continued.)
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Silver, (‘n'lurm] Y\l"v & White
2 \ one Vm l

ow Faney Shapes of Beve
2

4 Whit
e Cards .m}\hn ” « N

Hnn- ”H‘A] n
wl

Seraps. with Aet's Outfit
rd Co.,, New Huven, Conn.

llnhhn Nlmn CARD:
10 cts, Mt Pleasant C

amp for 50 paze bod
OOBRY kY, Albany,

N.Y.

AME on 25 Frine
Dove nl\, 200 Embos:
Band Ring and Outfit, 10

In replying to this adv. ut‘nlhnl e.nlden Ar‘m:.
New Hidden Name Cards, 10e. 100 Alium Verses,
100 Popular Sonzs and Avent’s Outit FREE with

20 every order. ROYALCAR )Ll) Northiford, Conu

In replylng to this ady. mention Golden

1(. COMPLET
Catilo;
NOVELTY €O, Oshikosh, Wis
_In replying to this adv. mention Golden en Argony.

1 Dancing Skeleton 10c.

50<i]k}rinpe ‘Hid'n name, Xmas, N, Y.,and Ex
Cards, S Pictures, Ganes, &e., 32p. Agt't

Ouitiand um,, for luca T Card Co., Clistouville, Cs.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

FALSE MUSTACHE$ 100, FANCY PieTUR

ROYS have lots of fun with
them. By mail, 12 cents.  AETNA €O Northford, Ct.
I

replyIng to this adv. mention Golden Argony.

(TS Wanted, 1M Cata
Alhums and v i

preminm list rol |n|« s mluln']n\ t XY i
in replylng to this adv. mention Golden Arxosy,

180 SILK FRING
hm(

15, Games, Verse
1t & Ring, 1oce BLAKE & CO., Muatowese, Coun.
In replyln. to Lhis adv. mention Golden Argosy.
BOY Send 50c¢. for sample Self inking Rubber
Stamp to print your n: >
Latest out. Agents wanted E.8.Mi g
wn replying to this adv. mention Gulden Argosy.
1Stone Ring, 1 Plain King, 125 Carue & Pictares, Frinze
Hidden Name &c., 155 Games, Songaand Agts ok of
30earde. 10¢. 1VY CARD Ca.. Clintanville, Conn.

In replying to this adv. nentlun Golden Argosy.

PI““ Mo hlna Habit Cured in 10

ays. No pay till cured:
in replylng to this adv. me

Dr.J. smphnnu, Lebanon, Ohio.
on
WORK ;"%

Golden Argosy
In replyln‘ to thls :d

A SPLENDID THING W‘—“’ ANME.
Sample Book at

o enel e, BT A lon, Sew Haven, G
mention Golden Argosy.

30 a week and expen

ahle outtitand particul §
Y. Augusta, Main

n Argony.

l,ln »I
3 aatfu) Christmas Ca
Gold Mounted Prope

1n reply In‘ to lhln ad

A new cuide 10 rapke
Bno encravi | re e to noy
& alifetime, m--m. atonce

Tn replying (o this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

GARD Book of HIDDEN NrAME Cards,

13 Fonay Surie
chin

paper, all {ur-.clump. liML A\ll \ lll T". Cadiz, Ohios

_in replylng to this adv. mentlon

| ]4_ SILE FRINGED, TNPORTED

|ml
Pl

lden Argosy
FMRBOSSED
CARDS, 50 LOV TURES, "
RUM of Beautirul |

| p1e Book. all for loe. Stattord
In replying to this adv. m

TR el
 Works, Merjde
tlon Golden Argosy.

BINDER FORTHE ARGOSY

ﬁhuq
NS

We /rmv wour ready a_neat Tinder Im
| wes of TH

\a»’[’wunmwn Yroun week to week, 10 is S
| nere device for fastening the papers together at
the back, but takes the form of a regular: hook
corer. with the name ** THE GOLDEN AR-
GOSY,"” «/mupw' in gill lettering on the side.
Each binder holds fifty tiro rombers, or a coni-

plete volume; it Teéps the paper neat and clean,

frur

aud is extreniely handy.
We are prepared to

flexible press hoard, pri

roon eloth, 60 cenfs.

isl it in two styles;
cents, or stiff ma-

When ovdered by mail. fifteen cents additional
st be inclosed in eacl case to prepay postage.
Sfor

Full each
binder.

directions

Add,

nse  aceompany

E
8t.,, New York.

31

1 Scarf or Lace Pin, 1 Stone Ring. 1 Chased
Band Ring, 825 Scrap Pletures & Verses, &
cleg't samples, 10c. F-Austin, New Haven Ot

ention Golden . Arlou.

replylng to this adv. m:

Pamphilet (u.-

 totl thll Mlv. lllll"ﬂn Glﬂ
Complete cours
seli tesiching los

I ne, repomnc style, a for

Lingle’s (‘ollue 1431 Clestuut St.,
n replying to this udv. mentlon Golden Argesy.

MA Beautiful Plush Casket
ples and Outit.” N, E. OARD C0., for
in r(‘pl) Ing to Vllll ad:

WATOH FREE!

If you
want one
send your nddress with 2-cent stamp to

Tnm(lmhl(’( ouc
wonderful

&GENTS
L

ln replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.
ONEto the NATIONA
T repising to this adv, mention Golden n Argosy.
10
.\nnplu sd this Ring, all 10 eonis
Clinton & Co, North Haven, Conn.
n Golden Argosy.
250 EVERY MONTH. “
atonce. Our AgentaOutilia
beantitul SATIN-LINED CAS 'K
VERW y A Addre
RD SILV )..\\ allingford. Ct.
In repiylng to this ndv. mention Golden Argony,
We wish *o introduce onr latest styles Knives, and will
send for a >hmlyl n an Ornamented Brass-Handled
1. .m-.nnvm" Send stumip for eir
s terms, DAY & CO., Box 890, Meriden, o ¢
T the person that first solves and gives us correct solu-
PERSIAN PUZZLE.
The Lest in Hu‘ world, 'n(l KL for (*IUIIP and par
In replying to (hi ndv. mentlon Golden Argoss.
> A GOLD MINE"?
K
3 HARY or the Next Three Montha, S
per month Salary aud Expenses to active
=< Sample case of goads, valuable information,
a No Humbuog., We mean
Just what we DA
SILVER WARE GO, B0 O MALD,

0., Hartford, Conn.
e
5 Great Reductlon'
_n replying to this agv. men
1,000 LIVE AGENTS WANTED
OF Sll
\RE. ment free.
N :
DON'T YOU WANT THIS ? 7
blade, your nomne nieely ot led
1.. rcplyln. to this adv. » menllon n Golden Ar-nuv.
tion of our great
ticulars. J. K Hartford, Con
mnkmulmim.u(\rru e r
ST
nmul required: no peddling
and particulars Free.
ddress, STA RD
In renlyhu‘ to this adyv. me ntlun Golden Ar

~ £ “EMPEROR”

Gunl (Improved) out ptions gay are Lie best brecol nad-
era. Don’ umv(,mm Kl“(n Keviivers, Watches and Sporte

| ing Goods until 5 our list, Complete Catalozue

r REE.

crn Buve ynu
money. Weoflet
A good Doubl

Bariel Breech
Lo mer{urm|

8- ‘W. CLAFLIN & CO. & 56 Duane m.uu York N.X
In replying to this ady. nn-nmm Golden Argosy.

(14 i n»u;,u(lmu

Free, 20 ~1uk n«m ,mbonncd

¢ nnL ir da i R ntog: Al
L nxnnie ATh 50 nvru» Y r e
Gola o 1y

Worth 3 times
2% Beautif
and Hidden  Nume S,
logue, ALl free o tie 28G ‘or 4 plge for WA
Dixon Card Works, Mieriden, Conn.
In replylug to this nd\ ‘mentlon Goiden Argosy.

PIMPLES, BLACKHEAL

SH WORN

ONLY KNOWN liarmle
cure,

SMEDICATED CREAM ™ is the

pleasant and whsolutely SURE and intallible
Paitively 1 electi vely femoves ALL, elean, eompletely
Nl Fatt Gonn 1N A FEW BAYS ONLY eaving the skin
dwavs, For those who have No
titles the conplexion as no-
u, rendering it CLEAR, FATR
NT. and clearing 1U ot all mudidiness
Ttix i true remedy o cure and NoT a
v to cover apoand hide blewishes. Mailed
5. 01 Two for ) cenes

ingara street,

113 "
ALLEGER ORGANS.
ISELL DIRECT TO FAILIES,
thus avoiding agentsand ceal-
ers whose profits and expenses
double the coston every Organ
they sell, This bvn\llenll,m.ml
Walnut Case, 4 sets of Patent
Reedds Tre nl‘mull Bass Co 6
Un’\n for only
o Taca a0,

War

S!'ml and_ instruction l’(u k
in n

trial
o

your o

C
hnuw ‘u

oy
,]un)lululuh!bmxh\\ Ay
xperi necinthe bi L
talogtis Gree, O 1oy
W. ALLEGER, a7
W;.h::stcn, NI

dv, mention Golden Argosy,

1In replylng to this



THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

A RISING YOUNG FARMER.
This world is so full of ups and downs, that it is a good thing to get a 1

ift once in a while,

NUMBER 262,

THE MAGAZINE FOR GIRLS AND BOYS.

ST. NICHOLAS.

HERE is not a healthy boy or girl in America

who will not want, and ought not to have, ST.

NicHoLAS MAGAZINE for 1888, It is going to be
great. This little card can only contain a hint of
some of the things it is tocontain. Mrs. Frances
Hodgson Burnett will contribute a short serial—
a worthy successor of that author’s famous ** Lit-
tle Lord Fauntleroy,” which appeared in ST.
NicHoLAs a year ago. Joel Chandler Harris,
John Burroughs, Frank R. Stockton, H. H. Boye-
son, J. T. Trowbridge, Col. Richard M. John-
stone, Louisa M. Alcott, Frances Courtenay Bay-
lor, Amelia E. Barr, Washington Gladden, Eliza-
beth Robins Pennell, Harriet Prescott Spofford,
Noah Brooks, H. C. Bunner, Mary Mapes Dodge,
A. W. Tourgee, and Palmer Cox are a few of
those who are writing for the new volume. It
will have an illustrated series on Australia, and
Mr. Edmund Alton, author of ‘“ Among the Law-
makers ” (Congress), will contribute *“ The Routine of the Republic,” describing the
daily practical workings of the administrative departments,—the White House, etc
Can you afford to do without ST. NICHOLAS in your home ? " The November number
begins the year. 77y that number ; it costs only 25 cents, and all newsdealers sell it.
pr send to the publishers direct, and ask for their illustrated catalogue fully describ-
ing St. NIcHOLAS, THE CENTURY MAGAZINE—** the great magazine of the world, ” new
books and standard works. r

THE CENTURY CO,

17th STREET, NEW YORK CITY.

IN REPLYING TO THIS ADV. MENTION THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

|

7 say, do you take St. Nicholas?”

LD COINS AND STAMPS WANTED. Send 12
cents in ponu‘ze stamps Iur‘guLn gogﬁx?ﬂng all the

rices we En‘ C. J. 8! 3
gueet‘ B ny, Mass. SR NoyT
ve Golden Argosy.

Coleman Nat’l BusinessCollege

of NEWARK, N. J., gives the best,
shortest, cheavest and’ wost thorougih

rare dates and

East
In

THE REASON FOR HANDSHAKING.
Some of our readers may have wondered at times
why we shake hands with one another by way of
greeting, instead of rubbing elbows, touching
shoulders, or something of that sort. From the
Vochester Post-Express we learn that in early and
barbarous times, when every savage or semi-sav-
age was his own lawgiver, judge, soldier and po-
liceman, and had to watch over his own safety, in
default of all other protection, when two friends or
acquaintances, or two strangers desiring to be ac-
uaintances, chanced to meet, they offered each to
the other the right hand alike of offense and de-
fense, the right hand that wields the sword, the
dagger, the club, tomahawk or other weapons of
war.
Each did this to show that the hand was e:

! mpty
and that neither war nor treachery was

‘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 (;hildmn. she gave them Castoria,

to this' ad 1 course of business training of any school
in America.” Wrie for Catulogue.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argos;

A MERRY CHRISTMAS.

Pencils with M 'hristmas or y
ot tour Moo is ot Toectern T B Yoy 18 . FOR
for 40¢c. @ 25-cent orders e ay Gift. THE
CONN. NOVELTY ., Meriden, Conn. .
In to this adv, mention Golden Argosy | Rrgns tia Eariar AOVED Coumiond FonDauxs Pacfouiy
- Restore earing, ork of n
Handsome scrap-book pictures (assorted), ‘"‘"",,_l"n'm eomf o and always in postiion. Al
26 10c.; 200 transfer pictures, 10c.; 60 elegant st Dok "%M ﬂ‘“" A .;‘,‘3‘%1‘;’;
Tor 8. ﬁ“é enh;omou Cmmeﬁi)amg" vor the lot | F. HISCOX. 853 Bmuddw cu:.' uuh Sl:l.‘_’.\vw York.
for . C. ROWELL & Co., Rutland, Vt. on Golden A 3
In replying to this adv. m lon Golden o =R

END for free Catalogue of Books of Amusements,
Fortune Tellers,

|gH°|RTHANEle matl o Dem':l;f‘l.;.
A

O AN W S CHAFF EE, Oswego, N. ¥,

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

A man cannot well stab another while he is en-
gaged in the act of shaking hands with him, unless
heisa double df'ed traitor and villain, and strives
to aim a cowardly blow with the left while giving
the right, and pretending to on g
with him.

terms

THE Toy
thechild
likes best!

This s the tit-
1e ofa descrip
tive Price-list,
richly fllustra:
ted in colour-
print, of the

@ ANCHOR STONE
fBUILDING BOX,

which should

ed o il Toy
every family and may be obtain m oy
Gealtcs, Blatoners and Educational Depots. The
Price-list will be forwarded gratis on application to

F. AD. RICHTER & Co.

NEW YORK, 310, BROADWAY or LONDON E.C,,
1, RAJLWAY PLACE, FENCHURCH STREET.

In replying to this adv, mention Golden Argosy.

1 () (‘ ”A S the ** Agent’s Directory,” which

oes whirling all over the United States, and
hundreds of samples, circu bookS, neWspapers,
te., from those who v agents.  You will
ree, and wil

ont. L

(silver) pays for your address in

n
In reply

ent us iu enc
willing_to work w
romise large profits 3
Outfit free. APPLY AT
WILMOT CASTLE & s
Rochester, N. Y
Iden Argosy.

In replying to this adv. mention

PERFUMERY J'7i

‘Well made Sachet Powders retain their agreeable

odor for years while imparting a delicious fragrance
to underélothing, har chief ribbons an
he triflesthatfillalady's bureau-draw cent-bags
aro alwa: y gifts, Send for one-
ounce packet to be forwarded by return mail.s~Your
choioe of Rose, Heliotrope. Violet and Lavender, 25cta.
Address THE PINKHAM HED, CO., LYNN, MAS:!

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

C. INDERS

free.
In replying to this adv.

SCOTT STAMP AND COIN CO., LD,
721 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY.
Complete Stamp and Coin Catalogues, at 25¢ each.
Albums at all prices from 25¢ to $20. Send stamp for 16

page cireular.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Dream_Books, Debates, Letter Writers, Etiquette,

etc, DICK & FITZGERALD, 8 Ann St., New York.
1In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy. 3 prices. Views fllustrat-
ing te this adv. mentien Golden Argedy. orery sub UBLIC EXHIBITIONS, e
teris ‘ot Home Amusement, 163 pags OMaiogus fross
MCALLISTER, Optician, 49 Nassau Sty Na Y.

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
THE FAMOUsS CUSTOM-MADE

Plymouth Rock $3 Pants

(FULL SUITS AND OVERCOATS.)
Owing to the present great
depression _in W and

- Writos an ordinary
In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.
$3 Printing Press!
For cards, &c. Circu-
lar size $8. Press for

small_newspaper, $44.
Send 2 stamps for List

resses, type, cards, to printed Woolen Goods, together

actory. rules with the tight money market,

* 3 we have been able to buy

Kelsey & Co., Merlden, Conn. given. For Cash, at a great dis-
In replyling to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy. count, gome lines of woolens

that hitherto have been too

|} Its Nature, Causes,
DYSPEPSIA ¥.ton
baing the experience of an actual uflerer, by Jo.
MOALVIS, Lowell, Mass., 14 years Tax Collector.
free toany address.

In replying to this ndv. mention Golden Argosy.

Sent

un, o i

. ; or . lan

L postaid "Sond iz of ax worn (1 foTi
.0} . Oatal 0 3

) FACTORY 100100 N ath N phlacta .

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

I_BUM Writer’s Friend.

This book contains the largest
collection ever printed of Choice
HemAul of Poetry and Prose suitable

for writing in Aumirn ¥ puges, paper cov-
ers, 15 cents ; clot) cents. Stamps taken. Address
J. 8. O0GILVIE & CO., 57 ROSE ST., NEW YORK

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

AFLOAT IN A GREAT CITY;

A STORY OF STRANGE INCIDENTS.
BY FRANK A. MUNSEY,
Publisher of 1THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

This story, one of the most popular that ever ap-
peared in the ArGosy, has just been issued in book
- form. It i3 a deeply
i narrative
of a boy who finds
himself adrift in New
ork, homeless and
friendless, knowing
neither whence he
came nor whither he
is going. It tells of
the wonderful series
of adventures that be-
fel him, and of his
brave struggle to dis-
cover his parentage
and reach the pogition
which he believed to
be rightfully his.
“ Afloat in a Great
City” is an exceediugly handsome volume, and
overy reader of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY shonld have
it for his library. It is beautifully bound in cloth,
and costs $1.25. It is published by Cassell & Co.,
New York, and can be ordered at any book store;
or we will send it from this office, 81 Warren St.,

New York, on receipt of the price.

=
AFIOAT INA—
CREAT QTY; i -

GOOD NEWS

70 LADIES.

Greatest Bargalns Boses:

Foroe, Foer st ichm.

I Vaey B R oA

_In replying to thia adv. mention Golden Argosy.
. SEND TO

A.J.Reach&Co.

23 So. Sth st..

THE
GREATAMERICAN DO YOU WEAR
&

Company

high priced to_be made
into $3 pants. Samples of
these goods will be found
in our packa, 4

ples that we mail
d address upon re

‘ents, together with
lan

D o wane.

seli-mensurement

PHILA., PA. | and (as a special inducement to mention this paper) a
©ood linen tape measure free. If you cannot wait for
FOI THEIR samplen ﬂl us a:::lmtl‘wlmt Nylex you prefer, send us
by your Waist, Inside Leg and ip measures, te he!
Pocket Manual, |30 3 %na sse: Tor propaid exprems or bostags, s
i “EVERY RUVER OF o
VK W UR GOODS HAS
Home PRIVILEGE OF RETU ’II;RE
i R.
EXGFCISG, American Express ( apital twenty millions)
ALSO will cheerfully reply to any iniquiry sent to teir Boston
office about us, an he way we treat our customers.
G 2 i
i X 3 Ym“““;"‘(‘;i‘“““‘° PLYMOUTH ROCK PANTS CO.,
= . ] L 18 Summer Street, Boston, Mass.
In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy. In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
ik oLl ==t
KIDDER’S

DIGESTYLIN

For Indigestion and Dyspepsia.

POTENT REMEDY FOR d
Indigestion, Acute and Atonic Dyspepsia, Chronic and Gastro-Intestinal Catarrh, Vomiting in Pregnancy,
Cholera Iufantum, and in convalescence from Acute Disease.
Tt-is not a secret remedy. but a scientiffc preparation, the formula of which is plainly printed on each bottle

Its great DIGESTIVE POWER is created by a careful and proper treatment of the ferments in manufacture.

Tt is very agreeable to the taste and acceptable to the most delieate stomach.

Ttwill positively CURE CHOLERA INFANTUM, Summer Complaints, and CHRONIC DIARRHEA, all of
which are direct results of imperfect digestion. Give your children Digestylin. One hottle may save a life.
B e ease of death reporied for the hast year from ahove diseases where the patient had taken Digestylin,
Afk your Druggist forit. Price $1,00. Large bottles. If he does not keep it, send one dollar to us and
we will send you a bottle. =

ress prepaid.
K

DDER & CO., Manufacturing Chemists, 83 John St., N. Y.
IN REPLYING TO THIS ADV, MENTI(ON THE GOLDIN ARGOSY.
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