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TOM GRANGER, RESCUED AS IF BY MIRACLE FROM THE LOST BOAT DRIFTING ON THE OCEAN, BRINGS HOME
A GLAD SURPRISE ON CHRISTMAS DAY.—SEE NEXT PAGE.
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MERRY CHRISTMAS.

Merry Christmas is here, with a smile and a

Let all your old troubles and quarrels be ended ;
For 1he fmud that is near have a greeting most

And hrc.uht a good wish for the foe who's of-
endes
Hmugh with him was the spite,
And with you was the right, .
In kindness of spirit forgive him tonight.
For who ever mak lea 'neath the evergreen tree
A prince of good fellows, and welcome 1s he.

o ——

Tom Granger’s Ghristmas,
AND HOW HE NEARLY MISSED IT.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.

e NY news from the fleet, father ? " asked
Mrs. Granger, glancing up from her
& knitting at the folded copy of the
Cape Ann  Advertiser, lying un-

touched on her husband’s knee.

But Skipper Granger, sitting beside the big,
old fashioned kitchen fireplace, was listening to
the December wind roaring in the wide mouthed
chimney and to the distant thunder of the surf
on the rocky shore.

*“1 hope this blow won't reach the Rattler,”
he was saying to himself. For not only did the
skipper own a third of the schooner in question,
but his sixteen year old Tom was one of the
crew. A badly sprained ankle had kept the
skipper from making his usual winter fishing
trip to ** George's " with the Gloucester fleet,
and Tom had insisted upon going in his father’s
stead. Not as skipper, of course, but as fisher-
man in ordinary under Captain Greer, who had
taken command for the trip.

“1f the Rattler has any kind of luck, she'll
be home time for Christmas,” said the skipper
aloud, unconsciously following oat his train of
thought. Aud then in response to his wife's
query he opened the damp sbeet and turned to
the column of marine intelligence.

* Lord help us!™

As the words involuntarily escaped her hus-
band’s lips, Mrs. Granger's knitting fell from
her fingers and her care worn face turned paler
than its wont. But the women of Gloucester
town have been schooled to sad news by terrible
experiences. So her voice, if low, was quite
steady, as she said :

** Is it—about our Tom 2

Without replying directly
brushed his hands roughly across his eyes.
in a trembling voice he read :

Skipper Granger
Then

PorrssorTH, Dec. 24.  Schr. Atwood, just ar-
rived, reports as follows: Spoke schr. Rattler of
Gloucester Dec. 23, home bound, with full fare.
‘The Rattler had been cruising in search of a miss-
ing dory containing Thomas Granger of Gloucester,
and Joseph Rosso, residence unknown. The two
probably lost their reckoning in the fog, w!mh
shut down while they were out at Lhc trawl. Cap-
tain Green of the Rattler fe: the dory was
swamped in the blow of Dec. 22, and that both arc
lost.

Skipper Granger dropped the paper. Then
he threw his arms before him on the table and
without speaking, bowed his face upon them,
Mrs. Granger, who could not trust her voice,
rose, with tears streaming down her cheeks, and
silently laid her trembling fingers on her hus-
band's head. After which she entered the little
bedroom and dropped on her knees by the bed-
side. And the burden of the two sorrowing
hearts was : ** Oh, God—be merciful 1"

w then, boys, if you want your Christ-
mas in Glo'ster turn out lively—there's lots to
be got through with toda

It was Captain Green's voice echoing through
the Rattler's cabin which woke Tom (,mu_u-
and his watch mates from four hours of such
heavy, dreamless sleep as is only known to the
exhausted seafarer.

Twice the day before Tom and his dory mate
had **underrun™ their trawls and pulled the
fish laden dory two or more miles back to the
vessel against such a wind and sea as a land
man would shiver to contemplate. Theun, the
had dressed fish on the slippery, reeling deck in
a bitter northeaster till almost midnight.

So it is not surprising that Tom, aching in
every bone of his body, muttered something un-
complimentary to the fishing interests as he re-
luctantly turned out of his warm blankets and
pulled on his heavy boots with one hand while
the other, clutching the bunk, kept him from
being pitched bodily across the damp, ill smell-
ing cabin.

But custom becomes second nature after a
time, so, having strugeled with his boots and
oil clothes while the rest of the sleepy watch
were turning out, Tom made his way on deck.

It was not an inspiriting scene. The early
dawn gave just light enough to show a cold
gray sea, running in great foaming ridges under
a cold gray sky.  The deck, which was now a
steep inclined plane and now an ascending angle,
was slippery with half melted sleet.  The tri-
angular riding sail at the mainmast was stiff
with frozen spray.

Yet what did it matter after all. The hold
was full of fish. Today the trawls were to be
underrun for the last time and taken aboard.
One more deck of fish to clean and then :

** Cheer up, my boys, we
So get up, Jack, let John sit down.

Tom. full of Christmas anticipations, trolled
this stave of an old sailor shanty so lustily that
the cook down in the fore peak, growled ;

** Singin' before bre’kfus means cryin' before
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:upper—tell him to dry up some of you fellers
that's goin’ on deck."

But no one did. For all hands were fond of
the bright faced, cheery young fellow, who
seldom grumbled and never shirked. So Tom
finished his song and shortly afterward, his
breakfast. Then he went on deck where Por-
tuguese Joe was helping hoist out the dories,

Generally speaking, a Portuguese seafarer is
not an agreeable shipmate. He is apt to be
profane, ignorant. and as unclean in speech as
in person.  And he has a weakness for using a
knife in a quarrel.

But Portuguese Joe was an exception. He
was clean mouthed, intelligent, quiet spoken and
a capital sailor. And he was fonder of Tom
Granger than of all the crew put together.

Warching their chance between the tremen-
dous plunges and upheavels of the pitching ves-
sel, the two mates sprang into their dory and
shipped the oars.

** Look out for yourself, Tom,” called Captain
Green, as they began pulling away, ** there
won't be any Chris'mus to Skipper Granger's, if
Tom ain't there to hang up his stockin’.”

Tom nodded gayly. Up slid the dory on a
tremendous sea from whose crest the two for a
brief moment looked down on the deck of the
rolling Rattler. Then the schooner was lost to
view as they descended the watery slope which
succeeded. And in another moment she was
invisible,

For it was bitterly cold, and the vapor rose
from the sea like smoke. But the exercise of
rowing kept them warm. And the trawl was
only a'half a mile or so to windward,

Now, to the eye of the average landsman, the
bowlin which the three wise men of Gotham
put to sea, would seem almost as safe as a flat

bottom, fourteen foot, coffin suggesting dory. |

Let him watch one a hundred miles or so from
land, and he would declare it was impossible for
so frail a craft to live amidst the great seas
which toss it hither and thither like a champagne
cork. Yet handled by an expert ; i.e., a Glo'ster
or Cape Cod fisherman, the dory will out-
weather a gale which would swamp a ship’s long
at.

Having thus spoken of the dory, let me for
the benefit of the unimtiated, briefly describe the
trawl in the direction of which Tom and Portu-
guese Joe are steadily pulling. Imagine a tre-
mendously long codline anchored and buoyed in
such a way that its two or three thousand baited
hooks attached by ** snoods ™ at proper intervals
shall hang along for almost a mile within a few
feet of bottom. That is a trawl. To ‘‘under-
run it,” is to take off the fish, and bait the empty
hooks at the same time.

Joe drew in his oars and stood erect.

**Can no see the trawl buoy anywheres,” he
said. ** Mus' p'raps struck adrif," an accident
which often happens on George's by reason of
the strony tides and currents,

They pulled in various directions, but the
colored ** waif " surmounting the painted boat
keg which indicates one buoyed end of the
trawl was nowhere in sight. Still this was not
surprising.

For since morning the biting air had grown
softer. The keen northwest breeze had given
place to heavy puffs of a damp, penetrating
wind. And these atmospheric conditions had
gradually changed the cold vaporous breath of
the sea into a foggy mist,

““ Look here, )oe, aid Tom, as he began to
note these signs, *“ we'd better be getting back
to the schooner. It's thickened up tremendously
since morning."

*OI' man be hoppin’ mad s'pose we come
back without sixty dollar trawl,” dubiously re-
turned Joe.

Tom said frankly he didn't care. It wasn't
their fault anyway. The Rattler was ‘ high
line " of the fleet and could stand the loss of one
trawl, he guessed. He was glad on the whole
that they hadn't it to haul in and coil down in
the tub,  Then there wouldn’t be another deck
of fish to dress, either. He never wanted to see
another cod or halibut.  When he got home he
should refuse to eat fish balls even. And so

oD,

All this time the two were pulling in the pre-
sumed  direction of the anchored schooner.
moment they expected to hear the dull
report of Captain Green's old army musket, or
the hoarse toot of the fog horn by which those
on board indicated the schooner’s position in
thick weather,

But though, resting on their oars from time
to time, they listened intently, there was only
the never ceasing hiss and onrush of the gra
mist covered seas, which alternately swept their
dory upward to cockling crests and down into
black abysses.

“* The wind have shift—you notice, Tom 2"

Yes, Tom /ad noticed. ‘And with inward un-
easiness, for the direction of the wind is an all

important guide to the bank fisherman. And
there was no compass in the dory.

* Bad job, Joe,” said Tom, briefly. How
bad he would not admit, even to himself. Por-

tuguese Joe knew, though. Seldom a season
passes without the loss of two or more men who
have strayed from the fleet and are never again
hmrd from.

** Badder for you than me,"” was the quiet an-
swer. ** Youmebbe not come home Christmas,
you' people feel bad. Port'gee Joe not come—
no one care,” he added, half sadly; ‘ no home,
only sailor boardin’ house.”

** Oh, bother!” was the energetic response,
*we'll come out all right, never fear.  And look
here, Joe,"—suddenly—'* you're going home
with me to eat Christmas turkey—don’t you for-
getit.”

Joe only smiled and nodded’ his thanks. He
had his own thoughts.  And so the leaden hours
dragged by. Darkness settled upon the face of
the deep. And then Tom knew but too well
that the chances of being saved were as one in
ten thousand. Yet being a young fellow of
!}luck he clung manfully to that one chance.

he dory was in the track of passing vessels and
steamers. Beside that, the folks at home were
praying for him—at least he felt pretty sure that
they were.

Meanwhile the dory must be kept head on to
the sea. Once let it swing broadside to in the
trough, it was over with the dory and all over
with'its_occupants. So through the long and
weary night they took turns at the oars,

The d'l) before Christmas could not be said to
dawn. It was only a gradual change from im-

netrable darkness to impenetrable fog. Once,
in a half stupor from cold, hunger, thirst and
exhaustion, they heard the distant beating of a
steamer’s propeller in the distance. And once
again the creaking of a ship's yards and rattle of
blocks, as she wore round on the other track,
came echoing faintly through the dense vapors.

It blew a tremendous gale nearly all day ; but
by Heaven's mercy the dory still swam.  When
toward night it began moderating somewhat,
Joe drew in his oars. Then ali at once he slip-
ped to the bottom of the dory with one hand
pressed against his breast.

Doctor always say my heart have trouble,”
he gasped, as Tom threw himself on his knees
bewle his companion with a startled cry;

** guess my time come, Tom."”

But Tom was too weak to make response—too
veak to wipe away the half frozen tears cours-
ing down his pallid chee Indeed, it all
seemed unreal and visionary—like something he
was reading about, rather than anything of
which he was a part

Joe feebly tugged at a string about his neck.
Tom knew what it meant. Like one in a dream
he drew from the bosom of Joe's rough shirt a
little lead crucifix. Joe pressed it to his livid
lips, and Tom saw them move as in prayer.

Lol Good by, Tom—wish you happy Chris'-
mas."

That was all.
alone with the dead.

Curiously enough, though this was his first
experience of death, Tom felt no sense of dread
or repulsion, Perhaps because he was numbed
both physically and mentally; or perhaps be-
cause of the peaceful smile on the still upturned
face, showing that Portugese Joe now knew the
secret hidden from seer and sage.

It began snowing at nightfall. Not the dry,
biting snow of the northwest, but great feathery
flakes from the southeast.

Tom had managed to lash the oars together
and throw them out attached to the end of the
painter as a drag to keep the dory’s head to the
nd. Then, crouched in the stern of the tc
ing skiff, he re]npwd into a half insensibility
vaguely conscious only that the snow was weav-
ing a shroud for the living and the dead alike.

W T0-0-0-t ! T-0-0-0-1! T-0-0-0-0-1!"

Thus on Christmas Fve the revenue steamer
Stockton brought tidings of cheer to any possi-
ble vessels in distress, as with the lead kept con-
stantly going she felt her way through a blind-
ing snowstorm across the southern extremity of
George's shoals, The electric masthead light
sent a hroad shaft of violet tinted flame into the
darkness and storm.

** Boat right ahead ! yelled the lookout from
the bows, and Captain Roltrope, whose weather
beaten face was at the open pilot house window,
quickly signaled the engineer—but too late,

Plunging heavily downward, the steamer
crashed through the drifting dory as though it
were pasteboard.  But before the Stockton rose
to her bearings, Tom, with a sudden strength
born of desperation, sprang upward and con-
vulsively clutched the loop of chain cable be-
tween the hawsepipe and the ring of the anrlmr
Almost simultaneously the lookout le ning o
the rail seized the collar of Tom's thick reefer
and dragged him bodily in over the bow.

When Tom Granger came to life—as he ex-
presses it—he found himself stripped and between
warm blankets in the purser’s stateroom berth.
That kindly official stood at his side, forcing
spoonfuls of hot wine and water down his
throat.  Behind him was a colored gentleman,
with a bowl of smoking beef tea.  And between
them both, Tom Granger became himself again
in much less time than a person unacquainted
with the latent vigor of a Glo'ster boy might
suppose.

On board the Stockton were nearly two score
persons who only the day before had been with
their effects transferred to the revenue boat from
an inbound ocean steamer that had broken her
shaft three hundred miles from the port of Bos-
ton. And when on Christmas morning Captain
Boltrope told them Tom's simple story, every
one was interested.

Generosity is contagious.  Already half the
steamer’s passengers had made up a purse for
two castaways picked up by their ship shortly
before she met with her accident, and now the
other half were anxious to emulate them,

“*He didn't feel much like hangin' up his
stockin' last night," said jolly Captain Roltrope,
producing the article, with a fat laugh, “*so I
did it for him, and some of the men has been
fillin’ it. But there's considerable room in the
leg yet.”

Let's make a Christmas thank offering,”
suggested an ex governor, and set the example
with a bill containing two figures in one corner.
Whereupon the stocking was speedily stuffed.
Tom’s fisherman's attire had mysteriously dis-

And then Tom Granger was
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appeared. In its place was a neat fitting tweed
suit donated by one of the passengers, together
with everything needful.

s the Stockton steamed up Boston bay on
Christmas afternoon, Captain Boltrope called
Tom to the cabin, and in a jocose speech pre-
sented him with the well filled stocking, which
he was not to investigate till he got home, ex-
plaining to him the passengers' share in the
matter.

Tom never made a speech in his life, lut
blushing furiously he said :

** Ladies and gemlem:m I—I—wish you all a
—a—Happy Christmas,” unconsciously echoing
the last words of poor Joe, whose bodv was
lying fathoms deep under the sea. And the re-
membrance of Joe's sad fate was the only shadow
that clouded his joyful anticipations when after
nightfall, he re.uhzd his native town and made
his way to the home cottage, as a glad Christ-
mas surprise for the sad group assembled there.
he contents of Tom’'s stocking figured up
two hundred and forty dollars.

*But,” said Tom after the first bursts of
rapture were exhausted, ** for the money twice
over I'd never go winter fishing on George's
again. [ came too near missing my Christmas.”
.o

[ This story commenced in No.
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‘“The Haunted Engine.” elc., etc.
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CHAPTER XXIV,
A BRUSH WITH THE ENEMY.

ENNY HURST and his two brother scouts

were in the unfortunate situation of those
who were uncertain of the best course to
follow to help their friends

Leaving the main trail, they ascended the dry
bed of the little stream until they reached
exhausted source.  Here they paused, undecided
whether to advance or wait a little longer.
Their duty, it will be remembered, was to ap-
prise young Captain Roslyn of the approach of
the Iroquois, under the tory Kit Wilton, and in
order to do so, they wished to be so near that,
while each party was invisible to the other, yet
they could readily fall back and add their de-
fensive strength to the rest; but the difficulty
lay in the fact that they had no means of learn-
ing whether the fugitives were within a hundred
yards of them, or were a quarter of a mile
away.

If the former was the case, they could easily
effect a junction; but if the space separating
them was much greater, the subtle red men
were almost certain to interpose themselves and
cut them off from each other.

It was this phase of the situation which
brought Hurst and the others to a pause, and
led to a discussion whichlasted several minutes,

e | tlnnk we ought to stay here awhile,” said
Benny; *“no doubt Captain Elmer will push
ahead as fast as he can, but he is climbing the
mountain side, and he can't go very fast with
the women under h|\ (harzr

** For that reason," remarked one M his com-
panions, **we oughter keep as near 'em as we
can.  The fact is, as I look at it, the Injuns are
sartin to follow us up this lr.nl and we oughter
hold 'em as long as we can.

** But we can’¢ hold them back," was the truth-
ful response of Hurst; * there are so many of
them that it will be hard work to take care
ourselves, though that mnl the reason why I'm
in favor of pushing on.”

While this conference was under w the -

three were standing near the dry spring, loaded
guns in hand, peering in every direction on the
alert for danger. Since Benny Hurst was the
responsible member of the trio, it was clear that
he was under no obligations to regard the views
of the others; but there was little resemblance
to military discipline among the rangers of the
frontier, whose lives being spent in combating
the cunning red men, were insensibly attuned to
the same methods.
» it came about that the leader of a company
nflvn consulted with his followers, and aliowed
his judgment to be governed entirely by those
who were directly under his orders,

While Benny Hurst listened.to what his com-
panions had to say, he did not change their
position, though more than once he was so im-
pressed by their arguments that he was on the
point of doing so.

**Wal," finally remarked one of the others,
‘“Captain Elmer and the rest, if they've used
their time as they oughter, are pretty well over
the ridge.  I'm sartin that the best thing we can
do is to foller "em."”

The words were in his mouth, when all three
caught sight of an Iroquois advancing directly
up the flinty bed of the brook. He was walk-
ing slowly, with his head down, as though ex-
amining the almost invisible footprints ; but at
every step or two he stopped and looked ahead
with that searching glance that showed his fear
of running into some trap.

The scouts were sitting on the ground in such
a position that they caught sight of the warrior
an instant before he saw them.

But it was only for an instant. Before any
one of the three could draw a bead on him, he

»
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ducked and leaped behind a convenient tree,
where for the time he was safe.

“ The rest of 'em ain't fur off,” was the com-
ment of Benny Hurst, and its truth was verified
the next moment.

As suddenly as if they had been thrown up
by the earth, five other Iroquois were discerned
dodging among the trees and pushing their ad-
vance at an alarming rate. Every one gave ut-
terance to a ringing whoop, which the rangers
knew were meant as signals to the others, for
twice as many answers came from the depths of
the woods beyond, and more and more Indians
continued to appear, until it seemed as if the
forest was alive with them.

All this was proof that not only had the flight
of the fugitives been discovered by Kit Wilton
and his dusky trailers, but that they were pressing
the pursuit with the utmost diligence. Several
miles yet intervened between young Captain
Roslyn’s party and Fort Defiance, and nothing
short of a miracle could prevent them {rom being
overtaken before reaching Oakland.

It must not be supposed that Benny Hurst
and his companions were idle duting these ex=
citing moments. The vigilant scouts came
within a hair of dropping the leader of the Iro-
quois before he could leap behind shelter ; a sec-
ond later and the active Seneca could not have
saved himself.

But those who came immediately behind him
avere a fraction of a minute slower in grasping

. the situation, and they received a reminder of
the fact in the shape of three rifle bullets that
whistled about them, fired so quickly that the re-
ports were almost the same as if made by one
gun,

Not only that, but the shots were not thrown
away. [Each ranger aimed at a warrior, one of
whom sprang into the air with his resounding
screech, a second limped back with a howl, while
the third was saved by a twig which turned the
well directed bullet aside.

** Load quick, boys!" cried Benny Hurst;
*“the fight is on !"

You know that the firearms of a hundred
years ago were clumsy affairs compared with
those of today. They were muzzle loaders and
flintlocks, and so heavy that the strongest of
men were glad to have a rest when firing, while
the feat of loading and discharging one a dozen
times a minute was almost impossible of accom-
plishment.

But there were no greater experts than Hurst
and his friends, and the rapidity with which they
rammed the bullets home and doused the pow-
der into the pans would have roused the admi-
ratien of the most famous marksman of the
border.

There was no motion looking like retreat
while thus engaged, though the Indiansin front
continued increasing in numbers with alarming
rapidity.

** We must give ground,” added Benny, run-

ning quickly back a dozen paces and whisking

behind another tree. His companions did the
same, checking th with equal sudd
ness.

Several exultant whoops escaped the Iroquois,
who followed them up firing at random, though
a number of their bullets came uncomfortably
near the heads of the white men.

The latter had run a great risk in emptying
their guns simultaneou: for they would have
been powerless to withstand a rush, and they
took care that a similar situation did not occur
again.

CHAPTER XXV,
A LOST BATTLE.

HE shots now became of a dropping char-~
acter, the Iroquois firing as the chance
presented, while the rangers did the
same. The combatants took care to pro-

tect themselves so well that for a time little ex:
cution was done. The object of Hurst and his
comrades was to hold the red men in check
while they slowly fell toward the main body,
which they hoped was pressing in the direction
of Fort Defiance with the utmost haste at their
command.

This would have been admirable strategy
could it have been carried out, but, unfortu-
nately for our friends, the Iroquois were not ac-
customed to imitate the civilized methods of
warfare, and, instead of advancing in a compact
body upon the retreating party, the watchful
scouts saw the Iroquois, of whom there seemed
fully a score, dodging from tree to tree, spread-
ing out in fan like shape with a view of sur-
rounding them. Had this succeeded, even to
half a circle, it would have been fatal, and the
only way to prevent it was by falling back at a
faster rate than that of their pursuers.

Even this could not be done without great
danger, for the whites, perforce exposed them-
selves continually to the shots of the Iroquois,
who were so numerous that the fusillade for a
time was without cessation. The rangers re-
turned the firing as best they could, but they were
at such disadvantage that they could hope for
little more success than that of putting a brake
on, so to speak, to the steady advance of the
Indians.

And then, too the tree trunks of which the
rangers availed themselves were not always lo-
cated as they wished them to be. They were
numerous as a matter of course, but the run to
reach them was sometimes perilously long, and
more than once when reached, the diameter was
found to be too slight to give full protection :
in such cases, a dash had to be made to a better
one.

It was the purpose of Benny Hurst to mislead
the Iroquois, if possible, by leaving the main
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trail of the fugitives. If the pursuers could be
drawn off from the direct pursuit, the main
party would be given much more grace in which
to reach safety.

But no attempt was made to carry out this
scheme, for the reason that it was impossible :
the Senecas pressed the rangers too hard.

Unable at all times to control their direct line
of retreat, the rangers found themselves consid-
erably scattered, and in such imminent danger
of capture that it was clear that their only hope
of escape was in simple flight, though that was
delayed longer than it should have been.

The three had had more than one narrow es-
cape. Their clothing was pierced, blood had
been drawn, and more than once Benny Hurst
asked himself how much longer the fight could
last. Certainly the end must be near.

‘* B'ars and bufialoes ! exclaimed the scout on
the left of Hurst, ** this is gettin’ a little to hot
for me; I'm off I

And, without waiting for the action of the
others, he whirled about and plunged into the
wood.

wood.

He had been stirred to this coursa by sight of
a brawny Iroquois, who, despite all the ranger
could do, was steadily working around to one
side, and had indeed gone so %ar that in a min-
ute more he was pretty sure to have him at his
mercy.

Te leave the shelter altogether and make a
run for it, was taking desperate chances indeed
but it was all that was left to the imperile
scout, who strained every nerve. -

But quick as he was, he was too late to escape
a collision with the savage, who, snatching his
tomahawk from his girdle, ran diagonally so as
to intercept him. The pursuer held his rifle in
his other hand, but he chose to finish the poor
fellow with the more cruel weapon.

At the moment the chase began, the Iroquois
uttered a whoop, meaning that his triumph was
assured, and when no more than twenty feet
separated them, he threw back his arm, and,
without checking his speed in the least, let fly
with power enough to split the skull of the
white man as though it were a rotten apple.

The ranger saw the sweep of the upraised
arm, and a lightning-like duck of his head al-
lowed the implement to whiz over his head,
striking the ground beyond, where it chipped
the leaves and dart and turned end over end
several times before it settled to rest.

“ Consarn you for a fool | ” called out the fugi-
tive; *‘if you'd fired your gun I couldn’t have
dodged that, so here goes!”

Up went the rifle which was discharged so
quickly that the sulphurous powder flashed
in the face of the warrior, who ceased all inter-
est in earthly matters with a quickness that
could not have been exceeded.

The ranger resumed his flight with scarcely a
perceptible pause, but, brief as it was, it had
allowed two other Senecas to reach him, one of
whom threw himself so directly across his line
of flight that the white men were compelled to
stand at bay. ¢

Since his rifle was empty, the scout clubbed
it, and, with the stock dipping over his shoulder,
he waited for his foe to come within reach.

But the Iroquois knew better than to advance
within striking distance of the terrible missile.
He, too, drew his tomahawk, and was poising
himself to hurl it, when he likewise departed
for his happy hunting grounds with startling
suddenness,

This time the friendly shot came from Benny
Hurst, who could not bear to see his companion
cut down without putting forth one effort to
save him.

But, after all, it only postponed the fate of
the brave fellow for a brief space. Other Iro-
quois ran up, and it was fortunate indeed for
the scout that he was not made a prisoner, to
suffer torture from which the bravest man might
shrink in terror. In the rush of events his death
was so sudden that it may be said to have been
merciful.

The flurry atthis part of the battle ground,
if it may be called such, caused a momentary
diversion that was favorable to Benny Hurst
and the other ranger. Benny lingered long
enough to send in the shot already referred to,
and then, seeing that nothing more could be
done, he made a fierce effort to extricate himself
from his perilous situation.

““Run!” he called to his surviving friend;
““it's no use trying to do anything else.”

His companion needed no urging, for he com-
prehended the desperate peril too well. He
and Benny Hurst were separated by three or
four rods, with the seeming advantage on the
side of the former.

But in such crises there is no calculating one’s
chances, The fugitives were utterly powerless
to help each other, matters having now gone so
far that it was simply a wild effort on the part
of each to save his own life.

In that trying moment, Benny Hurst paused
to select what seemed the most favorable point
for escape, when he made a dash toward it, run-
ning as fast as he could, and you have been told
that he was neted for his fleetness of foot.

As he did so, a peculiar commotion in the
direction of his companion caused him to glance
that way. What he saw convinced him that
the same scene that had taken place but a
minute before was about to be repeated.

But only to a partial degree, The Iroquois
who closed in upon the scout could have slain
him without any difficulty, but they were deter-
mined to make him prisoner, while the poor
fellow fought with might and main to prevent it.

All in vain. He was literally overwhelmed
and borne to the earth by the weight of the
warriors who closed in around him,

Transfixed by the sight, Benny Hurst forgot
his own peril for the moment, and stood still
until he could learn the result. He suspected
the purpose of the Iroquois from their actions,
and when he saw them withdraw from the pros-
trate figure, which then staggered to its feet, he
was satisfied that the man had suffered no seri-
ous harm.

But what of the fate in store for him ?

Nothing remained for Benny Hurst to do but
to struggle to save himself. Fortune, which
had been so hard with him and his friends, now
seemed to relent for a time, so far as he was
concerned. Calling into play his fleetness, and
taking advantage of the second diversion in his
favor, he was able, after a prolonged struggle,
to place himself beyond the reach of his ene-
mies.

CHAPTER XXVIL
HASTING TO A REFUGE.

N her joy and gratitude over the escape of lit-
tle Eva, the mother forgot everything else.
Running to meet her child as she came tow-
ard her, the parent caught her in her arms,

pressed her to her heart and uttered her thanks
to God who had rescued the beloved one from a
frightful fate.

The grandparent was hardly less agitated.
She, too, claimed the blessed happiness of en-
folding the sweet girl to her bosom and mingling
her tears of thankfulness with those of the
mother.,

The moisture filled the eyes of young Roslyn,
whose heart was almost broken over the recol-
lection of that other child, and for whose death,
as well as for that of the mother, he and his par-
ent must mourn forever.

But in the excitement of the moment, the
youthful leader of the rangers could not forget
the fearful meaning of the rifle reports and In-
dian shouts which sounded in the direction of
the main trail, and alas ! at no great distance
from where they had halted.

These significant warnings acted like an elec-
tric shock on the others.

L 04 re death to stay here five minutes
longer !" cried Elmer, who hardly needed todoso,
since all realized their peril. Old men, weak
women and children sprang to their feet, w
the rangers, who had been impatiently wai
throughout the brief resting spell, could with
difficulty be restrained from hurrying them for-
ward beyond their strength.

“1 will take the lead,” said Captain Roslyn,
““and half of you will keep close behind me,
while the others guard the rear.  Push the folks
hard, but remember they are not as strong as
we. "

There were two points which the leader had
in mind; one was quite ncar, while the other
was a short distance beyond. Both were on the
other side of the ridge, and the second was
much stronger, and therefore preferable to the
first.

But, desirable as was the second, it would not
do to undertake to reach it. Thankful would he
be if the first could be attained before the Ir-
oquois assailed them.

Instead of pressing straight up the slope,
Elmer led the party along its side, gradually
working toward the crest. He did this through
fear that some of the fugitives were unequal to
the task of hurrying up the steep ascent ; it was
safer, as it seemed to him, to reach it more
gradually. .

His familiarity with the ground enabled him
to recognize his location, and he was sure of
arriving (provided he was not interrupted), by
the shortest route.

It must be borne in mind that they were fol-
lowing nothing in the nature of a path or trail,
so that, although the leaders in a certain sense
cleared the way, it was hard work for the fugi-
tives who found the gradual rise exceedingly
trying. But no persons could have had a more
urgent spur to haste, and their exertions were
touching to see.

The appearance of the single Iroquois whe
had come so near making off with little Eva
Hawley was a cause of perplexity and alarm to
Elmer Roslyn and his friends. No one was ex-
pecting anything of the kind, and whether his
coming was purely accidental, was beyond the
power of any of them to determine.

That which Captain Roslyn dreaded was that
the Iroquois, suspecting the purpose of the rescue
party, had thrown themselves in front, with the
intention of cutting them off from their refuge.

In a.few minutes, however, that matter was
settled to the relief of the leader.  When a hun-
dred yards or more had been passed without any
other Senecas showing themselves, he was con-
vinced (in which opinion the firing in the rear
confirmed him), that the main body of the In-
dians was behind them.

Captain Roslyn now began bearing to the
right, that is toward the top of the ridge. He
frequently glanced behind him aud saw that the
weaker fugitives were pressed to the utmost
verge of endurance, but the crisis demanded this
if the haven could be reached there would be
abundance of opportunity to rest their wearied
bodies.

*We haven't far to go,” he called out in a
guarded voice, for their encouragement ; * kee
it up a little while longer, and we shall be there!
Here we are at the top of the ridge !

Sure enough the most exhausting part of the
journey was over. The top of the mountain
was so narrow that it might be compared to a
jagged saw. The portion attained by our friends
was only a few yards in width, which, being
passed, the descent on the other side immedi-
ately began and the relief was great.
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Captain  Roslyn’s ears were continuall
strained to catch the firing from the rear guard,
as it may be called. They were so close to the
panting fugitives that they were continually in
sight of the leader, who would have wished them
to keep further back, so as to be able to make a
stand and cover the flight of the rest ; but the
distance to be passed was so brief that he could
not afford the time in which to make his desire
known.

‘1 believe we shall make it,” he said to Mrs.
Hawley, who, holding the hand of Ev E
close behind him that he could readily exchange
words with her.

** How much further is it 2" she asked.

““Almost in sight; if the Indians are not in
front, we shall be there within five minutes.”

‘ Suppose they attack in the rear ?"

‘“They can be held in check until all are safe.”

““Is it secure when we reach the spot you have
in mind 2"

““Yes, but two hundred yards in front is one
that is much better in every way.”

**Why not hurry on to that ?”

** Tam afraid we shall not have the time. Be-
tween the two places the ground is so unfavor-
able that there would be no chance to make any
kind of a stand at all.”

““Then stop at the first and wait until you
find whether it is safe to go further.”

This was a sensible suggestion and Elmer
Roslyn had already determined to follow it.

““ That's what I mean to do,” he replied, glad
to let the brave woman know he agreed with her.

Bringing his attention once more to the front,
he was inexpressibly relieved to catch sight of
the refuge which he had in mind from the mo-
ment of his departure from Haunted Gulch,
though, as I have already informed you, a much
more desirable one was to be found a compara-
tively short distance ahead.

The former may be described as simply an ir-
regular circle of boulders and rocks, inclosing a
space of about twenty yards in diameter. It was
without any covering, except the overhanging
limbs of the trees and there were many openings
between the blocks of stone which varied in
weight from half a hundred pounds to several
tons.

But it must be remembered that something
like a score of men eomposed the rescue party,
and to such it was one of the strongest means of
defence conceivable.  They could crouch behind
the boulders and take deadly aim at their ene-
mies, who were not accustomed to fight a foe be-
hind such protection. Indeed, it would not be
difficult for them to hold five times their num-
ber at bay.

But on the other hand, the fugitives were im-
perfectly screened. The treacherous redskins
would be able to reach with their bullets many
of the women and children, who could not be
expected to know a tithe as much as the men
about the best methods of meeting a cunning
and merciless foe.

(70 be continued.)
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A DRAWING ROOM VICTORY.

PusLic speakers and singers occupy a rather un-
fortunate position in society, as it is very often
difficult to draw the line between business and
pleasure. And some members of fashionable so-
ciety are not above taking advantage of this nar-
row margin in an attempt to turn jt to their own
aggrandizement.

An incident of this nature, which resulted in a
merited discomfiture for the ambitious amateur is
recounted in the New York Tribure :

A Mrs. Leo Hunter, of Paris, recently invited M.
Saint-Saens, the famous pianist, to her dinner
party, and then, having reccived his acceptance,
announced in the invitations to her other guests
S ens would play. He heard of it,

s went. As soon as he arrived,
Mrs. Hunter asked him to play.

** Oh, madame, I cannot before dinner,” he said ;
“T am too hungry.” Accordingly, after dinner
she rencwed the request. ** Ah, but madame,”
said he, **it is impossible. T have eaten too much
at your hospitable board !

— e ——
A NEW BRANCH OF THE MILITARY SERVICE.

O~ Tuesday, November 22, there was regularly
mustered into the service of the National Guard
of the State of New York a new organization,
known as the First Brigade Signal Corps. Its
headquarters will probably be at the 71st Regi-
ment armory in this city, and its duties consist in
drilling the members in the art of conveying infor-
mation between distant points by means of flagsand
lanterns in case of war or riots, when communica-
tion both by street and wire is apt to be cut off.
This can be done by means of flags and lantern
displayed by the corps from hilltops and the roofs
of_tall buildings. ;

he men wear the regular State uniform, blue,
with orange facings; they are to be armed with
revolvers, and will appear mounted on parade, all
of which details we are sure will interest our grand
army of young cadets.
—rr———
A PIG'S PARADISE.

Now that ladies have taken to wearing bugs and
beetles on their arms and necks, we should scarcely
be surprised to hear of any eccentricity in the tastes
of the sex. Still, it is somewhat of a shock to
learn, as we do from the Philadelphia Record, that
Mexican women choose for pets, not cats or par-
rots or pugs, but pigs! It is quite common in that
countr; to meet a woman leading b a string a pig
thau is as black as he can be, with which she ap-
pears to be on chummy terms; and long after the
Lcn:t has ccased to deserve his juvenile title he lit-
erally shares her bed and board.
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A GIRLS MILITARY ENTERTAINMENT.

BY LIEUT. W. R. HAMILTON,
Author of ** Popular Military Instructions,” etc.

OME years ago |
was on duty as
Professor of Mili-

tary Science at a
Western college, and had charge of four

companies of cadets. The girls of the
college were the equals and in many
things the superiors of the boys in_every
department except the military. In that
they had no place, so that after awhile
1 consented to organize them into a mili-
tary company. They had a very pretty
jaunty uniform, and wooden guns of
exactly the same size as the boys, but
lighter in weight.

After the girls had fairly started their
company and every day were winning lau-
rels, it was found that they must raise
money in some way. The college was
poor and could not appropriate any, the
girls had spent a great deal themselves
on their uniforms, and a subscription
was out of the question. So it was de-
termined that they should get up an
entertainment, and in order to make the
boys the more anxious and hence insure
the success of it, the exact nature of the
affair was zealously kept a secret.

Now I wonder how many of my girl
readers will believe me when I state that
this company of forty girls actually did
keep the secret for four weeks. Yet it
was so, no one but myself outside of the
company knowing anything about it—
not even the faculty till a week before
the entertainment came off, when it had
to be divulged in order to obtain consent
to use the hall for that evening.

The idea was broached by the girls
themselves after one of the regular
drills, and feeling, after their success in
the military line, that they were quite
capable of performing anything they un-
dertook to do, I fell in with the plan at
once. So we appointed a committee of
four besides myself to draw up a scheme
for the entertainment, and we all agreed
that we would not disclose a hint of it to
any one, and for the next four weeks we
worked hard to perfect ourselves in the
programme laid out.

Great was the astonishment of the boys
at finding they were exciuded from the
drill hall during the hours of the girls'
drill, and greater yet was their eagerness
to find out what it all meant. This curi-
osity kept growing, baut that was just
what we all wanted, for we knew when
the time was ripe not only the boys of
the college but everybody in town would
want to go to the entertainment.

And every day at drill we had many
laughs at incidents which the girls would
relate of how the boys tried in a hundred
artful ways to find out what was going
on. It was great fun to watch their mys-
tification, and the stories that spread
about in consequence only enhanced the
desire to know what was in the wind.

After a month of practicing, we con-
cluded that we were about ready, so at
the next faculty meeting I stated the case
to the learned doctors and asked for the
big hall on a certain night. After the
professors had recovered from their as-
tonishment and surprise, I gave the rea-
sons for our wishing to give the enter-
tainment. They plied me with many
questions, and after I had submitted the
programme to them they gave me the
desired permission.

The order of exercises was kept a
secret till the evening set, and the big
posters which I had distributed around
town a couple of days previousonly con-
veyed the information thata novel enter-
tainment would be given by the young
ladies of the Nameless College Military
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Company, purely military in its charac-
ter. It also stated that the entertainment
would be given by the young ladies
alone, unaided by any male persons.

All this, of course, only whetted curi-
osity the more, and when the tickets
were placed on sale two thirds of the
seats were taken the first day. A good
round price was charged,—namely so
cents admission and 75 cents for a re-
served seat.

The hall was one of the largest audi-
ence halls in the State, and was capable
of seating 1200 people. The rostrum or
stage ran clear across one end, and was
about 20 feet deep. By stretching a wire
at the proper height in front we easily
contrived a curtain, in front of which we
placed footlights.

When the designated night arrived,
six of the girls, dressed in their military
uniforms, acted as ushers and distributed
programmes, whiletwo others were door-
tender and ticket seller respectively.
The house was soon packed, and great
was the curiosity felt and shown for the
curtain to rise and the entertainment to
commence. Here is the programme:

ENTERTAINMENT EXTRAORDINARY
BY THE
Younc LADIES OF THE NAMELEss MiLI-
TARY COMPANY.
PROGRAMME.—PART 1.

. Broom DriLL,
. Music, .

1. OVERTURE, . Female Orchestra.
2. DriLL, . . By the entire Company.
3. SONG (in costume),  ** Corporal Kate.”
4. BAYONET EXERCISE, Select Squad.
5
6.

. By Broom Brigade.
. g « Orchestra,

Parr I
1. Music, J A 5 Orchestra.
2. FAx DriLr, By the Fan Brigade.
3. SONG, . North Carolina Jubilee Singers.
4. MoDERN WAX WORKS, . Special Artists.
5. SceNe INU. S. SEN.

IN 1950, A'TE % Bythe Company.

‘“ ORDER BROOMS.”

When at last the curtain was drawn
aside, revealing a prettily ornamented
and tastily dressed stage, and a squad of
seven girls in uniform marched out with
musical instruments, how the people ap-
plauded ! At one side of the stage was
a piano, and one of the girls placed her-

self at this and the other six ranged
themselves around her, but so as to face
the audience. Two played the violin,
one a bass viol, another the flute, the
fifth a cornet, the sixth a guitar, and the
seventh the banjo.

They played, without notes, a medley
of college airs which quite brought the
house down. They were encored seve-
ral times, and finally had to leave the
stage abruptly to prevent their using up
too much of the time set for the rest of
the programme.

No. 2 was a drill, both marching and
in the manual of arms, by the company.
The orchestra first went on and played a
march, to which the company came out
in a column of twos. As they were on
exhibition, of course they were all doing
their best, and the drill in its precision
of movement was a marvel to the audi-
ence. As the pretty girls, with good
health showing in their rosy cheeks and
bright eyes, kept all the alignments per-,
fect, and went through every motion as
correctly as though they had been ma-
chines, the excitement knew no bounds.
They were called out again and again,

‘PREPARE FOR ACTION.”

and a bonny sight they were to look at
in their natty uniforms.

The song ‘‘ Corporal Kate " was writ-
ten and set to music by one of the young
ladies of the company, who possesed a
great deal of musical talent. The song
treated of the trials of poor Corporal
Kate in being unable to drill her squad
well, which made her angry, so that she
used a number of feminine ejaculations
to enforce her orders.

The bayonet exercise was gone through
with by a squad of eight girls under the
captain, and was far better than any-
thing the boys had ever done. As the
guns were very light—four pounds—the
bayonets I had had made were light also,
and fitted over the muzzle of the gun by
a simple ring. The consequence was
that one girl in making a particularly
ferocious lunge sent the bayonet off the
gun and flying down among some of the
senior students in the first row of seats
amid universal mirth.

But good as had all been the preced-
ing, there was nothing could approach
the broom drill. I had picked out for
this twenty six girls, one to be captain,
one color sergeant, and the rest privates.
Their costume was made of cheese
cloth, and consisted of a short skirt
reaching to the ankles, or just be-
low the tops of the boots, kilt made,
and a blouse waist with perfectly tight
sleeves. Around the neck and drawn
over the bosom was a pink fichu. All
wore pink stockings and high heeled
slippers, and on their heads a pretty cap,
half turban and half sweeping cap. At
the point and falling over to the side was
a tiny silver bell, which jingled sweetly
at every motion made.

Their brooms were the German broom,
round instead of flat, and the handles
were trimmed prettily with colored rib-
bons. The color sergeant carried an im-
mense feather duster of peacock feathers
instead of a gun, and the captain had a
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pretty wand trimmed with ribbons. She
also had a great quantity of gold lace
about her costume to distinguish her
from the rest. Each number of the bri-
gade had around her a canvas belt to
which was fastened, over the left hip, a
pretty little dust pan and brush.

They went through a manual of arms, as
‘‘ present brooms,” ‘‘ inspection brooms,”
‘‘charge brooms,” *‘ prepare for action,”
‘‘Fire,” etc., etc., etc. In addition they
had various marching movements by
which various figures were formed as a
star, a cross, a triangle, a large cross
which wheeled at the same time, a laby-
rinth, a pyramid, and others.

The fan drill was performed by eight
young ladies under a captain. Their
costume consisted of dresses of flowered
calico made up according to the style
prevailing in the time of Queen Anne,
with long flowing sleeves and a sweeping
train. The neck was open with a high
collar. The hair was powdered, and done
up high in front and on top of the head.

Their fans were immensly large ones,
all of same size but of different colors,
and the drill consisted of a number of
military motions, such asthe ‘‘ advance,”
the ‘‘retreat,” the ‘‘ charge,” the ‘‘sur-
render,” etc., etc. In this and the broom
drill every movement was made to music,
but with the fans the captain gave no
command, only made the motion, and
the others at once followed her,

The North Carolina Jubilee Singers
were four brave girls who had dared
to blacken their faces and dress up as
negresses. One of them, by the aid
of pillows stuffed in her dress, pre-
sented the appearance of Aunt Dinah,
fat and more than forty, while another
got herself up as a veritable Topsy, with
one low shoe full of holes, and one high
one not laced, and looking even worse
than the other. During the chorus of
the songs Topsy danced as pretty a little
““clog” as you would wish to see. The
modern wax works showed us the future
Grants and Shermans of our own coun-
try, the future Von Moltkes of Germany
and Wolseys of England, and all young
ladies, of course. One of their number
discoursed in very ludicrous terms on the
various figures, and would then wind up
each one in turn, and show how it would
destroy millions of the enemy at ‘‘one
fell swoop.” It was very laughable, and
many of the jokes she made are repeated
to this day in the academy.

Perhaps in many ways the last number
was the best and richest. It of course
represented the progress of woman's
rights. As the curtain drew back there
was revealed the Senate Chamber, but
the honorable senators, the President of
the Senate, even the foreign ambassa-
dors on the floor, were all—women. The
husbands were at home taking care of
the babies or getting dinner, as was
learned from the speeches of those en-
gaged in debate.

And whatdo you think was the subject
under discussion? ‘‘The propriety of
granting to the male sex the right of suf-
frage!”

Of course the arguments made were
very funny, and quite brought the house
down, and the honorable senatoresses
entered into debate with all the earnest-
ness of the present masculine holders of
the position. They gesticulated and
called each other names, and were sum-
moned to order, and broke out again,
and the debate waxed hotter and hotter,
until it was finally brought to an end by
a—mouse.

1 had had a little mouse stuffed, and
by tying a fine black thread to it could
draw it across the stage. Hidden in the
wing and holding the end of the thread,
at the proper time I pulled on it. It
came right across the very front, so that
the audience could all see it. It at once
broke up the debate, and the honorable
senators, with screams and yells, all
hopped up quickly on their chairs
and desks, calling for the poor hus-
bands to come in and rescue them.
Finally the only man who took any part
in the performance rushed out with two
or three dolls representing babies in his
arms, a dishcloth over his shoulder, and
an apron on, and caught the mouse and
held it up. The curtain then wentdown
on this tragic tablean, amidst a perfect
roar of applause.

The affair was a great success After
paying all our expenses we found our-
selves several hundred dollars ahead.
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BETWEEN THE YEARS.

To rest, thou royal Old Year ; though the New

‘We welcome in with loyal hearts and true,

Still art thou dear to all. Rest Old Year, rest,

1 lr:{ the rose of sweet remembrance on thy breast,
And though its colors fade, its crumbling heart,

A perfume pure doth on us all impart.

[ This story commenced in No. 261.)

The Cruiseoftte Dandy.

BY OLIVER OPTIC.
Author of ** The Young Pilot of Lake Monto-

ban,” ‘* Always in Luck,” ‘* Every Inch
a Boy,” ‘* Young America Abroad
Series,” etc.

To New Readers.—We gave a synopsis of the
preceding chapters of this s'~ry in our special free
edition. Those who read :hat synopsis can now
cominuEe understandingly the story as it appears

ere.—Ep.

CHAPTER XV.
A REFRACTORY PASSENGER.
HE Dandy drifted slowly awa{ from the

wharf. ‘Spotty was in the wheel house,
and could see where the steamer was
going. There was no jarring, or any-

thing else to indicate that she was in motion.
The blinds of all the cabin windows were closed,
and the passengers could not know that she was
changing her position.

‘The boat was drifting towards
Cumberland Head ; but it wasa
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It was not an easy thing to break down a
door that opened outward, and Luke did not
carry out his threat. In fact, he soon got dis-
couraged with his attempts to do so. He left
the starboard side, and went around to the port
side. But that door was just as secure as the
other one had been, and did not break down
** worth a cent.”

The irate passenger went down upon the deck
again. He walked out on the forecastle far
enough to see the young captain, and then shot
a savage glance at him. Spotty was of course
satisfied that he had done what Luke did not
wish him to do. The latter had decided not to
go St. John's, or not to go yet awhile.

“What are you about, you young rascal ?”
demanded Luke, in a little more bl

ﬁla:e on the desk. Luke was struggling to lift

is body from the deck up to the window; but

so far, he had done so with indifferent success.

His sore hand interfered with his effort. But at

last he got his wounded hand over the sill, and

xted his arm at the elbow where the hand had
n.

Spotty (houﬁh! it was time something was
done todefend his citadel from assault. Helifted
the ruler, and brought down a sharp blow upon
the wounded hand of Luke.

Luke groaned with pain. He released himself
from his painful position and dropped down on
the forward deck agajp. In his agony and rage
Spotty expected another attack. He looked
about on the deck to see what weapons or mis-
siles were avai for the use of his infuriated

tone.

4 You can see what I am about, Mr. Spott-
wood,” replied Spotty, calmly, for he could see
no reason why he should not be a gentleman,
even if his assailant was not.

*You are carrying me off ! 1didn't tell you
to leave the wharf,” shouted Luke.

“ And I did not invite you on board,” replied
the pilot. ‘‘If you did not want to go in the
boat, you should have left her before.”

Do you own this boat, or does your
father ? " sneered Luke.

“1 am afraid neither of us own her,”
replied Spotty.

““If you don’t take her back to the wharf,

T'll break every bone in your body!"
stormed Luke.

nger. But Luke had apparently had
enough of it for the present, and retreated to the
after part of the boat to repair damages.

Spotty saw that after all this was the man who
had attempted to rob his father's house. He
had seen the wound inflicted by the ball from
his pistol. Betty was sure that the man she saw
had red hair and a red beard. There was only
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make you stop the engine,” said Spotty, when
he had finished his narrative.

‘“All right! T will get a jet of steam ready
for him !

‘‘Don’t hurt him if you can help it ; 'but don’t
let him stop the engine.”

*‘ Never fear; it won't stop until I stop it,”
replied Tom, confidently. ‘I don’t believe he
knows enough to stop it.”

Probably the engineer judged by the nature of
the questions Luke had put to him in regard to
the boiler.

The boat rounded Cumberland Head, and
Spotty headed to the northward. It was nine
o'clock by the timepiece in the pilot house, and
it was not more than fifty miles to the destina-
tion of the Dandy. She would arrive there
shortly after twelve, if her voyage was not inter-
rupted by her refractory passenger. Luke's
hand was sorer than it was in the morning, on
account of the blow given with the ruler, and he
might be content to nurse it for a while.

It was half an hour before there was any
further change in the situation on board, and
then Mr. Hawke appeared at the door of the

ilot house. It was locked as
fore; but when Spotty saw
that it was his father, and that

couple of miles across the water
to the land, so that there was no
need of starting the propeller for
the present. The bay was clear
of vessels, and there was no one
on the wharf to criticise the
movements of the yacht.

Spotty was exceedingly well
satisfied with the manner in
which he had got away from the
wharf ; but he was in momen-
tary expectation of a storm,
not from the elements, but from
Luke Spottwood. If that gen-
tleman should happen to dis-
cover that the boat had left the
wharf, he might make a great
deal of trouble, or he might not
make any.

Spotty could form no idea
how his passenger would take it.
Possibly it depended upon the
circumstances of the moment.
If he had succeeded in obtaining

ion of the relics of Mrs.
Hawke, he would not care to
take a trip up to St. John’s. If
he had not, and did not expect
to do so till he reached that
place, he would be satisfied with
this proceeding.

Down in the fire room, Tom
had opened the furnace doors to
ease off the fires, sothat it should
not be necessary to let off steam
which could not be used. He
was sorry he could not be on
deck, for he realized that there
might be some unpleasantness
when Luke discovered that the
boat was half a mile or a mile
from the shore.

‘When the Dandy was half
way between the two shores,
Spotty thought it would be losing
time to let her drift any farther.
He might as well bring on the
battle at once, if there was to be
any battle, as to postpone it.
Taking his place at the wheel,
he rang the gong to go ahead.

Tom was at his post. The
steam hissed, and the propeller
began to turn. Throwing the
wheel over, Spotty soon brought
her up to her course, and then headed her out
of the bay. The boat had hardly come about
before Luke’s step was heard on the deck. He
was coming forward on the starboard side, and
Spotty took the precaution to bolt both of the
doors of the pilot house.

The sashes on the sides were closed, but
those on the front were dropped down. The
pilot was therefore intrenched, as it were, in his
citadel. The only part where he could be ap-
proached was in front, and the bottom of the
window was full six feet above the forecastle.
He could not even be spoken with, unless the
passenger talked through the closed sashes on
the sides, without going to the forward deck.

Luke rushed up the steps to the pilot house
on the starboard side, seized the handle of the
door, and shook it furiously. The bolt was
made to keep intruders out, and it was too
strong to be trifled with. Luke kicked the door
then; but that did not appear to hurt the door,
and the pilot let him kick.

“Open the door, you young villain! What
are you about? Who told you to leave the
wharf, and with me on board ?” raved the pas-
senger.

** Positively, no admttance to the pilot house,”
replied Spotty, repeating the traditional label
often placed upon the door.

‘““If you don't open the door, I will break
it down!” cried Luke.

Spotty did not think he would, but he did not
say anything.

II,QJ“f‘i

““IF YOU SHOW FIGHT YOU WILL GET THE WORSI OF

‘‘ Let me know when you are ready to begin
to break,” retorted Spotty.

Luke rushed down to the front of the pilot
house. He could reach the sill of the window,
and he laid hold of it with both hands. Spotty
noticed that he had taken off his black gloves.
In his excitement, when he found the boat was
in motion, he had probably neglected to put
them on again. Disturbed as Spotty was by
the anticipation of a struggle of some kind with
Luke, he could not help observing those hands.

The assailant had to favor one of his hands.
It was the right, and he raised his thumb, so that
the fleshy part under it should not press upon the
w t was plain that it hurt. The fleshy
part was covered with sticking plaster, and it
was certain that he had been wounded there.

Spotty was willing now to believe that this
was the Luke Spottwood he had met at Tonn-
ington, notwithstanding the change in the hair,
if there had been any change.

The Dandy was fitted out with everything
that a well ordered steam yacht ought to have.
She was provided with a desk in the pilot house,
on which lay the log slate, though it had not
often been used of late. In this desk were papers
and all materials for writing, and there were an
inkstand, a pen rack, and a round ruler on the
desk. In the earlier days of the Dandy the pilot
used to rule off the log slate, and the ruler had
become a necessity.

It seemed to Spotty to be a necessity on the
present occasion, too, and he took it from its
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IT, MR. SPOTTWOOD,” SAID THE CAPTAIN.

one explanation for the change that had come
over Luke: he had had his hair and beard col-
ored for the present occasion.

Spotty was absolutely delighted when he
reached the solution of this mystery. Luke had
three thousand dollars a year, and he had no oc-
casion to become a common burglar; and the
gilot was satisfied that he was not a common

urglar. He had not gone over to Gildwell
merely for the plunder, but for the purpose of
obtaining the diamond ring and the locket.

“Tom,” said Spotty, through the speaking
tube that led to the engine room. -

““In the pilot house! What is it, Spotty 2"
replied the engineer.

*‘I have spotted him,” added Spotty, with
great enthusiasm.

‘* Spotted him, Spotty 2 What do you mean
by that 2"

‘ Luke is Luke!”

‘Is that so 2"

““Fact! I have found out why Luke wears
black gloves.”

“ Why is it 2"

“* Because he has a sore hand.”

‘“ Which hand is it 2”

‘* The right.”

Spotty proceeded to give the details of his
late encounter with Luke as well as he could
through the speaking tube, which was not a
suitable medium for long and elaborate conver-
sations.

“I1 am afraid he will be after you next, to

Luke was not near him, he un-
bolted the door and admitted
him. He was careful to secure
the door as soon as his visitor
= was inside, for he did not know
~ but his father had been sent to
secure admission for his com-
panion in the cabin,

Spotty looked at his father in
the full light of the sun, and he
was shocked at the change that
had taken place in him. In
the gloom of tht darkened state-
room he had not realized the full
extent of the alteration.

No better type of crime could
be found than the fallen banker.

CHAPTER XVI.
AN ATTACK FROM AN UNEX-
PECTED QUARTER.

“ RYE\Y son, that man has
& g sent me to reduce
¥ you to proper sub-

Jjection. Hesaysyou
have severely wounded him,”
said Mr. Hawke, in a tone that
indicated how deeply he was
troubled.

“1 did wound him, father;
but it was not today, and on
this boat. It was the night be-
fore last that I wounded him,"”
replied Spotty. ‘I fired a plstol
ball through the keyhole of my
chamber door, and it hit him in
the ball of the thumb,”

““That is surely where he is
wounded on his right hand. He
says you struck him there with a
club; and he came into the cabin
with his hand bleeding. It is
very painful, and he seems to be
almost distracted with it,” con-
tinued the banker.

“ 1 did strike him there ; but
he was trying to force his way
into the pilot house.”

* Why didn’t you let him into
the.pilot house ?”

ot use he meant to do me
harm, and I did not choose tobe
harmed by him. He was mad
because I started the boat from Plattsburg with-
out his permission.”

** Why did you start her unknown to both of
us? en Spottwood looked out of the win-
dow, after we found the steamer was in motion,
she was a mile from the land,” said Mr. Hawke,
who had but little heart in arguing a bad cause.

““Ilet her drift away from the wharf so that
we might not have a fuss at Plattsburg. That
man is up to some wickedness, and I was not
willing that he should get the upper hand of

ou. ‘e can manage him better out on the
ake than we can in a place like Plattsburg,”
replied Spotty, candidly.

““Iam afraid of this man, Spotty,” groaned
the fugitive. §

““You are afraid he will deliver you over to the
officers, and that is the very thing I mean he
shall not do, father. Won't you trust yourself
to me, rather than to a stranger and a villain like
Luke Spottwood ?”

“*1 can trust you, my son, and I cannot trust
him.”

‘ Have you given him the diamond ring and
the locket yet, father ?”

The ban{(er trembled and fixed his gaze upon
his son.

‘“What makes you think he ex me to

ive him those articles, Spotty ?” asked Mr.
anke, with quivering lip. ** Didn’t I tell you
that my situation was too desperate for me to
indulge in any sentiment, and that I must sell
them to keep me from starving in a foreign
country ?”

“You said it, or left me to infer it from what
you did say. But, father, have you given Luke
the ring and locket ?” continued Spotty return-
ing to the question his father had but just now
evaded.

“Do you think I intended to give those me-
morials of your mother to him, when it was only
bitter necessity that compelled me to think of
selling them ?" asked Mr. Hawke, fixing his
gaze upon the floor.
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1 know you meant to give them to him "™
teplied Spotty, decidedly.

** Don't be too positive, my son.”

1 know it I persisted Spotty.

“ How can you know it, Spotty ?" inquired
the banker, casting a furtive glance at the face
of the boy.

*1 had it from your own mouth, father!”

*“ Impossible 1

“But I did! That villain has compelled you
to procure the ring and locket from me ; and he
was full of enthusiasm when he found he was to
get them. He called you a jolly duffer,” said
Spotty, with disgust.  ** You told him you
would not give him the articles until you were
out of the United States, or something to that
effect.”

** Spotty, you have been listening to what was
not intended for your ears,” said the banker,
reproachiully.

**1 heard what was not intended for my ears,
but I was not secking to hear anything.  I'stood
at the door of the enygine room, thinking of what
had passed in the cabin, when I heard what was
said in the stateroom, just before you and Luke
went into the main cabin. But I should feel
quite justified in getting at the villainy of that
man in any way that [ could.”

* What have you heard, Spotty 2 You may
be the ruin of me yet, my son,” groaned the
banker.

** There is no ruin about it, father, except the
ruin that comes from New York,” replied
Spotty, warmly. **It seems a little hard that 1
could not have the articles that belonged to my
mother, if you intend to give them to that villain.”

I had to give them to him ! I was afraid of
him!™

* Then you have given them to him, father 2"
said the son, his heart sinking within him.

I have promised to give them to him. 1 have
not given them to him 1 dare not do so,
lest he should betray me after he got them. He
has used every effort to get them from me, even
by force, since you gave them to me.”

*“You are not safe while he has them, and
you are not safe while you have them yourself,
for he will yet get them from you. He will not
go to St. John's with you. That was his fight
with me to prevent the boat from carrying him
there. That is the whole of it. You had better
give the articles to me, even if I am only to
keep them until we get to St. John I will
give them back to you then, if you wish me to
do so.”

The fallen man bowed his head in deep
thought. He evidently desired to get rid of the
jewels, but was afraid to do as his son suggested.

*“ That would only transfer the battle from me
to you. Spotty,” said he, at last. ‘I may as
well fight it out now that I have begun.”

** I.do not think you are armed for such a fight
as that villain will make,” said Spotty, produc-
ing his revolver. ‘I have not shown him this
yet; and I shall not till one of us is in peril of
his life. Though you seem to be intimate with
this man, I am afraid you don’t know him as
well as 1 do.”

“*1 never saw him till night before last; and I
am not intimate with him. I know nothing
about him," added Mr. Hawke,

Spotty felt greatly relieved by this statement,
for it assured him that Luke was not a confede-
rate of his father, But it was very strange that
they had become so well acquainted in so short
atime. Spotty told his father all that had oc-
curred at Gildwell, since he landed from the
steamer on that eventful Tuesday night, when
he heard the screams of the ‘cook and the house-
maid.

Mr. Hawke listened with the deepest interest.
He professed to be as much puzzled as to the
motives of Luke as his son was. When Spotty
had finished his narrative, the banker rose from
the stool by the wheel, where he had been sit-
ting, and looked out upon the deck. He feared
that Luke was at hand, and he wished to be
sure he was not within hearing before he said
anything more.

“You are in mortal terror of that man,
father,” said Spotty, as he observed the move-
ments of his fathe

*Tam; Iconfessit. Heis terrible tome. A
word from him would send me to the State
prison for a long term of years,” added Mr.
Hawke, shuddering as he thought of his possi-
ble doom.

*“If you give me those articles you will cease
to fear him ; at least you can refer him to me. I
do not fear him; and you shall have nothing to
fear from him,” continued Spotty, persuasively.
**In kess than four hours we shall be at St.
John's ; and I am sure that he cannot harm you
then,  We will not allow him to land anywhere
until you have had time to get out of the way

Suddenly, as though his resolution had given
all at once, the banker took from an inner,
»ocket of his vest the ring and the locket, still in
their cases, as when Spotty had given them to
him.  The pilot restored them to the place from
which he had taken them a few hours before.

* What can this man want of those trinkets 2"

asked the banker.
I have been hoping you would be able to ex-
olain the reason to me,.” replied Spotty.  ** He
has some very strong motive, or he would not
break into a house and run the risk of being
shot or sent to the State prison if detected.”

* His manner convinced me of that. I put
myself under your protection, my son, and now
I will do just as you tell me until we part for-
ever, though I have something very important
to tell you before that event occurs ind again
the miserable man looked out the window to see
if his enemy was near.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

““Tom," called Spotty, through the speaking
tube.
**In the pilot house,

replied the engineer.

“ My father is with me here. Luke is in the
cabin, taking care of his sore hand. We don't
want to be disturbed. Keep a lookout for Luke,
istle through the tube if he comes out of
" continued Spotty.

** All right I responded Tom.

““You need not be alarmed about Luke now.
‘We shall have ample notice of his coming,”
added the pilot.

** I want to tell you all I know about this man
before we part,” said My. Hawke. ** WhatI
tell you may be of use to you after [ am gone. I
told you how I got to Gildwell on Tuesday. 1
staid in the grove until I saw you come in with
the steamer. Then I went on board of her, and
locked myself into one of the staterooms, I was
faint for the want of food, and, lighting a lamp,
I found something to eat in the forward cabin.

‘* Seeing no light in the house, I thought you
must be away. I went to the cottage, but found
all the doors locked. T knew I could get into
the window of my room and obtain what valu-
ables I had there. 1 climbed to the roof of the
piazza on a ladder I found standing there. 1
was hardly on the roof before I was startled at
finding another man there.”

** That was Luke," added Spotty, deeply in-
terested.

It was. He called me by name. He knew
why I had fled from the city, for his uncle on the
other side of the lake was a loser by my failure,
and had received a telegram in the afternoon.
He told me he was after the jewel box, and
must have it. He had been in your mother's
room; and it was gone. He thought I had
taken it. We went down, and walked away
from the house. He said he would denounce
me if I betrayed him. He was not there for the
purpose of robbery, but to obtain evidence—of
what he would not say—and he must have the
ring and locket he described. 1 promised to get
them and give them to him. What else could I
do?

**When we came back to the house, we found
you at work in the cellar, and understood what
you were doing.  After you had gone to bed, we
dug up the box. The ring and the locket were
no longer in it. We put everything as we found
it, at his desire. I went to the boat again, and
worn out I slept most of the night.

*+ It was while I slept that you shot him in the
hand. 1 was in the boat the next day when you
landed at the place opposite, and then went to
Windport.  Yesterday he came to me again on
board of the steamer, dressed and colored as you
see him today. He told me how you had
wounded him, and compelled him to return to
the other side of the lake. He had left Wind-
port early in the morning, gone to Burlington,
where he had had hair and beard colored, and
then came down by railroad, joining me at
dark.

** We saw you bring the box on board. I was
to get the ring and locket, and give them to
him. To our astonishment and his chagrin,
you started off in the boat, and conveyed us to
Plattsburg.  Luke landed after you had gone on
shore and went to the hotel where you met him.
You know the rest.”

A sharp whistle sounded through the tube be-
fore Spotty had time 0 ask several questions
that were in his mind.

** He's on the hurricane deck ! ™" called Tom.

A moment later Spotty saw Luke standing on
the hurricane deck, looking in at an open win-
dow in the upper part of the pilot house, which
was raised two feet above the house on deck.
The villain was about to make his way into the
pilot house,

‘*Stop where you are!" shouted Spotty,
pointing his revolver at the wretch.

Luke stopped where he was.

CHAPTER XVIL
A PRISONER ON BOARD OF THE DANDY.

] NDOUBTEDLY  Tuke had suspected
treachery on the part of his victim. He
did not care to fight over again the battle
in which he had been beaten, and knew
it was useless to attempt to get into the pilot
house by the doors or by the front windows.
He had noticed the back windows, by which the
pilot could see astern when required, and had
noticed that they were open. It was a warm
day, and these windows afforded a good circula-
tion of air through the pilot house,

If Luke had come to the window without any
warning, he might have got into the room, for
Spotty had to keep a sharp lookout ahead.
Tom had felt the responsibility of his position
as a sentinel, and he heard the passenger when
he climbed the husricane deck. The timely no-
tice had probably saved a disaster to the young
captain and his father.

Luke did not like the looks of the revolver,
for he knew by experience that it would shoot ;
and from what he had seen of Spotty he real-
ized that he had the pluck to fire it if occasion
required. The only thing that the pilot feared
was that the assailant had a revolver, for such
characters usually carry these playthings.

*“Are you going to shoot me?” demanded
Luke, as though he had lost sight of the fact
that he was the aggressor.

““That will depend upon yourself. We have
had fuss enough with you for one day,” replied
Spotty, who was astonished at his own pluck.
**You have had one ball from this revolver put
into your hand. The next one may go into
your red head colored black. Lie down on
the deck where you are 1™

Spotty did not suppose he would do it, but he
did. He rang the gong to stop the engine.

‘* Let off steam and come up!” shouted the
pilot through the tube.

Tom had already let off steam as soon as he
stopped the engine. He left it escaping, and
rushed on deck, taking with him an iron lever
used in the engine room.

Spotty toek several pieces of bed cord, used
to spread the awnings when required. By this
time Tom reached the prostrate conspirator on
the hurricane deck, and stood over him with the
iron lever. Probably if the boys had had time
to think of the matter in which they were en-
gaged, they would have been more timid about
it. Spotty hastened to join the engineer.

‘‘ Lie still, or you will have a sore head as
well as a sore hand ! said Tom, sharply, for
as soon as the conspirator saw that the revolver
was no longer pointed at his head, he made an
attempt to get up.

There is some choice between a bullet sent
through one's brain and a crack over the head
with an iron bar, for there is some chance of
warding off the force of the latter. No doubt
Luke would have taken the odds against him on
the iron bar, for he was a stout fellow, and
could have handled either of the boys in a hand
to hand encounter ; but the appearance of Spotty
with the revolver still in his hand, and soon
pointed at him again, caused him to refrain
from further resistance. The ball might come
without the warning word if he tackled the en-
gineer.

Luke was lying quietly on the deck when
Spotty reached the scene of action. It is not
probable that he gave up his expectations of a
successful resistance at a little later period, for
he could not quite believe that the two boys
would prove to be a match for him in the end.
prudent not to resist just at that moment,
but his time would soon come.

“*Turn over!" said Spotty
with his weapon.

“*T can't turn over,” growled Luke.
a sore hand, and it is very painful.

** But you will turn over on your stomach, or
we shall turn you over,” added Spotty, though
he did not yet exhibit the ropes he had in his
left hand.

Luke obeyed, for he felt that he was in the
power of his young conquerors for the moment.
He would soon find his opportunity, and then
the retribution would be terrible. "The victim
lay in the position requircd by the young cap-
tain. He had turned his face from his captors,
and could not now see the dangerous weapon
that menaced him. Perhaps he did not wish to
see it any longer,

Spotty handed the cords to the engineer, who
required no explanation in regard to their use,
The captain walked over to the other side of
the conspirator, where the latter could see the
pistol, and Tom proceeded to do the part of the
work which had been silently assigned to him.

The instant Luke realized what Tom was
about, he changed his attitude, and showed a
disposition to resist. He could not help seeing
that if he permitted his hands to be tied behind
him, as Tom was doing, his future opportunity
would be lost. The thought maddened him,
and he wrenched his hands away from Tom.
But the young engineer was no chicken, and he
did not give up the attempt. He got the right
wrist of the fallen man into a slip noose, and
drew it into the position where he wanted it.

“If you show fight, you will get the worst of
it, Mr. Spottwood,” said the captain.

“* But you are murdering my sore hand! The
pain of that will drive me mad, and I can't be
responsible for what I de,” howled Luke.

** Don’t hurt him any more than you can help,
Tom. I shall take it upon myself to be respon-
sible for what you do, Mr. Spottwood, when you
give it up,” added Spotty, who was becoming
quite familiar with the difficult situation in
which he found himself placed.

‘T can’t help hurting him some,” said Tom,
““for he keeps twisting and wrenching to get
away from me. But I have him now, and he
can't get away.”

The engineer had brought the two hands to-
gether, and got a turn around both with the
line, and it was no longer a matter of main
strength. He proceeded to secure the line to
his own satisfaetion, which was soon done.

*“You might as well murder me as tear my
wounded hand all to pieces,” moaned Luke.
““Am I to lie here all day writhing in pain? 1
would not treat a dog as you are treating me."”

*You will not lie there any longer. You
may get up now, and we will give you a com-
fortable place to rest while you remain on board.
Get up " continued Spotty.

This was not an easy thing to do with his
hands made fast behind him; but it was accom-

lished with the aid of the captain and engineer.

t was no longer necessary to cover the pris-
oner's head with the revolver, and Spotty led
him to the ladder by which the main deck could
be reached. It was a question whether Luke
could descend the ladder without the use of his
hands.

Luke strongly objected to making the attempt,
but Spotty insisted ; and the boys were to keep
him from falling with a rope passed under his
arms. The captain declared that he would lash
him to one of the stays of the smokestack, and
leave him there in the hot sun if he did not go
down. This threat caused the prisoner to change
his mind, and he reached the deck in safety.
He began to walk towards the after cabin when
potty forcibly checked him.

** Go forward, if you please, Mr. Spettwood,”
said he.

demonstrating

“T have

NUMBER 265.

“What are you going to do with me 2" de-
manded Luke.

** 1 have a nice place for you, where you can
£O to bed for the rest of the day, if you like,"”
replied Spotty.

This place was the forecastle, which had been
fitted up for the use of the firemen and deck
hands, when any were employed, as they seldom
had been. It was a plain apartment, very low,
and finished with pine boards. It contained
several bunks, a table, and a few other common
articles. It was reached by a short staircase,
under the pilot house,

Without any further resistance on the part of
the prisoner, he was conducted to the forecastle.
At the entrance was a heavy door provided with
a strong lock, for the place was used in the win-
ter as a store room for the more valuable arti-
cles on board.

‘‘Am I to stay in this den?” asked Luke,
when he reached his prison, as he glanced
around him.

I hope you wlll not be obliged to stay here
many hours,” replied Spotty.

‘It is nothing but a dog kennel 1"

‘“Then it's just the place for you!” added
Tom, who thought the prisoner was unnecessa-
rily particular, under the circumstances,

**Why can’t I remain in the cabin where 1
s ?"" asked Luke, with a scowl on his brow.
“*We might not find you there when we
wanted you, and we might find you in some
other place when we did not want you,” replied
Spotty. *‘I think you can lie down in one of
those bunks and be as comfortable as you could

anywhere,”

“1 can’t be comfortable anywhere with a
hand so painful as mine is ; and the rope on my
wrist makes it ten times worse,” growled the
prisoner.

‘It is all of your own choosing.  You got the
wound in trying to break into my room the night
before last.  You got into your present fix by
not behaving yourself properly on board of this
boat,” returned Spotty. **You ought not to
expect much sympathy from me; but I will not
keep you a prisoner any longer than 1 am
obliged to do so in order to secure my own and
my father’s safety.” .

** Your father is a fugitive from justice, and
you are an accessory after the crime!” said
Luke, spitefully. ** It will send you to Auburn
for a term of years,”

**We won't discuss that question,” replied
Spotty, leading the way out of the forecastle.

The door was closed and securely locked. The
place was strong enough to have kept the pris-
oner without securing his hands behind him ;
but Spotty was afraid he would set the boat on
fire, or do some other desperate deed. It was
best to make sure of him now that he was in the
captain's power. Tom went back to the engine
room, and Spotty to the pilot house. He did
not lock the door when he went in this time,

‘I don't think you need fear him now,
father,” said he, as he rang for the Dandy to go
ahead.

I never knew you had half so much courage
before, Spotty. ** Can't he get out of the fore-
castle 2 .

*No, sir.

Since the boat was broken into,
you had a heavy door put in the forecastle, and
I am sure he can't get out of the place.”

1 would give a good deal to know what that
man means, and what he desires to accomplish,”
added Mr. Hawke. ** But, Spotty, though I am
not hungry, 1 am faint for the want of food.”

*If you will take the wheel, I will get you a
meal.”

‘The banker took the wheel, and half an hour
later he had eaten his breakfast.

(70 be continued.)
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LINCOLN’S LOOKS.

THE unreliability of first impressions, as well as
the power of a fine mind to illuminate and beautify
a homely face, are both well illustrated in the fol-
lowing anccdote, recently printed by the Aew
York Tribune :

Seymour Curtis is the name of a man now living
near Bridgeport, Connecticut, and who went to
the waras a fifer. In recalling incidents that came
under his personal observation in early life, he
related the following story @

During the Presidential campaign of 1856, when
John C. tifn.-mnm was the Republican nominee, Mr.
Curtis, in company with James Hooth, came to
Bridgeport to hear Lincoln speak. As Lincoln
stepped upon the platform to begin his speech,
Booth said to Curtis, ** What a homcly man!  He's
the homeliest man I ever saw.” But as Lincoln
talked and waxed eloquent, Booth brought his
clenched fist down on Curtis’s knee (and the latter
says he hit hard), and exclaimed, ** Seymour Cur-
tis, he is not so bad looking afterall! " He grows
handsomer all the time.” At la t, with a sledge
hammer blow of his fist on Curtis's knee, Booth
cnedI out, ** Curtis, he's the handsomest man I ever .
saw!"”

— e ———
“SWEET ENOUGH TO EAT.”

“Tcovip eat you' is an expression sometimes
uttered by young ladies in rhapsodizing over a par-
ticularly attractive baby. This odd manner of ex-
pressing ardent affection came very near being
literally carried into effect by a fond mother the
other day.

The incident occurred at Rarnum's winter head-
quarters at Bridgeport, before the fire, where, savs
the Hartford Courant.a leopard recently gave birth
to a cub. It was taken away a few days, and then
returned to her.  She licked it all over with much
apparent affection, and a few minutes after under-
took to eat it up, beginning with the tail, which
she devoured before the keepers realized what was
going on. The process stopped there for the time,
and the future fate of the cub is in doubt.
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CHRISTMAS MESSENGERS.
It is Christmas time;

And up and down twixt 'heaven and earth,

On day of joy and hallowed mirth,
The shining angels climb.
—_— e

[ This story commenced in No. 255.)

WALTER GRIFFITH;

Ok,
THE ADVENTURES OF A YOUNG STREET
SALESMAN.
By ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM,

Author of ' Ned Newton, " Tom Tracy,”* Num-
o1, ete., etc.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

ELMER SHATTUCK.
DWARD COLSON did not return to
room No. 75 at the Harrisburg ho-
tel; though, as we have seen, here-
gretted having left it. But the regret
came too late. He was provoked with
himself for not having examined the
contents of the pocketbook before he en-
tered the train. He might in that case
have gone back to the hotel and managed
to replace the wallet in No. 73. But he
had taken passage on an express train,
and was compelled to travel twenty miles
without a stop.

When Walter went downstairs he in-
quired at the office: “Has Mr. Colson
been down yet ?”

““No; I have not seen him.”

‘I think he has left the hotel. Theard
him go out last evening, and have not
heard him return.”

‘I remember now he went out fora
walk about eleven o'clock. He said he
had a headache.”

**His head ached worse after he left
the hotel, I imagine,” said Walter, with
a smile.

“Why ?”

“From disappointment. He entered
my room and took a wallet, which he
supposed to be full of money. The bills
were all strips of brown paper.”

““Served the fellow right. By the way,
he hasn't paid for his supper or lodging.
I wouldn’t mind that so much but he has
carried off the key of No. 75.”

“Did he have his traveling bag with
him?”

‘“No; that may pay us the amount of
our bill. James, go up to No. 75. Open
it with the pass key, and bring down
whatever baggage you find.”

The bell boy brought down the small
bag used by Colson. On being opened
it proved to contain a couple of shirts and
some minor articles.

**We will keep this for the gentleman
for a limited time,” said the clerk. *‘If
he doesn’t call for it it will be confis-
cated.”

Walter took breakfast and resumed his
journey at ten o'clock.

Greenville, his point of destination,
was not on the line of the railway, but
five miles distant from the nearest station.
This station Walter reached about two
o'clock. Half an hour earlier a boy of
hisown age entered the car and sat down
beside him. Walter felt socially inclined,
and inquired, after awhile: ‘‘ Are you
acquaimed with the places on this road ?”

‘Notvery well. I havenevertraveled
much. Do you live 'round here ?”

*“No; I came from New York.”

= New York !" repeated the boy, with
interest. ‘‘I should llke to see New
York.”

‘It is worth seeing.”

““Where are you going?" the country
boy asked with pardonablc curiosity.

**To Greenville.”

“To Greenville?
Greenville,” he said.

‘“Are youreally? I am glad of that.
You can tell me just where to go.”

**We get out at Huntington, and then
take a stage five miles. Do you know
any one in Greenville ?"”

“No. I am going there on a little
business. [ suppose there is a hotel
there where I can stop ?"

The boy shook his head.

*“No; there is no hotel,” he answered.
‘“ Greenville is a small place, and people
don't come there much—that is, strangers.
There isn’t enough travel there to sup-
port a hotel.”

This was decidedly embarassing. It
was a contingency which had not occured
to Walter.

*“Then I don't know where 1 can pass

Why, I am going to
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the night,” he said, perplexed. ‘‘I sup-
posed, of course, there was a hotel.”

“I'll tell you what you can do,” said
the other boy. ‘‘You can come with me
to my grandfather's. You won’t mind
sleeping with me, will you?”

‘““Not at all. I should like to be in
your company,” said Walter, promptly.

The country boy seemed pleased with
what he regarded as a compliment.

‘“Then there won't be any trouble,” he
said. ‘' You can go right over to grand-
father’s with me.”

**What is your grandfather’s name?"
asked Walter.

““Virgil Shattuck,” answered the boy.

‘“ Shattuck !" repeated Walter, eagerly.
‘““Can it be the man I have come to
help ?” he asked himself.

““Yes. His first name is a funny one,
isn't it? You see, grandfather used to
be a teacher. He prepared for college,
but didn’t go. His father was a minis-
ter, and a very learned man, I've heard,
and gave him the name of Virgil.”

Things could not have happened better
to suit Walter. He was going to the
very house where he wished to go, and,
himself and his errand unknown, he
would be able to look about and judge
for himself how best to carry out his in-
structions.

‘“ Does your grandfather teach now?”
he asked.

‘“No; he hasn't for some years. He
has been farming. But he is in trouble
now, poor grandfather—"

‘““How is he in trouble,
mind telling me ?”

““No; I don't mind.
lose the farm.”

‘“ How is that ?"

‘“There's a mortgage of a thousand
dollars on it."

‘““But it must be worth more than
that.”

‘* Certainly it is; it's worth four times
that, but the man that holds the mortgage
—Squire Jones—is a hard man, and he
will compel grandfather to sell the farm
for what it will bring to pay him. You
see, he wants it for his son.”

‘““ How much will the farm bring ata
forced sale ?"”

‘“ Notover half price, I am afraid. The
squire will, no doubt, bid it in. He
wants it himself.”

*“ Hasn't your grandfather some friend
who will come to his assistance ?”

‘““He has plenty of friends — more
friends than Squire Jones—but none of
them have money enough to help him.
There's Mr. Mumford, the postmaster,
who keeps one of the stores, he would
gladly help grandfather if he could. I
believe he has written to some old scholar
of grandfather's, but it won't probably
do any good. He wrote to father, and
he has been trying to interest somebody
in our town, but without success. I've
got twenty dollars in my pocket, which I
am to give grandfather to help him
along.”

‘“ How soon is this mortgage to be
forclosed ?"" asked Walter, who had be-
come quite interested.

““Grandfather’s got to pay it to-mor-
row, or Mr. Squire will turn him out, or
at any rate give him warning to leave as
seon as he can find another place.”

** That is very hard.”

“Soitis. I think it's disgraceful, for
my part.”

** Is the squire a rich man ?”

“Yes. Idon't know how rich, but he
has more money than any one eclse in
Greenville.  You must excuse my talking
so much about the matter; but I feel so
sorry for grandfather and grandmother.
They feel terribly about leaving their old
home.”

‘I don't wonder at all. As theyare in
so much trouble, perhaps your grand-
parents wouldn't like to have you bring
a stranger home with you.”

‘0, they won't mind. It may cheer
them up. Grandfather was once in New
York, and he may want to ask you some-
thing about it.”

““One thing I shall insist on, I will pay
as much as I would at a hotel.”

“I won't say no to that. For grand-
father needs money badly enough.”

‘““ You haven't told me your name.
Mine is Walter Griffith.”

““Mine is Fimer Shattuck.”

if you don't

I'm afraid he will

““Then, Elmer, I hope we shall be
friends."”
*1 hope so, too, Walter. I'm glad

you're coming to the house.”

“I hope you will have reason to be
glad,” returned Walter.

There was a significance in his tone
which escaped the attention of Elmer.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE TWO BOYS OVERHEAR A CONVER-
SATION.
WO passengers got out of another
%‘ car, and prepared to enter the
Grccnvlllc stage with the boys.

Elmer touched Walter on the arm.

‘“ That stout man is Squire Jones,”
said, in a low voice.

Walter looked with interest at the per-
son indicated.

He was a stout, tall man, with a
wrinkled face and double chin. He
looked to Walter, but then, perhaps, he
was prejudiced by what he had heard of
the man, like a cold, selfish, grasping
person, whose heart it would be difficult
to touch by the recital of other’s mis-
fortunes. With him was a smaller and
more slender man of average appear-
ance.

‘“ Who is the other ?"" whispered Walter.

“I1 don’t know. I think he is a
stranger in the place."”

‘“ Does the squire know you ?"

‘I don’t think he does. I have not
been herefor five years.”

The two men looked carelessly at the
boys who sat on the seat opposite. Ap-
parently Squire Jones considered them as
of very slight importance.

*“Is your son at home, squire ?" asked
the stranger.

“Yes. He has recently married.”

““Is he living at home ?”

““Yes; but I shall soon make a differ-
ent arrangement for him."”

*Indeed ?”

‘Do you remember Shattuck’s place—
the old schoolmaster ?”

YS!

‘I expect to come into possession of
his place in a few days.”

‘“How is that? 1 didn’t suppose the
old man would be willing to sell.”

Squire Jones gave a short laugh.

‘““He isn't,” he replied; ‘‘ but he can’t
help himself. The fact is, I hold a
mortgage on his place, and intend to
foreclose.”

‘“How large is the mortgage ? i

‘“ A thousand dollars.

““It must be worth a good deal more.”

Squire Jones coughed.

‘I shall have to pay a thousand dol-
lars over and above the face of the
mortgage, I expect.”

“Isn’t that a very low price for the
farm and buildings? How many acres
are there?”

““Forty.”

‘‘ Pretty good arable land, isn't it ?*

*$¥es. d

‘“ Really, squire, if I had the money to
spare, I would outbid you for the farm.
It wnll be dirt cheap at two thousand dol-
lars.”

Squire Jones frowned at the sugges-
tion of competition, but his brow cleared
when his companion acknowledged that
he had not the necessary money.

‘““Ahem !” he said. ** There are two
sides to a question. A thing is worth
what it will bring. If there is any one
wants it more (han I do, he can pay more
if he chooses.”

““ Probably Mr. Shattuck \nll borrew
money and lift the mortgage.

““Where will he get it? A thousand
dollars is hard to borrow, espccldll) when
a man is in Shattuck’s condition.”

*“So your son will live there?”

““Yes. We shall renovate the house.
and put on a piazza. It will make a nice
dwelling with the outlay of five thousand
dollars.”

““And what will become of the old
man ?”

““I don't know,” answered the squire,
shrugging his shoulders. “‘ That isn't
my lookout. Perhaps he may go and
live with his son. He has one married,
and living forty or fifty miles away—I
can't remember the name of the place.”

Elmer and Walter listened with great
interest to the conversation just detailed,
but their feelings were different.  Elmer
felt sad and downcast, while Walter in-
wardly rejoiced that he had itin his power
to checkmate the squire and defeat his
selfish schemes.

*“He is just the sort of looking man 1
should anlmpalc from what I have heard
of his character,” he thought.

he
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He felt more kindly towards the
squire's companion who had expressed
sympathy for the poor old man whom it
was proposed to eject from his home of
forty years.

By a sort of silent agreement the two
boys said not a word that would betray
to the squire their identity, or rather El-
mer’'s.  For of course the village mag-
nate knew nothing of Walter.

The conversation which succeeded re-
lated to other matters and did not inter-
est the two boys.

‘1 think I will get out at the post
office,” said Elmer. ** There might be a
letter for grandfather. It's only a quar-
ter of a mile to the house.”

““ All right " said Walter.
glad to stretch my legs.”

There was no letter in the office. Hav-
ing ascertained this the boys started for
the Shattuck farm.

‘I should enjoy seeing the old folks
if I had good newsto bring,” said Elmer.
‘“How do you account for it that a hard,
selfish man like Squire Jones flourishes
and enjoys all that money can bring,
while a man like grandfather is thrown
upon the world in his old age ?”

**And how do you know but a friend
may be raised up for him just in the nick
of time ?"

** The friend will have to appear pretty
soon, then,” said Elmer, shaking his
head.

‘1 think he will appear in time,"”
Walter, quietly.

““What do you mean, Walter ?"" asked
Elmer, who could not fail now to detect
the significance in the tone of his new
fncn

V\xll you keep it secret if I tell you?"

‘““Yes; but I don't understand ~what
you, a chance acquaintance, can do 1o
stave off ruin from my grandfather.”

““Suppose I represent a friend and an
old pupil of your grandfather'’s.”

“Do you?" asked Elmer, eagerly.

“Yes; I do.”"

“And you can save the farm?”

‘“I can

“‘ But it will take a thousand dollars,”
said Elmer, increduously.

‘I have more than that with me."”

Elmer’s face showed his delight. He
seized Walter by both hands, and shook
them so vigorously that two girls whom
they were passing stood still and stared
at the two boys in amazement.

“I suppose they think I am crazy,”
said Elmer, laughing, ** but I don't care
what they think, I am so glad. How
strange that we happcned to mcet as we

id!”

‘1 don’t know about that.
both bound to the same place.”

**You haven't told me who is the kind
friend who has sent the money by you.”

*“ A gentleman named Spencer. | met
himin New York. He has made a fort-
une in California, and regrets that he
had to send a messenger instead of com-
ing himself.”

““Weren't you afraid to carry so much
money with you?”

*It made me caulir)us.
came near bcing robbed.”

““You did 7’ said Elmer, brcalhlcss with
surprise. *‘ Tell me aboul it™

Walter upon this told the story of his
encounter with Edward Colson, and the
manner 'n which he had tricked him.

The scory was thoroughly appreciated
by Elmer,

‘I wish 1 could have seen him when
he opened the wailet.  But it makes me
tremble to think that you might have lost
the moncey you brought to help grand-
father.”

““If I had I should hardly have dared
to show my face in Greenville.”

““ Mr. Spencer must be a nice man.”

‘1 think he is. At any rate he has
been very kind to me. You may not
think it, Elmer, but 1 am a poor boy,
obliged to carn my living in any wa
can. I have neither father nor moth

““I thought you were rich.”

“1 may be some time. I will be if 1
can, for I have learned that monecy 1s
very convenient to have."”

*“Your friend Colson thought so."”

‘““He wanted to pay too high a price
forit. If [can’t get money honorably, 1
don’t want it at all.”

““That's where I agree with you,” said
Elmer, heartily. ‘" Buthere isthe house,
and there is grandmother looking out of
the window.”

(70 be continned.)

*“1 shall be

said

We were

As it was |
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little trouble and expense on reaching their des-
tination.

This company has sent a handsome villa to
Paraguay, a hospital to Valparaiso, and a beau-
tiful residence to France.

It recently received an order for three hun-
dred houles for the workmen who are to con-
struct a Mexican railroad, with the proviso that
they should be tarantula proof.

e

IT is a pity that the canons of the truest
courtesy cannot always be definitely established.

For instance, is it real politeness or meddle-
some interference to tell another of some mis-
hap to his toilet 2 Such a question arises when
in traveling by rail one sees a belated passenger
at a way station spring out from his carriage in
reckless haste and barely succeed in swinging
himself on to the rear platform at the expense of
a crushed in derby. Now shall a fellow pas-

TWO MORE SERIALS.

Although the present number of the ARGOSY
is overflowing with good things, we have in
store still greater attractions for the future.

The countless friends ‘* VAN has made for
himself during the past few months will have
their sorrow at parting with him atoned for by
the announcement that next week we shall start
a new serial by Mr. Converse, bearing the al-
luring title of

The Lost Gold Mine.

While cast in a widely different mould from
VAN, the new story will be found equally fa-
scinating. Noone can help liking the hero with
his musical name, Robin Dare, while harum
scarum Chip is certain to prove most excellent
company. The story is full oflife and move-
ment, with scenes shifting from flat boat life on
the Mississippi to the mining regions of the far
West.

The week following we shall begin a dra-
matic serial by Mr. Munsey, full particulars oy
which will be given in our next number.

— e

WISHING YOU ALL A MERRY CHRISTMAS
the ARGOSY comes to you this week with no
previous flourish of trumpets, but laden with a
cargo of good things for the gladsome anniver-
sary that will, we are sure, be all the more ap-
preciated for the element of surprise that enters
into their presentation.

Mr. Converse's Christmas story will be found
to have a pathetic, as well as a seasonable inter-
est, while in the illustration Mr. Waud has
made for it we can almost feel the dash of the
wintry spray in our faces, and hear the heartfelt
Christmas greetings of the Grangers as they
welcome back the lost one.

Lieutenant Hamilton's article is both enter-
taining and suggestive in this era of holiday
entertainments, while Mr. Titherington’s tune-
ful verses deftly put into words the Christmas
cheer and joyousness of Mr. Hooper's spirited
picture,

For the rest, while our usual number of
serialsis not curtailed, we have managed to get
in an extra short story or two, which, with our
seasonable comic and generous supply of Christ-
mas poetry, plete the of a speciall
attractive issue.

Again we wish all our readers a very merry
Christmas and the brightest of new years.

o

The subseription price of The Golden Argosy
is $3 a year, $1.50 for six months, $1
for four months. For $5 we will send two
copirs, to different addresses if desired. For
85 we will send The Golden Argosy and Mun-
sey’s Popular Series, each for one year.
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SENDING HOUSES C. 0. D.

For many years past America has supplied
England with a large proportion of the beef
that imparts to the sturdy Briton his portly
frame and ruddy complexion. But our enter-
prising countrymen have not stopped here. Not
content with shipping furnishings for the inner
man across three thousand miles of water, they
have now undertaken to supply dwellings for
the whole family, and transport the same to any
part of the world.

There is a firm on Long Island that makes a
business of constructing houses, hospitals, rail-
road stations, etc., out of wood, put together in
such fashion that they can be taken apart for
convenience in shipping, and erected with very

call the 's to the
lal!er fact, of which, of course, he is blissfully
ignorant, as he takes a seat in panting triumph,
or shall he leave it for him to find out for him-
self ?

o

WE are glad to notice that the era of misap-
plied foreign names to everyday, commonplace
objects is fast passing away. We can remem-
ber the time, some ten years ago, when on first
arriving in France we congratulated ourselves
on knowing at least one word of the language—
depot.  But alas, we speedily discovered that
such a term in connection with the railway
system was utterly incomprehensible to the
French, who invariably say * gare.”

The last stronghold of ** depot " in this country
is in our large cities, and now that the New York
Central people have taken to printing Grand
Central Station on their time tables, we may
hope that the absurdity of using a word that
mears ‘‘ warehouse” to indicate the departing
place of trains will soon be a bit of forgotten
history of our American tongue.

P LR R NG~
AS OTHERS SEE US.

‘WE make space this week for quotations from
three letters recently received from readers, the
originals of which are on file at this office.

One, writing from Milwaukee, Wisconsin,
under date of November 19, says :

““1 need not write of the praises showered
down on your paper, but simply say that they
are many. As soon as the newsdealers in our
neighborhood get them they are nearly all sold.”

The second, a Brooklyn boy, compliments us
thus :

our paper is getting better and better. I
like it better than any other story paper pub-
lished. My father says it contains stories by the
most popular juvenile authors on this side of the
Atlantic. This year I have succeeded i in getting
eleven school chums of mine to take it."

A teacher in a boys' school in New Orleans
sends the following encouraging words :

“I take this occasion to express the high
opinion I hold of your valuable paper. By the
high tone and character of the ARGOSY you are
doing an untold good as offset to the vicious
cheap literature that is demoralizing our boys. 1
take every occasion to recommend your paper.”

— . ———
BUILDING WITH LETTERS.
THE season of long evenings is now at its

: height, and fresh suggestions for indoor enter-

tertainment are especially welcome.

‘We wonder how many of our readers have
tried their hand rather their mind—at word
building. We do not refer to that species of
the pastime recently popularized in England by
the offer of valuable prizes to the person who
should succeed in making the greatest number
of words out of some proper noun, but to another
branch of the process which is an offshoot of
the game called Logomachy, or War of Words.

The latter is played with cards especially made+
for the purpose, but a good deal of fun can be
extracted from simply giving a friend the letters
composing a certain word in an assorted con-
dition and asking him to rearrange them so as to
form the word you have in mind. This can be
done in his head, or better yet, write the letters
on little scraps of paper which can be shifted
until the proper sequence is hit upon.

ROBERT 8. MAC ARTHUR, D.D.,
Pastor of the Calvary Baptist Church, New
York City.

Fifty Seventh Street is one of the extra wide,
cross town thoroughfares, which at every ten
blocks or so provide upper New York with
much appreciated opportunities for the erection
of unusually large and magnificent edifices.
Fifty Seventh Street is famous for the number
and beauty of the latter, and without doubt the
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solemn ear about his that
forcibly enchains the attention of even the most
careless listener. His pulpit is but a simple
reading desk, and while preaching, he steps from
side to side of the unencumbered rostrum, some-
times holding a small Bible in his hand. Even
to the chance attendant it is evident that very
close and mutually helpful relations bind the
pastor and his people together.

The interior of the church is not only tasteful

hand: building to be found through its
length is the Calvary Baptist Church, situated
between Sixth and Seventh Avenues.

Built of an am'acuve, hght colored stone, and
its p ly diversified by spire,
tower, nnd gable, it is certain to claim the
attention of a passer by and inspire him
with a desire to learn something of its history
and uses. On inquiring he will ascertain that
it was built in 1883 at a cost of some $500,000,
and is the pro-
perty of the
congregation
that formerly
owned the
church that stood
in Twenty Third
Street, on the
site now occu-
pied by the spa-
cious store of Le
Boutillier Bro-
thers. This lat-
terproperty,
originally  pur-
chased for a few
thousand  dol-
lars, was sold by
the trustees early
inthepresent
decade for a
quarter of a
million. Of
course this splen-
did realization
on the increase
in value of real
estate that luck-
ily happened to
be so situated as
to lie in the path
of the onward march of retail trade—this wind-
fall went a great way towards providing the so-
ciety with their present beautiful edifice.

But of what avail is a handsome, commo-
dious house unless there be a preacher capable of
filling it > Indeed, it was rather the result of the
preacher’s earnestness, magnetism and adapta-
bility to his office that swelled the congregation
in the old house, and thus made the new one a
necessity.

Nor is that all. After the latter had been
completed and dedicated, and although it had
been provided with a seating capacity of 1300,
some odd hundred additional sittings had to be
added to accommodate the constantly increasing
attendance. Of the pastor who has been thus
successful we this week present our readers a
portrait and sketch.

Robert Stuart MacArthur is still a compara-
tively young man, having been born in 1842. He
is a native of Dalesville, Canada, and, as may be
imagined from his name, comes of Scottish
stock. Both his father and mother, originally
residents of those Highlands immortalized in
the Waverley Novels, were staunch Presby-
terians, but before departing for their new
home across the sea, Mrs. MacArthur became a
convert to the Baptist faith.

In this branch of Christian belief young
Robert was trained, and became himself a
member of the church when thirteen years old.
His early education was obtained in Wood-
stock, Ontario, at the Canadian Literary Insti-
tute, where he was fitted for the University of
Rochester. Graduating here in 1867, he at
once entered the Theological Seminary in the
same city, from which he passed at once, at the
age of twenty eight, to the pulpit he still occu-
pies.

Although Dr. MacArthur's career, reckoned

It is surprising how long it takes

ltiplicity of ch has been singularly

even a particularly bright man or woman to
¢ guess the combination.”

We give herewith the jumbled letters of
two words in ordinary use, on which our readers
may test their skill: higetyandecnmiahc,

uneventful, his life has been not a whit the less
active and fruitful.

Asa preacher he is a particularly impressive
orator. He speaks slowly, in a remarkably dis-
tinct, resonant voice, and there is that depth of

ROBERT S. MACARTHUR, D.D.
From a photograph by Bogardus.

and di but cheerful in the extreme.
Large, cathedral-like windows let in the light
from all four sides, the one at the rear, directly
behind the pulpit, serving as a memorial to Dr.
Gillette, the former pastor.

The gallery—comfortably seated with chairs—
springs from either side of this window, running
clear around the church. The large, chorus
choir, divided into two sections, is at the extreme
end, on the right and left of the preacher. Sing-
ing is a promi-
nent feature in
the services.

Three lang-
uages are spoken
inthe church
every Sunday—
English, Chi-
nese and Ar-
menian, the two
latter being
taught to mem-
bers of Bible
classes made up
of these nation-
aljties. In the
line of home
mission work
carried on with-
in her own walls
Calvary Church
takes high rank,
and interest in
the good cause
is not confined
to a hard work-
ing few, but is
widespread

throughout the
entire member-
ship.

Dr. MacArthur regularly visits every family of
his congregation once each year, and is deeply
beloved by his people. He is married, has an
interesting family of five children, and resides on
Fifty Seventh Street, one block west of the
church. His study, however, is in the latter
building, being a very completely fitted up
apartment situated on the south side of the
auditorium, with stained glass windows over-
looking the street.

It may especially interest our Western readers
to learn that the New York letters in the Chicago
Standard signed ‘* Stuart” are written by Dr.
MacArthur. He isalso one of the editors of the
Baptist Quarterly Review,a ‘‘ reader” for the
publishing firm of Funk and Wagnalls, and was
associated with Dr. Robinson in preparing a
hymn book for use in the Baptist churches.

" From the foregoing a dim idea may be obtained

of the amount of work he accomplishes in the
course of a year.

Dr. MacArthur s, in fact, a living exemplifi-
cation of the truth of the adage that a busy man
is always the ready man when a good cause
needs an able supporter.

MATTHEW Wm'n:. JR.
POS

ERRATUM.—By an unfortunate shp of the
pen or the types, discovered too late for rectifica-
tion, Dr. Dix's age was ambiguously stated in
our biographical sketch in No. 263. He was
born in 1837, not 1827.

e
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

Proverss are potted wisdom.—Charles Buxton.

Lire is a short day, but it is a working day.—
Hannah More.

Tue perfection of the most complicated business
is !hgdperfcclmn of the system with which it is con-

duct

TiMe is the measure of business, as money is of
wares ; and business is bought at a dear hand
when there is small dispatch.— Bacon.

They who are most weary of life, and yet are
most unw:llmg to die, are such as have lived to no
purpose, who have rather breathed than lived.—
Earl of Clavendon.

NoTHiING good bursts all at once. The lightnin,
may dart out of a black cloud; but the day sends
his bright heralds before him to prepare the world
for his coming.—/are.
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A WISH.

a WOULDN'T be bothered with wealth,

And the care that its keeping attends ;
But I want what is richer—good

And a bevy of bonny g

—_— wse

Luke Walten:

THE CHICAGO NEWSBOY.
BY HORATIO ALGER, Jr.,
Author of ** The Young Acrobat". ** Bob Bur-
ton" ** Ragy .n’ftkf * Luck and

CHAPTER V.,
HOW LUKE ESCAPED.
HE attack was so sudden and unexpected
that Luke was for the moment incapable
of resistance, though in general quite
ready to defend himself. It was not till
he felt a hand in his pocket that he “‘pulled him-
sell together,” asthe English express it, and be-
gan to make things lively for his assailants.
“What are you
after 7" he demanded.
‘Do you want to rob
me ?"
* Give us the money,
and be quick about it.”
** How do you know 1
have any money "' asked

te.

Luke, beginning to sus-
pect in whose hands he
was,

** Never mind how!
Hand over that five dol-
lar bill," was the refll_y,
in the same hoarse whis-

per.

“1 know you now,
You're Tom Broaks,"
said Luke. *‘You're in
bad business.”

“No, I'm not Tom
Brooks.” It was Pat
who spoke now, **Come,
we have notime to lose.
Stephen, give me your
knife.”

The name was a
happy invention of Pat's
to throw Luke off the
scent. Hewas not him-
self acquainted with our
hero, and did not fear
identification.

“One of you two is
Tom Brooks,” said
Luke, firmly. ** You'd
better give up this at-
tempt at highway rob-
bery. If 1 summon an
officer you're liable to a
long term of imprison-
ment. I'll save you
trouble by telling you
that [ haven't any money
with me, except a few
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“This man must be one of the meanest of
men, No doubt he is living in luxury while we
are living from hand to mouth. Suppose you or
1 should fall sick! What would become of
us?”

“We won't borrow trouble, Luke. Let us
rather thank God for our present good health.
1f 1 should be sick 1t would not be as serious, as
if you were to become so, for you earn more
than twice as much as 1 do.”

“It ought not to be so, mother, for you work
harder than I do."

“When I get a sewing machine I shall be
able to contribute more to the common fund,”

i | hn‘pe that will besoon. Has Bennie gone
to bed

* Yes, he is fast asleep.”

* 1 hope fortune will smile on us before he is
much older than I. I can't bear the idea of
sending him into the street among bad boys,”

pennies."”

“Where's the five
dollar bill ?”

It was Tom who spoke -

now.

1 left it at home with my mother. It's Incky
I did, though you would have found it hard to
get it from me."

“1 don't believe it," said Tom, in a tone be-
traying disappointment.

“*You may search me if you like ; but.if a
policeman comes by you'd better take to your
heels.”

The boys appeared disconcerted.

** Is he lying P asked Pat.

“No," responded Tom.
he had the money.”

“Thank you for believing me. It is very
evident that one of you knows me. Good

“He'd own up if

night. You'd better find some other way of
getting hold of money."

*Wait a minute! Are you goin' to tell on
us? It wouldn't be fair to Tom Brooks. He
ain't here, but you might get him into trouble.”

“ I shan't get you into trouble, Tom, but I'm
afraid you bring trouble on yourself.”

Apparently satisfied with this promise, the
two boys slunk away in the darkness, and Luke
was leit to rooeed on his way unmolested.

“1 wouldn't have believed that of Tom,”
thought Luke. * I'm sorry it happened. If it
had been any one but me, and a cop had come
by, it would have gone hard with him. It's
lucky 1 left the money with mother, though I
don't think they'd have got it at any rate.”

Luke did not acquaint his mother with the at-
tempt that had been made to robhim. He well
knew that it would have made her very anxious
for him whenever he left the house. He merely
told of his visit, and of the sad plight of the
little bootblack,

**1 would like to have helped him, mother,"”
Luke concluded. *“If we hadn’t been robbed
of that money that father sent us—"

“ We could afford the luxury of doing good,"
said his mother, finishing the sentence for him.
Luke's face darkened with justifiable anger.

“I know it iswrong to hate any one, mother,”
he said; **but I am afraid I hate that man
Thomas Butler whom I have never seen.”

‘It is sometimes hard to feel like a Chris-
tian, Luke,” said his mother,

"FIUY, WE DON'T WANT TO BUY ANY PAPERS, NOR DOES MR, AFTON.

“1 have been accustomed to judge of the
newsboys by my son. Are there miny bad
boys among them 2"

“Many of them are honest, hard working
boys, but there are some black sheep among
them. I know one boy who tried to commit
highway robbery, stopping a parson whom he
had seen with money."

** Did he get ceught 2"

** No, he failed of his purpose, and no com-
plaint was made of him, though his intended
victim knew who his assailant was.”

“1 am glad of that. It would have been
hard for his poor mother if he had been con-
victed and sent to prison.”

This Mrs. Walton said without a suspicion
that it was Luke whom the boy had tried to
rob. 'When Luke heard his mother's comment
he was glad that he had agreed to overlook
Tom’s fault,

The next morning Luke went as usual to the
vicinity of the Sherman House, and began to
sell papers. He looked in vain for Tom Brooks,
who did not show up.

" Where is Tom Brooks ?" he asked of one of
Tom's friends.

“Tom's goin'to try another place,” said the
boy. ‘' He say's there's too many newshoys
round this corner. He thinks he can do better
somewhere's else.”

‘““Where ishe? Do you know ?"

*“I seed him near the corner of Dearborn, in
frontof ** The Saratoga."

““The Saratoga" is a well known restaurant
on Dearborn Street, which is the financial street
of Chicago, and given up largely to bankers,
brokers, and trust companis

“*Well, 1 hope he'll

Luke had the five dollar bill in his pocket,

es.
make out well,” said

but he knew that it was too early for the offices
on La Salle Street to be open. " He decided to
wait till about ten o'clock, when he might be
reasonably sure to find Mr. Afton.

Luke's stock of morning papers included the
Chicago Tribune, the Times, Hevaid and Inter-
Ocean, He seldom disposed of his entire stock
as early as ten o'clock, but this morning an-
other newsboy in addition to Tom was absent,
and Luke experienced the advantage of dimin-
ished competition,

As he sold the last paper the clocks struck

ten.

1 think it will do for me to go to Mr.
Afton’s office now,” thought Luke, ' 1f I don't
find him in I will wait.”

La Salle Street runs parallel with Clark. Itis
a busy thoroughfare, and contains many build-
ings cut up into offices, This was the case with
No. 155.

YOU CAN G0,"”

73

Luke entered the building, and scanned the
directory on either side of the door. He had no
difficulty in finding the name of Benjamin
Afton,

He had to go up two flights of stairs, for Mr,
Afton's office was on the third floor.

CHAPTER VL
MR. AFTON'S OFFICE.

R. AFTON'S office was of unusual size,
and fronted on La Salle Street. As
Luke entered he observed that it was
furnished better than the ordinary
business office. Indeed, it seemed to the occu-
pant the part of wisdom to make the room
where he spent so many hours of his time as
comfortable and even as luxurious as his means
would justify. On the floor was a handsome
‘Turkey carpet. The desks were of some rich
dark wood, and the chairs were as costly as those
in his library. In a closed book case at one end
of the room, surmounted by bronze statutettes,
was a full library of reference.

At one desk stood a tall man, perhaps thirty-
five, with red hair and prominent features. At
another desk was a young fellow of eighteen,
bearing a marked resemblance to the head
bookkeeper, There was besides a young man
of perhaps twenty two, sitting at
atable, apparently filing bills,

““Mr. Afton must be a rich
man to have such an elegant
office,” thought Luke,

The red haired bookkeeper
did not take the trouble to look
up to see who had entered the
office,

“‘Is Mr. Afton in?"
asked in a respectful tone.

The bookkeeper raised his
eyes for a moment, glanced at
Luke with a supercilious air,
and said curtly, * No I"

“* Do you know when he will
be in ?" continued the news-
boy.

" Quite indefinite.
your business, boy "

“* My business is with Mr. Af-
ton,” Luke answered,

“ Humph ! is it of an import-
ant nature ?” asked the book-
keeper with a sneer, as he re-
marked the plain, well worn
suit of the young visitor.

Luke smiled.

‘It is not very important,” he
answered, ““but 1 wish to see
Mr. Afton personally.”

** Whose office are you in ?"

** He isn't in any office, Uncle
Nathaniel,” put in the red haired
boy. ‘*He is a common news-
boy. 1 see him every
morning round the
Sherman House."”

“Ha! is that so?
Boy, we don’t want to
buy any papers, nor
does Mr. Afton, I am
sure. You can go.”

As the bookkeeper
spoke he pointed to the
door[.h

‘* [ have no s o
sell,” said Luk]:“::alhtt

rovoked ; ** but | come

ere on business with
Mr. Afton, and will take
the liberty to wait till he
comes. "

O my eyes! Ain't
he got cheek " ejacu-
lated the red haired
boy, ‘1 say, boy, do
you black boots as well
as sell s

b .\'uﬁ]ﬁnn'l."

*‘Some of the news-
boys do. 1 thought,
perhaps, you had got a
job to black Mr. Afton's
boots every morning.”

Luke, who was a
spirited boy, was fast
gewing angry,

“1 don't want to in-
terfere with you in any
way," he said.,

““What do you mean?"
demanded the red head-
ed boy, his cheeks riv-
aling his hair in color,

** I thought that might
— 3 dbe one of your d;])l{:a:]’;

i ¥, you impudent young vagabond !
Uncle Nathaniel, did you h:ayr ma‘f ! .

** Boy, you had better go,” said the book-
keeper, waving his hand.

“ You can leave your card,” added Fustis
Clark, the nephew.

Now it so happened that a friend of Luke's
had printed and given him a dozen cards a few
days previous, and he had them in his pocket at
that moment.

“ Thank you for the suggestion,” he said,
and walking up to the boy'sdesk he deposited on
it a card bearing this name in neat script :

LUKE WALTON.
i E_; kind enough to hand that to Mr. Afton,”
1

Luke

“What is

he said.
Eustis held up the card, and burst into a
ruffaw.

“Well, 1 never!"” he ejaculated. *' No, 1
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never did Mr. ‘Walton, your mnst obedmnt,"
with a ct

““The same to you!” said Luke, with a
smile.

‘1 never saw a newsboy put on such airs
before,” he said, as Luke left the office. ** Did
you, Uncle Nathaniel 2 Do you think he really
had any business with the boss ?”

** Probably he wanted to supply the office with

apers. Now stop fooling, and go to work.”

** They didn’'t seem very glad to see me,”
thought Luke. ‘I want to see Mr. Afton this
morning, or he may think that I have not kept
my word about the money.”

Luke stationed himself in the doorway at the
entrance to the building, meaning to intercept
Mr. Afton as he entered from the street. He
had to wait less than ten minutes. Mr. Afton
smiled in instant recognition as he saw Luke,
and seemed glad to see him.

“*Tam glad the boy justified my idea of him,”
he said to himself. *I would have staked a
thousand dollars on his honesty. Such a face
as that doesn't belong to a rogue.”

“1 am rather late,” he said.
been here long 2"

** Not very long, sir; I have been up in your
office.”

** Why didn't you sit down and wait for me 2"

““Idon't think the red haired gentleman cared
to have me. The boy asked me to leave my
card.”

Mr. Afton looked amused.

* And did you? 2" he asked.

*Yes, si

**Do you generally carry visiting cards ?
asked Mr. Afton, in some surprise,

“Well, 1 happeued to have some with me this
moming."

** Please show me one. So your name is Luke
Walton 2" he added, glancing at the card.

** Yes, sir ; ofiice corner Clark and Randolph
Streets."”

**1 will keep the card and bear it in mind."

**1 have brought your change, sir,” said Luke,
putting his hand in his pockct.

**You can come upstairs, and pay it to me in
the office. It will be more business-like.”

Luke was glad to accept the invitation, for it
would prove to the skeptical office clerks that he
really had business with their employer.

Eustis Clark and his uncle could not conceal
their surprise when they saw Luke following
Mr. Afton into the office.

There was a smaller room inclosed at one
corner, which was specially reserved for Mr. Af-

‘“ Have you

ton.

** Come here, Luke,” said he, pleasantly.

Luke followed him inside.

He drew from his pocket four dollars and
ninety eight cents, and laid them on the table
behind which his patron had taken a seat.

**Won't you please count it, and see if it is
right 2" he asked.

‘1 can see that it is, Luke. I am afraid I
have put you to more trouble than the profit on
the two papers I bought would pay for.”

““Not at all, sir. Besides, its all in the way
of business. I thank you for putting confidence
in me.”

“1 thought I was not mistaken in you, and
the result shows that I was right. My boy, I
saw that you had an honest face. 1am sure
that the thought of keeping back the money
never entered your head.”

** No, sir, it did not, thnu;,h one of the news-
boys advised me to Leep it

“ It would have been very short sighted as a
matter of policy. I will take this money, but I
want to encourage you in the way of well do-
ing.

He drew from his vest pocket a bill, and
extended it to Luke.

‘It 1sn’t meant as a reward for honesty, but
only as a mark of the interest I have begun to
feel in you."”

** Thank you, sir,” said Luke ; and as he took
the bill, he started in surprise, for it was ten
dollars.

** Did you mean to give me as much as this > "
he asked, doubtfully.

“ How much is it 2"

*“ Ten dollars.”

“1 thought it was five, but I am glad it is
more, Yes, Luke, you are very welcome to it.
Have you any one dependent upon you 2"

“* My mother. She will be very much pleased.”

‘ That's right, my lad. Always look out for
your mother. You owe her a debt which you
can never repay.”

**That is true, sir. But I would like to use a
part of this money for some one else.”

** For. yourself 2"

** No; but for a friend.”

Then he told in simple language of Jim Nor-
man, and how seriously his family was affected
by his sickness and enforced illne

‘Jim has no money to buy mPrhum‘< " he
concluded. * If vou don’t object, Mr. Afton, I
will give Jim's mother half this money, allcr
buying some cough medicine out of it.”

The merchant listened with approval.

“1am glad, Luke, you can feel for others,”
he said, * but I can better afford to help your
friend than you. Here is a five dollar bill. Tell
the boy it is from a friend, and if he should need
more let me know.”

** Thank you, sir,"” said Luke, fairly radiant as
he thought of Jim's delight. *' I won't take up
any more of your time, but will bid you good
morning.”

Probably Mr. Afton wished to give his clerk
a lesson, for he followed Luke to the door
of the outer office, and shook hands cordially
with him, saying : ** I shall be glad to have you
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call, when you wish to see me, Luke ;" adding.
‘* I may possibly have some occasional work for
you to do. If so, I knew where to find you.”

‘* Thank you, sir.”

‘ What's got into the old man?” thought
Gustis Clark. *‘ He treats that young ragamuf-
fin asif he were the president o?the bank. No
wonder the boy puts on airs, and carries visiting
cards.”

As Mr. Afton returned to his sanctum, Gustis
said with a grin, holding up the card :

**Mr. Walton left his card for you, thmkmg
you might not be in in time to see him.”

‘¢ Give it to me, if you please,” and the rich
man took the card without a smile, and put it
into his vest pocket, not seeming in the least sur-

“ Mr. Walton called to pay me some money,"”
he said, gravely. ** Whenever he calls invite
him to wait till my return.”

““Well I never did ! e)aculaled Gustis, rub-
bing an imaginary mustache in his perplexity.
““To treat a common newsboy that way !
wonder if the old man’s losing his intellect.”

CHAPTER VIIL
A STRANGE ENCOUNTER.

UKE went home that evening in high
spirits. The gift he had received from
Mr. Afton enabled him to carry out a
plan he had long desired to realize,

but had been prevented from so doing by pov-

erty. It was to secure a sewing machine for his
mother, and thus increase her earnings while
diminishing her labors. He stopped at an es-
tablishment not far from Clark Street, and en-
tering the show room, asked: ‘* What is the

price of your sewing machines 2"

** One in a plain case will cost you twenty-five
dollars.”

** Please show me one.”

** Do you want it for your wife 2" asked the
salesman, smiling.

‘* She may use it sometime.
use it first.”

The salesman pointed out an instrument with
which Luke was well pleased.

** Would you like to see how it works 2"

** Yes, please.

“ Miss \lorrls please shuw this young man
how to operate the machine. "

In the course of ten minutes Luke got a fair
idea of the method of operating.

** Do you require the whole amount down ? "
asked Luke,

“No; we sell by instalments, if preferred.”

 What are your terms ? "

“‘ Five dollars first payment, and then a dollar
a week, with interest on the balance till paid.
Of course a customer is at liberty to shorten the
time of payment if he prefers.”

* Then I think I will engage one,” Luke de-
cided.

“* Very well ! Come up to the desk, and give
me your name and address. On payment of
five dollars, we will give you a receipt on ac-
coum specifying the terms of paying the balance,

etc.

My mother will

Luke transacted his busin ss, and made ar-
rangements to have the machine delivered any
time after six o'clock when he knew he would be
at home,

‘*That's a good job,” he said to himself.
‘¢ And the best of it is, I've got five dollars left,
to fall back upon in case of bad luck. It will
pay five weeks' instalments, if I don't succeed in
saving enough in any other way.”

As Luke was coming out of the sewing
machine office he saw Tom Brooks just passing.
Tom looked a little uneasy, not feeling certain
whether Luke had recognized him as one of his
assailants or not the evening previous.

Luke felt that he had a right to be angry.
Indeed he had it in his power to have Tom ar-
rested, and charged with a very serious crime—
that of highway robbery. But his good luck
made him good natured.

““Good evening, Tom,” he said.
see \ou selling papers today.”

1 was on Dearborn Htreel v

4%, He doesnl know it was me,” thought Tom,
congratulating himself. ** Have you been buy-
ing a sewing machine ? "

This was said in joke.

** Yes," answered Luke consids*rably to Tom's
surprise. **I have bought one.

“ How much 2"

‘“Twenty five dollars.”

““ Where did you raise twenty five dollars ?
You're foolin’."”

1 bought it on the instalment plan.
five dollars down.”

*Oho!” said Tom, nodding «wmﬁc‘m\lw.
“1 know where you got that money.

“ Where did I'? "

“ From the g(-mk-man who bought a couple
of papers yesterday.”

**You've hit it ngh! the first time.”

** I thought you weren't no better than the rest
of us—you that pretended to be so extra honest.”

** What do you mean by that, Tom Brooks ?”

*You pretended that you were going to give
back the man's change, and spent it after all. 1
thought you weren't such a saint as you pre-
tended to be.”

** I see you keep on judging me by yourself,
Tom Brooks. took round the money this
morning, and he gave it to me.”

‘“Is that true ? "

*“Yes; I generally tell the truth.”

‘1 didn't

1 paid

*Then you're lucky. If T'd returned it, he
wouldn't have given me a cent.”
“* It's best to be honest on a/l occasions," said

ILuke, looking significantly at Tom, who colored

up, for he now saw that he had been recognized
the night before.

Tom sneaked off on some pretext, and Luke
kept on his way home.

*“Did you do well today, Luke?” asked
Bennie.

““Yes, Bennie, very well.”

“ How much did you make 2"

““I'll tell you by and by. Mother, can I help
you about the supper 2"

““You may toast the bread, Luke. 1 am go-
ing to have your favorite dish—milk toast."

*All right, mother. Have you been sewing
today 2"

**Yes, Luke. I sat so long in one position
that I got cramped.”

** I wish you had a sewing machine.”

“So do I, Luke; but I must be patient. A
semng nuchme costs more money than we can
afford.”

**One can be got for twenty five dollars, I
have heard.”

““Thatisa gnod deal of money to people in
our sition.”

/e may as well hope for one. I shouldn’t
be s\)r;”iscd if we were able to buy a sewing
machine very soon.”

Meanwhile Luke finished toasting the bread,
and his mother was dipping it in milk when a
rapid step was heard on the stairway, the door

was unceremoniously opened, and Nancy's red
head was thrust into the room.
 Please, Mrs. Walton,” said Nancy, breath-

less, ** there's a man du\\ n stairs
machine which he says is for you

““There must be some mistake,
haven't ordered any sewing machine.

*Shall I send him off, ma'am ?"

““ No, Nancy,"” said Luke ; **it’sall right.
go down stairs and help him bring it up.”

**How is this, Luke 2" asked Mrs. Walton,
bewildered.

**T'll explain afterwards, mother.”

Up the stairway and into the room came the
sewing machine, and was set down near the
window. Bennie surveyed it with wonder and
admiration.

When the man who brought it was gone,
Luke explained to his mother how it had all
come about.

**You see, mother, you didn’t have to wait
long,” he concluded.

‘1 feel deeply thankful, Luke,” said Mrs.
Walton.  *1 can do three times the work I
have been accustomed to do, and in much less
time. This Mr. Afton must be a kind and
charitable man.”

‘1 like him better than his clerk: said
Luke. *“There is a red headed bookkeeper
and boy there who tried to snub me, and keep
me out of the office. I try to think well of red
headed people on account of Nancy, but I can’t
say I admire them.”

After supper Walter gave his mother a lesson
in operating the machine. Both found that it
required a little practice, but Mrs. Walton felt
sure that in a day or two she would become fa-
miliar with its use.

‘The next morning as Luke was standing at his
usual corner, he had a surprise.

A gentleman came out of the Sherman
House and walked slowly up Clark Street. As
he passed Luke, he stopped and asked, ** Boy,
have you got the /nter Ocean ?'

Luke naturally looked up in his customer's
face while he was picking out the paper. He
paused in the greatest excitement.

The man was on the shady side of fifty,
nearly six feet in height, with a dark complex-
won, kair tinged with gray, and a wart on the
upper part of his right cheek !

(70 be continued.)
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CORRESPONDEN

We are always zlad to oblize our readers to the extent
of our abilities, but in justice to all only such questions
as are of general interest

We huve on file a number of quer :
swered in thelr turn as s0on As space permits,

E. T., Willimantic, Conn. No premium on the
half dime of 1831.

E. O., Brooklyn, N. Y. We will bind your vol-
ume for $1 and express charges.

No. 41, Keyport, N. J. The name nf the State of
Ark:u\s.n s pronounced ** Arkansazw.'”

Mattapan, Mass. All the numbers of
hulh Vol Tand Vol. 1Tare out of print.
w Susscriper, Cameron, Mo.  No premium on
lhc h.ﬂf dollar of 1821, nor on that of 1834.

G. L., New York City. The average height of a
boy of fourteen is 4 ft. 11 in. ; weight, 86 pounds.

W.C. T., New York City. There isa premium
of from three to five cents on the gold dollar of
1873,

W. K., Brooklyn, N. Y. The avera
a young man of zo is 133 pounds;

1-4 in,

W. H. T., Providence, R. I. You must give a
fuller description of your ten cent bill before we
can decide as to its value,

CoTS Phﬂudelphl' Pa, The vanilla bean
grows on a bush. The U mud States consumes
a greater amount of coffee than does England.

Iowa, Boston, Mass. 1. The old Scottish flag
was a red lion ra c;mm on a yellow ground. a.
William Wallace and Robert Bruce were Catholics.

e weight of
eight, s ft.

NUMBER 265.

X XX, Milford, N.]J. Your coin is a British
half penny of the reign'of William and Mary, and
retails for from 75 cents to $1, according to condi-
ton.

F.M. H,,

nglmm We have already re-
printed in Muxskv's POruLAR SEKIES stories Irx
early volumes of the Am,n\\ and are continually
adding to the list.

A Reaver, New York City.
connected with the New York
the auditor in his room, secon:
office, Park Row side.

M. H. T. K., New York City. The words
' poslllmid" and ‘' postage pru&uid" mean that the
cost of sending a book orarticle by mail will be de-
frayed by the advertiser.

Carraiy WitLiam Irvine, care of FHerald, Brad-
dock, Pa.. will be glad to hear from boys between 13
and 16and over s feet in height, desirous of join-
ing the Duquesne Cadets,

Lukre Warton, New Haven, Conn. 1. Wewould

recommend mquun ~and generous application of
soap and water. 2. You are getting very fair pay
indeed for a beginner in the printing business.
. Washington, D. C. Yes, a gold pe
andsome Christmas
ent for a young man to mak young ladv. Or
a silver pen holder would also, we do_not doubt, be
very acceptable.

K. McK., Irving Park, TIl. 1. * Jack Wheeler"
will be No. 6 in Munsey's PorvLar Sexies, We can-
not say whether or not the other story named will
appear in this form. =z Not yet decided. 3.
Possibly. 4. The gentleman lives in New Jersey,
and is not d minister,

D. P. B., New York City, a Massachusetts man
himself, informs us that it was the ) assachusetts
6th Regiment, and not the Sth, (as stated in reply
to ** A Politician’ in No. 261) that was attacked by
a mob, during the war, in Baltimore. We here.
with make the correction, with thanks to D. P. B.

C. H. P., South Rehoboth, Mass. 1. We should
think a 20 inch velocipede \\ould be rather awk-
ward fora s foot boy to ride. You will have al-
ready noticed that stories by nhur Lee Putnam
are to be included in Munsev's PoPULAR Skkiks,
The other author named may also be represented,
although this is not certain.

E. W. R., West Troy, N. Y. The stories
fonnln;.' the ** Ragged Dick Series’ were ongin-
ally published over twenty years ago in the
dent and Schoolma a4 magazine that long since
went out of existence, The only \\'.AE;( in which
you can procure the stories now is in book form.
Ve can supply you with the volumes, postpaid, at
the regular price, $1.25 each.

T., Allegheny City, Pa. 1. No premium on
ar of 1823. 2. The frsl story of the
Deerfoot Series, ** Humers of the Ozark,'"did nor
run through the ARGOsY. The first of our s Is
in which the character appearcd was in - The
Camp in the Mountains,” which began in No. a1z,
last volume. * The Lost Whale Boat,” which
was publishetd in Vol. 111, treated of an Arctic ex-
pedition.  The numbers containing it can be ob-
tained only in bound volume form

D
EXCHANGES.

Our exchange column is open, free of charge, to sub-
scribers and weekly l)urclmwn of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY,
but we cannot publish exchanges of firearnis,hivds' e
dangerous chemicals, or any objectionable or worth
articles; uor exchanges for “offers,” nor any excl
of pupers, except those sent by re
tain buck numbers or volumes of Tk GoLn

We must disclaim all m,nmn.ml) fOr transactions
made through this depastment. Al who intend to
make an exchange should bef elare doiug 50 write lor par-
|.|4 nl\lu to the address give;

Wo' live on file.a mmper of exchanges, which will be
publ shed in their tUrn Ak K00n 88 spuce periit

S. McCartney, 1250 Magazine St., New Orleans,
La. Books, for books,

John S. Tyrie, Methuen, Mass,
valued at $10, for a scroll saw.

F. F. Philipson, Box 932 Woburn, Mass. Books
on insects, botany, etc., for other books or maga-
zines.

F. Fuller, 13 Spring St., Danbur
trombone or mandolin, for a
clarionet.

O\gw)d Box 24, Peabody, Mass. A new
n's photo outtit, for a scroll saw worth from

On all business
st office a) {Aply to
floor of the main

e
lers who wisl to ob-

N ARGOSY.

A "telescope,

v, Conn. Aslide
flat cornet or

Harry Qmuh Smith’s Station, Ala. The Uni-
versal printing uulli(, valued at $1, for az24 inch
football of equal value.

H. L. Price, 3341 Morgan St., St. Louis, Mo. A
Baltimore No. self  inking press, with outfit,
valued at $8, fur stamps,

Steve C. Huntington, Water Works, Aurora, Ill.
A pair of 10 patent lever skates, cost $2, for a
hand scroll saw and patterns,

G. Winkler, Box ;:n7, Boston, Mass.  Five
photos of prnl( ssional ball players, for a photo of
Anson, of the Chicago team,

George D. Morris, Gambier, O. Long primer
Roman type, 71-2 lm in good condition, for a
Weeden engine in good ‘order.

H. S. Clark, Mount Union, O. Natural history
specimens, or a scroll saw, for an electric bell, or a
volume of Tue GoLpex \m,n\).

. Lambert, Jamesport, Mo. Books, fossils,

E ¢, silver and copper ore, tn tags, post-
cte., for mincrals, arrow heads, or curi-

George R,
Brooklyn, N. ¥
Genesta
condition.

jmcph Malcolm, Jr., 195 Water St., Brooklyn,

A 17 ft. row hmu with rudder, hearly new,
f()r‘\ self xnkmg press, not less than s by 7, and 2
fonts of type.

A. L. Dorsey, 270 Main St., Scranton,Pa. A magic
lantern with 1z slides, 59 views, and a fancy cur-
tain, for a pair of patent lever or all clamp ice

5.0

Perry, 29 Lincoln Place, South
. Three bool and a piece of the
broken bowsprit, for a football in good

skates worth $1

ler, 1105 Maple St., De Moines,
County Gazette, of Kingston,
m.unmg notice of Wash-

3
The (/ster
, of Jan. 4, 1800,

lnglun'\‘ death

J C. Worley, Odessa, \h»

pair of all clam \u 101ce_skat

the Camping Out Serie . A. Stephens, lur
Vol. T or IV of Tug buwm ARGOSY.

A magic lantern .md
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THE CHRISTMAS KISS.
BY FOSTER COATES.

CLosE to the hearth hung two little socks,
Of two chubby boys, with curly brown locks,
ho had just crept into their be
Thcy rolled, and tossed, and pmuled like boys,
0( l S, and sleds, and childish toys,
then they covered their heads.
One hastened on to the City of Nod,
‘Whereold Father Time, with his magical rod,
Sits on his Kingly throne,
Tke other one waited, with wide open eyes,
Then slipped out of bed in glad surprise,
To find he was all alone.
‘Two little bare feet crept over the floor,
And their owner glanced at the half n{):n door,
Then a tiny sock pinned to the wal
*“ This one is for ma a—the clock struck eleven,
** And give her this you'll find her in heaven
No matter how late | you call.”
If old St. Peter would tell all he knew,
He would say that an angel his gates passed
through,
And left a heaven of bliss,
To go to that room, to that chubby faced child,
And look in his eyes, so tender and mild,
As she took for herself that kiss !

[ This story commenced in No. 251.]

Gilbert the Trapper;

THE HEIR IN BUCKSKIN.
By GAPTAIN C. B. ASHLEY,
Author of * Luke Bennett's Hide Out,” etc.

CHAPTER XLIL
THE DESERTER'S FATE.

AWSON took possession of the canvas
bag that contained his dead comrade’s
rations, laid the cape of his overcoat
tenderly upon his white face, and said

“good by " in a suppressed whisper, and has-

tened from the spot. Much as he needed a

fresh supply of provisions, and certain as he

would have been to starve to death without
them, Dawson wished from the bottom of his
heart that he had never seen his comrade again.

He could not get the remembrance of that pale

face out of his mind, and he knew that those

fixed, staring eyes would go with him to his
grave.

Dawson’s objective point was the Durango
stage road, and in order to reaclr it he was
obliged to take his back trail for about fifty
miles, after which his course lay at right oblique
for a good hundred miles farther. If he could
only accomplish the first part of his journey
without getting into any trouble, Dawson was
certain that he would be safe ; for the last hun-
dred miles lay through a country that was set-
tled by stockmen, who would do all in their
power to help him along.

“*But it is winter,” the deserter kept saying
to himself, ‘“and there is no telling what the
weather will be. Is it possible that I alone am
left of the party which set out from the fort six-
teen days ago with such high hopes? It seems
as though I had had time to grow gray since I
last saw the stockade that was worse than a
prison to me, and whether or not I have made
anything by deserting it remains to be seen.”

As long as pleasant weather continued, Daw-,

son got on well enough ; but before he had left
Sweetwater Canyon twenty five miles behind,
the very thing he was most afraid of—a bliz-
zard—burst upon him, and drove him into a
gully for shelter.

After that storms came thick and fast; and
although they did not wholly stop his progress,
they delayed him so much that, in spite of the
most pinching economy in the expenditure of
food, his supplies were all gone before he saw
the first sign of a human habitation.

For ten days the sun never showed himself,
there was not a single landmark to guide him,
and when at last, after struggling hopelessly,
almost aimlessly forward, until he was ready to
drop from fatigue, he stumbled into the camp
he had occupied two nights before; when this
happened, Dawson gave up in despair. The
only thing left for him to do was to kill his
horse, cook as much of the flesh as his haver-
sack would hold, and make a fresh start wit/iout
his bundle. He had held fast to it as long as
he could, but found himself obliged to give it
up after all his efforts to save it.

His horse must have divined his master’s in-
tentions regarding him, for he stood quietly
until the packs were taken off his back, and
then made off at the top of his speed. As
quickly as he could, Dawson caught up his car-
bine to stop him; but he was too weak to hold
the weapon steady ; the bullet went wild, and
the steed dxsappeared

The deserter was left to his fate.

‘We must now return to Gus and Jerry War- -

ren, whom we left standing on their uncle's
porch, v.atchin% him and Gilbert the trapper
as they started for Sweetwater Canyon,

“ There is one thing about this business,”said
Gus ; **we have not been sent to the fort for
safe keeping, as we were when Uncle Jack went
off after the Indians, and consequently we are
our own masters. We had no orders to stay
about the house all the time, and I shall go and
come as I please.”

And it pleased Gus, and Jerry as well, to stay
about the house very little of the time, and to
be in their saddles from daylight until dark.
Their principal place of resort was a fertile val-
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ley among the hills, into which Uncle Jack and
Mr. Wilson had driven their cattle at the very
first sign of bad weather.

There they hunted and raced their ponies to
their hearts’ content, perfectly sheltered from
the storms that beat so pitilessly upon Uncle
Jack and his party, and there they often passed
their nights in camp with the cowboys, listen-
ing to their stories, and acquiring much lore of
the plains.

It was on a cold, bright morning, about three
weeks after Giibert and the rest set out for the
cache, that the remarkable thing happened of
which I spoke awhile back. The boys had
spent the night in the valley with their uncle’s
herdsmen, and were on their way to the ranch,
when Jerry, who was riding a little in advance
of his brother, suddenly drew rein, and after
raising his hand to attract Gus's attention,
pointed steadily and silently before him. Gus
looked, and saw a thin cloud of smoke rising
toward the sky. Beyond a doubt there was a
camp fire where that smoke came from, but
they could not see it.

** Looks as though it came out of the ground,
don’t it 2" whispered Jerry.

““Yes; but of course it doesn't,” answered
his brother. ‘‘There must be a g-ul]y about
there. See any signs of it 2 Well, let’s ride up
and see what we can find.”

‘When he first came to the plains Gus Warren
would not have been reckless enough to make a
proposition like that, and even if he had, Jerry
would not have been so prompt to agree to it
as he was now. They would have turned their
horses with one accord, and made all  haste to
ride back to the cowboys and report the matter
to them ; or else they would have given the in-
visible camp a wide berth, and started for the
house with increased speed. Uncle Jack had
tried to impress upon them the fact that it was
quite as dangerous to make promiscuous ac-
quaintances on an Indian reservation as it was in
the city, and advised them not to be too familiar
with every stranger they might encounter during
their lenely drives.

But they had lived among the cowboys long
enough to imbibe some of their reckless spirit,
and they never thought of going home without
first taking a peep into that camp. They ex-
pected to find it deserted, but still they did not
neglect to prepare for emergencies. They laid
their Winchesters across their saddles in front of
them, and kept their thumbs on their hammers.

Riding side by side the boys urged their
ponies ﬁ)rward, and in a few minutes came
within sight of the gully, and stopped on the
bank above the smouldering bed of coals from
which the smoke arose.

There was a camp there, sure enough, but it
was not deserted. A figure, the ghost of a
man, lay in front of the fire. He was clad ina
suit of army blue which was badly tattered and
torn, his brogans were so full of holes that they
afforded his feet but little protection from the
cold, his hands were white and bloodless, and
his whole frame was emaciated to the last de-
gree. His head was pillowed upon a bundle
tied up with a rope, ang near him lay a blanket
and a carbine. There was a keen wind blowing
up the gully, and Jerry wondered why he had
not wrapped the blanket around him before he
went to sleep.

““It's one of the deserters,”
tone.

“*1 believe you're right,” replied Gus. *‘‘ But
is he asleep or dead? Hallo, there!"” he
shouted, without waiting for his brother to
speak.

' said he, in a low

CHAPTER XLIIL
6US WARREN'S DISCOVERY,

HE man raised his head, gazed about him
with a bewildered air, and when he saw
the boys standing on the bank above him,
stretched a trembling hand out toward

his carbine.

‘“None of that,” said Gus, promptly. * We
are friends, and if ever a man needed friends I
guess you do.”

““That's so,” answered the soldier, in a faint
voice. **That's so. 1 am starving by inches,
and this thing right here under my head is what
brought me to it.”

““What's in it ? " asked Jerry.

““Dust and nuggets and greenbacks and
money of every sort,” was the astounding reply,
““ As much as a million dollars’ worth ; or else a
thousand, I don’t know which, Seems as if my
brain was frozen, for I don't know how I came
by it or where 1 got it, or anything about it.”

‘“Ah! He's cracked,” said Jerry.

“ But whatever it is, it is all mine, all mine,
and I will share with nobody,” continued the
man, once more thrusting his hand out toward
his carbine, but instantly drawing it back again
when he saw the black muzzle of Gus’s Win-
chester rising up toward his head. * Go away
and let me alone. 1 shan't go halves with you
or anybody. Do you happen to have a bite to
eat about you? [ am starving.”

**'We haven't a thing,” replied Jerry, ‘ but we
can soon take you where you can get plenty
Come out of that, and we will give you a hors:

““You must be a trifle cracked yourself if you
think he can climb out of that gully and get
upon a horse,” Gus interposed. *‘Can’t you
see that he is too far gone to sit up 2"

As if to confirm his words, the deserter, for it
was Dawson and nobody else, made a feeble ef-
fort to get upon his feet, but his strength failed
him, and he fell heavily back upon the ground
again.

* Don't try it,”

exclaimed Gus, * Wait till

you get something to eat. Now then,” he added,
in a lower tone, ** it would be barbarous for us
both to go off and leave this poor fellow to suf-
fer alone, so if you will go to the house after
help, I will stay with him. I can at least build
up his fire and throw a blanket over him. Do
you think you can find the trail without any
trouble 2"

“ Of course I can.”

““Well, stay here and keep him covered till 1
find some way to get down to him. He seems
possessed with a desire to use that carbine of his,
and I don’t want him to shoot me. He doesn't
know what he is about.”

““Do you suppose the loon has anything of
value in that bundle 2"

“*No, I'don’t. When you get home tell Sam
to bring some tea with him, and anything he has
to eat that's nourishing. He had better fix up
some sort of a litter, also, for that man never
could stay on a horse, Now look sharp, and
warn me if he picks up that carbine.”

Gus rode away, looking everywhere for a place
to descend into the ravine, and shortly disap-
peared from the view of his brother, who sat on
his horse, keeping a close watch over the de-
serter. But the latter made no move after he
fell back upon his bundle, until he heard Gus
coming down the gully, and then he merely
turned his head and looked at him.

As soon as he had seen his brother dismount
and tie his horse, Jerry galloped toward the
ranch, while Gus went to work to make the de-
serter a little more comfortable. His first care
was to place the carbine and his own Winches-
ter safely out of reach, and his second to draw
the man’s clothing snugly about him previous to
wrapping him up in his blanket. Although the
latter seemed conscious of what he was doing he
made no remark, not even when Gus picked up
and examined a letter that dropped from his
pocket, while he was buttoning the deserter's
overcoat.

Gus started as if he had been shot when his
eye fell upon some words that were written on
the outside of that letter, and instead of putting
it back into the soldier’s pocket, he put it into
his own ; and Dawson, if he saw the movement
and had sense to understand it, never objected
to it.

The boy's face was white with excitement as
he picked up the hatchet and left the camp to
cut some wood for the fire. Assoon as he could
do so without being observed, he drew the letter
from his pocket and read—

For my beloved boy, Gilbert Hubbard Nevins.
A short history of his life, together with instructions
how to proceed to find his friends, if any are living
at the time this paper falls into his hands.

““Set Jerry and me down for a couple of
blockheads,” said Gus, to himself, putting the
letter carefully away again, and sinking the
hatchet deep into the first sapling within reach,
“Why didn’t we suspect something like this the
minute that soldier told us he had nuggets and
dust in his bundle ? Well, Gilbert Nevins, you
can thank our family for your good fortune.”

Gus made a roaring fire, and then sat down
and saw it burn. He never spoke to the de-
serter except to assure him, in response to his
piteous appeals for a bite to eat, that he would
soon have more food placed before him than he
could possibly get away with. He was thinking
of Gilbert the trapper, and tried to picture to
himself the intense and bitter disappointment he
would experience when he reached his father's
cache, and found that some one had been there
before him.

‘* He might have stayed right here, and his
fortune would have come to him without effort
on his part to find it,” said Gus to himself.
“Why don’t he come home? But hold on!
What if this man has been deceiving us, and
this isn’t the bundle that came from the cac/e ?
He is plainly crazy, and one of his comrades
could have given him a blanket full of rocks, in
exchange for the one that contained the nuggets,
and he never would have known a thing about
it

This reflection put Gus Warren on nettles,

CHAPTER XLIV.
DAWSON IS TAKEN IN CHARGE.

T the end of three hours the rattle of ap-
proaching hoofs and the sound of voices
in conversation awoke Gus Warren from
a reverie into which he had fallen, and

put an end to his suspense. They also aroused
the deserter, who turned his head and looked at
the boy with eyes full of apprehension.

“You will have something to eat in a few
minutes,” said Gus, encouragingly. *‘ Some of
my uncle’s cowboys are coming, and they will
take you to the house, where )ou will be sure of
good treatment.”

‘1 don't want to be sent back to Fort Shaw,”
said Dawson, in a querulous tone. ** They'll
court martial me and send me to prison.”

Before Gus left the camp, he took the pre-
caution to secure his rifle and Dawson's carbine.
He did not consider it safe to leave such danger-
ous things where the half demented man could
get his hands upon them. He hastened up the
gully to meet the approaching horsemen, and
was glad to see that Sam had complied with his
suggestions in regard to the litter. One of the
ponies had a surcingle buckled around his body,
and to the sides of it were fastened a couple of
stout, springy poles, whose ends trailed behind
on the ground. Between these poles a blanket
had been suspended in readiness to receive the
helpless form of the deserter.

*“What’s the matter with you?"” exclaimed
Jerry, who was surprised at the look he saw on
his brother’s face. ‘* Has that man—eh 2"
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““Don't talk so loud,” cautioned Gus, at the
same time pulling from his pocket the letter of
which 1 have spoken. *‘That man has robbed
Gilbert's cac/e, and I believe he's got the nuggets
and dust in his bundle, ’

**Why, how does it come that he knew any
thing about that cacke ?" demanded Jerry, as
soon as he could speak, while Sam took the !elter
and read the words that were written upon the
outside of it.

‘I don't know,” replied Gus. ** Perhaps he
will tell us all we want to know after he has re-
covered strength enough to talk about it.
That's pretty good evidence, isn't it, Sam ?"
continued Gus, who then went on to tell how he
had happened to find the letter.

** I should say so,” answered the herdsman.
“* Now keep perfectly quiet about it. Don't act
as though you suspected him of doing anything
out of the w,

** Will you give him up to the officers of the
post 2" asked Jerry.

“That depends, We'll wait till your uncle
and his party get back before we decide upon
anything "

There was something in the ring of the herds-
man's voice when he uttered these words that
made Gus and Jerry look wild. A terrible sus-
picion seized upon them at once.

s “Do you think—do you suspect,” began
us.

‘* I don't think or suspect nothing,” answered
Sam. * But a fellow who will steal will do
worse, and not one step outside the house does
this man go, after we get him there, till Uncle
Jack and his company return. If they show up
in due time all right ; it will rest with old Jack
to say what shall be done with the deserter. But
if they don't show up, and we can find no trace
of them. this man won’t never be tried by no
court martial, I bet you.”

The herdsman said no more, but motioned
Gus to lead the way to Dawson’s camp.
Could it be possible, the boy asked himself, that
the deserter had fallen in with Uncle Jack and
his party and killed them to get possession of
these valuables ? The idea was preposterous.
They were all brave men and good shots, and it
was not to be supposed that they could be easily
overpowered or outwitted and robbed. But
still Gus approved of Sam's determination to
hold fast to the man until Uncle Jack re-
turned.

While he was thinking about it he and the
cowboys came within s:ghl of the camp.

‘‘ Hallo, pardner,” exclaimed Sam, as he
walked past the fire and leaned over the pros-
trate man, . “‘ Well, if itain’t Bud Dawson I'm
asinner. You al“a)s said you would desert the
first ;,ood chance you got, but what made you
take winter for it 2 Your uncle is all right," he
whispered to Gus. ‘* At Jeast this man never
harmed him. He hasn't pluck enough to harm
a chicken.”

Dawson started a little at the sound of his
name, and looked closely at the face that was
bending over his own, but he did not seem to
recognize it.

** Yes, it'’s me,” he managed toreply. *‘ But1
never saw you before. I have nothing for you.
1 said I wouldn't go snucks with anybody, and 1
meant it.”

As he said this he raised himself to a sitting
posture, and tried with all his remaining strength
to move his bundle to the other side of him, out
of the herdsman’s reach ; but he could not stir it
an inch.

‘* Jerry said there wasn't anything of value in
that bundle,” soliloquized Sam, ‘ but I think
different.  All right, pard,” he added, aloud.
‘““Hold fast to your plunder, and we will give
you something to eat.”

*“ You might have done it long ago, instead of
standing there doing nothing.”

The herdsman, who was above saying any-
thing to anger an irresponsible being, issued
some rapid commands, and in a few minutes the
fire was roaring merrily again, and savory odors
filled the air. Dawson begged for a crust of
bread, but Sam would not give it to him, for
fear that his stomach would not retainit. He
kept him waiting until the broth he had ordered
prepared was ready, and then stubbornly resist-
ing the man's efforts to take the dish from his
hands, fed it to him by the spoonful. Of course
it was a tedious process to feed him in this way,
and to Sam’s disappointment he could not get
enough down him to loosen his tongue.

*Now,” said Sam, at last, ‘‘you have had
enough for the present. Put him on my back,
a couple of you, and I will carry him out of the
gully. The litter would jolt him too much go-
ing over these rocks.”

““Who will look out for my bundle ?" asked
Dawson.

“Jerry and I wlll attend to that,” replied
Gus. ‘*When you get to the house you will
find it close at your heels.”

*“What's in it 2" asked one of the cowboys.

¢ Oh, there's dust and nuggets enough to
make me rich if I ever live to reach home. But
it's all mine, every bit of it.”

** Where did you get so much plunder ?” said
Sam. ‘' You were a high privale in the rear
rank the last time I saw you.

But Dawson was not yet ready to say any
thing on that point. He simply shook his head
and looked wise, and that led the cowboys to
suspect that he had more sense than they had
given him credit for. It also aroused the ire of
the chief herdsmen, who found opportunity to
say to Gus that Dawson would have to tell a
pretty straight story before he and the cow! boys
would let him go scot free.

(Z0 be concluded.)
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+>GHRISTMAS+1887.<

CHRISTMAS s here with festal cheer,
With glee and mirvthful rout

Again draws near the glad New Year,
With joy bells pealing out.

Let Santa Claus be king foday—
A merry monarch he

And let all hearts beneath his sway
Be filled with revelry.

In sports and games the hours employ
That blithely pass away ;

Let girl and boy, with pride and joy,
Their Christmas gifts display.

At eve beside the Yule log's blaze
Let parted friends make meeting,
Upon this golden day of days—

Such is our Christmas greeting !
—Richard H. Titherington.

NUMBER 265.
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OX CHRISTMAS DAY.
BY MARIE LE BARON.
BrinG in good cheer and be merry,
Dance and ring out glad song ;
The stars of a Bethlehem desert
Looked down on a Christ happy throng.
Go ye in hovel and highway,
Guests to bring in to the feast ;
Angels shall unawares greet ye
In those the world counteth least.
Sound the sweet Christ loving anthem—
Echoes will bear it on high—
To the angels made joyous forever
By Christmas of love in the sky.
Bow down and worship the spirit
Of the feast, the invisible King ;
Lo! He cometh in scarlet and purple
To gather a world’s offering.

OUR JAGUAR SKINS.

BY GEORGE H. COOMER.
FOR a full year Arthur Brown and
"

myself had sailed in the brig Quad-

roon as boys before the mast.
During this time the ves-
sel had entered and
cleared at a number of
ports on -the Caribbean
Sea and the Gulf of Mex-
ico, getting freight
wherever she could; but
at length, at Tampico, on
the Mexican coast, the
captain sold her for a
good price, and we re-
ceived our discharge.

We were not at all sorry
for this, as we would now
have an opportunity of
looking about us, such as
we could not otherwise
have hoped for.

Having remained in the
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“ Look out that you don't get info a
jaguar skin yourselves,” replied Talbot;
*“that's all.”

The fellow in the cage rubbed his
fierce, beautiful head against the bars, as
he went pushing to and fro with a strong,
catlike motion, and his presence seemed
to add emphasis to his owner's words.
He was the very embodiment of muscu-
lar power.

Bidding our countryman good by for
the time, we went on board a clumsy
trading craft bound up the lagoon called
Lake Tampico, into which the Tampico
River empties. The four Mexicans who
composed the crew apparently .made
themselves merry at our expense, but we
understood very little of what they said.
It was all, however, in perfect good na-
ture, as we could not help seeing, so that
it rather amused us than otherwise. We
knew that they were calling us muche

quaint Mexican seaport
tll our stay seemed to
promise nothing more of novelty,
we resolved upon learaing some-
thing of the region in the interior.

Both of us were accustomed to the
use of guns, and as we were now in
a country abounding with game, it
was natural that our thoughts should
turn toward hunting. We hadsome
gold pieces in our pockets for all
our necessary expenses, and it
would be easy to get a passage up
the Tampico River in some one of
the numerous éungos employed upon
it

We hoped to find deer and wild
cattle—and though our apprehen-
sions of jaguars and pumas were a
little startling, there was still a kind
of fascination in the thought of hav
ing to encounter such animals. A
ferocious beast a hundred miles off
does not seem so terrible as when
he is within six rods.

We hired two serviceable double
barreled guns of an American named
Talbot, who kept a variety shop
near the water, and who furnished
us also with the few other articles
we thought it necessary to carry—
such as blankets, hunting knives and a
few pounds of flour, together with can-
teens for water, and, of course, a good
stock of ammunition. ;

Talbot said he hoped we would bring
back the guns, and that should we suc-
ceed in doing this, we might think our-
selves lucky. In a cage on his premises
he had a full grown jaguar, which had
been captured when a cub.

“How would you like to meet such a
fellow in the woods?" asked the shop-
keeper, as we paused before the cage
after completing our preparations for de-
parture.

0, we should be one too many for
him, I guess,” replied Arthur. “If one
of us shouldn't happen to fetch him, the
other might, you know."”

“Yes; and might wet,” said Talbot.
* The probability is that you would both
get torn to pieces,”

““What will you give for a big, hand-
some jaguar skin when we get back?" I
asked, with a laugh.

" Give—what would 1 give you two
foolish boys?’ he replied. " Why, 1
wouldn't be afraid to offer you a thous-
and dollars. But [ won't do it—I don't
care to put a premium on suicide, Take
my advice and don't stir up a jaguar if
you can help it.”

* But we may have to shoot one in
self defense,” said Arthur; ** and I rather
hope we shall. If we could get afew
jaguar skins, we should have something
to show for our tramp—something worth
talking about.”

Near daybreak we were awakened by
the long drawn mawls of some wild ani-
mal, but the creature, whatever it was,
did not approach within sight, and was,
perhaps, not aware of our presence, as
our fire had burned low.

At sunrise we again set off, and tried
hard to get a shot at some deer which we
saw feeding at a distance upon a broad
plain, but, in spite of all our efforts, they
avoided us.

So we kept on along the pampa, hoping
for better luck. Presently Arthur came
to a full stop.

“ Look here !" he said, pointing off to
the right; '* what are those things ?”’

I looked and saw the ground fairly
alive with some small animals that were
just coming over a swell of the plain.
They stopped upon seeing us, and stood
crowded together for a few moments as
if surprised. Then they plunged for-

ward in our direction. There
were hundreds of them, and
their ecagerness was equal to
their multitude.

‘* Peccaries " we both cried in
a breath.

(i

waste no more ammunition; the more
quiet we kept, the more likely they
would be to go away. Itdid not seem
probable, however, that they would leave
us before night, as the peccary is strangely
persevering.

As the ugly little creatures surged
about beneath the tree, growling, grunt-
ing and squealing, we saw that they
must be a species of swine, In color
they were all exactly alike, their heads
and bodies being of a dull black, and
their necks white.

Fortwo hours we remained waiting; but
the foe had settled down to a regular in-
vestment of our fortress, and showed no
sign of raising the siege.

In one direction. at a little distance
from us, there was a deep hollow run-
ning along the pampa, with bushes grow-
ing upon its edge; and at length, from
this gully, there emerged a cinnamon
bear with a cub by her side,

The two were not more than twenty
rods off, and standing in plain view. The
peccaries saw them, and the temptation
to battle was irresistable. In a few mo-
ments the whole herd had gone rushing
off to attack this new ene-
my. The bear and her
cub retreated into the hol-
low with all possible speed,
and their pursuers fol-
lowed. Asthelast of them
disappeared,we came down

4 from our perch and made
all haste towards a line of
heavy timber which bor-
dered the river. We had
had enough of hunting,
and would have become
willing passengers in any
bungo heading downstream,
had it happened to come
‘along.

We passed the following
night beside a crackling
fire, with the river flowing
at our feet.

“I don't wonder,” re-
marked Arthur, as we lay
down, " at Talbot's saying
that he hoped we would
bring back the guns.
. They're about all that we
- shall take back, I guess.”

It was beginning to grow
light in the morning, when
we were awakened in a
singular manner. Some
small animal had run di-
rectly over us, and we
started up in time to see it
scurrying away among the
trees. Atthe same instant,
a rushing sound at our
back, followed by a fearful
growl, caused us to look

THE SECOND JAGUAR STRUCK US BOTH FLAT TO THE EARTH WITH HIS CRUSHING WEIGHT,

grande hunters, and laughing at our in-
experience.

The lagoon being only twenty miles
long, we were soon in the river, up
which the boat, after anchoring at night,
continued her course next morning.

The voyage soon grew very tedious,
the current being against us, and the
bungo occasionally stopping to take in
hides and tallow.

At length, on the third day, Arthur and
I bade the good natured Mexicans
““adios "—parting with them in a very
friendly manner at a small plantation
where we had hauled in, They were
bound farther up, and would willing
have carried us, but, under the circum-
stances, we preferred to walk.

Our reception at the plantation, which
was owned by a full blooded Indian, was
very kind; and after remaining all night
in the rude dwelling house which made
the family home, we sct off upon a hunt,
first thanking our entertainers in the best
Spanish at our command, which, indeed,
was poor enough. We remembered that
Benito Juarez, one of the best of Mex-
ico's Presidents, was himself a pure
Aztec, with a copper skin and coarse,
straight hair,

That day we accomplished nothing of
consequence, and at night built our fire
in a heavy growth of mahogany and log-
wood trees, where we baked some of our
flour on bits of bark, and broiled an
opossum. We had kept within a short
distance of the river, in order to replen-
ish our canteens when necessary,

The danger was terrible—for, should
they reach us, we must be torn in shreds,
without the possibility of defense.

““There's no fighting those fellows,”
cried Arthur, *‘ we must run !”

The woods were so far off that we
could have no hope of reaching them,
but there were a few scattered trees
about the pampa, and we ran for an
old dead one that seemed to be the near-
est.

The distance was at least a hundred
rods, and every moment we could hear
the fierce grunts of the peccaries, as the
black, hateful herd rushed after us in full
pursuit. The race seemed fearfully
doubtful to us, and we ran as we had
never run till then. Our legs almost
flew off from our bodies, and yet the
wretched little monsters gained on us
till they were close at our heels.

It was only our original start of fifteen
or twenty rods that saved us; but we
gained the dead tree, which, fortunately,
was a low stunted growth—scarcely
more, in fact, than a huge pronged
stump, with its fork not more than five
feet from the ground. Throwing our
guns into this fork, and swinging our-
selves up by the short, dead branches, we
barely escaped the multitude of tusks
that came clashing and snapping under
our feet.

Through all our terror and speed we
had clung to our weapons, and now we
opened fire on the besigers. But it was
a fruitless effort, and, after stretching
out a number of them, we resolved to

around.

There, not twenty feet
away, was a jaguar! It
had evidently been in pur-
suit of the smaller animal, and had come
upon us, much to its own surprise.

But whatever the brute’s astonishment,
the jaguar nature was still strong in that
spotted shape. Almost instantly the
lithe form was prepared for a spring.
The supple, tawny body was drawn to-
gether, and the stout legs worked nerv-
ously as the paws clutched the earth,

We aimed carefully and fired, each
discharging his right hand barrel. The
jaguar leaped straight up and fell upon
its back.

““Hurrah!” [ cried; ‘‘we've fetched
him, Art, we've fetched him !"

But as the words escaped me, a yell,
such as we had never heard before,
pierced our ears; and looking to our left,
we saw a second jaguar just ready to
spring upon us. We fired as his feet left
the ground, but he struck us both flat to
the earth with his crushing weight be-
fore we could avoid him. It may well
be guessed that we scrambled quickly to
get up.  But the danger was passed;
the jaguar lay stone dead, with his broad
claws outstretched, just as he fell,

We had both received severe scratches,
which bled profusely, but scarcely a
thought was given to the wounds. We
had killed two jaguars, and the glory of
the exploit permitted little care for a
mere scratch.

“Now we'll skin the fellows,” said
Arthur, "1 guess Talbot'll think it
lucky he didn't offer the thousand he
talked about,”

We took off the superb skins, and it
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seemed as if we should never grow tired
of admiring them. They were, indeed,
very beautiful—almost exactly like leop-
ard skins, and equally handsome.

As the excitement of the adventure
subsided, the pain from our injuries,
which were really quite serious, began to
be felt more keenly, and we looked out
anxiously for an opportunity of geumg
down the river. Fortunately, in the
afternoon, a bunge hove in sight up
stream, and on her approach we hailed
her.

The Mexicans willingly accepted us as
passengers, for a consideration, and
seemed to feel much interest in our ad-
venture, of which our deep scratches, as
well as the jaguar skins, told an eloquent
story.

Upon getting down to Tampico, we felt
great pride in showing our trophies to
Mr. Talbot, who was both surprised and
pleased.

““ You see we brought back the guns,”
said Arthur, laughing,

““Yes,” was the reply: “and it’s well
for my pockets that I didn’t offer you a
thousand dollars for s jaguar skin!”

oo —
AN OLDEN TIME CHRISTMAS.
BY SIR WALTER SCOTT,

O~ Christmas Eve the bells were rung ;

On Christmas Eve the mass was sung ;

‘That only night in all the ye

Saw the stoled priest the chalice rear.

The damsel donned her kirtle sheen ;

The hall was dressed with holly green

Forth to the woods did merry men go

To gather in the mistletoe.

Then opened wide the baron’s hall

To vassal, tenant, serf and all.

The fire, with well-dricd logs supplied,

Went roaring up the chimney wide ;

Then was brought in the lusty hrawn,

By old, blue coated senmg

Then the grim boar’s head 1m\s ned on high,

Crested with bays and rosemary.

Then came the merry maskers in,

And carols roared with blithesome din.

England was merry England, when

Christmas brought his sports dﬁ“ in.
*Twas Christmas broached the mightiest ale,
*Twas Christmas told the merriest tale ;

A Christmas gambol oft would cheer
poor man's heart through half the year.

—te—————

( This story commenced in No. 252.]
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OR,
IN SEARCH OF AN UNKNOWN RACE.
BY FRANK H. CONVERSE,
A utlmr n/"/n Southern Seas,” ** l‘/m! Treasure,”
Voyage to the Gold Coast,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
CONCLUSION,

VERY person excepting Flores himself
started to his feet. But all eyes were
turned from the newcomer to the giver
of the entertainment whose face was of

ashy hue, as falling back in his chair, he stared

in horrified silence at Van Briscoe. The latter,
with folded arms, regarded him steadfastly.

*Who the doose are you, intrudin’ into a
private room 2" demanded young Goldwin,
who prided himself on his muscle. Bn>[l|n"'
up like a bantam cockerel, he stepped forward
with outstretched hand to grasp the collar of the
rash intruder.

A moment later, the gilded youth was sent
spinning half way across the room by what may
be called a reverse action, Van h:nm;’ ed i
collar, before the other could accomplish his own
intended purpose.

** Will you send away [
to speak to you alone, Flores,” calmly remarked
Van, as young Goldwin picked himsel( up and
ruefully regarded his dress coat which was rent
from the neck to the waist.

Flores, whose white lips had moved once or
twice though no sound had escaped them, pulled
himself together.

* I'm—I'm sorry,” he said, helplessly,
looked around at his astonished guests, *
this gentleman and I have private business

The hint was acted upon. Oune by one the
company murmured ‘* good night,” and filed
out.  As the last one dmppmrnd Van locked
the door behind him.

Indignant as he_felt, Van was not without a
feeling akin to pity for the discomfited young man
before him, who, with a lnmblm;:han(] drained
a glass of the strong compound still remaining in
the bowl, as though to give him a fictitious
courage for the coming interview,

*We—I—thought you were dead, Van,"
hoarsely began Flores, breaking the silence as
he set down the empty gla

*So I supposed,” was the deliberate reply,
“* when after you had paid the Indian for killing
me—as you thought—with a poisoned arrow,
you robbed me of my money belt containing my
diamonds.™

This was coming to the point with a venge-
ance. Protestation, pretended anger, excuses
and lies died away on the young Brazilian's

zuilty lips,

** You—you can prove nothing,” he hoarsely
whispered,

vour visitors 2 T want

as he
bm
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‘I do not wish to,” coolly replied Van, who
had never removed his eyes from the blanched
face before him. ** Thatis,” he went on ina
significant tone, ** unless you refuse to do what
is right.

“ Repent and make rr:h'{un'an while yet there
s one more oppor. mmly

‘Was the warning actually whispered in his
ear? Or was it but the echo of a guilty con-
science, repeating the words he had heard in his
dreaming ?

Flores glanced fearfully about him, and Van
felt an involuntary thrill as he became conscious
that a faint breath of cool air had fanned his
cheek. This was perhaps a passing zephyr from
one of the long open windows, yet the night air
without lay heavy and still.

‘“What do you want 2" finally asked Ilores
in a constrained voice,

*Only what is my due—or at least as much of
it as I can hope for after your spendthrift career
that I have heard of from a dozen different
quarters since arriving in town,” answered Van,
shrugging his shoulders as he looked about the
luxurious apartment.

Well, there was no help for it. Witha sullen,
lowermg face, Flores unlocked an ehl)nmld\
carved desk, and produced a small steel strong
box. From this he took the missing money
belt, in which a goodly number of Van's dia-
monds still remained, also some United States
bonds, a thick roll of bills and a bank book rep-
Tesenting a considerable sum.

Flores could of course only make a very rough
estimate of his expenditures, the amount of
which in the short space of eight months, aston-
ished even himself. True, he had used some-
thing of his own means, but a few of Van's
largest diamonds were missing, and the value of
these were made good as far as it was possible to
estimate it, by the money which Flores handed
over.

By how many thousand dollars Van was
the loser, neither he, or—to do him just
Flores himself knew, but it was no inconsider-
able amount. Yet even as it was, the former
found himself in the possession of what for so
young a man might be called a handsome for-
tune, while Flores himself had a large balance
remaining.

Humbled and crest fallen to the last degree,
Flores asked no questions as to Van's strange
and unexpected resurrectio All he seemed to
desire was to get the business settled and close
the door behind his unwelcome visiter.

*“ And now,"” he said sullenly, without lifting
his eyes to Van's face, as the latter secured his
restored wealth inside his coat and buttoned it
tightly about him, *‘now I suppose you will make
the town too hot for me.”

** Do you think so badly of me as that ?” was
the calm response, and F| Tores looked up for the
first time in astonishment.

‘* But you will tell—Ninada ? " he said in a
low tone.

‘I cannot promise as to that, but if I do the
secret will be safe with her for the sake of poor

Mr. Briscoe, if for no other reason,” returned
Van, after a little he: itation.
‘¢ Poor Mr. Briscoe ! " echoed Flores. ** Why,

didn't you know that he escaped from Itambez
after all, and reached the States a couple of
months later than the rest of us 2"

Van uttered an exclamation of pleasure.

‘1 did_not knoy it, for 1 only arrived in
Boston this afternoon,” he said—and then there
a silence which was only broken by Van
rising to his feet,

“Flores,"” he said, gravely, ‘‘though you
attempted my life and have done me a great
wrong, I hold no enmity against you. Indeed 1
forgive you freely. And 1 o wish,” he said,
taking the unresisting hand of the young man,
whose crimsoning face and downcast eyes proved
that his sense of shame was not altogether lost,
** I do wish for your dead mother's sake, Flores,
that you would repent of your intended sin and
lead a better life hereafter.”

Between repentance and being sorry for one’s
wrong doing there is a considerable difference.
Yet however this might have been in the case of
Flores, it is certain that his eyes suddenly filled
with unaccustomed.tears, and in a rather broken
voice he answered :

“You are a thousand times better than I,
Van Briscoe. I z/// try and do differently.”

And these wer the last words Van ever heard
him speak. They silently shook hands, and on
the following morning it was rumored that Don
Carlos had settled his bills and departed from
the city without the formality of bidding adieu
to his large circle of regretful friends and ac-
quaintances. Beyond the fact that he was
known to have bought a ticket to Chicago, his
destination remained a mystery as it does to
this day. And so passes the misguided young
man from my story.

*“But somehow T cannot make it all seem
true, Cousin Van,” said Ninada, who, more
beautiful than ever, sat beside Van who held
both her hands in his own.

Mr. Richard Briscoe and Patty Peterson, who
had listened to Van’s story, had stolen from the
room to compare notes concerning it, leaving
the two young people alone in the old fashioned
parlor of the Peterson homestead, a few miles
outside of Boston.

‘1 find myselfl troubled the same way, Nin-
ada,” laughed the young man, but his voice was
tremulous with repressed emotion, as |n~ eyes
watched every movement of the lovely, b]u:hm;:
face so near his own.

But what was said after this, I have no means
of knowing. Van's journal and Van himself

are equally silent on the subject. When Mr,
Richard Briscoe came in half an hour later, they
were sitting at opposite ends of the room, and
as Van at once began talking very fast about his
recent interview with Don Carlos Flores and its
results, Miss Ninada had opportunity to regain
her usual composure,

It seemed that Mr. Briscoe had been enabled
to secure a considerable portion of his own
wealth before he escaped from his dwelling,
vhich ten minutes later was swallowed up in the
general ruin.  In company with Bob Martin
and a number of others, he hastened on board a
gondolita moored at the embankment, and they
were borne out of danger by the swift current of
the river, only reaching Para after great peril
and hardship.

Tom the negro had been faithful to his trust,
so that ‘until her father appeared in his own
person, Ninada had known nothing of the de-
struction of Itambez, and was thus spared the
agonizing sorrow which the news of his sup-
posed death would have caused her.

Regarding Mr. Briscoe's belief in the singular
predictions of the prophets of Itambez, 1 have
no comment whatever to make. It is sufflcient
to say that I know he was sincere in this belief
in that concerning thc danger threatened
Ninada at her sixteenth birthday. A great
many wiser and better men than Mr. Briscoe,
cheerish equally peculiar fancies. In any event,
he felt justified in sending his daughter away,
and did so, and the events proved that he was
wise in thus doing.

As for himself, I am sorry to say Mr, Briscoe
is a fatalist, and so had remained behind with
the majority of the Itambez people till the de-
struction of the city was assured. Then, he
very prudently got away as fast as possible.

Well, my story is drawing to a close. Mr.
Briscoe has bought a beautiful home not very
far from the old Peterson homestead, and it is
currently reported that he has asked Miss Martha
Peterson, his former love, to share it ; this with
the entire concurrence of his daughter Ninada,
who never having known a mother’s love, natu-
rally reciprocates Miss Peterson's warm affection
for herself.

Mr. Briscoe is known simply as a wealthy
American who, having spent several yearsin the
far interior of Brazil, has returned to hi:
country to pass the rest of his life.
loved and admired by every one, and has become
a most accomplished, but I am happy to say, not
a fashionable lady. Manola and Tom are re-
tained in the household, whose affairs, indeed,
wou'ld hardly run smoothly without them, and
Bob Martin is a frequent visitor.

As for Van Briscoe, with whom I have be-
come quite mumalely acquainted, he gives
promise of an admirable manhood, and 1 feel
confident will do great good with his wealth—
for it is not impossible that some day in the near
future he will be a very wealthy man, as Miss
Ninada Briscoe herself is the presumptive heiress
to a large property, to say nothing of riches in-
herited from her deceased mother which she
brought away from Itambez with her.

For as you may have guessed, Ninada and
Van are to be married in due time—an open
secret known to a large circle of friends and ac-
quaintances, among whom is Captain Josh
Peterson, who is expected to arrive home in time
for the wedding.

And now having completed my own part of
this narrative, it is with considerable satisfaction
that I write the words—

THE END.

HOMEWARD BOUND.
A TRUE TALE OF THE SEA.
BY FRANCES EPPS,

OME twenty three years ago the British
man of war. Shearwater steamed out of
Plymouth Sound, bound for a long cruise
in the Pacific Ocean. The Bay of Bis-

cay and Atlantic Ocean were safely crossed, and

then, sooner than face the stormy winds and
billows off Cape Horn, it was determined to go
through the dangerous and rocky Straits of

Magellan, which divide Tierra del Fuego (Thc

Land of Fire, so called from the volcanoes in it)

from the rest of South Ameri

The greater part of the coast in this region is
very wild and bleak, with granite and black
rock cliffs, very high and bare, and the desolate
silence is only broken by the roar of the river
cascades dashing into the sea, and thescreams
of thousands of wild birds.

Soon after the ship entered the straits, where
the country on each side is not so desolate as it
is farther on, some very strange looking boats
came out with natives in them.

These poor creatures are very savage, and
very ugly, with large dark bodies and little legs,
dark copper colored skins, very dirty, and
smeared with charcoal and having long straight
black hair covered with white ashes.

They dress themselves in skins of animals, or
any old clothes they can beg from a passing
steamer or steal from a shipwrecked crew ; for
if any poor sailors fall into their hands these
cruel people kill them with poisoned spear

take all their things., Some missiona;
trying to teach them better, but it is ha
slow work.

The Shearwater let down casks of old clothes,
beads, looking glasses, and knives to the canoes
as they came alongside, 3 then went on her
way. The coast became wilder and wilder, and
at last they reached a little bay, a good place to
anchor, especially as there was a fine waterfall
close by.
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The next morning a party of blue jackets
went ashore to get fresh water, and some officers
to shoot, as there were plenty of birds good for
food.

At the time fixed two sailors, Davis and Mac-
donald, were sent off in the dingey to fetch the
shooting party back to the ship.

As some time passed, and the dingey did not
return, the captain’s gig was put off, and found
the shooting party waiting on the shore with
great impatience, for Davis and Macdonald had
never appeared.

It was now getting dark, so nothing could be
done that night beyond keeping bright lights on
the ship and a double watch,

Next day all the boats were dispatched, and
search parties hunted every bay and creek in
vain.  Another day was also unsuccessfully
spent in looking for the missing men, and then
the captain unwillingly gave up all hope of find-
ing them, and the ship steamed away to the
west with her flag half mast. ‘‘ Lost at sea"
was the report sent home at the first port the
ship touched.

But instead of going on with the Shearwater
into the bright Pacific, let us stay awhile in the
gloomy straits.  Five days after the steamer left,
the dingey reappeared, not bottom upwards,
but in her two haggard and stricken men,

Macdonald’s oar had got broken scon after
they left the ship, and the boat had drifted, in
spite of all their efforts, into a rapid current,
which carried them far past the shore where the
shooting party were awaiting them ; at last (it
seemed to them they had traveled miles) they
managed to ground the boat on a small island
at the mouth of a bay.

Poor fellows ! their hearts sank as the sun
went down ; they had nothing with them but
their knives, pistols, and pipes, with very little
provender for the two latter. Having dragged
the boat up to a sheltered spot, they crouched
down in it, smoking the litttle tobacco they had,
and talking over their miserable plight.

They knew it was useless to venture into the
dangerous channel with only one oar, and where
could they find wood for another? And then
the natives !

At daybreak, after breakfasting on some mus-
sels they found on the rocks, they left the island,
and slowly made their way to the shore of the
bay. They then hid the boat, and, after a long
search a little way inland, found a tree witha
bough suitable for their purpose. It was dark
again before the oar was ready, for their only
tools were their knives,

Next day they were just starting, hoping to
find their way back to the ship, when, to their
horror, they saw a canoe full of natives pass in
the distance.

Three long, weary days they kept themselves
and the dingey well hidden, only venturing on
the beach in the gray of the dawn and twilight,
to get a few shell fish ; fortunately there was a
stream of pure water at hand for their drink.

As the natives now seemed to have left the
neighborhood, they at last cautiously made their
way back to the bay where the ship had been
anchored. Imagine their horror on finding she
was gone !

They sat awhile dazed and staring blankly at
the sea, the sky, the rocks; the loneliness of it
all crushed them, till Macdonald roused and
said : ¢* Mate, while there’s life there's hope ; we'll
go ashore and do our best to keep life together
till God is pleased ln fetch us, in a steamer, or
with a fiery chariot.”

So they went ashore, found a dry cave where
they sheltered themselves in the stormy weather,
built a rude hut, gathered fuel for the winter
fires, and dry leaves and seaweed for beds ; with
the flints they found on the shore they succeeded
in striking a light when needed for their fire.

They managed to kill two or three deer, and
were thankful for their skins to keep them warm
in the cold wintry July.

Their only food was shell fish of all kinds,
with now and then a bird or a deer. They were
always in fear of the cruel natives and never
ventured over the bleak hills by the coast. It
was a weary, weary time, and they often re-
marked to one another that it was the nights
that saved them and kept them from utter de-
spair.

They nearly alwaysdreamed of home, poor fel-
lows—Davis of the wife and ** little uns " he had
left behind at Plymouth, and still hoped to meet
again ; while Macdonald roved once more over
the breezy Dee-side hills, and in the lovely glen
which was still ** home,” though the old cot-
tage was a heap of stones and his mother rested
in her grave. He could hear again the click of
her knitting needles, and the soft rush of the
water of the * Linn " close to the door of the old
home, waking to find it was but the crackling of
the fire and the sound of the waterfall close by
that he heard.

How he blessed hls mother for having taught
him so many psalms and hymns when a boy ;
somewhat forgotten, perhaps, in the bustle of
daily life, they came back to his memory now,
and cheered both the captives in their wall-less
prison.

After four years of this life Davis could not
but see with sad anxiety that the poor food,
hardships, and sorrow were telling very much
on his companion. ** Hope deferred maketh
the heart sick.” They had tried in vain to at-
tract the attention of the few ships that passed
that way. At last they began to make up their
minds they would never see ‘‘home” again,
when one fine sunny day a vessel under full sail
hove in sight—it was their own ship, the Shear-
water, homeward bound, after a four years'
cruise in the Pacific.
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Try to imagine their feelings! In their ex-
citement they cast all thought of the natives to
the winds, heaped up their fire, tore off their
garments, hoisted them to the signal post they
had rigged up, and with all their remaining
strength tried to make themselves seen. All in
vain. They could hear the noise of the screw,
and the wave caused by the ship came even to
their feet, but she went steadily on and was soon
lost in the distance.

It was too much for the poor heart broken
fellows. They went back to the tent, and Mac-
donald lay down to die. ‘‘ Cover me up with
leaves, mate,” he said, ‘‘and say a prayer over
me, I'm gaein’ to my lang hame.”

Davis sat down beside him, moistening the
feverish lips and brow, and praying that he
might be taken too.

As the Shearwater had passed them, the cap-
tain had rubbed his hands gleefully. ‘ We shall
be through the straits before night, without hav-
ing to stop and lose any time here, I'm thankful
to say.”

But that night a storm came on, and the sea
became so rough that the ship was driven back
and so knocked about that the captain was glad
to find shelter in the very same anchorage
ground where they had stopped four years before,

‘* The night is aye darkest before the dawn,"
and early next morning, when the captain w:
examining the coast through his glass, the sig-
nal post caught his eye, and the hut. ** That’s
not a native’s hut,” said.he to the first lieuten-
ant, showing it to him. ** This is the very spot
where we lost those two poor fellows,” observed
the lieutenant, answering his thoughts

*‘ Take the gig and some men and
cautiously,” said the captain.

In a very few minutes the boat put off.

The poor men were lying stricken in their
hut, when suddenly they heard English voices,
not the loud, cracked sounding gibberish they
lived in dread of hearing.

“It's only a dream,” muttered Macdonald ;
but Davis, with his heart beating as if it would
burst, staggered out of the hut to see the lieu-
tenant and his old mates coming towards him,
pistol in hand.

‘“Don't fire!" he screamed, ‘‘it's Davis,”
and fell fainting at their feet.

While some of the party attended to him the
rest ran to the hut, and there lay Macdonald—
dead. The sudden conviction, on hearing
Davis's scream, that help had come at last, was
too much for him; he had gone ‘‘ hame” in-
deed, and in the fiery chariot of suffering.

Davis greatly improved in hedlth on the voyage
home, though all his life long he could never
quite forget his four years’ sojourn in the Land
of Fire.

The poor widow (as she thought herself) was
putting the children to bed, when Jack knocked
at the door.

The sight of the familiar dress and name on
the hat made the woman turn pale.

“I'm off the Shearwater, mum, a chum of
your husband's,” he began, dashing into his
difficult task ; *‘there, don't take on, there's a
good soul,” he went on, still faster, as she sank
sobbing into a chair, ** there’s really no need.”

She thought this rather an unfeeling remark,
and steadied her voice to ask, ‘‘Have you
brought me any message from him, or any of
his things 2

“Oh, yes, mum, plenty, everything, and
more, too,” and here he paused, saying to him-
self, while the perspiration stood on his brow,
‘*whatever shall [ say next, what—"" when his

“find out,
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To Enjoy Life,
One must have good health,
and good health depends on
the condition of the Blood.
‘When the spirits are depressed,
the nerves unstrung, the appe-
tite impaired, or the brain
clouded and weary, take

Ayer's Sarsaparilla

at once. The symptoms indi-
cate the need of a blood-purifier.
Don't delay till the disorder be-
comes chronic, and all the more
difficult of cure.

‘““People who work in mills, shops,
and factories get their systems loaded
with impurities from the oil, dust, and
other injurious matters with which they
come in contact. To all sufferers from
these causes, I recommend, from per-
sonal experience, the use of Ayer’s Sar-
saparilla. It stimulates the circulation,
thoroughly renovates the blood, and
keeps the blood-making organs in
healthy action. I have known many remarkable cures effected by Ayer’s Sarsa~
parilla.” — RoBERT DawsoN, 126 Suffolk st., Lowell, Mass.

‘“ About a year ago I found myself in failing health. I suffered indescribably
from stomach trouble, blood disorder, and various weaknesses, and almost de-
spaired of relief. Thinking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla might possibly benefit me I began
taking it, and am pleased to state that a few bottles wrought an entire change in
my condition. My health has been restored by the use of this medicine, and I
feel stronger and more vigorous than I have for many years.”—MARY A. GARLAND
1407 Michigan ave., Chicago, Ill.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,

PREPARED BY DR. J. C. AYER & CO., LOWELL, MASS.
Sold by Druggists. Price $1. Six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle.

"DRESS THE HAIR

With Ayer’s Hair Vigor. Its lasting perfume, cleanliness, and bene-
ficial effects on the scalp commend it for universal toilet use. It keeps
the hair soft and silken, preserves its color, prevents it from falling, and,
if the hair has become weak or thin, promotes a new growth,

“To restore the original color of my hair, which had turned pre-

maturelyigray, I used Ayer's Hair Vigor with entire success. I cheer-
filllly te;tg y %9 the efficacy of this preparation.” — Mrs, P. H. DAVIDSON,
exandria, Va.

. ’ . .
Ayer’s Hair Vigor,
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. Sold by Druggists and Perfumers.
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LATEST STYLES,
l BEST PREMIUMS.
SWOLD

REE 19 silk and xa
Snap Box and Out8

tin neckties. Send 12, for Agents
t. THE TIE CO., Augusta, Me.
COSTLY OUTFIT

eye fell on the book the eldest boy was reading. ST,\MPB. Agents wanted. w&;;cem. com. on these W. C. GRI LD & C€O.. Centerbrook, Coun.
1 say, mum, did yox ever read ‘ Robinson KEY STONE STAMP Co. Sox 200, P Pa. In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
Crusoe’ 2" (** The poor fellow must have had a 200 [mp'd German Pictares, Puzzles, Son, EVERY MONTH.

sunstroke,” thought Mrs. Davis). ‘‘It's a fine
book, and all true. Now I'm on the right
tack,” he chuckled, and so he was, for in ten
minutes he had worked round from Juan Fer-
nandez to the Straits of Magellan, and from
Selkirk to her own husband ; *‘and here he is,
mum,” said Jack, triumphantly, and then con-
siderately *‘ sheered off."”

—_———ee———

3
i 1,000 LIVE AG) WANTED

atonce. Our Agent’s Outfita
beantiful SATIN-LINED_CASKET OF SIL-
VERWARI Write for it. Addrese
WALLINGFORD SILVER CO..Wallingford. Ct.
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PIMPLES BLACKHEADS AND
)

FLESH WORMS.

* MEDICATED CREAM™ i8 the ONLY KNOWN harmless
pleasant and absolutely SURE and intallible cure. It
positively and effectively removes ALL, clean, completel;

Transfer Pictures, 16p, Sample Book of Si
Eringe Cards & Solid 18k, Rolled Gold Ring,
allfor 10c. Bird Card Co., Meriden, Conn.

TELEGRAPHY !

If you wish to know

all about learning Telegraphy, con-
ng Short Lines of Telegraph, &e..
or letter, and gec J. H.
ion for Learners of |
v. latest edition, which

For Bronclaat and Puli 'y
Gomplaints, ** Brown's Bronchial Troches * have re-
markable curative properties. Sold only in bozes.-Adv.

>or—

FITS.—All Fits stopped tree by Dr. Kline's Great

estorer. No Fits after first day’s use. Mar-

velous cures. Treatise and $2.00 trial bottle free to Fit

cases. Send to Dr. Kline, 931 Arch St., Phila.. Pa.—Adv.
—_———

THE DEAD CANNOT BE RAISED.
nor if your lunzs are badly wasted away can you be cured
hy the use of Dr. Pierce’s ** Golden Medical Discovery.”
t is. however, unequalled as a tonic, alterative, and
nutntive, and ily cures tne most obstinate cases of
bronchitis, comzhs, colds, and incipient consumption,
far surpassing in efficiency cod liver oil. Send ten cents
in stamps for Dr. Pierce's pamphlet or Consumption anc

Kindred Affections.  Address World's Dispensary Medi-
eal Association, Buffalo, N. Y.—adv.
—_——te———
CONSUMPTION CURED.
An old physician retired from practice, having had
placed in his hands by an East India missionary the for-

mula of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy and
permanent care of Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh,
Asthma and all throat and Lung Affections, also a posi-
tive and radical cure_for Nervous Debility and all Nerv-
0:. complaints, after having tested its wonderful cura.
tive power in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to
make it known to his suffering feilows, Actuated by this
motiveand a desire to relieve human suffering, 1 will
8end free of charge, toall who desire it, this recipe, in

man, French or English, with full directions for pre-
paring and using.  Sent by mail by addressing with
Hamp, naminz this paper, W. A. NQYES, 419 Power's
Rocliester, Ay,

Vo g 5 and costs $123. Tt is published by Cassell & Co. 7, : i i
Gold Plated Scarf Pin 5 an tentes Beware of imitations. dre:
A" s v " | New York, and can be ordered at any book store; v St.
|gat0|‘ I OOth conpont paid fon Soe: | oF we will send. it from this offoe, & Wavson ue: | N Y. LAUNDRY WORKS, 1 Dey St. N.

nt post pa
€ach. H. L. WANDELL, 2 Pine St., .rackmnvme, Fla. |

charge to all who apply
plainest and best book of
published, being
and illustrations,

AFLOAT

peared in the ARGosy, has jus

City” is an exceedingly handsome volume, and
every reader of THE GOLDEN ARGOsY should have
it for his library.

we will send free of |
by mail or otherwise. It is the
instruction in Telegraphy ever
complete in dercription, explanation
J H. BUNNELL & CO.,
108 &£108 Liberty St', New York.
adv. mention Golden Argosy.

and FOR GOOD IN A FEW DAYS ONLY, leaving the skin
clear and unblemished always. For those who have No
Dblotches on the face it beautifies the complexion as ne-
thing else in the world can, rendering it CLEAR, FAIR
and TRANSPARENT, and clesting it of all muddiness
and coarseness. It is a true remedy to cure and NoT a
aint or powder to cover up and hide blemishes. i
n plain Jrrapper for %) cents in stamps or two for 50 cents
by GEORGE N. STODDARD, Dru;
Buffalo, N. Y. My FRECKLE-WAS&H cures Freckles,
Tan, and makes the hands white: sent post-paid for 30¢
den Argosy.
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IN A GREAT CITY;

A STORY OF STRANGE INCIDENTS.
BY FRANK A. MUNSEY,
Publisher of 1HE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
This story, one of the most popular that ever ap
t been issned in book
form. It is a deeply
interesting narrative
of a boy who finds
himself adrift in New
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LOOK HERE

A 32 WASHING MACHINE Free !
We have the best self operating washing ma-

York, chine in the world. It washes and thoroughly
triondtess o 09| W Gieinses all kinds of doths, N6 USE +OR
neither  whenee - he| lTHE WASHBOARD, NO RUBBING OR

BACKACHE, OR HARD WORK ON WASH
DAY. Last year we gave away 1,000 Washers
to introduce them, and we sold over 100,000,
There are three million families in this country
that will want this machine when they know its
merits. Tomake it known and secure agents we
will GIVE AWAY 2,000 of them this year, One
agent in Philadelphia sold 1400 in two months.
Alady in atown of 2000 population cleared §qo,
in five days. Agents are making $50. a weck,
o the same. _All we as|

came Rnotr whither he
is going. It tells of
the wonderful reries |
of adventures that be- |
fel him, and of his
brave struggle to dis-
cover his parentage
and reach the position
which he believed to
be rightfully his.

“ Afloat in a Great

N
50} 11999650699
e

It is beautifully bound in cloth, Our machipe is the original |

New York, on receipt of the price,

zgist. 1226 Niagara Street, |
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GENTS WANTED for my FAST SELLING articles
Samples, etc., free. C. E. MARSHALL, Lockport, N.Y_

PENCILS, name & aadress on in gold letters
20c; 12 for 35c. EVREKA SUPPLY Co. Meriden,Conn

A
SIX

=%

21 New Fancy Shapes of Bevel and White Dove Hidden
Name Cards 5¢c. Franklin Ptg. Co., New Haven, Ct.
Hidden Name CARDS, Scraps with Agt’s Outfit

1 10 10 cts. Mt. Pleasant Caard Co., New Haven,Conn

Facial Blemishes.
5°CHROMO or 25 All Hidden Name CARDS,
Sample Book 4¢. Crown Ptg. Co., Northfol
SILK FRINGED, IMPORTED and EMBOSSED
CARDS, 50 LOVELY SCRAP PICTURES, 1 AL
BUM of Beautiful Decalcomanics and Large Sam

ple Book, all for 10c. Staflord Card Works, Meriden, Conn
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argony.

9508ilk Fringe, Hid'n name, Xmas, N.

Cards, Songs, Verses, Pictures, Games, &«

Outfis and Ring for 10c. T. Card Co., Clintonville, Ct.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

18tone Ring, 1 Platn Ring, 125 Cards & Pictares, Fringe
Hidden Name &c., 155 Games, Songs and Agt’s Book of
30cards. 10¢. IVY CARD' Co.. Clintonville, Conn.
Tn replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

| Morphine Hablt Cured in 10

B)' days. No pay till cured.

. J. Stephens, Lebanon. Ohio.
n replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
all hidden na 1 Silk Fringe Cards, with
223 page sample book, 10t 40 mixed, ahd Solid

Silver Ring, 20ct«. Clinton Brox, Clintonville, Coan.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

21 New Shapes of Bevel and Dove Floral Scrap Pictare
Name Cards Se. Hyperion Card Co., New Haven, Ct.

Send stamp for 50

faee book.
DR. J.WOODBURY, Al

bany, N.Y.

Oc.
Ct.

Habit Cured. Treatmentsenton trial.
HUMANE REMEDY Co., LaFayette, Ind.

1 Scarf or Lace Pin, 1 Stone Ring, 1 Chased

Band Ring, 225 Scrap Plctures & Verses, &

eleg’t samples, 10c. F.Austin, New Haven,Ct,
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10 NAME
Lovely OCARDS,
3 Beautifal Christmas Cards, Great 13 Puzzle, Agt’sSample Book and
Gald Mounted Propelling Pencil, 10c. E. H. Pardee, New Haven, Ct.
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c‘nn Book of HIDDEN NAME Cards,

3 inny Stories, 580 Ve Bongs,
Bpeeches. Ete., and & u!: finely Il
Paper, all for a 2ostamp.  HOME UTH, Cadis,

AND Ohlo
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DON'T YOU WANT THIS?

We wish to introduce our latest styles Knives, and will
send for a sl me, an Ornamented Brass-Handled
Knife with English steel blade, your name nicely etched

for 15c. Stamps taken. Send stamp for cir-
culars and Agt's terms. DAY & CO., Box 980, Meriden, Ot
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

GRAND GIFT,

ine Machine we will GIV.

To introduce our
wonderful _ Sel
operating Was|
1 E ONEaway in every town.
Best in the World. No labor or rubbing. SEND
FOR ONE to the NATIONAL CO., 23 Dey 8t.,, N. Y.
In replylng to this aav. mentfon Golden Argosy.

CHRISTMAS PACKAGE FREE!
| Visiting Carie o Sgccitiensd
ackage FIIE,  Eoo S8e.
d making up of
]
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28 Benut‘ml
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| Dion "Card’ Wovis, “° 5, Gonn.
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$25 Reward

To the person that first solves and gives us correct soli-
tion of our great
PERSIAN PUZZLE.
e best in the world $1.00 for puzzle and par
ulars. J. R.SLO .. Hartford, Conn.
In replylng to thi v. mention Golden Argosy.
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22 A 6OLD MINE FOR AGENTS
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Books & (ens Each,

The following books, each one of which containa & complete
first-class novel by a celebrated author, are published in neaq
pamphlet form, many of them handsomely llustrated, snd
printed from clear, readable type on goo. Skr Noel's
Heir, by Mrs. May Agnes Fleming ;
Harland ; An Old Man's Sacrifice, by M,
Porcellini_Rubies, by M. T. Caldor; The Old
Sylvanus Cobb, Jr.; The Pearl of the Ocean, by
Hollow Ash Hall, by Margaret Blount ; Clifie Howse, by Bt
“Dora T

ta W,

Plerce; Under the Lilacs, by the author of Thorn

The Diamond Bracelet, by Mrs, Henry Wood: The Las

Secret, by Miss M. E. Braddon; The Strange Case of Dr. J
Mr. Hyde, by 5 ked_Girl,

Stevenson; A Wicked Girl,
by * The

Between Tico Sins, by the author of “ Dora Thorne

of Hearts, by B. L. Farjeon ; Doy Fortune, by Florenca
Warden ; 4 Low Marriage, by Miss Mulock ; The Guilty River,
by Wilkle Collins ; The Poison of Asps, by Florence Marryaf

Moat Grange, by Mrs. Henr
Mrs. Ale: e

00d; Forging the Fetters, by
ander M,

Playwright's Daughter, by

In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy,
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ASTRAY WITHIN NARROW LIMITS.

THE ease with which persons may become
lost in the woods is vividly made clear to the
mind by an instance recorded in the November
Outing

During one of my earliest expeditions over
the plains, says the writer, 2 German gentleman |
with the party became lost while hunting, and |
was absent for about ten days before he rejoined ’
us; and during all this time he was wandering
about between the Canadian river and the plain
wagon road we had made, which at no point
were over two miles apart. Yet he did not re-
member seeing either the road or river at any
time during his long absence.

ree

pe posiags, Bplendid new terms

With every set
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DYSPEPSIA . o

tho,
being the experience of an actual s y Jo) L
McALviy, Lowell, Mass., 14 years 'Mx (,uueclar Bent
free toany address.
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\LD COINE AND STAMPS WANTED. Send 12
cents in postige stamps for Coln Book. glving all the
rare dates an E u we pny, m (‘ J. SHAYER, No. T
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dealers, Stationers and Educational De 0ts, Tha
Price-list will be forwarded gratis on application to

F. AD. RICHTER & Co.
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» BAJLWAY PLACE, FENCHURCH STR!
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When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoris,
‘Wheu she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

r ristmas or Ha
7 Naviein Giold Letters fo

RN e

‘Handsome serap-book pictures (nasorted)é
an
tbe lot

10¢e.; thnskrp&cmres.lgé 60

260 em chromos (gummed), 1

for 25¢. H. C. RoweLL & Co.. Rutland, Vt.
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easant. We have agents w)w
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hose who
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mun bunna-. For rom.ublo and permnnem work
we have something that can not be equaled. Write
1o us: “address H. A. ELLS & 'Co.,

. of NEWA .« J., gives the best,
_ shortest, chenvest and  most thoroug)
course of business trainiug of any school
in America. Write for Catalog
. COLEM / o8,
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GET THE ) De Wm‘n School ﬁprnlwr

'y and Dialogues and Dewite's
GET THE BEGI‘I Bl 2 Plays
stand t the head of their class. Deserlptive Cataloghe
sent on_application tn A. E WITT, Publisher,
8 Rose Street. New Vo

161 La Salle St., Chleage, Il
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$3 Printing Press!
For cards, &e. Circu-
lar size 8$8. Press for
small newspaper, $4.
Send 2 stamps for List
Fl‘esn«s. type, cards, to

Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn. ®
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Greatest Bargalns :".Tw:t::
Raking Powder nnd R:MIYMS,

Kor particulars addr
THE GREAT Am»mcv{ TRA CaY
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Sea) 6 cents for Samples, rulc
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Bay Stte Pants
A

For $3.
Vests, 82, Coats, $8,
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e Amel IXPress WEWANT A TRIAL ORDER.
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25,
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Emr we will mail enough ta convince,
. B. 5. Lavokznact & Co., Newark, N 3
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$3 15 STEIM GOOKEB

e wantan active Ind lnwlugpnt mnn
OF WomAnD to represent us in each town.
To those who are willing to work we
promise large profita.  Cooker and
Quifit I'"-t' APPLY n ONCE FOR TERMS.
1.MOT CA ILE & ¢

WRITE TO

A.J.REACH&CO.

23S0, EIGHTI ST.,
Philadelphia, Pa.
For thelr Book on

Physical Culture |

— AND —

Home Exercise.
ALSO
Gymnasium (atalogue
FREE.

Baxeball, Football,
Tennis, and all kinds
of Sporting  Goods,
Skates, Toboggans,
ete., ete.

In replylag to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

+
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IF YU WANT T0 KNow

1,001 Tmportant things you never knew or thought
of about the human body and its curious organs,
How lifeis perpetuated, health saved,disease induced
How to avoid pitfalls of ignorance and |‘nducrelion.
How to apply llnme Cure to all forms of diseaxe

How to cure Croup,0ld Eyes, Rupture, Phimasis, elf
Howtomate,be happy in marriages have prize babies
picked lot of Doctor’s Droll Jokes, pro! usely illus-
trated. Send ten cents for the L‘“i Cnre” Book
MEDICA), SENSE AND NONSENSE.
Maray Hill Pub, Co., 129 F. 28th st., New York.
1In replying to this adv. mention Gnlden Argosy.

v. mentlon Gol iden

dress
, Cor. 14th St.. New Ym‘k.
Argosy.

‘WE SELL DIRECT T0 FAMTLIES-

(avold Agentsand Dealera wh. +>pro-
fis and expenses double the eust on
every Plano they sell) and send this

Send for ciroalars to
Marchal & Smith, 235 East 21st St., N, Y.
In nnlyln' to this Mlv. uau-n Golden Argosy.

400 Choice Recitations and Readings,

bound in handsome lithograph paper cover, mailed to any address, Rﬂntpﬂld for 30 cents In Mumvl This boek cum.l.lnl

tha cnolem gems for Reading, and ¥ FUAHHOY satisfaction or will retund the money. Addvess J. 8, OGILV
IN REPLYING 10 IRIS ADV. MENT(ON THE GOLDEN ARGUSY.

, Publishers, 67 Rose St., New

Of the many ‘‘libraries " or series of books that bave recently appeared, none has
scored a preater success than Mussey's Popurar Sgmies. This is a new departure in
htemmre for yonng people. It will include the best stories of the favorite authors,
handsomely ilivstrated, with the finest of paper and printing, neatly bonnd with puper
covers. While fully equnl in value to the $1.25 cloth bound books, the Porurar SEries
is sold for 25 cents a copy.

Of course there is a tremendons demand for the first numbers, which have already
made a marked success. Those now issued are:

No. 1,% The Mountain Cave; or, 1he Mystery of the Sierra Nevada,”
by George H. Coomer. This is a thrilling tale of the strange experiences of a boy
captured by n lawless gang among the wild mountains of California; of his brave
struggle to defeat his captors, and of his wonderiul adventures in the great cave which
they made their hiding place and treasure house.

No, 2,4 Voyage to the Gold Coast; or, Jack Bond’s Quest,” by
Frank H. Converse, tells the story of a plucky American boy who set ont into the world
to seek his fortune ; relates the strange quest that led him to the African const, and the
bravery with which he fﬂcnd the disappointments and disasters that befel him, ‘A
Voyage to the Gold Coast” is indeed a fascinating narrative, and possesses in a high
degree the characteristics that have made its author a favorite with the readers of THE
GOLDEN ARGOSY.

No. 3, *The Boys in the Forecastle; A Story of Real Ships and
Real Sailors,” by George H. Coomer, 'This is one of the very best of Mr, Coomer's
healthy, manly stories. Every reader will be delighted with it, and deeply interested in
the adventures of Bob Allen and Tom Dean on their first eventful voyage.

No. 4, *“Barbara’s Triwmphs; or, The Fortunes of « Youny
Artist,’ ’bv Mary A. Denison. Mrs. Demson is an author of xmnonnl reputation,
and she has never written a better story than ¢ Barbara’s Triumphs.” Itisa pathetic
and delightful tale, and the sympathy and interest ot every reader will ¢ ertainly go outf
to Duke and Barbara Gower, while following the strange and dramatic life history o
those two very attractive young people.

No. 5, “No. 91; or, The Adventurcs of «
Boy,” by Arthur Lee Putnam, author of ¢« Walter Griffith,"”
dramatic and interesting story of life in the great city.

Muxsky's POPULAR SERTES is issned montbly, aud the price of a year's subseription,
which ineludes twelve numbers, is $3. Single numbers can be ordered from any news-
dealer, price 25 cents ; or they will be sent direct from this office, postage paid, on
receipt of 25 cents i1n stamps. Address your letters to

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 81 Warren Street, New Yolk.

New York Telegraph
ete. This is an extremely
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