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n'f’l‘ﬂEW, TERROR STRICKEN, DROPPED HIS CLUB AND FLED AT THE

TOP OF HIS SPEED, LEAVING HIS CONFEDERATE, TIM SHORT,
IN THE CLUTCHES OF THE MAN WHOM
THEY HAD ASSAULTED.

Under Hire;

FRED WORTHINGTON'S CAMPAIGN.
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CHAPTER IV.
FRED ON ESCORT DUTY.

TA(HE evening was a memorable one
[i-‘ for Fred. His enjoyment had
been far greater than he antici-
pated ; and what_a Doy of sixtesn will
not anticipate is not worth considering.
It scemed to him as he left Gracie Ber-
nard’s with a proud step and a lightsome

By FRANK A

MUNSEY,

The By Brod
heart, that he had been blue over the so-
ciety question for nothing, for, in fact,
had he at this time possessed no friend
save the single one whose arm now
rested closely within his own, he would
have been fully satisfied. Perchance, in
his boyish imaginings, he was more
happy than he could ever be in after
years, even though these dreams should
become a living truth,
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And it is but juct to Fred to say that
his fair companion, as they walked leis-
urely toward her home, was almost if
not quite as happy as himself.

This was the first time they had ever
been out together in the evening, and as
he somewhat timidly pressed her arm
closely to his side, he felt all the pride
of a hero in performing such delightful,
if not dangcrous, escort duty—a duty
that was a profound pleasure to him.
And indeed there was danger enough
awaiting him, too, though it lay in am-
bLush, and he had not thought of its ex-
istence.

The distance to Nellie's home was not
great, but my reader may perhaps sus-
pect that the time occupied in traversing
it was somewhat prolonged. Under simi-
Jar circumstances, with such delightful
company, the reader himself would per-
haps have used cvery honorable device
to consume as many minutes as possible
before parting with his fair associate.
shall not dispute his view, but will be
just frank ¢nough to say that this is ex-
actly what Fred did do.

Of course, by way of conversation, it
was natural to discuss the evening party
and thosc present.

Young De Vere very justly came in for
a degree of censure.

‘“What could have been the trouble
with Matthew ?” asked Nellie, clinging
closely to Fred as they passed a lone-
some lane,

‘1 would rather not discuss him,” re-
plied the latter.

“Why not? Is he such a friend of
yours that you will say nothing against
him? Surely you can give no excuse
for his acting as he did tonight ?"

““ Well, you are partially right.”

““In what way ?"

““So far as this—that I dislike to speak
against any one.

‘I thought it could not be you were
so frxendly that you wished to shicld
him."”

““No, for he is very unfriendly towards
me. Didn't you notice that when he
asked you to waltz with him ?”

“Yes; but you did not hear his re-
mark about you, I hope.”

**Oh, yes, I heard it—he probably
wanted me to hear it—but I could not
notice it there.”

“1It was hateful and mean in him,’
replicd Nellie, sympathetically ; ¢ and
he was as rude as he could be all lh-.
evening.

Fred had too much spirit to take kindly
to being insulted, but Nellie's warm
hearted manner of sympathizing with
him, and criticising h al, made him
almost wish that De Vere were again
present to make some insolent remark,
and that he might have the pleasure of
hearing Nellie still further champion his
cause,

“ But you did not tell me what made
him so uncivil,” Nellie went on to ask.

“No

**Do you know ? "

‘1 suppose he was unhappy.”

*“I should think he must have
very unhapp\' to act as he did.’

*“Yes, it would scem so.”

‘*But what could have caused it, |
wonder?” asked Nellie, with much in-
nocence,

* Do you really want me to tell you?”

** Why, to be sure I do.”

** Couldn’t you gues

“1 know I could not.
A \'m 1( you were to try very hard?”

No °

been

\nu should be more egotistic, then.

*Why, what do you mean, Fred 2"

“T mean that the cause that made him
unhappy was the same one that made
me happy, and gave me the pleasantest
evening of my life,” replied Fred, tight-
ening the pressure slightly on his com-

panion’s arm, and thus drawing her
closer to him.
“1 can’t see how this affeccts me, or

proves, as you say, that [ should be more
cgotistic,” replied Miss Nellie, continu-
ing with feminine perversity to feign in-
nocence and ignorance, that she might
keop Fred longer upon a topic at once so
flattering and delightful

“Then I will be plainer—very plain—
and v that you were the cause vour-
sclf.”

If the night had been a light one, Fred
would have seen a bewildering blush
cover the fair face of his companion.
As it was, he guessed the truth, and
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realized that the effect of his words was
altogether gratifying to Nele's pride—
it could hardly be anything more senti-
mental than pride.

But now they were at her home—all
too soon as it seemed to Fred—and her
father and mother had heard them come

up the steps ; so the * good night” must
be brief.
Nellie extended her hand, with its

graceful, tapering fingers, to him, and
thanked him very prettily for his atten-
tion during the evening, and for escort-
ing her safely home. In return, Fred
gave her hand a slight pressure from the
impulse of his honest, manly heart, that
meant a thousand thanks for the pleas-
ure she had given him, which would be
a gratifying recollection for weeks and
months to come.

CHAPTER V.
TWO DISAPPOINTED HIGHWAYMEN,

HILE Fred was enjoying the latter
partof his evening sothoroughly,
Matthew was miserable in his an-

ger, as he and his confederate remained
crouched under the shadow of the old
barn, chafing at our young hero's non
appearance.

Every minute seemed ten to him, there
in the cold night wind, as he meditated
upon the events of the past few hours,
and imagined his rival enjoying the
pleasure of escorting Nellie home.  The
more he thought upon the matter the
more vividly he pictured the situation,
and the greater the contrast seemed to
be between his own position and that of
the boy he hated.

And as he dwelt upon this picture, and
thought, and thought rightly, that Fred
was prolonging the time in reaching Dr.
Dutton’s house, his anger became more
bitter against his intended victim, for
being kept there so long in the frosty
night, and chilled by the cold, blezk wind
of November.

It was indeed a galling situation for
Matthew, and right well he deserved to
be placcﬁ in it. He was on a wicked
errand—an errand for which he should
have suffered a severe punishment. And
still the time went on, and the cold grew
more intense, until their teeth chattered,
and their fingers were benumbed, and
yet Fred did not appear.

Matthew was so bent on revenge that
he hated to give up his evil project; but
he had waited so long, looked, listened,
and hoped, and no sound of footsteps
could he hear, that now he broke out
angrily :

‘““Worthington isn’t coming, after all—
the sneak !

““Don’t believe he is,” shivered Tim,
who was evidently very anxious to get
out of his contract.

‘“But he must come this way,"”
tinued Matthew.

“ He might go to thc‘ other road and
cut across the grove.’

““Why should he do that when it is so
much farther? Listen, do you hear it?
There is a step now!"” exclaimed De
Vere, clutching his club tightly.

“Sure as I'm alive, there he comes
said Tim, pointing to an approaching ob-
ject just growing visible.

““Let him get nearly opposite us before
striking. Ah, now I'll get square with
him-—the tramp! [I'll teach him better
than to interfere with me,” continued
Matthew, swinging his club as if raining
imaginary blows upon the head of his
victim,

** 1 should think so,” observed Tim.

“He will think so, too, in about a
minute. e will wish he had not crossed
my path.”

** Where shall I hit him?"

Hit him on the leg so he can'’t run.”

“*He might get my club if he has the
use of his arms, and then it would be all
day with us,” put in Tim, with a hint at
caution,

“Don't you worry. Tl fix him quick
enough so he won't bother us with his
arms,” replied De Vere, in a savage tone.

*How will you do it?”

““Hark, now is the time!" returned
Matthew, darting from his hiding place.

**Stop, villain !

The words suddenly rang out upon the
night in a powerful voice. They struck
terror to the heart of jhe ln;:hwa\ man
whose club was raised high in the air,
ready to descend, upon his victim.

The sudden appearance of a strong

con-

. prise, almost paraly

man before him, as if by magic, the dis-
appoimmcn! the nger and the sur-
d Matthew with
fear, and he dropped his club and fled,
like the coward that he v

But not so fortunate in escaping was
young Tim Short, for before he had time
to realize the unexpected situation, his
club fell heavily upon the leg of the man
that he had taken for Fred Worthington.

Though he heard the command to stop,
and did actually break the force of his
blow in consequence, nevertheless he
struck so hard that Jacob Simmons, for
that was the name of the man, thought
for a time that his leg was broken. Not-
withstanding this, however, he made
sure of his assailant, and held him in an
iron grasp.

Jacob was fairly taken aback at first as
the two boys rushed out upon him, but
Tim’s well aimed club speedily brought
him to his senscs, and aroused his tem-
per as well.  He consequently fell upon
his assailant like a madman, and choked
him till he cried pitcously for quarter.

““What does this mean?” demanded
Llcob, angrily, at the same time enforc-
ing his demand by shaking his prisoncer
as a terrier might shake a rat.

*1 do—don—don't know,” replied the
boy, as he, with much difficulty, forced
breath enough through the grasp of the
strong man's hand around his throat to
speak at all,

“Don’t, eh?" cchoced
with another shake, giv
with the view of bringing
senses.,

It was a mistake—oh, don't;
will cho—choke me to death.”

Mr. Simmons,
, probably,
Tim to his

you

“ Well, then, tell me all about this busi-
ness, and why you 1ssnnllud me in this
outragcous manner.'

“We didn't know it was you. We
thought—""

““The truth, mind you, now."

“I am telling the truth, and [ say we
thought you were some one clse.”

““It was a plot, then, laid to rob and
murder me or some one else.”

““No, it wasn't, and I didn’t have any-
thing to dJdo w ith the plot.  Matthew
hired me to—"

““Matthew who?" interruptzd Jacob,
whose anger was giving place, to some
extent, to his interest in the affair.

‘It was Matthew De Vere.”

““ Matthew De Vere imed Mr,
Simmons, with intense surprise, giving
vent w0 a low \\'Ilisllc. “ His father rich,
proud —a banker,” continued the wily
Jacob, |nq his grasp upon the throat
of Tim. *““And he, Matthew De Vere, is
the villain who raisced his club to hit me
on the head—to murder me, perhaps.”

Young Short caught at the idea of
frecing himself by implicating Matthew,
so he repliec

“Yes, he was the fellow, but when he
saw hl. mistake, he &l\.s(ul out, for it
wasn't you he wanted.”

“ Of course you would plead innocent
—all outlaws do—and try to throw the
blame on some um: clse; but you can't
get away now. I shall have you arrested
and locked up for an attempt at robbery
and murder.’

“Oh, don't—don't!" pleaded Tim,
with tears and bitter anguish.

‘““Come along. I'll have you put in
safe keeping, where vou will not geta
chance to try this game of murder again
right aw.

“Please don't! Oh, don't, Mr. Sim-
mons ! T will tell you all I know abto:;
it, and do anything—work all my life for
you—if you will only let me go.”

‘““Let you go, after this affair?
will let you gO—go to the sheriff,
along, T say

“I's all Matthew's huh
lick Fred Worthington.”

Do you expect me to believe such a
story? It's a fine yarn to try and clear
vourself when you were the one that
almost broke my leg with vour club.”

‘He told me to hit you-—"

“Told you to hit me?™

“I mean to hit Fred, for he was wait-
ing for him—said he wanted to get square
with him.”

*“Then, according to your own story
you hired yourself to Matthew De V cre
to come here and waylay an innocent
boy, and beat him with clubs, and per-
baps murder him."”

*Yes @ but I didn’t think much about
it, or I wouldn't have come, Matthew
hired me.’

Yes, 1
Come

wanting to

NUMBER 268.

‘“So much the worse, if you would sell
yourself to do such a wicked deed. You
are as guilty as he, and it is my duty to
hand you over to the State.”

It was plainly Mr. Simmons’s duty to
hand young Short over to the authori-
ties, but when he found that Matthew
De Vere was the principal offender, a
scheme instantly suggested itself to him
—a plan to extort money from the rich
banker to keep the affair a secret, and
save his family from disgrace. Thus
Jacob’s regard for the law and justice,
which was sincere at first, before he saw
an opportunity of turning his knowlcdge
to a money value, was now but an as-
sumed position to draw Tim out, and to
hold over his head the power that would
frighten him into doing his bidding.

By entertaining this idea, of suppress-
ing the knowledge of the crime in order
to get the reward, Mr. Simmons became,
in a sense, a party to the assault upon
himself, and morally guilty with the
boys, though, undoubtedly, in a less de-
gree.

However, this did not trouble his con-
science, as he was one who lived for
mor , and he saw here a chance to re-
plenish his pocketbook. He took Tim
with him, and, after getting his story in
full regarding Matthew’s object in way-
laying Fred \\'m‘lhinglnn, he gave him a
conditional pardon ; that is, he agreed to
wait a few days before Imndmg him over
to the sheriff, to see if he could get
Matthew to lm_\' his liberty by paying
handsomely to suppress the whole affair.
If he did not succeed in this, he assured
Tim that he would then be arrested, con-
victed, and sent to prison.

Mr. Simmons next told his prisoner
that Matthew was liable with him, and
would be arrested at the same time un-
less he complied with his proposition,
which was that he should be paid fize
hundred dollars cash for the injuries he
haad recerved. 1f Matthew and his father
did not comply with this demand, then
he would summon the sheriff at once,
have both oficnders arrested, and the
entire facts made public.

Though five hundred dollars seemed
an cnormous sum of moncy to young
Short, he was nevertheless glad to get

off temporarily on these conditions,  He
promised to try and raise this sum
through Matthew, or, if he failed in so

doing, to sccure by seme means one hun-
dred dollars to free -himseli.  Jacob had
at last very shrewdly, though with seem-
ing reluctance, agreed, if Tim could do
no better, to take the one hundred dol-
lars in settiement for the part he played
in the assault, provided he would hold
himself in readiness to testify against
Matthew.

Short readily agreed to this proposi-
tion, and looked upon the magnanimous
Mr. Simmons as a paragon of hberality,
and as his best friend.  But before leav-
ing the presence of his benefactor, the
latter was careful to note down ail the
facts touching upon the assault as re-
lated by Tim, and made the boy sign the
stategient, \

This was a little precaution probably
intended to assist Tim's memory if he
should happen to forget some important
points.

Jacob never forgot little matters like
these when the interest of his friends
was to be considered, and in this espe-
cial instance he was unusually keen,

CHAPTER VL
A NEW PLOT.

ATTHEW left the scene of the
assaultvery hastily, without even
¢ the ordinary civility of saying
good night.  This, however, was in keep-
ing with his manner of leaving the party,
for there he did not so much as thank
ss Gracie for her entertainment.
I'wice that night he had found walk-
ing too slow for his purposes, though his
object in the two cases was qullc unlike.
In the one case he was on a mission of
revenge, and in the other he was ani-
mated by a keen desire to avoid the im-
mediate neighborhood of Mr. Jacob Sim-
mons.

He evidently imagined that Jacob's so-
ciety would not be agru(xhlc to him.
Taking this view of the matter, he
thought it would be the wise thing for
him to come away, and not (o press him-
sclf upon the man at so late an hour &t
wigls.
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He reasoncd that there would be no
impropriety in such a course, as Mr
Simmons couldn’t be lonesome, for Tim
was with him, and would probably re-
main with him for the night at least, so
he withdrew from the scene.

We commend Matthew's wisdom, as
things turned out, in doing just as he
did, for had he remained it is altogether
probable that Jacob would have given
him also an exhibition of his muscular
powers, and Matthew—the gentle youth
of fine clothes and haughty manner—
wouldn’t have taken to it kindly. It
wouldn't have been a popular entertain-
ment for him in any sense.

He seemed fully impressed with this
idea of the situation, for never had he
got over the ground so fast as he did
that night. He ran the entire distance
to his own home, and even when in his
room, with his door locked, he trembled
with fear, and cast nervous glances
around, as if half expecting to sce the
angry Mr. Simmons rush in and fall
upon him with remorseless blows.

Matthew's evening had been anything
butasuccess. Every move he had made
had not only failed to accomplish his
purpose, but had actually recoiled upon
him. He little imagined, though, to
what extent this was the case in his last
effort, for his fear was only of immedi.
diate bodily punishment.

As time passed, and his door was not
burst open, he began to feel safe once
more, and as fear ceascd to occupy his
thoughts, it was replaced by jealousy,
and a desire for revenge upon Fred
Worthington. He cared little what be-
came of Tim, and gave him hardly a
passing thought since he himsclf was
safe from harm. He was not in the
mood for sleep, so passed the time in
thinking over the events of the evening,
and in nursing his spirit of revenge.

It is a contemptible act of cowardice to
lie in wait for a rival, and, taking him
thus at a disadvantage, spring upon him
and beat him with malicious pleasure.
But Matthew would have felt no scruples
on this point, for it is just what he had
planned to do; and now that he had
made of it a miserable failure, he re-
solved upon a new plot—an entirely dif-
ferent form of revenge, but one, in many
respects, much more to be dreaded.

When Fred's mind finally descended
from the clouds, and he began to think
oncemore in a natural way, heatoncetook
in the situation.  He knew that Matthew
did not like him, and he had seen him
leave the party in an angry mood.
Knowing him to be so revengeful, he
anticipated that trouble of some sort
would follow ; but he little thought what
that trouble would prove to be.

Imagine his surprise, therefore, when
the next afternoon Matthew called at the
store, in a very gracious mood, to see
him and to talk over the previovs eve-
ning's entertainment. He was very
agreeable, and as social as if they had
never quarreled.

After he had gone, Fred began to feel
somewhat guilty, thinking he had un-
justly wronged him. He disliked to have
trouble with any one, and from the fact
that they had not been very good friends
of late, and that now DeVere had made
the first concessions, Fred felt disposed
to make every effort to be on good terms
with him,

Matthew was quick to take note of
this, and it suited his plans exactly. At
first he thought he would speak to Tom
Martin about hisdespicable purpose, and
get his assistance. But he knew Dave
Farrington would not listen toit, for he
hadalready shown a preference for Fred;
so he finally conciuded to keep his own
counsel, for should the facts at any time
become known, as they most probably
would, then, if another boy shared his
secret, they would count heavily against
him.

He lost no opportunity in making
friends with Fred, and they now ap-
peared together so much that the other
boys could not understand what had
brought about such a marked change. It
was a matter of remark to the girls as
well, for they also krew something of
Matthew's hmulnv to our young hero.

"I am of the opinion that this sudden
friendship is fnr a purpose that Fred
litle suspects,” said Dave Farrington,

“for you know the circumstances and
remember what Matthew said to us be-
fore the party. My idea is that he is the
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worst boy in this village, and that we
have never scen how mecan he can be.
Fred is a good fellow and is working
hard to getahead, and I am sorry to sce
him fall in with De Vere. If it wasn't
meddling with the affairs of other folks,
I would tell him to be on his guard.”

“It does seem queer,” replied Tom,
‘“that matters should have taken this
turn ; but I guess nothing will come of
it. I know Matthew always wants his
own way, though, and is bound to have
it, and that is why his actions seem so
odd just now."”

It had been Fred's custom to stay in
the store nights until he got ready to go
home, but since he had been under the
influence of Matthew he had changed in
this respect.  Though he firmly intended
to do nothing that he would be ashamed
of, or that would injure him in any way,
yet he was in dangcrous company, and,
like all others under similar circumstan-
ces, was gradually being affected by it.

One night De Vere suggested, as they
were passing a drinking saloon—the
very one where he had found Tim Short
—that they should go in and have a
glass of gingerale. Fred had some con-
scientious scruples about this, bat, lest
he should offend his companion, he
yielded, saying to himself : ‘ There is
nothing intoxicating about it;

I don't
sec any more harm in it than drinking
soda Still T don't like the surround-
ings.’

ll'\ving once visited that place of ruin,
he hesitated less about going the second
time; so when he and Matthew again
passed it (and the latter purposely led
him that way), Fred, feeling that he was
under obligations to his companion for
his previous treat, invited him in. This
time they lingered awhile to watch the
billiard playing, and when a table was
unoccupied, Matthew asked Fred to have
a game with him, adding that he would
pay the expense.

Fred accepted the proposition and won
the game, though he had never played
before, while Matthew had had a good
deal of experience.

Billiards is one of the most fascinating
games in the world, and, from the very
fact of its fascination, it is extremely
dangerous for boys. Itis usually asso-
ciated with drinking saloons, where the
air is filled with evil influences and the
fumes of rum and tobacco; and aside
from these degrading surroundings, it is
so expensive a game that no one who is
not the posscssor of a fortune should
ever play it.

It is a very common occurrence for
one to find himself two or three dollars
short for a single evening's entertain-
ment of this sort, and this, too, when no
drinking or betting has been done.

Fred, of course, felt elated that he
should win the game with an old player,
while Matthew chuckled over his own
success; for, in purposely allowing his
opponent to win, and thereby playing
on his conceit, he had scored more points
in his own subtle game than he had
hoped.

The obstacle that at first appeared to
stand in the way of this young scoun-
drel’s accomplishing his purpose seemed
now to be well surmounted. He had
carefully managed his victim, and now
would soon be paid forall this trouble by
the terrible revenge he would enjoy.

There now remained the final act,
which he arranged with the villain of a
bartender, by paying him a certain sum.

It was agrced that De Vere should
bring Fred in for a drink, and that they
would persuade him to take a glass of
lager beer, that should contain a large
adulteration of whisky.

Tim Short was taken into the secret
with a view to rendering any scrvice
that might be required of him. Matthew
felt safe to trust him now.

When the boys next appeared at the
saloon, Matthew, with a pompous air,
said :

¢ Jokn, give me a glass of lager; T
have got sick of drinking ginger ale.
It's nothing but a baby drink, any way.

Fred, you'd better try the lager, too. It's
ever so much nicer'n that slop.  Just try
it now, and if you don't like it you

needn’t drink. See how clear it is! I
guess I can beat you at billiards after
taking this.”

The bartender laughed, and after ap-
proving all that De¢ Vere had said, he
adl ;

over drinking
Lager’s the pro-

““Folks is
ginger ale,
per stuff |”

Fred was a good scholar, but there was
a little word of two letters that he had
not yet learned how to spell; that is—
no.

He drank the beer, and his fate was
sealed. He was now a toolin Matthew’s
hands. On some pretense the young
hypocrite excused himself from playing
a game of billiards as he had at first pro-
posed, and induced Fred to follow him
into the street, knowing it was not safe
for him to remain longer in the heated
saloon.

It was his first intention to go back to
the store, thinking that if Mr. Rexford
should see Fred in a tipsy state he would
discharge him. But just before reach-
ing the merchant’s place of business he
stopped, and, taking Fred by the arm,
walked quickly up the street.

Tim followed close enough to answer
promptly if Matthew should summon
him.

The liquor had already begun to have
its desired effect. Fred had become
talkative and boisterous, and in such a
condition that he could be influenced to
do almost any absurd thing.

Matthew was bound to make the most
of his opportunities, and so he incited
him by flattering words to call at Dr.
Dutton's house, opposite which they now
stood. Fred assented to this, provi-
ded Matthew would accompany him,
This De Vere readily agreed to do, and
he led the intoxicated youth up to the
door, and rang the bell sharply.

Presently the door opened, and on
stepping in Fred looked about for his
companion, but he was nowhere to be
seen,

got about
nowadays.

(70 be continued.)

CORRESPONDENCE.

We are alwars clad to oblize aur readers to the extent
uf our abilitiex. liut in fustice to all only such questionn
as are of genernl inercst can receiv, ention,
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ney from England to Central Africa,
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Orerator, Hawley, Pa. The Flectric Age and
Journal of the Telegraph are both published in this
city.

Exthrsnastic Reaner, Washington, D. C. It is
only the 1853 quarter without rays behind the cagle
that bears a premium,

0. K., Trenton, N. J. As we have alrcady stated
several times, ¢ not authorized to give the
addresses of our contributors.

W. T. Hraues, 100 Union St., Springfield, Mass.,
would like to hear from boys between 13 and 16 who
would join him in forming a cadet company.

T. L., New York City. There is probably but a

slight, if any premium on your English halt penny
of 1 You might submit it to a “coin dealer.
W. H. E., Altoona, Pa. 1. The average height
f a boy of 16 is 5 ft. 31 weight, 107 pounds. 2.
cannot insert vour request unless you state ex-
pressly the object you have in view.

A Reaper, Baltimore, Md.  Two cents’ worth of
oxalic acid, dissolved in _a small quantity of warm

water and then apphed lightly to the stain, will re-
move ink from a book without injury to the paper.

Brsy Bee, Woodbury, N. J. r. A boy is old
enough to become an architect when he is able to
show ability in the work he mrm out. Beginners
are paid about $5 a week. 2. If a poem 1s very
good we will print it.

W.S. A, Camden, N. J. 1. If in fine condition
the cent of 1769 is worth ten cents. Your specimen
is evidently not well preserved, if only a portion of
the head is visible. 2. No premium on the silver
three cent piece of 18

Like Wartox, New H:n'cn, Conn. 1. Try using
salt in your bathing water. 2. The scale of wages

mentioned for a printcs lpprcnll(‘c. while shghtly
below that paid in th ty, averages favorably
with rates prevalent in other towns,

C. A. B., Somerville, Mass. 1. We know nothin
of the ccho mentioned. 2. It is said that a person's
watch is liable m In.wme magnetized by riding on
an clectric rail 3. We have never hL.xrd ot a
book called ** The Etymology of Casar.’

A Rraper, Auburn, There was a good
deal of dissatisfaction in the west of Scotland about
the year 1848, and several slight, temporary upris-
ings. Many of the leaders came to this country to
escape arrest. but their name: ¢ 100 nUmMereus to
admit of a list being given herc,

A. R. D., Philadelphia, Pa. 1.
issues of 1708 silver dollars, that bearing an ¢
with shield being worth $1.10 ; without shicld, $
2. The half dollar of 1856 with milled \tlLJL llkc
those in present use, brings $1.50, in good condition.
3 \'u premium on the other c

T..Newtown, Pa. 1.
\\urlh ten cents, if in good condition.

There are two

gle

The cent of 1796 is
2. The first
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Frncucal exhibition of modern telegraphy was given
by Morse on May 27, 1844, on_a line between Balti-
more and Washington. 3. The average salary of
a telegraph operator is from $10 to s:s a week.
H w. M Stoncham, Mass. 1. A copper cent of
firs s preservation, is worth two cents,
:»A. he Iull’ cent of 18o4, in similar condition, will
bring the same price. 5. A well preserved silver
dollar of 1799 is worth $1.10. 4. You give neither
dates nor denominations of your George III coins.

A. W. W,, West Haven, Conn. 1. If in good
condition ynur cnms bear’ premiums as follows :
Half dollar of 1836, $1.50; cents of 1803, 1807, 1810
and 1814, two cents c.n‘h: cents of 1797, 1801 and
1805, three cents cach; cent of 1808, five cent
2. Consult our advertising columns, last wei
number, for purchasing ugoncy.

F. S. J., Cortland, N. Provided all your
coins arc in fine condumn lhc premiums on them
are as follows: Cent of 1800, three cents ; cents of
1802 and 1803, two cents cach; half cent of 1807,
two anls 2. No premium on twenty cent piece of
1876, We do not want to purchase any coins
of wh.nw\cr description or rarity.

H. D., Ottumwa, Ta. 1. We cannct publish re-
quests for Lurr(spnndmn ¢ between our readers ex-
cept in cases where the design is to form a military
company, or some equally laudable institution, 2.
We pay a cash commission of fifty cents for cach
new three dollar sul'scriber obtained for us by one

who is already a subscriber.  We have no premium
hsz at present.

F. W., New Brunswick, N. The only s
cent adlicsive stamp bearing the hLad of W, a~|||ng-
ton is the brown 5 cent of 1847, which is catalogucd
at 2sc. used. 2. No premium on the half dollar of
1854, nor on the two cent picce of 1864, 3. It in
food condition your other coins are worth as fol-
ows : A sharp five cent piece of 1867, ten cents;
three cent picce of 1865, 25 cents.

Kuku Master, New York City. 1. We cannot
afford the space in this department to explain the
method of making an induction coil. We may print
a slf_cclal article on the subject at some future date.

he mystery attending the performances of the
aumm.mc chess player has not yet been thoroughly
sifted. It is quite possible that'you may be correct
in your surmise, as dwarfs have been used for the
purpose before now.

XXX, Dorado, Kan. 1. No premium on any
of the United States cmns mentioned. 2. Your
copper piece ship on it is an English token,
whose value ler would have to  detgrmine.
The next is a Swiss twenty centinie piece, equiv-
alent to four cents in our money, and the other is
an Austrian kreuzer, worth no numll half a cent.
No rrcnnum on any of these. 3. The average
height of a boy of fifteen is 5 feet, 1 inch. 4. ° ﬁc
next meet of the American Canoe Association will
be held at Lake George, in August we believe.

Dick Earie, Brooklyn, N 1. Yes, we will
send ** Afloat in a Great City " in
;xnd, to any uddrcss inthe United Slalvwr Car

or $1.25
Readers, in nuxnlur before
answer to first question of
No. 266, 5. The price paid for ovr \crlu) s a matter
of private import between the author and the pub-
lisher. 6, 8, e have not space in which to
print the llist of the stories you ask for. We refer
you to recent numbers of the paper. We do not
now at present. 10. We hope to pnm a story for
girls in the present volume,

last.
illia

-se

EXCHANGES.

()nr exchange ecolumn i« open, tree of charge, to sub-
o

ARGONY,

danzerons chemicn
articles; nor excl
Of papers, except thoxe sent by re
tain biek numbers or volumnes of T

We must disclaim all m.u..,m,mn
wade thro this department
Wake an exchnnize kol herore doig 50 WHIS loF ,.,‘r
tigulars to the address civen

e have on tile a number of exch; <. which will be

yuhlluhc«l 1 LHEr Luin a8 KoOn I8 APIUCE. DEFTTA,

. Howe, Cresswell, Oreg. Four books by
Stephens, for 4 numbers uf Muxnsev's Poru-
LAR SEKIES.

F. Wardwell, 17 Chestnut St., Portland, Me, A
lcl( bhone, wire, etc., for a pair of 1o0r 10 1-2 Acme
. & B. skat
]err) McCarthy, 318 West Fayette St.,
N. Y.” Three hundred postmarks, for a
without ** cents.
Henry C. Samuels, 45 West rigth St., New York
A camcra, with complete outfit, for stamps,

Syracuse,
nickel

, or minerals.

(h.nrlc's.l Gunderson, €33 Minnesota Ave., Sioux
Falls, Dak. A sct of 4 boxing gloves, for a minia-
ture steam engine.

F. Unger, 716 z2d Ave., New York Citv. A 4 1-4
by 2 3-4 press, with ink, roller, and 2 fonts of type,
for reading matter.

W. B. Hale, Williamsville, Mass. Stamps and
old U. S. coins, for the same. Correspondence with
collectors solicited.

O. T. Embody, Stuart, Toa. A watch, Spring-
ficld movement, with gold filled cases, valued at
$21, for a self inking press, chase not less than 6

Y 9.

Da.\lcs Green, 85 11th St., South Brooklyn.

. A self inking press, with 17 fonts of type, cab-
inet, etc., cost $100, for a sy inch bicycle of equal
value.

Charles T. Hepburn, Fort Scott, Kan. = A magic
lantern with 12 siiges, a tifc and a pair of ice skates,

for Vol. V of Tuk GoLbex Akcosy, bound or un-
bound.
J. M. Ross, care Mrs, Kimball, Fremont St.,

albur

Somerville, Mass.  An International stam
i ted ice

with 332 stamps, for a pair of nickel p
skates worth about $5

G. H. Pratt, 6 Heath St., Semerville, Mass, A

air of nickeled all clamp roller skates, with grain
r(.nhu bag and cxtra boxwoad rollers, for a guitar
or a good collection of stamps.

Henry Upton, Box 338, Waterbury, Conn. A

press, with long type, roller, ink and cards, and cu-
riosities, books, ctc., for a heavy overcoat in fair
condition, suitable for a boy of z0.
F. Ressegnie, Ellendale, Dak. A pair of pol-
ished buffalo horns, an Indian stone tom:
and specimens of lead ore, silver ore, gold
crystallized mica, and agates, for a spy glass, 6 1-4
inches long closed, 16 1-4 open,




116
MR. CROWLEY,

A PROMINENT CITIZEN OF NEW YORK.

NE of the great-
est features of
Central Park,
New York, is
the chimpanzee
at the men-
agerie. All day
long a great
crowd is elbow-
ing its way to
the front of the
cages occupied
by Mr. Crowley
and his fiancee,
Miss Kitty.
Every twenty
minutes a
policeman
comes up and
clearsthe crowd
away, SO as to
let the newcomers have a chance.

Mr. Crowley, as he is called, was cap-
tured in Africa near the Congo River,
and brought to New York when a mere
babe. He is now six years old, and
weighs eighty pounds. When standing
erect, he measures four feet in height
from sole of foot to top of head, and he
is valued at thirty five thousand dollars.
His keeper says if he lives to be ten
years old, he will be six feet high. The
whole body is covered with short, silky,
brown hair, excepting face, hands and
ears. The skin of his face is rather light,
and the ears are shaped exactly like those
of a human being, but are very thin and
large ; forehead broad, brows projecting,
nose small, upper lip long, eyes deep set,
large and slow in movement, which gives
them a mournful expression.

After watching these chimpanzees for
a while, one cannot think of them after-
wards as monkeys, butas some sad faced,
half human wild creatures.

Miss Kitty is now about two years old,
and was brought here recently as a mate
to Crowley. Her cage is not as large as
his, being about ten feet square. The
two are side by side, and a door of strong
iron bars separates them.

High up in Kitty’s cage a hammock is
stretched, and she spends a good deal of
her time swinging in it. She is not
always particular about getting down
into it, but is apt to sit on the very edge,
ornear the end where theringis fastened.
She always looks as though she were
going to tumble, but never does. It is
funny to see her catch flies; her little
half closed hand is poised on the wall or
table, and with a quick swoop, the fly is
hers. She pinches it, then with a stick
proceeds to pound it until there is nothing
left.

A piece of coffee sack was given her to
lie on. She managed to pull it around
her shoulders, and held it fast with her
hands under her chin. Then with half
turned head she glanced over her shoul-
der, to see how it looked behind. Ilonged
to give her a bright colored shawl and
bits of ribbon, feeling sure she would try
to decorate herself with them.

When Kitty arrived in New York and
was put in her cage, Crowley walked up
to the barred door and looked at her with
an air of surprise and curiosity, sauntered
slowly back to the end of his room, and
really seemed to be thinking about his
new neighbos.

Miss Kitty, meanwhile, with the keen-
est interest was watching the crowd that
stood around her cage. After scanning
each lady, her dress, and the throng in
general, she would fasten her eyes on
the last comer and watch him until the
next visitor appeared; and between
times, press her face against the bars,
look out of the corner of her eyes in the
direction whence they came—the idea of
where they went being of no consequence
to her.

When some lions in a neighboring cage
set up a terrible roaring, the expression
of Kitty's face would change instantly to
one of fear and terror, and her eyes seem
ready to start out of their sockets.

She would catch hold of the bars at the
top of her cage, swing herself to the
farthermost corner and perform this littl=
feat exactly as the boys do at a gymnas-
ium when they cross a room by catching
two rings suspended at the ends of ropes.
When quiet was restored, Kitty would
come back to her place, but with a quiver-
ing chia, as we sometimes see in little
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children, and an occasional plaintive

ry.

When at the front of her cage, she
always sits or stands with her hands
holding to the bars. A keeper, trying to
tease her, pinched her hand ; she quickly
let go the bar, then he pinched the other.
She continually let go and took hold as
he pinched. Forbearance ceases at length
to be a virtue in the chimpanzee’s case
too, and she throws herself on the floor
in a real human ‘‘mad fit,” screams,
kicks and pounds as violently as any
youngster of the present day ; but unlike
the human child, she is over itallina
few seconds, and is up and at her old
place again serenely watching the fash-
ions.

But how did all this effect Crowley ?
When he heard her
first cry, he rushed
to the door that
openedinto hercage
and saw her in her
mad scene. He
seemed to under-
stand itall ;he shook
and pulledatthe bars
as hough eager to
protect her ; ran
across the floor and
threw his whole
weight against the
door, but it did not
yield. Hethencame
to the front of his
cage, put his face up
closeand tried tosee
who was teasing her;
then slowly pulled
bis great mouth to
“a pucker andsent a
volley of salivainthe
direction of the sup-
posed assailant.

MR. CROWLEY AND HIS FIANCEE.

Presently Kitty puts her hand outand
reaches towards Crowley's cage; he
catches hold of it and hurts it; Kitty
screams out with pain, and immediately
thrusts her hand towards the keeper to
have it caressed. He pets it, while she
looks very satisfied and happy.

Kitty sometimes amuses herself by
calling Crowley to the door ; as soon as
she hears him approaching, she jumps
back out of sight, and holds a long straw
through the bar towards him.

He looks disgusted and throws sawdust
and spits at her. She looks delighted at
being able to keep out of his reach ; then
Crowley slowly moves away and sits
down.

Kitty tries all her arts to induce him to
return, repeatedly chattering to him ; but
he turns his back upon her with face to

the wall, and sits there a long time un-
moved, plainly showing that he wants no
more of her nonsense. Then in a threat-
ening manner he runs almost to where
she is, as if to frighten her away; and with
a very pompous strut returns to his seat.
Once Mr. Crowley discovered a piece
of wire, examined it closely, found it
would bend, then twisted and turned it
in many curious shapes with his fingers.
Again, he snatched a straw hat from a
man’s head, who came too near. He
tossed, twirled and flung it around, then
sat down, tore it into shreds, and taking
a piece of the braid, examined it care-
fully. Beginning at the end, he un-
braided it, and, holdingitclose to his eyes,
seemed to regard it with deep interest.
Being a New Yorker, Crowley dines at

the fashionable hour of
i His keeper enters his
e, spreads a cloth, and

s his dinner, which
sts of several articles
of food. Crowley, with
much dignity,seats himself
at the table, unfolds his
napkin, pulls his great
mouth down to regulation
size and begins to sip his
broth out of a spoon pre-
cisely as mankind does.
He has a sharp appetite, and sometimes
gets in a hurry and ladles it in a little too
fast; but a timely hint from the keeper
causes him to ‘‘slow up.”

His chin shines with the liquid, and
the keeper tells him not to forget what
the napkin s for. Inatwinkling Crowley
begins rubbing his mouth. He seems
anxious to make a good job of it, and
proceeds to wipe his forehead, and the
back of his neck.

After that, he keeps the napkin in his
hand, and wipes his mouth frequently.
He drinks from a silver cup, and eats
sliced bananas with a fork.

One day, at the close of the meal, he
held a large spoon while the keeper
poured it full of cod liver oil. Crowley
swallowed the medicine with a relish,
and like a bad boy stuck out his tongue
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and licked the spoon on both sides. A
little having run over on the table, he
managed to save that after the same
fashion. The keeper having turned his
back for a moment, Crowley cast a hur.
ried glance towards him and then quickly
leaned over the table and looked on the
floor where the bottle stood, to see how
much more it contained.

Mr. Crowley is an ardent admirer of 2
certain New York policeman. He comes
every day and puts out his hard, which
Crowley takes and shakes with great
gusto. At the same time he slips his
other hand into the pocket of the police-
man, and, taking out his whistle, blows
it with a vengeance.

Crowley’s laugh is very hearty, and he
tries to imitate the laugh of those around
him. I once asked his keeper if he be-
lieved Crowley understood what was
said to him. The man was at that
moment trimming his nails, and, step-
ping up to the cage, he said: ‘‘ Want
your nails cut, sir?”

Instantly a great hand was thrust be.
tween the bars, and as the cutting was
being done the chimpanzee watched it
closely. When one was finished, out
came the other without a word from the
keeper, Crowley's mouth taking odd
shapes the while, as if to help to direct
the process, as we often see boys do
when they are using knife or tools.

Alittle hand glass was given to Crowley,
and he seemed never to weary gazing
into it ; but always with a sorrowful kind
of look. He loves music. When a
mouth organ was being played, he gotas
near the boy as possible, and did not
stir until the music ceased. He triesto
dance, and with his powerful arms can
go through natural gymnastics that would
make an expert in that line turn green
with envy.

Visitors are warned not to feed the
chimpanzee ; but a sympathetic boy will
sometimes, unseen, throw a handful of
peanuts into the cage. Instantly they
are gathered up and all stowed away in
Crowley's mouth. The keeper tries to
coax him to throw them away, but fails.
Some time after, when he thinks the sub-
ject is forgotten, Crowley takes them
out and slowly eats them. Half of an
orange was given him ; it disappeared,
but a bulged out cheek betrayed its
hiding place in spite of the innocent look
on his face.

We were invited to Crowley's private
apartments to make a sketch of him be-
fore he was placed on exhibition for the
day. In this cage he has a strong bed-
stead with a variety of bedding, which
he shakes out and folds up each morning.
The artist drew forth pencil and paper
and prepared to make a sketch of his
highness. Heregarded usa few moments
withmuch interest, then opened thatgreat
mouth, and with little jerks of his head
actually laughed at us, but I must say
with not a very pleasing expression.

When the wish seized him to haveus
leave, he pounded the floor, stamped,
danced, turned somersaults and balanced
himself on his head. As a finale, he
gathered all the sawdustin a heap, and
with that never failing mouth of his, wet
handfuls of it, pressed it into balls, and
threw them at us until the sawdust supply
was exhausted ; but not that mouth. He
would shape it, take aim, and had I not
raised my umbrella, we should have been
hit every time. Finding himself out-
witted, he began to shake and rattle his
barred door. When we saw him reach
out his long arm and feel around until
he found the padlock which fastened it,
and try to wrench it off with his strong
hands,” we were thoroughly frightened
and got out of his presence as fast as we
could. 3

The next day I went to see him after
he had been put in his exhibiting cage.
Many were already there, but his quick
eye caught sight of me, and with light-
ning-like recognition 1 was greeted with
a handful of sawdust. L.S.
-or

WE EMBRACE THE UNIVERSE.

THE Court—** Mr. Clerk, is this Thursday ?"

Clerk—*‘ Yes, your Honor.”

The Court—* Tomorrow is the Turkish Sab-
bath, Saturday the Hebrew, and Sunday the
Christian, We adjourn until Monday.”

Clerk—** But that is Labor Day; Tuesday is
the anniversary of Irish independence; and
Wednesday of the founding of the German
Empire.”

The Court—‘*Then we are closed for the
week. !
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LITTLE BY LITTLE.
BY LEON HERBERT.
LitTLE by little the time goes by—

Y-
Short if you sing through it, long if you sigh :
Little by little—an hour, a day,

ne with the years that have vanished away ;
Little by little the race is run,
Trouble and waiting and toil are done !

Little by little the skies grow clear,
Little by little the sun comes near,

Little by little the days smile out,
Gladder and brighter on pain and doubt ;
Little by little the seeds we sow

Into a beautiful yield will grow.

[ This story commenced in No. 264.]

Luke Walton;

H OR,
THE CHICAGO NEWSBOY.
BY HORATIO ALGER, Jr.,

Author of \* The Young Acrobat,” ** Bob Bur-
Zon,” ** Ragged Dick,” ** Luck and
luck,” etc.

CHAPTER XIV.

LUKE HAS A COOL RECEPTION IN PRAIRIE
AVENUE.

OM BROOKS had reason to feel alarmed,
for his Chinese pursuer was very much in
earnest, and fully intended to strike Tom
with the flatiron. Though this was

utterly wrong, some excuse must made for
Ah King, who had frequently been annoyed by
Tom.

It was at this critical juncture that Luke
‘Walton appeared on the scene.

He had no reason to like Tom, but he in-
stantly prepared to rescue him. Fortunately he
knew Ah King, whom he had more than once
p from the yance
of the hoodlums of the neigh-
borhood.

Luke ran up and seized the
Chinaman by the arm.

* What are you going to do 2"
he demanded, sternly.

““Fool boy bleak my win-
dow,” said Ah King. ‘‘I bleak
his head.”

‘‘No, you mustn’t do that.
The police will arrest you.”

“Go way! Me killee white
boy,” cried Ah King, impa-
tiently, trying to shake off Luke's
grasp. ‘' He bleak window—,
cost me a dollee.”

““T’ll see that he pays it, or is
arrested,” said Luke.

Unwillingly Ah King suffered
himself to be persuaded, more
readily perhaps that Tom was
now at a safe distance.

“You plomise me ?” said Ah

King.

**Yes ; if he don’t pay, I will.
Go and get the wirdow mend-
ed.”

Luke easily overtook Tom,
who was looking round the cor-
ner to see how matters were go-
ing.

‘‘ Has he gone back ?” asked
Tom, rather anxiously.

““Yes, but if I hadn’t come
along he would perhaps have
killed you.”

“You only say that to scare
me,” said Tom, uneasily.

“No, I don’t; I mean it. Do
you know how I got you off 2 "

‘“ How 2"

“I told Ah King you would
pay for the broken window. It
will cost a dollar.”

““1didn’t promise,” said Tom,
significantly.

‘*No,” said Luke, sternly,
‘“but if you don’t do it, I will
myself have you arrested. I saw you throw
the stone at the window.”

“ What concern is it of yours ?"” asked Tom,
angrily. *“ Why do you meddle with my busi-
ness 2"

“If I hadn’t meddled with your business, you
might have a fractured skull by this time. It is
a contemptibly mean thing to annoy a poor
Chinaman.”

‘“He’s only a heathen.”

‘“ A well behaved heathen is better than a
Christian such as you are.”

“I don’t want any lectures,” said Tom, in a
sulky tone.

‘1 presume not. I have nothing more to say
except that I expect you to hand me that dollar
tonight.”

“I haven't got a dollar.”

“Then you had better get one. I don't be-
lieve you got a dollar's worth of sport in break-

ing the window, and I advise you hereafter to
spend your money better.”

“I don't believe I will pay it,” said Tom,
eying Luke closely to see if he were in earnest.

*“Then I will report your case to the police.”

““You're a mean fellow !” said Tom, angrily.

““Ibegin to be sorry I interfered to save you.
However, take your choice. If necessary, I will
pay the dollar myself, for 1 have promised Ah
King ; but I shall keep my word about having
you arrested.”

It was a bitter pill for Tom to swallow, but he

to raise the money, and handed it to
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Luke that evening. Instead of being grateful to
the one who had possibly saved his life, he was
only the more incensed against him, and longed
for an opportunity to do him an injury.

“1 hate that Luke Walton,” he said ‘o one of
his intimate friends. '‘He wants to boss me,
and all of us, but he can’t do it. He’s only fit
to keep company with a heathen Chinee.”

Luke spent but a couple of hours in selling

pers. He had not forgotten his engagement
with Mrs. Merton, and ‘punctually at ten o'clock
he pulled the bell of the house in Prairie
Avenue.

Just at the moment the door was opened, and
he faced a boy of his own age, a thin, dark
comdplex.ioned youth, of haughty bearing. This
no doubt, he concluded, was Harold Tracy.

““What do you want ?” he asked, supercil-

louslly.
““Ishould like to see Mrs. Merton.”

‘““Humph ! What business have you with
Mrs. Merton 2”

Luke was not favorably impressed with
Harold’s manner, and did not propose to treat
him with the i ion which he evidentl
thought his due.

*I'come here at Mrs. Merton’s request,” he

said briefly.
together,
‘It strikes me you are impudent,” retorted
Harold, angrily.
“ Your opinion of me is of no importance to

‘““As to what business we have
refer you to her.”

me. If you don't care to let Mrs. Merton know
I am here, I will ring again and ask the servant
to do so.”

Here a lady bearing a strong personal resem-
blance to Harold made her appearance, entering
the hall from the breakfast room in the rear.

““What's all this, Harold ? " she asked, in a
tone of authority.

‘“ Here is a boy that says he wants to see Aunt
Eliza.”

“ What can he want with her?”

“T asked him, but he won't tell.”

*‘I must trouble him to tell me,” said Mrs.
Tracy, closing her thin mouth with a snap.

*¢ Like mother—like son,” thought Luke.

‘“Do you hear ?” demanded Mrs. Tracy, un-
pleasantly.

“I am here by Mrs. Merton’s appointment,
Mrs. Tracy,” said Luke, firmly. ‘1 shall be
glad to have her informed that I have arrived.”

“ And who are you, I may ask ?”

‘“ Perhaps you've got your card about you,”
sneered Harold.

‘I have,answered Luke, quietly.

‘With a comical twinkle in his eye, he offered
one to Harold.

‘* Luke Walton,” repeated Tom.

“ Yes, that is my name."”

‘I don’t think my aunt will care to see you,”
said Mrs. Tracy, who was getting provoked with
the '‘ upstart boy,” as she mentall{ termed him.

‘“ Perhaps it would be better to let her know I
am here.”

‘It is quite unnecessary.
sponsibility.”

uke was quite in doubt as to what he ought
to do. He could not very well prevent Harold's
closing the door, in obedience to his mother’s
direction, but fortunately the matter was taken
out of his hands by the old lady herseif, who,
unobserved by Harold and his mother, had
been listening to the conversation from the upper
landing. When she saw her visitor about to be
turned out of the house, she thought it quite
time to interfere.

““ Louisa,” she called, in a tone of displeasure,
“you will oblige me by not meddling with my
visitors. Luke, come upstairs.”

Luke could not forbear a smile of triumph as
he passed Ilarold and Mrs. Trac‘y, and noticed
the look of discomfiture on their faces.

I will take the re-

“I didn’t know he was your visitor, Aunt
Eliza,” said Mrs. Tracy, trembling with the
anger she did not venture to display before her
wealthy relative.
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said Mrs. Tracy hypocritically, ““but when she
dies, it is only fair that we should have her
money."”

CHAPTER XV.
A WELCOME GIFT.

HEN Luke and Mrs. Merton were alone,
the old lady said, with a smile, ** You
seemed to have some difficulty in get-
ting into the house.”

“Yes," answered Luke. ‘I don’t think your
nephew likes me.”

‘ Probably not. Both he and his mother are
afraid some one will come between me and
them. They are selfish, and cannot understand
how I can have any other friends or beneficia-
ries. You are surprised that I speak so openly
of such near relatives to such a comparative
stranger. However, it is my nature to be out-
spoken. And now, Luke, if you don't think it
will be tiresome to escort an old woman, 1 mean
to take you down town with me.”

1 look upon you as a kind friend, Mrs. Mer-
ton,” responded Luke, earnestly. ‘I want to
thank-you for the handsome present you made
me yesterday. I didn‘l' expect anything like ten

o]

*‘ You will find it acceptable,
however, I don’t doubt. Ser-
iously, Luke, I don't think it's
too much to pay for saving my
life. Now, if you will wait here
five minutes, I will then be ready
to go out with you.”

ive minutes later Mrs. Mer-
ton came into the room attired
for the street. They went down-
stairs together, and Luke and
she got on board a street car.

They were observed by Mrs.
Tracy and Harold as they left
the house.

‘“ Aunt Eliza's very easily im-

upon,”remarked the latter.

“‘ She scarcely knows anything
of that boy, and she has taken
him out with her. How does
she know but he is a thief ?”

‘“He looks like one,” said
Harold, in an amiable tone. ‘* If
aunt is robbed I shan't pity her.
She will deserve it.”

“Very true; but you must re-
member that it will be our losc
as well as hers. Her property
will rightfully come to us, and if
she is robbed we shall inherit so
much the less.”

““You're sharp, mother. 1
didn’t think of that.”

‘I have been thinking, Har-
old, it may be well for you to finc
out something of this boy. If
you can prove to Aunt Eliza
that he is of bad character, she
will send him adrift.”

“I'll see about it, mother. 1
don't like him at all.”

Meanwhile Mrs. Merton anc
Luke were on their way to thc
business portion of the city.

“Ithink we will stop at Adams
Street, Luke,” said the old lady.
“‘I shall have to go to the Con-
tinental Bank, o you know
where itis?”

‘1 believe it is on La Salle
Street, corner of Adams.”

¢ Quite right. I shall intro-
duce you to the paying teller a:

in my employ, as I may havc
WHO HAD BEEN CONCEALED BENEATH occasion to send you there alonc
THE BED. at times to deposit or draw

“Didn’t he say 532" asked Mrs. Merton,
sharply.

““Yes, but I was not sure that he was not an
impostor.”

“You had only to refer the matter to me,
and I could have ‘settled the question. Luke is
in my employ—"

“In your employ ?” repeated Mrs. Tracy, in
surprise.

‘“Yes; he will do errands for me, and some-
times accompany me to the city.”

“Why didn’t you call on Harold > He would
be very glad to be of service to you.”

Certainly Harold’s looks belied his mother's
promise for him.

“‘ Harold had other things to occupy him. I
prefer the other arrangement. Luke, come into
my room and I will give you directions.”

Mrs. Tracy and Harold looked at each other
as Luke and the old lady disappeared.

“This is a new freak of Aunt Eliza's,” said
Mrs. Tracy. ‘“ Why does she pass over you,
and give the preference to this upstart boy 2"

‘I don’t mind that, mother,” replied Harold.
‘T don't want to be dancing attendance on an
old woman.”

‘‘But she may take a fancy to this boy—she
seems to have done so already—and give him
part of the money that ought to be yours.”

*“If we find there is any danger of that I guess
we are smart enough to set her against him.
Let her have the boy for a servant if she wishes.”

‘I don't know but you are right, Harold.
We must be very discreet, for Aunt Eliza is
worth half a million.”

““ And how old is she, mother ?

‘‘Seventy one.”

“That’s” pretty old.
years.”

*“1 hope she will live to a good old age,”

She can’t live many

money."”
From where the cars left them
the old lady walked with Luke to the bank.

‘I wish Harold was more like you,” she said.
‘“ His mother's suggestion that 1 should tak
him with me as an escort would be just as disa-
greeable to him as to me.”

““Is he attending school ?” asked Luke.

“Yes. He is preparing for college, but he is
not fond of study, and I doubt whether he ever
enters. I think he must be about your age.”

“1 am nearly sixteen.”

‘‘ Then he is probably a little older.”

They entered the bank, and Mrs. Merton, go-
ing to the window of the paying teller, pre-
sented a check for a hundred dollars. '

‘“‘How will you have it, Mrs. Merton?”
asked the teller. *

‘“In fives and tens. By the way, Mr. North-
rop, please take notice of this boy with me. 1
shall occasionally send him by himself to attend
to my business. His name is Luke Walton.”

** His face looks familiar. I think we have
met before.”

‘I have sold gou papers more than once, Mr.
Northrop,” said Luke. *I stand on Clark
Street, near the Sherman.”

““Yes, I remember now. We bank officials
are apt to take notice of faces.”

‘“ Here, Luke, carry this money for me,” said
Mrs. Merton, putting a lady’s pocketbook intc
the hand of her young escort. **You are less
likely to be robbed than 1.”

Luke was rather pleased at the full confidence
his new employer séemed to repose in him.

“I am now going up on State Street,” said
Mrs. Merton, as they emerged into the street.
** You know the store of Marshall Field ?"”

“Oh, yes ; everybody in Chicago knows that.”

‘T am going there.”

For a lady of her years, Mrs. Merton was a
fair walker. In a few minutes they stood be-



118

fore the large store, and Mrs. Merton entered,
followed by Luke.

Mrs. Merton went to that part of the estab-
hshment where woolens were sold, and pur-
chased a dress pattern.  To Luke's surprise the
salesman who waited upon her was the same
one who'had come to his assistance in the car
the day previous when he was charged with
stealing.  The recognition was mutual.

**1 believe we have met before,”
young man with a smile.

** Yes, fortunately for me,” answered Luke,
gratefully.

**The two parties who were determined to
find you guilty looked foolish when they ascer-
tained the real character of your accuser.”

*“What is this, Luke ? You didn't tell me of
it,” said Mrs. Merton.

The story was related briefly.

‘1 should like to meet that woman," said Mrs.
Merton, nodding energetically. **1'd give her
a piece of my mind. Luke, you may hand me
ten dollars.”

The goods were wrapped up and the change
returned.

**Where shall Isend the bundle, Mrs. Mer-
ton 2" asked the szlesman deferentially.

‘* Luke will take it.”

As they left the store, Mrs. Merton said:
 Did you think I was buying this dress for m)-

o

said the

**I thought so," Luke answered.

“* No, I have dresses enough to last me a life
time, I may alnmsl say. This dress pattern is
for your mother.”

** For my mother 2" repeated Luke, joyfully.

“Yes; I hope it will be welcome.”

“Indeed it will. Mother hasn’t had a new
dress for over a year.”

““Then I guessed right. Give it to her with
my comp iments, and tell her that 1 give it to
her for your sake. Now I believe I will go
home.”

No present made to Luke could have given
him so much pleasure as this gift to his mother,
for he knew how much she stood in need of it.

When they reached the house on Prairie
Avenue, they met Mrs. Tracy on the steps.
She had been out for a short call.

Did you have a pleasant morning, Aunt
Eliza 2" she asked, quite ignoring Luke.

** Yes, quiteso. Luke, I won't trouble you to
come in. I shall not need you tomorrow. The
next day you may call at the same hour,”

Luke turned away, but was called back sharply

you are taking away my
Bring it back dxreul)

** Louisa,” said the old lady, ** don’t *trouble
yourself. That bundle is meant for Luke's
mother.”

8 Sume!hmg you boughl for her?™
a dress pattern,”

Ll Ohl " sniffed Mrs. Tracy, eying Luke with
strong disapproval. ‘* Do you know anything
about this boy 2" she asked, as they entered the
house.

“Yes. Why?”

“*1 hope he won't impose upon you.”

* Thank you. Iam not a child, Louisa.”

** The boy looks artful.”

“T can't say much for your discrimination.”

““If anything happens, you will remember
that I warned you."

1 shall remember,”
an amused smile.

aunt’s bundie.

said the old lady, with
CHAPTER XVL
THOMAS BROWNING AT HOME.
P\' one of the handsomest streets in Milwaukee

stood a private residence which was quite

in harmony withits surroundings. It looked

like the home of a man of ample means, It
was luxuriously furnished, and at one side was
a conservatory. It was very apt to attract the
attention of strangers, and the question was fre-
quently asked—**\Who lives there 2"

And the answer would be ** Thomas Browning,
one of our most prominent ciliLcns. He will
probably be mayor some day.’
is was the residencé of Thomas Brown-
ing, Thomas Butler, the man to whom
the dead father of Luke Walton had intrusted
the sam of ten thousand dollars to carry to his
wife and children. How he fulfilled his trust,
or rather did not fulfill it, we already know.
But in Milwaukee, where Mr. Browning had
become a leading citizen, it was not known. It
was  entirely inconsistent with what was be-
lieved to be his character. For Mr. Browning
was considered a philanthropist.  He was pre
dent of one charitable society, and treasurer of
another. At the annual meetings of these so-
cieties he was always called upon to speak, and
his allusions to the poverty and privations of
those who were cared for by these societies never
failed to produce an impression.

** What a good man he is!" said many who
listerted with sympathetic interest.

It was popularly supposed that he gave away
large sumsin durll) Indeed he admitted the
fact, but explained the absence of his name
from subscription papers by saying—** All my
gifts are anonymous. Instead of giving my
name I prefer to put down * Cash,’ so much, or
* A Friend," such another sum. Idon't wish to
influence others, but it jars upon me to have
my name osteatatiously paraded in the public
prints.

Now, in all subscriptions there are donations
ascribed to **Cash” ana * A Friend,” and
whenever these occurred it was generally sup-

osed that they represented Mr. Browning.
ut, to let the reader into a little secret, this
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was only a shrewd device of Mr. Browning’s to
have the reputation of a philanthropist at little
or no expense, for, as a matter of fact, #e never
contributed at all!

In a pleasant room on the second floor sat the
pseudo philanthropist.  The room was fur-
nmished as a library. At a writing table, poring
over what looked like an account book, he
looked the picture of comfort and respectability.
A few well chosen engra
walls. A pleasant light was
room from a chandelier suspended over the
table.

Thomas Browning leaned back in his chair,
and a placid smile overspread his naturally
harsh features. He looked about him, and his
thoughts somehow ran back to a time when he
was very differently situated.

** Five years ago tonight,” he said, “1 was
well nigh desperate. I hadn't a cent to bless
myself with, nor was the prospect of getting one
particularly bright. How 1 lived for a consider-
able time I hardly know. 1 did have a notion
at one time, when I was particularly down on
my luck, of committing suicide, and so ending
the strug,;,le once for all It would have been a
great mistake !” he added, after a pause. *‘I
didn't foresee at the time the prosperous years
that lay before me. Frederick Walton's money
changed my whole life. Ten thousand dollars
isn't a fortune, but it proved the basis of one. It
enabled me to float the Excelsior Mine. I re-
member there were a hundred thousand shares
at two dollars a share, all based upon a few
acres of mining land which I bought for a song.
With the ten thousand dollars I hired an office,
printed circulars, distributed glowing accounts
of imaginary wealth, etc. It cost considerabl
for advertising, but I sold seventy thousand
shares, and when I had gathered in the money,
I let the bottom fall out. There was a great
fuss, of course, but I figured as the largest loser,
being the owner of thirty thousand shares (for
which I hadn't paid a cent), and so shared the
sympathy extended to losers. It was a nice
scheme, and after deducting all expenses, I
made a clean seventy five thousand dollars out
of it, which, added to my original capital, made
eighty fivethousand. Then I came to Milwau-
kee and bought this house. From that time my
career has been upward and onward. My
friends say I shall some day be mayor of the
city, Well, stranger things have happened.”

4 At this moment a servant entered the library.

““Well, Mary, what is it 2" asked the philan-
thropist.

*‘Please, sir, there's a poor woman is at the
door, and would like to see you.”

‘* Ah, yes, she wants relief from the Widows'
and Orphans’ Society probably. Well, send her
up. I am always at home to the poor.”

** What a good man he is!" thought Mary.
“It's strange he gives such low wages to the
girls that work for him. He saysit's Lecause he
gives away so much money in charities.”

Mary ushered in a moment later a woman ina
faded dress, with a look of care and sorrow on
her thin features.

‘ Take a seat, madam,” said Thomas Brown-
ing. urbanely. ** Did you wish to see me 2"

“Yes, sir. T am in difficulties, and I have
ventured to call upon you.

“Tam glad to see you.
see the unfortunate.”

** Yes, sir; I know

I am always ready to

u have the reputation

**No, no,” said M Browning, modestly.
* Don't mention it. I am fully aware of the
flattering estimation which is plued on my poor
services, but I really don’t deserve it. It is per-
haps as the President of the Widows' and
Orphans’ Charitable Society that you wish to
speak to me."”

‘**No, sir. Itisas the President of the Ex-
celsior Mining Company that I wish to make
an appml to you.

+Oh!" ejaculated Browning, with a percep-
uble change of countenance.

Of course you remember it, sir. I was a
widow, with a small property of five thousand
dollars left me by my late husband. It was all
1 had on which to support myself and two chil-
dren. The banks paid poor interest, and I was
in search of a profitable investment. One of
your circulars fell into my hands. The shares
were two dollars each, and it was stated that
they would probably yield fifty per cent divi-
dends.  That would support me handsomely.
But I didn't decide to invest till I had written'a
private letter to you."

She took it from a pocket of her dress, and
offered it to Thomas Browning, but that gentle-
man waved it aside.

She continued : ** You indorsed all that the
circular contained. You said that within a year
you thought the shares would rise to at least ten
dollars.  So I invested all the money I had.
You know what followed. In six moaths the
shares went du\\n to nothing, and I found my-
self penniless

**1 know it, my good woman,” said Thomas
Browning. 1 know it to my cost. myself
had sixty thousand dollars invested in the stock.
I lost it all.”

** But you seem to be a rich man,”
poor woman, looking about her.

*“ I have made it out of other ventures. But
the collapse of the mine was a sad blow to me.
As the president, I might have had something
from the wreck, but I did not. 1 suffered with
the rest. Now may I ask what I can do for
you?"

* It was on account of your advice that I
bought stock.  Don't you think 'you ought to
make up to me a part of the loss 2"

said the

‘‘Impossible !” said Browning, sharply.
“Didn't 1 tell you I lost much more heavi{y
than you 2"

**Then you can do nothing for me 2"

“Yes; I can put you on the pension list of
the Widows' and Orphans' Society. That will
entitle you to receive a dollar a week for three
months.”

*1 am not an object of charity, sir.
you good night,”

“Good night!
come to me.”

** Very unreasonable, upon my word,” solilo-
quized Thomas Browning. *“As if I could
afford to make up all the In»cs of stockholders.
It would sweep off all I have.

At eleven o'clock Mr. Browning went to his
bed chamber. He lit the gas, and was prepar-
ing to disrobe, when his sharp ears detected a
sound of suppressed breathing, and the point
from which it proceeded. He walked quickly
to the bed, bent over, and looked underneath.
In an instant he had caught and pulled out, not
over gently, a man who had been concealed be-
neath it.

The intruder was a wretchedly dressed tramp.
Browning allowed the man to get upon his
feet, and then, facing him, demanded sternly,
“Why are you here? Did you come to rob
me 2"

I wish

If you change your mind,

(70 be continued.)
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A FUTURE METROPOLIS.

Tue rapidity withy which Western cities grow
and thrive is proverbial, but to judge from the
following, told by a correspondent of the Philadel-
phia News, it would be a difficult matter for the
towns themselves ever to outrun the expectations
of their founders.

“We were running a_preliminary line for a
branch of the Santa Fe railroad through one of the
extreme western counties in the State, when one
day about noon, after we had traveled across the
country for what I'should judge to have been eight
or ten miles without meeting a living soul, a man
with long, matted hair and with nothing on but
pants, shirt and broad brimmed hat, rode up astride
a mule, Hxs face and hands were almost black with
dirt, which had evidently not been disturbed for
many days.

* After dismounting and saying ‘ good morning '
he asked me what we were doing.

*** Running a line for a railroad ' said 1.

“*Then )uu are going too far to the north.’

** Why so?

***If you continue on your present line you will
miss Prairie City by two ‘miles, and, of course, you
dun t want to do that.”

*Itold him I had not been aware that we were
so close to a city. ‘' How largeisit?' I asked.

*Well, it isn't so very large yet, but it is
growing fast. Then, as you would be the first
company to build a road to it you would have a
monopoly of the freight and passenger business,
\Alnch isn't to be sneczed at.’

ow many dwcllmgs,
ete. has Prairie Cu) 24
Wall, it hasn’t any o
rowin .
‘hat on earth have you in that city then, if you
haven't any bunldln;,s

*** Wall, " sir,” drawing himself up to his full
height, * I have named the town and ﬂave begun to
dig a well ; hain't that 'nuff 7"’

manufactories, mills,
ed

mEm things yet, but

—_——————
FAR REACHING FARMS.

Twis isa big country, how big those of us who
do not travel about in it very much are scarcely
capable of reahzing. Although the * boundless
West has been rapidly stocked with settlers from
all parts of the world during the past few years,
there is still plenty of room for more. Perhaps as
good a way as any to obtain an approximate idea
of the vastness of our prairies is to take the dimen-
sions of one ranch, and then reflect that this is but
one of many hundreds. This 1s done for us by a
writer in the Cosmopolitan, who says :

A cattle ranch is a stupendous thing, scarcely to
be portrayed on paper in the mere enumeration of
figures and numbers.  When 1 say that one
cattle kings owns 162,000 domestic anima;
cattle, sheep and pigs, with two great cattle
ranches, and eight mam farms, beside zo,000 acres
in grain, comprising in all 700,000 acres, or 109
miles of land, the mind can scarcely take it in.
Perhaps it may give a clearer idea to say that they
own all the land on the west bank of the San
Joaquin River for fifty miles and ncarly all on the
opposite side ; and it is said of them that in driving
their beef cattle to market in San Francisco, for
over a hundred miles they drive them over their
own land, and put up each night at one of theirown
ranches.

R
FIGHTERS THAT FLEE.

It will be comforting information to timid sports-
men to learn that many wild beasts are arrant
cowards. So says General Marcy, in a recent
number of Ouwting, alluding particularly to the
panthers, wolves and grizzlies of our Western
prairies

He adds: ** The traditional story of General Put-
nam having performed an extraordinary feat of
courage, by entering a cave and shooting a wolf,
is supremely laughable when contrasted with the
fact that my wife, upon one occasion, in the night
time at a frontier post, when a large black wolf had
purloined onie of her turkeys and was dragging it
off, hurried out and with a stick made him drop the
bird and run away."

SPOKE FROM EXPERIENCE.

** SuGar,” said the schoolmaster to his class, **is
either made from the beet, as in France, or from the
sugar cane, as in the West Ind:u Now, dn vou
think you can remember that?'' * Yes, sir,"" re-
plied a” sharp boy, ** I think we can remember the
connection between the cane and the beat.”
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BY JAMES WHITCOMB RILEY.
The rain ! the rain ! the rain!
It gushed from the skies and streamed
Like awful tears, and the sick man thought
How piutul it Seemed ;
And he turned his face «\\v'\v
And stared at the wall again,
His hopes nigh dead and heart worn out,
Oh! the rain ! the rain! the rain !
The rain! the rain ! the rain!
And the broad strcam brimmed the shores.
And ever the river crept over the reeds
And the roots of the sycamores ;
A corpse swirled by in the drift
Where the boat had snapped its chai
And a hoarse voiced mother \hrlLLLJ .md raved,
Oh! the rain! the rain! the rain !

e

(This wtory commenced in No. 258.)
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PERILS OF THE FRONTIER.
By EDWARD 8. ELLIS,

Author of ““The Camp in the Mountains,"
“The Haunted Engine.” etc., ete.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
ELMER ROSLYN'S DOUBTS.

RAKE COLGATE'S strange report filled

Captain Roslyn's mind with doubt.

**1 believe you're honest,” he said,
after a thoughtful pause, ** but it's hard
work to think you're right.”

**You must do so, for I've got more yet to
tell.  Kit means to place all the varmints to the
west of the cavern; that will leave the other
place unguarded, cxcept a few Injins lurking be-
tween you and the cavern, so as to let the others
know when the start is made ; but there will be
none on the west, and the way will be open for
you to make a start.  When everything s ready,
you'll hear the hoot of an owl a little ways off to
the east.”

** Meaning what 2"

**The owl will be e, and when you hear it
you will know that the time has come to start.
You'll move out on the other side of the cavern
—that is, the eastern side, .md 1 reckon you'll
know \\hal to do arter you're fairly m the
woods.”

Captain Roslyn was silent. Could he believe
this amazing story 2 A dreadful suspicion came
over him that Drake Colgate was in the inter-
estsof Kit Wilton and the Iroquois, and that
the whole thing was a cunning plan to entrap
the fugitives and rangers. There was much, as
you will admit, that was altogether out of keep-
ing with the character of the cunming Iroquois
and the merciless Tory leader, that forbade full
belief in the statement.

While the youth was asking himself what was
the best course to follow under the trying ordeal,
Benny Hurst surprised him by saying :

“* Lverything he says to you, cap, is true.”

“* How do you know that 2"

“For it's just what Colonel Hawley told me.
I was going to say so, when Colgate came up
and took the words out of my mouth.”

** But how in the name of the seven wonders
could Colonel Hawley know anything about
this 2"

** Somebody has seen him this afternoon and
let him know all. He didn't give me the full
partic'lars, but he said that I must te'l you that
you must get in among the folks as soon as you
could, and have them ready to move at a min-
ute’s notice.  When everything was ready, you'd
hear the hootin' of an owl i the woods to the
east, and you was to start out that way at once.
He said, too, that there was a deer (rml a little
ways down the slope aml to the east:

* T know where it is,” interrupted Elmer.

“You are to foller that down to where it
crosses the main trail, and then head to the fort
and travel like all creation till you get there."

“ Anything more 2"

“ The varmints can't track us of course at
night and they won't think you've dared to take
the main path to Oakland. = They can't find out
afore mornin’, and when they do, it'll be too late
to do 'em any good : so you must push on, no
matter how much Kickin’ there 1s.”

**Well," said Elmer, after another pause,
“the whole lhin;: seems ]ikc_ a dream to me,
and, if it vvasn't for what you've told me, Benny,
from the colonel, T wouldn't try it. As it is,
here goes! Come on, for you must keep with
me. Good night, Colgate I' what you have said
to me will either save or destroy us all. We
shall soon know.”

It was in the power of young Captain Roslyn
to test the truth of the remarkable statement
made to him by Drake Colgate the spy and con-
firmed by Colonel Nick Hawley himself. Bes
fore venturing to bring out the party of fugitives,
he meant to approach the defenses from the
eastern side,

*Cap, you'd better let me go ahead,” said
Benny Hurst, as they slackened their gait a
short distance from the rocks. **I'll give you
notice if anything is wrong.”

“No; I'll take the lead, and you can keep
close behind me."

The heart of the youth beat fast when he
caught sight of the irregular circle of rocks,
wher such a large number of people had
sheltered themselves, awaiting the attack that
was likely to be renewed at any minute.
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Step by step they advanced, glancing to the
right and left, to the front and rear, frequently
stopping and peering in every direction.  Both
were full of misgiving, for there was something
in the situation which impressed them as unique
and ominous,

About fifty feet from the eastern wall, Elmer
placed his open hand beside his face and called
in a guarded voice :

\Ilello therel

There was no answer and he repeated the call
in a louder voice :

** Helloa, there ! " It's I—Elmer.”

A slight rustling was heard, and the top of a
coonskin cap was seen a few inches above the
bowlder immediately in front of the youthful
officer.

‘¢ Is that you, cap 2" was the rather unneces-
sary question,

By way of answer, Elmer walked rapidly for-
ward, closely followed by Benny Hurst, and the
next minute the two were among their aston-
ished friends, who could hardly believe the story
they told.

** There's one chance for us all,” added young
Roslyn, after giving them to understand that the
plan he propused was that of Colonel Hawley
himself.

There were many expressions of perplexity,
and none was more surprised than Mrs, Hawl
but her good sense told her to wait until a more
opportune season before asking for an explana-
tion which obviously no one could give at that
time.

Elmer was right in his belief that the time,
brief as it was, that had been spent within the
defenses by the fugitives, was full of discomfort
to all and suffering to many. very one was
hungry and thirsty, znd the younger children
had cried themselves asleep, begging for that
which their [riends were powerless to give. The
prospect of spending another day without retief
was looked forward to with dismay by the older
persons,

“ 1 can't understand how it is,” added C1pmm
Roslyn, * but we musn't lose a minute.”

At that moment, the soft hooting of an owl,
twice repeated, was heard in the woods to the
eastward,

** That's the signal that all is right,” whispered
Elmer, *‘come!"

There was less delay than he anticipated, and
the youngest members of the party had to be
carried in the arms of their parents, the friendly
rangzers often relieving them. This was done so
carefully that none awoke, and within ten min-
utes after the arrival of the youth, he was leading
the whole company in an easterly direction, all
walking with the utmost care and stealth, their
hearts throbbing with painful dread,

The rangers felt, after passing a hundred
yards or less, that they were in the situation of
those who had burned their bridges behind
them. Should the Iroquois assail them, it would
be impossible for the whites to return to the de-
fenses. The fight would have to take place in
the open wood, where the chances were in favor
of the company being entirely cut off.

*There's no going back now,” whispered
Elmer to Ferguson, who was at his elbow ;
4 Jet us get ahead as fast as we can, and make
no noise.”

It was a strange sight, those shadowy figures
moving through the forest, with the ferocious
Senccas so near that it seemed impossible tl
they should not detect the flight. As I have
said, no assurance that Drake Colgate could
have given on this point would have been ac-
o-plnd by Captain Roslyn, but for the proof
that it was backed up by Colonel lawley;
and even now, when the crisis had come, the
anxiety of all concerned can hardly be imagined.

otuntil Elmer struck the deer path luulms:
over the mountain, did he feel anything like a
clearly defined hope. He was then fully an
eizhth of a mile from the defenses, and not a
gun had been fired, nor did the slightest evi-
dence present itself of the presence of the Iro-
quois 1n the neighborhood.

Along this narrow track the company filed in
Indian ]\ﬂ)Cc~sl(H! the youthful leader at the
head, as he was clearly entitled to be. It sloped
down hill for a long distance, and the spur of
hope, together with the long rest which all had
enjoyed “<hut out all protest against haste.

The children, excepting the very youngest,
had now awakenea, and trotted at the heels of
the elders without a complaint, though now and
then were heard piteous appeals for water and
food.

The first pleasant shock, as it may be called,
was when almost at the base of the mountain,
and close to where the deer path united with the
main trail, the party reached a small brook of
icy clearness, that rippled across their course.

T doubt whether many of my readers know
what real thirst is.  When you feel a desire for
drink, you take it ; but, if you are forced to wait
many hours after the first yearning and until
you become weak and faint, or, if you have been
tortured by a flaming fever and some ignorant
doctor has forbidden you to swallow a drop of
the blessed fluid, you then can form some idea
of the deliciously fefreshing draught which every
member of the party secured.

CHAPTER XXXV.
A STRANGE MEETING
ITH deep, fervent expressions of thank-
fulness, every one of the company
drank all that his thirst craved of
the revivifying liquid, which, though
withont odor, color and taste, is yet the most re-
freshing element in all nature.
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A few rods further on, the party reached
the main trail conneccting Haunted Gulch with
Oakland. Here Captain Roslyn made a short
halt, and, standing in the midst of his friends,
said a few needed words :

** We are within about five miles of Fort De-
fiance ; once there we shall be safe, and not un-
til we reach the block house shall I breathe freely.
‘We have had a wonderful deliverance so far—
one that neither you nor I can explain—but [
am sure we shall not get through to the fort
without trouble. Kit Wilton and his Iroquois
will soon find that we are gone, and they will
be after us. I can't tell whetlier they will follow
along this trail, but to me it seems very likely
they will. When daylight comes, it will be the
easiest thing in the world for them to track us;
so, if the rising sun finds us still in the wood,
we shall be doomed.”

“ But," suggested one of his hearers, *“ we
have nearly all the night before us, and there is
litte call for haste.”

** There never was greater need of it, and I
shall follow Colonel Hawley's orders to push on
without stopping, if it can be done, until we
reach the fort. If the little ones give out, they
must be carried, and if there are any who prefer
to wait, we will leave them behind in the
woods,"”

This was a plain speech, and an_involuntary
murmur of commendation was heard from
nearly all.  Never did the sturdy figure of the
young captain look more manly than when he
stood in the middle of the trail, where some of
the moonlight fell upon him, and uttered
these words.

** We shail take,” said he, ** pretty much the
same order as we did before. Ferguson, with
half the men, will follow a short distance at the
rear, while the rest of us go in front, with the
helpless ones between.  Beany Hurst and 1 will
keep a considerable distance in front, and try to
prevent our running into ambush. If we see
anything suspicious, we will give the signal to
the others, and they will stop until they get the
orders to come on again.”

A few more words with the leading rangers
made everything clear, and the march was re-
sumed, the halt having been of only a few min-
utes’ duration.

Captain Roslyn adhered to the plan he had
named. He walked tully one hundred yards in
advance of Benny Hurst, who, among the shad-
ows of the trees, could not see him at all. Al
that he did was to graduate his pace as nearly
as possible to that of his leader, listening mean-
while for the signal that was not to be sounded
unless something threatening appeared.

About fifty yards to the rear of Hurst came
the section of the rangers which formed the ad-
vance of the company, the rest, as has been ex-
plained, bringing up the rear.

It need not be said that the march was made
as silently as possible, en the little children
seemed to understand the gravity of the situa-
tion, and very little was heard from them.

“I've got the queerest place of 'em all,” mut-
tered Benny, who was not only unable to see
his leader, but could not catch sight of any of
his followers ; ** for it’s just the same as if 1 was
travelin’ alone. If there's any row I'm sure to
get into it, but I'm hupeful that this time we'll
pull through all right.”

He lrequu\ll\ looked behind him, and, while
he could see nothing of the rest, he LauL_h! the
Jow murmur of voices now and then, which
showed that in spite of the caution of Captain
Roslyn, the party occasionally indulged in
snatches of conversation.

Everything went well until a half mile was

passed.” The hearts of all were beating high
\\'ilh hope, when RBenny Hurst heard the
dreaded signal from his leader.

It was a low, tremulous whistle, which any
one else would have said was the call of a night
bird, and which could not awaken suspicion
among the Iroquois themselves. It was a call
that Elmer had practiced under the tuition of
his father, and which llut veteran had declared
never failed him,

There was no mistaking its significance, and,
stopping short, Hurst repeated it for the benefit
of those behind him. To his consternation,
however, he saw it was not regarded, the rangers
coming st it on, as lhoukh they had not
heard it.

Fearful of disaster, the scout ran lightly back
until he met the foremost rang

“\Why don't you stop?™ he demanded, in a
husky half whisper, angry that his warning
should have been <Ii~:re;;nr-.lvd.

*We cidn't hear you,” came back in a dan-
gerously loud tone.

* Wal, you hear me now
till you git nnlvn to come on.’
SCAIL right,” growled the other, and Hurst,
frightened, impatient and nervous, hurried back

to his former position,

Once more he stood alone, between two fires,
as may be said, unable to guess what it was that
had caused his leader to emit the warning,
but holding himself ready for whatever might
come,

Tt was less than a minute after his return,
when through the aid of a few rays of moonlight
he observed some one approaching along the
trail from the direction of the fort. He believed
that it was Elmer Roslyn, but he was too wise
to run any risk. He stepped softly aside from
the path until he could make sure whether or
not it was his friend.

A few paces distant was a spot where enough
moonlight found its way to solve his doubts.

The figure advanced ata cautious pace, walking
slowly and turning his head from side to side,

stay whar you are

like one who knew he was treading on exceed-
ingly delicate ground.

It so come to pass that at that very point
where he was most clearly revealed, he stopped,
with his head thrown forward and turned aside,
as if he was depending upon his sense of hearing
alone to tell him what was coming. Not only
that, but he removed his coonskin cap, as though
that interféred with his acuteness of hearing.

Benny Hurst could not have asked for a bet-
ter view, Kven before the cap was removed,
he made the discovery that the individual was
not Captain Elmer Roslyn ; but he was hardly
prepared to learn that he was Kit Wilton, the
savage Tory and leader of the Iroquo

Such was the fact. The detested white man,
to whom the tigerish Senecas looked for guid-
ance in their forays against the settlers, was in
the path within a few paces of the spot where
the astounded Benny Hurst was stealthily
watching him from the denser shadow of the
wood.

**His hour has come,” thought the doughty
scout, compressing his lips as if to still the
tumultuous beating of his heart. ** I've got him
within reach, and he don't get back to the In-
_]|n> 1{ there's any virtue left in my old flint
lock.

The words were yet in his mouth, when from
the gloom behind the Tory a form bounded up-
ward like a panther, and, landing on the shoul-
ders of Wilton, bore him to the earth as though
he was but achild. On the ground there was
a terrific struggle, so brief, however, that by the
time the amazed Benny Hurst could reach the
spot it was over.

‘*We've got tie wretch at last!
up his clock for him !

It was Elmer Roslyn who uttered these fear-
ful words, that struck terror to the heart of the
abject Tory, for he was seen to tremble like a
leaf in the wind, while he seemed unable to
utter a syllable,

Indeed the young captain had performed a
brave exploit, that was destined to win a warm
compliment, not only from Colonel N Haw-
ley, but from the great Washington himself.

While picking his way along the trail, in ad-
vance of his friend, he detected the approach of
a stranger before the latter saw him. The sig-
nal that he sent back to Benny Hurst did not
arouse the suspicion of the other, who continued
pressing forward in the same stealthy manner
until he almost grazed the elbow of LElmer, who
was crouching behind a tree, just as Benny
Hurst did a few minutes later.

It was at this instant that Elmer identified the
individual as no other than the notorious Tory,
Kit Wilton. Like the captain, he had placed
himself far in advance of his alhes, while he
pushed on a reconnaissance in front of them;

Allowing him to pass, Elmer Roslyn stole
from behind the tree, and followed him like a
shadow. He waited until he came to a halt in
the moonlit space, when the youth decided on
his plan of action.

Laying his gun seftly on the ground, he made

a sudden bound, landing on the should of
the astounded Tory, who went down as if be-
neath a falling tree, But for the surprise of
the assault, and the great advantage possessed
by the assailant, he would have had hard work
to overcome his man, and for a minute or two
it was by no means certain that he would do so.
Kit Wilton was an active, wiry fellow, who
would have fought like a wild cat, but before he
could understand what it all meant, his rifle
was wrenched from his grasp, and the iron grip
on his neck was strangling the breath of life
from him.

As it was, he did all that an ordinary man
could have done, but it proved useless. When
he was suffered to rise to his feet, he was as
utterly a prisoner to Elmer Roslyn as tne latter
had been the day before to him.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
THE INDIANS IN AMRUSH,
HE abject cowardice of the captured Tory
excited the contempt of his captors.
**Wal, cap,” added Benny Hurst, in a
low voice, ** you've got a prize there.”
“T don’t know whether 1 have or not, for he’s
so scared that we'll have to carry him back to

We'll wind

the rest. Keep your eye on him, while I pick
up lhe guns. If he tries to get away, shoot
him.”

““You needn’t be nfeard of that; 1 wouldn't
u:m( any better excuse.’

* Oh—I won't go—I won't go,” hhend Kit
‘Wilton ; **1 hope you won't kill me.”

“That depends on yourself," said Flmer Ros-
lyn, sternly, as he placed himself in front of
the cowed prisoner, with the two rifles in hand.

*“Why—why—let me know what 1 can do,
and I'll do it quick.”

“Will you tell us the truth 2"

*Indeed I will—just try me.”

“We will soon know whether you are speak-
ing (’\Ict']\nmk or not.”

**Yes,” added Benny Hurst, ‘“‘and I want the
pleasure of sending him under the instant we
catch him in a lie.”

** You shall have it,” replied Captain Roslyn,
who, in ﬁc same low voice, addressed the pris-
oner :

““Where are Red Thunder, The Mink, and
the rest of the Senecas?”

Kit Wilton extended his hand so as to point
over the trail along \\'}\ich he had come.

** The whole party hid among the trees at
the brook, about two hundn‘d \ard= off.”

*What are they doing there 2"

“ Waiting for you to Walk into the ambush.”
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“ How do they know we are coming along this
trail 2"

**You see I had larned that you meant to
make a move into the cavern after it was fairly
dark, and I put all the Iroquois there. Artera
while, I began to think it was a mistake, and so
did Red Thunder.”

“* Who told you that I meant to dosuch a
foolish thing 2

Thc Tory was silent a moment and then said :

LY hu[n_ you won't make me answer that,
please.”

* You must.”

“ Drake Colgate.”

The answer pleased the captain and Benny
Hurst, and it proved that Colgate, after all, was
a friend of the patriots, and it was he w ho had
done them such a great service.

‘*Well, he was mistaken //a? time,” remarked
Elmer, not wishing to reveal his opinion of the
spy.

I might have knowed it,” added Kit Wilton,
regretfully.  “*So I don't s'pose you had been
gone long when Red Thunder and The Mink
set out to learn the truth. They came tearin’
bd(‘k as mad as they could be, saying you had

lidn't they follow us 2"

** We did not know which way you took.”

3 Hu“y then, did you learn we followed this
trail 2

**That was Red Thunder’s idea ; he said you
would, since you had got out from among them
rocks, and since we couldn’t foller you while it
was night, you would take the shortest and easi-
est imlw hnme and that of course is over this
trai

Red Thunder reasoned well,” remarked
Elmer, seeing the force of what Kit Wilton
told him : **that was just what we did.

**So we hurried with the Senecas to the
brook, which we was sure we could reach ahead
2] ns found out by fecling in the
soft ground with their hands that you hadn't
passed that w, vay yet, so they fixed themselves to
\\ml for you.
re all the llnquo S

““ About thirty of "em.

“*We could manage them well enough if it
wasn't for the women, old folks and children.
Where are the others 2"

** They are hunting through the woods, so as
to make sure you ain't missed.”

‘“They seem to have got the business down
pretty fine,” u:markv(l Llmer, who now came 1o
the point, The Iroquois are waiting to hear
from you, are they not 2"

The Tory replied that they were, and would
make no move until he made the signal.

h“l want you to notify them to stay where
the

A lhe) 11 do that “nlmm anything from me.”

“* But for how long
I cant say; I s’pose for half an hour, any

there 2

way.

Laptam Roslyn intended to offer the Tory his
freedom, after they should reach the fort, pro-
vided he would hold the Iroquois motionless
until all danger was gone; but he saw the diffi
culty of fully complying with this, so long as
the prisoner was in their hands.

A command to the Senecas to stay where they
were would be a repetition of the order already
giventhem. Under such circumstances it would
be likely to raise suspicion and defeat its very
purpose,

The idea of allowing Kit Wilton to go back
to the Indians under the pledge to carry out this
plan was suggested by the worthy himself, and
received the reply,

1 wouldn't trust such a scoundrel as you out
of my sight for five seconds. We'll take you
withus as a hostage. If you undertake to de
stroy us, we'll put you where the first shot will
pass through you.”

**O my heavens!” groaned the prisoner,
‘“that won't make any ditference to Red 1hun-

er; 1 think he would as lief shoot me as not.”

[ don’t wonder ; come on, and like as not
he'll have the chance, for we're bound to push
Illnn’xgh to the fort whether we have to fight or
not.’

(70 be continned.)
e
AN EDUCATED MEMORY.

PracTicE, it is said, makes perfect, a wucory
evidently not held by the hero of the subjoined
scene from Life

At an elevated railroad station.  Jumsom (to
friend just disembarked)—* You're looking a little
fagged and worried lately, Crumpleton.  Anything
gone wrong 7 Probably it ‘sonly the effect of this
beastly weather. ‘1his continual rain is cnough to
break down the strongest of us.

Crum; J]klkln—— Oh, no, not at all ; quite the con-
trary. y seem a little [)nucnu[nul at times,
but I'm nnl) [ king Professor Drawnett's nlcmury
System

Jumsom—* And how do vou like it?”

Crumpleton—"* Magniticent ! Tt makes adifferent
man of me, 1 used to forget everything ; I wasn't
to be depended upon at all, 1 go every morning,
coming down in' the elevated. Raining again.
Well—Oh, hi! hi! I say,that train’s gone off with
my new umbrella aboard !

R
ONE WAY OF SEEING.

A vouvxa German oflicer, rather new to his work,

was drilling a sauad of .raw recruits,and gave the

word of command : ** Lift the right leg!” One of

the soldiers by mistake raised his left leg, so that it

joined closely to the right leg of hn neighbor,
' What jackanapes has iifted both legs 7 exclaimed
the officer.
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The subject of next week’s biographical
sketch will be Rev. Charles H. Eaton, of
the Church of the Divine Paternity, New
York City.
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MORE WORDS OF PRAISE.

GRATIFYING evidences of the appreciation
with which our efforts to make the best young
people’s and family paper in the world are
meeting, continue to reach us by almost every
mail. For instance, a New York reader, writing
under date of December 16th, says :

Many a wish to the Arcosy. It is without
doubt the brightest and bes;ﬁaper of itskind in the
world. I recommend it to all, not only as interest-
ing, but very instructive.

Another, residing on Long Island, expresses
himself as follows :

1 am a constant reader of your most delightful
paper. I can hardly wait from one Saturday to the
next for it to come. ¢

—_——————

STEAMBOATING UNDER DIFFICULTIES.
IT seems strange that the principal thing to be
idered in building a at is its adapta-
bility for being transported over dry land. These
are the conditions, however, that had to be met
in the construction of Stanley’s boat for African
navigation, and in that of the steel steamer that
is to ply on the tributaries of the Upper Congo.

The falls of the great river form an insur-
mountable obstacle to uninterrupted navigation,
so that vessels must be built with a view to their
being taken to pieces and transported around the
rapids on the shoulders of natives. But Stanley
has pressed into his service all the blacks
available, so that in the case of the new steam-
boat a traction engine was ordered from Eng-
land to effect the transportation overland.

Truly the African navigator must be a Jack
of all trades, and as for the steamboat—well,
one should not be surprised to find it frequently
springing a leak.

— e ——
A MARINE WHITE ELEPHANT.

A LATE number of the ARGOSY contained a
brief article describing the giant raft that was to
be towed to New York from the Bay of Fundy.
It was then stated that before the paper was in
the hands of our readers the raft would doubt-
less have reached its destination.

Alas for the commercial hopes that were
wrapped up in this huge, cigar shaped mass of
timber! The Miranda, the steamer that was
towing it, encountered a severe storm, and on
December 18 the tow line parted and the valu-
able freight had to be left to the mercy of wind
and wave, where at this writing it still drifts, a
menace to all vessels that cross its path.

So serious is the situation as regards incoming
vessels especially, that the United States man of
war Enterprise has been ordered out in search of
the missing raft, while the revenue steamer
Grant has hastened with all speed to the locality
where the Miranda lost its tow. Much anxiety
will be felt until this marine white elephant is
captured.

————e
A CHANCE FOR THINKERS.
INVENTION, whether it be of stories or practi-
cal improvements, appears to possess a perennial
fascination for our boy readers, We have al-
rcady printed in the ARGOSY various articles
bearing on the subject, and now we are willing
to give active minds a few hints which we came
across the other day in a New York evening
paper.
The first is to the effect that there is a fortune
awaiting the person—man, woman or child—
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who will contrive some method by which the
enormous waste of steam power now going on,
can be applied to practical uses. Wherever
there is a steam elevator in a building, incessant
pufis of white vapor may be seen escaping from
a pipe on the roof, while the same loss is notice-
able in other ways on all engines.

The other suggestions take up the possibilities
now latent in the flags and lights on the ship-
ping of our rivers and harbors. How many
more things could they be made to say than is
at present required of them ?

Then there are also the whistles and bells on
tugs and ferryboats. Who will increase their
vocabulary, not in the mere matter of augment-
ing it by a mass of cumbrous additions, but
by a well thought out, compact system of brief
and easily comprehended signals ?

— e,

CAREFUL mothers may now warn their jam
loving offspring of the fearful fate in store for
them with a solid basis of fact with which to
back their adjurations. A newsitem from Cam-
den, New Jersey, states that a horse belonging
toa milkman of that town broke out of its stall
the other night, opened the feed box and ate up
everything contained therein, over two bushels
of corn and oats. In the morning the greedy
Pegasus lay stretched stark and lifeless beside
the festal box. The moral is obvious.

— e
The subseription price of The Golden Argosy
is $3 a year, $1.50 for sixv 1
r months. For $5 we will send two

, to different addresses if
we will send The Golden Argosy and Mun-
sey’s Popular Series, each for one year.
——ee ———
¢ NUMBER 91.”

AN ADMIRABLE STORY BY ARTHUR LEE
PUTNAM.

THE success of MUNSEY'S POPULAR SERIES
is now thoroughly established, all the numbers
published having had a very extensive sale. A
marked advance has been made in the printing
and get up of the books, and we are now issuing
extremely neat and tasteful volumes—real mar-
vels of workmanship, considering their very low
price.

‘“ Number o1 ; or, The Adventures of a New
York Telegraph Boy,” was the number for De-
cember, and is, we think, a story of a Figher
grade than any of its predecessors, good as they
were. Mr. Putnam is one of the best writers for
young people of the present day, and ‘‘ Number
91" is an especially dramatic and interesting
story of New York life. The hero, Paul Parton,
A. D. T. g1, is a sixteen year old telegraph boy,
and the story opens in the office in which he is
employed.
rand—to spend the night in a house whose
owner was called away from the city. The re-
sult was exciting. A burglar entered the house,
but was surprised and driven off by the fearless
boy. This brave act gained for Paul the grati-
tude and friendship of Mrs. Cunningh the
mistress of the house, and of her daughter Jen-
nie, a very attractive young girl.

Paul was an orphan, and lived in a tenement
house with old Jerry Barclay, who had been his
guardian from infancy. When the telegraph

He is dispatched on a strange er”

REV. CHARLES P. MASDEN, D. D.,
Pastor of the Madison Avenue Methodist
Episcopal Church, New York City.

ALL the churches thus far described in this
series have been comparatively old organiza-
tions, dating their formation back twenty five,
fifty, and in some cases more than a hundred
years ago. This week the congregation whose
pastor forms the subject of our sketch has only
been in existence five years, and yet possesses a
church edifice that cost $260,000 and a member-
ship that, financially and socially, might entitle
it to be called in these respects the representa-
tive Methodist congregation of the country.

It was organized in 1882 by fifteen gentlemen,
among them being General Clinton B. Fisk,
famed far and wide as an able and earnest ad-
vocate of the temperance and Indian causes,
Bowles Colgate,
a member of the
well known
soap manufac-
turing firm, and
several other men
whose names are
familiar in the
financial and
commercial cir-
cles of the me-
tropolis. A de-
sirable building
site was pur-
chased at the cor-
ner of Madison
Avenue and Six-
tieth Street,
and a medium
sized, but ele-
gantly appointed
stone church
erected, the debt
on which was
wiped out by one
basket collection
at the dedicatory
services, which
netted the as-
tounding amount
of $100,000.

The first pastor was Dr. C. C. Tiffany, who
served the new congregation with marked suc-
cess for the three years allotted by the Metho-
dist itineracy, and was then succeeded by the
subject of the present article, who has most ably
carried on the growing work of the infant, yet
powerful organization.

Dr. Charles P. Masden was born in Kent
County, Delaware, in 1343. His early educa-
tion was obtained at a little country school near
his boyhood home. That he applied himself
diligently to his studies is evidenced by the fact
that he became a student at Milford Seminary
when only fourteen and was licensed to preach
when but eighteen.

He gained a wide reputation as a ‘‘ boy
preacher,” and was speedily enrolled in the
Philadelphia Conference, which sent him to
Salisbury, Maryland, as his first regular ap-

boy went home next day, he made an i
ing discovery. He saw there the burglar whom
he had defeated the previous night, and found
that the ruffian was Jerry’s son James, and had
just been released from the State prison.

The old man was a miser, and had accumu-
lated a large sum of money, though he con-
stantly talked of his miserable poverty; and it
was to get Jerry's savings that James Barclay
visited his father. Paul, however, determined
to checkmate this scheme, and hastily moved
with old Jerry to another part of the city. The
burglar tracked them, and some exciting scenes
ensued.

‘We will not spoil the reader’s enjoyment by
detailing the remaining portion of this fascinat-
ing story. Among the later episodes are a fancy
dress party, given by Jennie Cunningham, at
which Paul was an invited guest ; his rescue of a
young St. Louis merchant from a pickpocket ;
and a visit to Connecticut, where Paul performed
important services for a relative of Mrs. Cun-
ningham. The whole book 1s most attractively
written, and full of interest from the first page
to the last.

*“ Number g1,” or any other book in MUN-
SEY'S POPULAR SERIES, can be ordered at any
bookstore or newsdealer’s, or will be sent tree by
mail from this office on receipt ot 25 cents.

I Here he d two years, doing
yeoman’s service in the way of revival work.
His next two f i werg on Dorch
Circuit and at Cambridge, both in Maryland.

Recognizing the young preacher’s talents and
popularity, the conference, when the time for
another transfer arrived, named the Fletcher
Church, in West Philadelphia, as Mr. Masden’s
next field of labor.

From this charge he went to one in Philadel-
phia proper, that of the Central Church, in
Vine Street. Large audiences were a regular
feature of his occupancy of both these posts,
and his reputation as a pulpit orator began to
spread throughout the city.

Nor was this fame confined to his own denom-
ination. When the Rev. T. De Witt Talmage
left Philadelphia and the Second Reformed
Church to accept his present position at the
Brooklyn Tabernacle, his congregation, one of
the largest in the Quaker City, unanimously
called Dr. Masden to fill the vacant pulpit.

Leaving the Methodist Conference, he ac-
ceded to the flattering request, and for eight
years preached to an uninterrupted series of
crowded auditoriums. The people came not to
hear once or twice only, out of curiosity ; they
took the word to heart and gave it practical ex-
pression in their lives, four hundred and fifty

REV. CHARLES P. MASDEN, D. D,
From a photograph by Genelll.
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persons being added to the church membership
during this pastorate.

Meanwhile Dr. Masden was editing a religious
paper, which attained a wide circulation, and
this, in addition to the constant care and over-
sight of his extensive and rapidly growing
church work, threaten-i to break down his
health,

As a change was adv.sable he naturally turned
to the church of nis youth, and through Bishop
Simpson was appointed as minister of the
Fourth Street Methodist Church 1n Wheeling,
West Virginia.

That congregation, a very prospe: and har-
monious one, became so attached to Dr. Masden
that had it been possible they would have made
him permanent pastor. Each year of the three
that he remained in Wheeling his congregation
increased in size,
and it was during
this ministry that
the University of
West Virginia
conferred on him
the degree of
Doctor of Divin-
ity.

At the expira-
tion of the allot-
ted three years
he was called
to the Union
Church in St.
Louis, known as
the wealthiest
and most influen-
tial congregation
west of the Mis-
sissippi River.

Here he was
instrumental in
adding over three
hundred persons
to the member-
ship rolls during
his term of ser-
vice, from which
it may be gleaned
that his preach-
ing can best be judged by that highest of all
standards—its fruits.

Coming direct to New York from St. Louis,
he is now in the second year of another emi-
nently 1 p His are
all carefully prepared and possess that clearness
of reasoning, and frank, manly presentation of
practical truths that especially qualify them to
make a permanent impression on the hearer.

Dr. Masden is married, has several children,
and lives at the Madison Avenue Hotel, in the
immediate vicinity of the church. He 1s the
author of a book, published last year, entitled
‘* Pentecost in Practical Life.”

MATTHEW WHITE, JR.
e
FRIENDSHIP.

‘Two lutes are strung,

And on a table tuned alike for song :
Strike one, and that which none did touch
Shall sympathizing sound as mucl

As tnat which touched Kou see.
‘Think then this world, which heaven 1nrolls,
Is but a table round, and souls

More apprehensive be.

Owen Feltham.

——— e

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

SiN may be clasped so close we cannot see its
face.—Trench.

ABSENCE destroys trifling intimacies, but it invig-
orates strong ones.—Rockefoucauld.

FamE comes only when deserved, and then it is
as inevitable as destiny.—ZLong/ellow.

Tue innocence of the intention abates nothing
of the mischief of the example.—Robert Hall.

Houness is love welling up in the heart, and
pouring fourth crystal streams.—Rev. James B.
Gillman.

THE best of our knowledge 1s that which
teaches us where knowledge leaves off and ignor-
ance begins.—-Oliver Wendell Holmes.

ENerGyY will do anything that can be done in this
world ; and no talents, no circumstances, no op-
portunities will make a man without it.—Goetke.

It is idleness that creates impossibilities; and
where men care not to do a thing, they shelter
themselves under a persuasion that it cannot
done.—South.

CONVERSATION opens$ our views, and gives our
faculties a_more vigorous play ; it puts us upon
turning our notions on everly side, and hoids them
up to a light that discovers latent flaws.—Me/moth.

SoME critics are ke chimney sweepers ; they put
out the fire below, or frighten the swallows from
their nests above, they scrape a long ume 1n the
chimney. cover themselves witn soot, and bring
nothing away but a bag of cinders, and then sing
from /lhe (op Ot 1he house as 1f they had buiit it.—

fellow.
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THOMAS A. EDISON.

A SKETCH OF THE GREAT INVENTOR’S LIFE.

N the long list of American inventors there
is no more brilliant name than that of
Thomas Alva Edison, known throughout
the world as the wizard of electrical science.

His di ies have revolutionized a wide de-
partment of human knowledge. The improve-
ments that he has i duced in electrical
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THOMAS A. EDISON.

rected by his mother, and her admirable teach-
ings laid the foundation of his splendid later
career.

Edison began his working life in his thir-
teenth year, as a train boy between Port Huron
and Detroit, on the Grand Trunk Railroad.
The position was selected by his father, as likely
to give the boy useful exgerience. and some
knowledge of the world. Young as he was, he
soon gave evidence of business capacit , and

methods and apparatus are almost numberless,
and his wholly new inventions include the phon-
ograph, the carbon telePhone, the duplex and
quadruplex of phy, the tasi

and many others.

His various mechanisms are in use in all civ-
ilized countries, and besides his factories in
America he has large branch establishments in
England, France, Germany, Italy, and else-
where. His wealth reaches far into the mil-
lions, and so generous have been his dealings
with his associates and assistants that several of
them are millionaires themselves.

And Edison’s fame and riches have been most
honorably and deservedly earned. He has al-
ways been, and still is, an untiring worker. He
was born poor, and has made his way to the
front through many hardships and obstacles,
solely by his own energy and talent.

Mr. Edison was born February 11, 1847, in
the small town of Milan, in En‘e%oumy, Ohio,
on the Huron River, about eight miles above
Lake Erie. His father, Samuel Edison, al-
though born in Nova Scotia and married in On-
tario, was of American descent, and the name
of Thomas Edison, the great inventor’s third
ancestor, appears on some of the early Conti-
nental bank notes. His mother, too, though
for several years a teacher in a Canadian high
school, was a native of New York State.

The first years of young Edison's life were
passed at Milan. The practical bent of his
talent was shown early, his favorite occupation
being the construction of miniature plank roads,
excavations, and thre like. When he was seven
{dears old his parents removed to Port Huron,

ichigan, and here he received the education
that fitted him to enter the battle of life.

It is a very remarkable fact that this brilliant
genius and ac plished scientist never ded
any school whatever, except for a period of
about two months. He was a studious boy, but
all his knowledge was gained at home. He
eagerly devoured all the books he could lay
hands” on, reading not only the histories of
Hume and Gibbon, but even the whole of the
‘“Penny Encyclopedia.” His studies were di-

his trade i d till he was obliged to employ
assistants, In four years he earned about two
thousand dollars, all of which he turned over to
his parents.

The train boy's occupation, while enabling
him to return home every night, caused a good
deal of his time to be passed in the city of De-
troit. As much as possible of this he spent in
a library, where he supplemented his earlier
studies by reading a great many books of all
descriptions.

But Edison was not content to be a mere
dealer in periodicals ; he was ambitious to be-
come a publisher himself. He established an
office in an old freight car, got together three
hundred pounds of type, and issued Z4ke Grand
Trunk Herald. It was only a small amateur
weekly, printed on one side, and without a press,
the impression being made from the type with
the hand. Still, it was an original idea, and
enjoyed the distinction of being the only paper
ever printed on a train. It was noticed by
George Stephenson, and mentioned in th: Lon-
don 7imes; and hundreds of people paid three
cents each week for a copy.

While on the cars, Edison spent many hours
with the engineer, studying the workings of the
locomotive, of which he gained a good knowl-
edge. On one occasion he took the engineer's
place and ran the train for nearly the entire

trip.
gle next added chemical research to his other
Eursuits, and started a laboratory in his mova-
le printing office. But one day some phospho-
rus ignited, and set fire to the car, and the irate
conductor threw the young searcher after truth,
chemicals and all, from the train. The base-
ment of his father’s house now became the
headquarters of Edison’s publishing business,
The electric telegraph was another portion of
the railroad equipment which aroused the boy’s
interest. He was delighted with the marvels of
the science of which he is now the great master,
and from this point may be dated the commence-
ment of his career as an electrician.
He began to experiment for himself, and con-
structed a line between his home and that of a
boy friend. The wire was insulated by means

of bottles fastened in trees, and carried under a
public by means of a piece of old cable
fished out of the Detroit River.

It was now Edison’s ambition to become a
telegraph operator, and he soon had an oppor-
tunity of learning the art. A brave action
gained it for him. At the risk of his life he
saved an infant from under the wheels of a
train at Mount Clemens, near Port Huron, and
the child’s father, who was the operator at that
station, rewarded the young rescuer by volun-
teering to give him lessons in telegraphy.

Of course the offer was accepted, and the en-
ergetic student, after reaching home every eve-
ning, would go back to Mount Clemens on a
freight train to get his lesson. He advanced
r:Eidly, and in five months was competent to
take a position in a telegraph office.

He began at Port Huron, where his salary
was twenty five dollars a month ; then he moved
to Stratford, Ontario, and thence successively to
Adrian, Michigan; Fort Wayne and Indianapo-
lis, Indiana; Cinci i, Ohio, and M hi
Tennessee. During all these wanderings he
continued to practice and study, dually be-
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was needed in the Western Union office to work
a heavy wire between that city and New York.
Two years were in this capacity, and
then he resigned and came to New

For three weeks he vainly tramped the streets
of the metropolis in search of work. None of
the tel ph companies needed his services,
and his fortunes were at a very low ebb when at
length he found an opportunity to show what
he could do. He happened to be in the office
of the Laws Gold Reporting Company, when
one of the instruments got out of order, and
even the inventor of the system failed to make
it work. Edison modestly requested to be al-
lowed to attempt the task, and in a few minutes
had overcome the difficulty, and found a perma-
nent situation.

That was the end of his days of poverty,
struggling, and discouragement. From that
point his life has been one of wealth and re-
nown, gained by the inventions that have made
him famous all over the world.

For several years Mr. Edison had a contract
with the Western Ynign and the Gold and

coming a first class operator, and earning a fair
sala

ry.

But he aimed far higher than this. His head
was full of new ideas, and he constantly evolved
ingenious ideas for the improvement of tele-

1i ‘At Memphi

Stock i y he received a large
, besides a special price for all the tele-
graphic improvements he could invent. He
established a large factory in Newark, New Jer-
sey, which employed three hundred hands, and
has gradually built up an enormous and world
wide busi in electri i

Erapbic methods and
e invented an automatic repeater, which ena-
bled Louisville and New Orleans to communi-
cate direct, and saved the work of one

He lives in a handsome mansion at Llewellyn
Park, New Jersey, where he has also a vast and

Edison received compliments from the tele-
graph company, but no more solid remunera-
tion. Soon afterward a change of

P p y which alone cost
$180,000. Notﬁing is produced there except
models and new inventions, and the facilities
for p ing all kinds of chemical and elec-

threw him out of employment, and he had to
tramp most of the way to Louisville.

There he worked for two years, and saved all
the money he could. He had made up his mind
to emigrate to South America. As soon as he
had accumulated sufficient capital, he started
with two friends, and reached New Orleans,
where he found that the ship on which he in-
tended to sail had already left port. While
waiting for another vessel, Edison met a Span-
iard who had traveled all over the world, and
who assured the young adventurer that of all
the countries he zad ever visited, the United
States was the best to live in.

Impressed by the Spaniard’s advice, Edison

idered his determination, and, fortunately
for his native country, he concluded not to leave
it. He made his way home through the Atlan-
tic States, and returned to his old employment
at Louisville, and later at Cincinnati.

In 1868 he went to Boston, where an expert

trical work are unrivaled. Many thousands of
substances are kept in stock on the chance that
they may be needed in some recondite experi-
ment. The machine shop in the building can
turn out anything from a watch spring to a
steam engine.

Here Edison and his assistants are constantly
toiling to work out the many new ideas of the
great electrician. He has a number of irons in
the fire at the present time, and hopes to pro-
duce inventions still greater than those with
which he has already astonished the world.

In appearance Mr. Edison is a pleasant look-
ing gentleman, five feet ten inches in height,
with a smooth, fair face, brilliant gray eyes, and
dark hair touched with silver. Most of his pub-
lished portraits entirely misrepresent his agreea-
ble features, but the engraving which appears
on this page of the ARGOSY is an accurate and
admirable likeness.

RICHARD H. TITHERINGTON,
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LOOK TO THE LIGHT.

Steapy! Keep the ranks in motion !
Tho' we only be retrieving

The disasters and mistakes of yesterday ;
cre is shame in dull inaction,
There is glory in believing,

1f we take one step on the upward way !
Day by day the distance dwindles,
Foot by foot the steeps surrender,

And we dread no more the barriers overpast |
While we breathe the air serener,
And our eyes behiold the splendor

Of the gates where we shall enter in at last ;
Wayside thorns may rend and goad us,
Driving mist and cloud may blind us,

As we struggle up the last stupendous height ;
But remember, and take courage,
All life’s shadows lie behind us

Wlile we keep our faces bravely to the light !

[ This story commenced in No. a61.]

The Cruiseofthe Dandy.

BY OLIVER OPTIC.

Author of ** The Young Pilot of Lake Monto-
ban,” ** Always in Luck" ** Every Inch
a Boy,” ¥ oung Amznm Abroad
Series,” etc,

To New Readers.—We gave a synopsis of the
preceding chapters of this story in our special free
edition. hose who read that synopsis can now
continue understandingly the story as it appears
bere.—Ep.

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE FINALE OF THE NAUTICAL CONTEST.

" LL right,” said Spotty, when his father
- reported that the Saranac had resumed
£ her coarse to the southward. **She

has lost a mile at least by that opera-
tion But see what the Chaxy is about, please.
e shail lose sight of her behind the island in a

le\v minutes."”

The captain of the Saranac, unable to make
the Chaxy comprehend his signals and signs,
had run back to speak to her, and direct her to
redeem her blunder before it was too late. It
must have been a bitter pill for the Saranac
to lose her position in the chase to correct the
error of her consort ; and if she was to doit at all,
it would have been better if she had done it
l\\(.l]l‘y minutes sooner.

*The Chaxy has tumed around, and is going
the other way now,” reported the banker.

“* Come about, has she 2 She is going back,
and coming down the other side of the island to
intercept the Dandy—what she ought to have
done in the first of it, as soon as she saw the
Saranac was coming down on the east side.
Probably it never entered the head of the captain
of the Chaxy that we were not going to the
south side of the lake,” said Spotty; but he did
not seem to be at all alarmed at the new move-
ment on the part of the Chaxy.

** You will have to run by her, as you said you
might be obliged to do,” c\wgnstcd Mr. Hawke.

2 Yes, sir; 5if she gets into lhe west channel
in season for me to run by her,” replied Spotty.
** The island is five and a half rmlu long. When
she came about, the Saranac was at least half a
mile astern of the Dandy. The Chaxy saved a
mile by not going as far to the eastward as we
«did, so that she was not more than two miles
astern of the Saranac. The latter went back a

mile.  We shall have to gain half a mile on the
Chaxy ; but we can make a mile by keeping
close in to the shore at the point above Corbeau

Cieck. Half an hour or less will decide the
question, father.”

“ Do you think there is any chance for me,
my son 2" asked Mr. Hawke, with a look of the
deepest anxiety.

**The chances are all in our favor, father.
Unless some accident happens, I am almost sure
we shall come out ahead of the Chaxy. If we
getin fifty feet ahead of her, we can beat her all
to picces.  But keep a lookout on the Saranac,
father.

The father went to his place outside. Spotty
continued to be very careful about his steering ;
and when he fancied that Tom was sparing coal,
he called to him to keep the boat going at her
best speed.  In twenty minutes, the Dandy was
approaching the lighthouse on the northwest
point of the island. The banker watched the
Suranac with all his eyes, and tried to get a
glimpse of the Chaxy.

But the latter was not seen until the point of
the island at the north was made out over the
starboard bow.  Then she was apparently about
the same distance from the end of the island as
the Dandy.

“ We are all right, father ! " called Spotty,
he discovered the Chaxy. **She can't catch us
now in a thousand years.”

** Are you very sure that we are out of danger,
my son 2" asked Mr. Hawke, returning to the
pilot house.

** 1 am as sure of it as we can be of anything
in the world,” replied Spotty, confidently, ** An
accident may happen to our machinery, and the
lake may dry up ; cither of these would spoil
our plans.  But either of the other boats is as
liabl: to have something happen to her as our:

** Do you feel certain that the Chaxy cannot
overtake us 2" asked the banker, as he looked
out at the tlow boat.

"1 do feel very certain. I am not sure that T
could nnt sail around her, and beat her in the
end. \We were up here a month last summer,
and T know all about these steamers. She is
just as far beyond the northern point of the
island as we are this side of it. If we had to
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go anything to the eastward of our present
course, she would have the advantage,” con-
tinued Spotty, glancing at the compass in front
of him.

. I can’t see that we have any advantage,”
added Mr. Hawke.

** Can you see Rouse's Point, father 2" asked
the pilot.

** I cannot,”

** Why not

** Because a pmnt of land obstructs my vision."

*That point of land is exactly north of our
present position. Rouse’s Point is just one mile
west of us, or of a straight line drawn from the
bow of the Dandy due north. Therefore we
have one mile of westing to make, while the
Chaxy has two to make. It follows that we are
a mile nearer the place than the other boat.”

* I understand it now, and I am sure you have
been a student on the lake as well as in the
school room,” replied the banker, whose face
brightened up for an instant, but immediately
became sad again.

Mr. Hawke went out and took another look
at the Saranac. Heexamined her with the glass
very carefully, and then returned to the pilot
house. He reported that the pursuer astern was
farther off than before, if anything, though he
could not perceive any particular difference in
their relative positions.

** The only thing we have to fear now is that
another boat may come out after us at Rouse's
Point when we get there; but I don't think
there is much danger of that,” said Spotty, as
his father seated himself on the divan.

‘1 should be sure to be captured in that case,
should I not ? " asked the banker, bestowing an
appealm[: look at the pilot.

t at all; we have dodged them so far,
and 1 hupe we shall succeed in doing so to the
end,” replied Spotty.

“ It would be terrible to fail now,” added the
banker, with a shudder. ** The officers at Platts-
burg telegraphed to Rouse's Point, and the peo-
ple there must be on the lookout for us.”

** Probatly the officers kept their own counsel,
as they generally do in such cases. I have no
doubt they did all they could when they sent out
the Chaxy ; and all the efficers that know an
thing about this business are on board of her,
replned Spotty.

* We have been very fortunate so far. The
mistake of the Chaxy in not going to the west
of the island appears to have saved us,” added
Mr, Hawke.

“I think I could have dodged her, for we
should have met in the broadest part of the
channel. When we got to the south of La
Motte, I might have gone to the southward,
instead of taking the west channel. I thought
of this, but I was not called upon to decide on
this point.” i

“To have gone to the south would not have
saved me, my son," said the banker.

**I could have gone through the channel be-
tween North and South Hero. The Saranac
would have followed me ; but I can beat her to-
day, with Tom in the engine room. Then, if
the Chaxy had gone one way to intercept us, I
should have gone the other way. 1 had a very
good chance, any way you could fix it.”

By this time the Dandy was up with the point
for which Spotty had been steering ; and when
he had passed it, Rouse's Point was in sight.
He had run very near the land at this place,
nearer than the Chaxy appeared to be willing to
go, though the necarer she went the more she
gained ; or rather, under the circumstances, the
less she lost. She was now a full mile astern of
the Dandy, and at this rate she certainly could
not have caught the leading boat in a thousand
years, as the captain had suggested.

From this point it was hardly more than three
miles to the town, and Spotty was making his
calculations to avoid any possible accident.  Fi
teen minutes more would settle the fate of the
banker, so far as his arrest within the United
States was concerned.

**How is it going, Spotty 2" asked Tom,

anw ered the fugitive.

" after the whistle at the tube.

‘“All right,” replied Spotty. ** Keep her
booming about fifteen minutes longer, and she
will be out of the woods. No time to talk.”

““Tom can see what is going on if he wants
to, can't he 2" asked the banker.

““Tom won't even look out at the doors on
either side of the engine room when he is on
duty. Gaynor (aughl him this, and he takes it
by the letter. He knows no more of what we
have been about than if he had been ashore at
Gildwell.”

‘1 will go down and te!l him about it, if you
wish,” suggested Mr. Hawke.

**No, sir; he should attend to his engine and
not talk with any one. He will learn all about
it in good time. A person cannot attend to his
business when his mind is somewhere else.  You
know that on some steamers they put up signs
that no conversation is allowed with the pilot or
engineer,” replied Spotty, who felt that he could
have done better if no one had distracted his at-
tention by talking to him, though he liked to
talk as well as most people,

‘1 suppose that is a hit at me, my son," said
lhe father, trying to smile.

“ No, sir; T said outright that you must not
talk to me when we were in the tightest place.
Tom has to wateh the engine and the boiler;
and he needs his head about him all the time
while so much depends upon our speed.
think we have beaten the Saranac solely because
we have attended to our business more closely
than the pilot and engineer of our only danger-
ous pursuer.”

ou are quite right, Spotty ; but if you were

in my situation—which you or any other like
your mother never can be—you would have been
as nervous as I am,” pleaded Mr. Hawke,

** 1 don't blame you, father, and 1 don't find
any fault.  But I think we had better not talk
any more at present, for we are approaching the
town, and we mustall keep our eyes wide open.”

The banker went out upon the hurricane deck,
as much to keep out of temptation as for any
other purpose, for there was now no ordinary
possibility that either of the pursuers weuld
overtake the Dandy, or get near enough to make
any signals to people on shore of the state of
things.  The Dandy continued to shake and
quiver under the heavy pressure of steam to
which she was subjected.  No accident had thus
far occurred to anything about the boat, and
Tom did not express any fears that the machin-
ery would give out.

Spotty headed the Dandy as far from the town
as he could and keep in the channel.  But there
seemed to be no stir in the place ; no collection
of people on the shore, as there surely would
have been if any excitement had been ex-
pected.  The few men that were to be seen ap-
peared to be engaged in their ordinary occupa-
tions, and there wasnot a ripple of any kind vis-
ible in the town,

The banker reported, when the Dandy was
abreast of the place, that the Chaxy was making
signals with some kind of a flag from the window
of her pilot house.  But no vne appeared to see
them, and they were harmle: A few minutes
more brought the boat to Fort Montgomery ;
and then she passed into the ** empire upon which
the sun never sets She was in the Dominion of
Canada, where it would have been a great
offense for an American officer to arrest even a
murderer,

‘* The battle is fought and won, father !" ex-
claimed Spotty. **You are safe from arrest for
the present, and until it can be done by a Cana-
dian officer.”

But some strange adventures were still in
store for the fugitive banker and his son.

CHAPTER XXIV.
SPOTTY RECEIVES A NEW REVELATION,
did not seem to be en-
ied that the danger was
3 He had come into the pilot
house after the Dandy had left Rouse’s
When he left the deck, both of the pur-

Point,
suers appeared to be straining to their utmost

to overtake the Dandy.

* They are still after us,
banker, anxiously.

*1 suppose they want to keep up a show of
pursuing as long as they are in sight of the
town,” replied the pilot.  ** They may follow if
they like, but they can’t do anything in these
waters, you know.™

**They may call upon a Canadian officer to
arrest me,” suggested the banker.

Spotty did not know much about the legal
and international forms, and he was as much in
doubt as to the meaning of the continued pursuit
as his father.  While they were thinking of the
matter, they heard the voice of Luke at the for-
ward deck light.  He had been most accommo-
datingly quict during the exciting part of the
pursuit, and not a sound had been heard from
him since the after aperture had been closed.
Spotty could hear his voice, but could not under-
stand what he said.

* You may go down and see him, if you like,
father,” said Spotty.

** Go into that place ! " exclaimed Mr. Hawke.
*“He would kill me, after what has happened.”

I did not mean go into the forecastle ; only
go down to the opening in the deck, and see
what he wants,” explained the pilot.

*“I am as much afraid of him as I am of the
officers,” pleaded the banker, ** How much
farther have we to go 2"

“* About twenty two miles ; we shall be at St.
John's in less than two hours,”

Luke gave another loud call; and his voice
sounded as 1f he was in pain. The banker
noticed the tone, and at last decided that he
would go down upon the forccastle, and ascer-
tain what was the matter with the prisoner. He
was very timid about it, and if there had been
any one else on board to go, he would have re-
fused.

He went down on the forecastle and stood at
the aperture. He called the culprit by name,
and asked him in a shaky tone if anything ailed
him.

“Is it you, you villain 2" exclaimed Luke,
whose wrath was stronger than any other emo-
tion in his being, or any bodily paip under
which he might be suffering.

**Is anything the matter with you, Mr. Spott-
wood ? " continued the banker, in trembling
tones.

** You have been a traitor to me ! You prom-
ised to procure the ring and the locket for me
at once when we were at Plattsburg ! stormed
cherous, and
you deserve to beshot for what you have done.”

“ I changed my mind, and gave the trinkets
to my son,” added Mr. Hawke.

“You gave them to your son! You know
very well that he is not your son ! T will spend
the rest of my life in hunting you down!"
raved Luke with abundant oaths,

*It was you who were treacherous first,” re-
plied the banker. * You told the officers at
Plattsburg that I was on board of the steamer
and arranged a plan to capture me. You can't
deny that."”

‘I don't deny it. I did all you say and you
will yet fall int0 the officers’ hands !

Spotty,” said the
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“* I don't care to argue the case with you, but
if you have anything eise to say I will hear it,”
added the fugiuve.

“1 will hunt you to the death for your
treachery to me !

“Don't say anything more to him if he is
ugly, father,” called Spotty, who was getting an
idea of the nature of the conversation from what
he could hear his father say, for he could not un-
derstand a word spoken by Luke.

Mr. Hawke did not wait to hear anything
more from Luke, and hastened away from the
opening in the deck. It occurred to him that
the wretch might escape from the beat, and huit
him down in Canada with the aid of Dominior
officers.  The thought alarmed him, and he
stated his fears to Spotty as soon as he reached
the pilot house.

** We must look out for that, father,” replied
Spotty, thoughtfully. **We must take care
that he does not escape from the boat; and I
don’t think there is much danger of it. Have
you any baggage with you ?”

““1 have a small valise, in which T have a
change of clothes ; and I packed the jewelry in
it.  But I will leave it if it endangers me."”

“ It will not be necessary to leave it. T will
land you a little distance below the town, and
you can walk up, and take the train to Montreal
when it comes along.  There is a railroad guide
on the desk, and you ‘can see what time a train
leaves.”

There was no train till a quarter to eight in
the evening, and it was now only half past one.
Inan hour and a half more the Dandy would be
at her destination, and the banker would have
to wait nearly five hours. But there was no
help for it, and Spotty ed his father to go out
and ascertain the position of the other steamers.

“They are not to be seen,” said the banker,
reporting a few minutes later. ** I suppose they
are beyond the bend a mile below.”

‘1 suppose they are; but keep an eye on
them when they come in sight again.  If 1 find
they mean to follow us up to St. John’s, 1 shall
land you some distance this side of that place,’
replied Spotty.

Mr. Hawke went out, and was gone half an
hour. On his return he declared that no steamers
were in sight, though in one place he could see
up the river for two miles,

‘It is possible that they have given up the
chase,” said Spotty. ** Perhaps they have gone
back to Rouse's Point to use the u](»gmph soun
enough to intercept you at St. John's.'

But the first thing was to rtain whether
or not the two steamers had abandoned the pur-
suit. The river was straight for two miles astern
of the Dandy, and there was an island in the
middle of it half a mile ahead. The latter sug-
gested te the captain his course. When the
boat came to the island, he ran up to a bold
shore, and carried the bowline to a tree, around
which he passed it, and carried the end on board,
so that he could cast off the line without goi
ashore again.  He had directed Tom some tin.e

_before 1o case off the steam, and the enginecr

had opened the furnace door. He was obliged
to act as his own deck hand, but the mooring
was effected without accident or much difficulty.

Spotty scated himselfl on the hurricane deck,
and kept a sharp lookout for the next hour. By
that time he w atisfied that the pursuers had
given up the chase ; but he did not believe they
had decided that no further action was necessary
on their part. Probably they would see that his
father intended to take the quarter before eight
train at St. John's for Montreal. He had no
doubt Canaaian officers would be on the look-
out for the fugitive at that place, and at Montreal.

He aiscussed the subject with his father,
and they decided that it would not be safe for
him to take that train. It was evident that
none of the officers could identify the forger,
for they had never seen him, and Luke was the
only person who could aid them.

1 think Tom and I will go down and see
Luke,” said Spotty, after they had settled the
method of procedure.  ** He can have had
nothing to eat since early this morning.

When it seemed to be an assured fact that the
Saranac and the Chaxy had gone back, Tom
had banked his fires, and gone to work on the
dinner.  He had cut sundry large slices of ham,
and boiled a large quantity of new potatoes, In
half an hour dinner was ready. Spotty had de-
cided to postpone his visit to the forecastle <o as
to make one job of seeing and feeding the
prisoner.

The banker kept watch while the captain and
engineer took their meal. A small steamer
passed them without notice, and that was the
only craft seen on the river during the trip.
When they had finished, Mr. Hawke took his
dinner. A large tray with dishes and food was
then made rc.xdy for the prisoner, and Tom
carried 1t down.

Spotty unlocked the door and went into the
forecastle first. Tom placed the tray on the
table, and then proceeded to unloose the hands
of the prisoner, but he was admonished that
any attempt to escape would put him in peril.
He wanted to argue, and complained bitterly of
the wouud in his hand ; but Spotty had deaded
beforehand that there was to be no talk,

Luke ate moderately, and drank his coffee
with apparent relish. He wanted to know
where the banker was, and what his captors in-
tended to do with him; but he received no
answer.  When he had eaten all he wanted, he
began to abuse the boys ; but this produced ne
imnn‘ssion upon them.

When it was time to secure him again, he was
inclined toresist, but the boys were too much for
him, and he submitted with the best grace he
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could command. The tray was removed, and
the door locked upon him again.

* Now, father, we must settle what is to be
done,"” said Spqtty, as they met on the hurricane
deck again. ** The train from St. John's ata
quarter to eight will be watched. The fact of
your getting on board of it there will be sus-
picious, and, under the circumstances, we must
abandon that plan.”

“ But what can 1 do, my son ?” asked the
fugitive, beginning to tremble again.

* 1 will tell you what I should do if T were in
your place,” interposed Tom, who had joined
them after disposing of the dishes. ** I should
go back to Rouse's Point, and take the train
there.”

** To Rouse's Point | " exclaimed the banker,
aghast at the very idea. ** That will be on
American soil again.”

** No matter for that. The fact that you get
on the train at Rouse’s Point will remove sus-
picion,” argued Tom. ** Every passenger that
gets on board beyond St. John's will be watched.
i{nve you anything by which they can identify
you?”

*‘ Isee! Luke must have told the officers that
he had the jewelry,” added Spotty. **They
will look for jewelry in the baggage of any per-
son that gets on the train beyond St. John's.”

The banker saw the point, and consented, at
last, to return to Rouse's Point after the arrival
of the day boat. -

** There is only one thing in the way. If any
one should see him land from the Dandy, he
would be known at once," suggested Tom.

““ We will land him after dark just above the
town, and he can walk in. If any one suspects
that he is Mr. Hawke, the fact that he is in
Rouse’s Point will seem to disprove it. I have
no doubt some of the - officers who have been
chasing us today will go down on the train,”
said Spotty.

Tom went below soon after the plan was
agreed upon, and Spotty was alone with his
father.

**It is nearly time for me to part with you,
my son,” Mr. Hawke began, after a long silence.
“1 told you 1 had something more to say to
you. Ican speak itin a few words. You are
not my son, Spotty.”

** Not your s.n!" exclaimed Spotty, leaping
from his seat.

CHAPTER XXV,
THE LANDING OF THE FUGITIVE.

'F Spotty had received a pistel bullet in his
head, it could hardly have shocked and as-
tonished him more than the new revelation
of his father. Whatever else he had sus-

pected, he had no suspicion that the fugitive
was not his father. He was not quite prepared
to believe the statement, though the fact fully
explained some of the dark sayings of the
banker, uttered earlier on that day.

“I cannot believe so strange a story, father 1
exclaimed Spctty.  ** Not my father!”

“ Luke Spottwood knows that I am not your
father, for he threw it in my face while I was
talking to him through the opening in the deck.
I tell you this for your information, rather than
as evidence of what I have said.”

*“Who is my father, then?” demanded
Spotty, bewildered when he found that he had
not misunderstood his father, as he still called
him. ** Who is my father, if you are not 2"

“1don't know,"” replied the banker, shaking
his head.

*“You don’t know ? This is very strange,”
added Spotty.

**Not very strange, after what I have told
you.”

“You are not my father!” repeated Spotty,
unable to realize the truth of the allegation.

** 1 am not your father, Spotty. If [ yere not
a criminal, fleeing from justice, I could wish
with all my heart that you were my son,” re-
plied Mr. Hawke, with much emotion. **I have
wished it a thousand times, for you are just such
a boy as I should be glad to claim. But I have
brought you up as my own; I could not have
done more for yoeu if you had been my own
flesh and blood.”

1 know that !” exclaimed Spotty. *‘* Now
that you have told me that you are not my
father, 1 wonder at all you have done for me.
I wonder at the luxury in which you have
brought me up. I wonder that you have done
more for me than most rich men have done for
their sons.”

“1 have loved you as a son.”

** This very steam yacht is the best evidence
ot your induigence. Iam thankful that she has
been of service to you in these last hours,” added
Spotty.

* 1 dared not tell you until this race was run.
Perhaps, even now, as you know that 1 am not
your father, you will feel that you are released
from any obligation to serve me as you have
been doing through all this long and eventful
day,”" added the banker, a shade of anxicty
crossing his brow. 3

** While you are with me, I shall not cease to
regard you as my father; and I will not ask
the consequences of serving you to the end. It
seems too strange now to be true,” replied
Spotty, rubbing his eyes to assure himself that
he was awake.

** What I have told you, Spotty, is true to the
letter. As I said before, I never could have told
you that you were not my son, if I had not been
fleeing from the wrath of offended justice. Now,
1 can rejoice for your sake that you are not my
son. Your name will not now be sullied by my
dishonor. The stain that rests upon my name
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is not reflected upon you. You are not the son
of a forger, who fled in shame and disgrace from
his native land,” said Mr. Hawke, covering his
face with his hands and weeping bitterly.

Spotty was silent, for he could say nothing to
soften the reproaches which the fugitive cast
upon himself.  He felt that they were merited,
for he could not regard crime as anything but
crime.

** Spotty, if you had been my son, I could
never have been guilty of these crimes. The re-
membrance that you were my son would have
been enough to e me from ever going astray,”
continued the miserable man, in trembling tones.
“ Rather than disgrace the name of a wife or a
son, I would have become a beggar, which has
always. been the sum of all miseries to me—
worse than crime !”

‘“As my father, how gladly would I have
shared your lot in poverty! How gladly would
I have worked even as a common laborer to
serve you and support you!” said Spotty,
tenderly.

‘* But you are not my son, and my misery is
no longer yours. I know you will never follow
my pernicious example ; if 1 feared you would,
I would warn you against it. But it is not pos-
sible for you, any more than it was for your
mother, to do any willful wrong. It is growing
dark now, and we must soon part forever ; for
the little weapon in my pocket may yet do its
work if I am likely to be captured by the of-
ficers.”

““Don't do such a thing, father!” cried
Spotty, earnestly. ** Do not add another crime
to your record. You may yet find peace in this
world, which will insure it in the next.”

“1 have for many years dreaded to have you
find out what I have told you today,” continued
the forger.  **If I had not been guilty, I might
never have told you.”

‘* Perhaps it is best that the truth should be
told, though I should have been happier never
to have known it—at Jeast i

“1f 1 had not been a c
the law,” added Mr. Hawke.
Spotty would have said.

** You are not my father, and you don't know
who is my father,” said the boy, willing to

as

nal in the eyes of
That was what

change the tide of the conversation.
my mother my mother?"” He could not call
her by any other name, odd as his question
sounded to himself.

she was your mother.
was a widow when she became my wife. She
would not marry me until I knew this. I was
forbidden to ask anything about her first hus-
band,” replied the banker.

**Was that first husband my father ? "

‘“ He was.”

‘“And where is he ?" asked Spotty, in an ab-
sent manner,

¢ Of course your mother could not have been
a widow unless her husband died, Spotty.”

““ And you don't even know his name ?”

““Idonot. When I told your mother that
her son should be mine, she said his name should
be Spottwood Hawke. She would say no more,
and I concluded that your Christian name was
Spottwood. I confess I have been staggered to-
day when I thought of these things.”

They continued the conversation till the dark-
ness gathered around them, and Spotty said it
was time for the Dandy to be moving up the
river. It was cloudy, and the moon did not rise
till later in the even In a few minutes more
the steamer was moving up the stream. A mile
below Rouse's Point, Spotty ran the Dandy up
to the shore.

The moment for the parting had come. Both
of them wept ; but at last the banker by a des-
perate effort tore himself away, and disappeared
in the bushes. The agony was over; the fugi-
tive had gone; Spotty ran back to the pilot
house, and rang the bell to back the boat from
the shore.

Displaying no lights, he kept away as far as
he could from the town, and in a few minutes
more he had passed it without attracting the at-
tention of any one so far as he could see.

The lake looked black and lonely to him. He
whom he had called father as long as he could
remember, had gone away from him, a criminal
and a fugitive. It was very sad to think of,
and he could not help weeping as he thought of
the past, in connection with the events of that
long day.

The fugitive had gone. Spotty was no longer
burdened with the responsibility of his escape.
He could not but feel a relief from this fact. He
had not considered what he should do next.
Even the presence of Luke on board had for the
time escaped his consciousness, The past was
done with ; he had to think of the future.

Spotty set himself to consider what he should
do next. The disposal of the prisoner was a
matter of no little consequence. He could not
put him ashore in this part of the lake, for his
presence was dangerous to the banker. He
could identify the fugitive ; and probably there
was not another in that part of the country who
was both able and willing to do it.

He had gone but a short chstance beyond the
town before he discovered the day steamer com-
ing down the lake. The Dandy showed no
lights, and Spotty took great care to give the
other boat a wide berth.  He did not wish to be
reported at Rouse's Point, for it might endanger
his father’s safety.  As soon as she had passed,
he ran the boat in behind a point of land, where
he had often moored her before, and rang to
stop her. Tn a short time he had her fast to a
tree on the shore.

It was nearly nine o'clock, and neither the
captain nor the engineer had been to supper. It

I told you that she

was time to attend to this matter. As he
crossed the forecastle, after he had brought the
end of the bow line on board, he heard a series
of moans, which appeared to come out of the
opening in the forward deck. He went to the
aperture and listened. The prisoner was groan-
ing heavily, but whether he was snoring, or suf=
fering pain, Spotty could not determine,

Tom had banked the fires, as directed by the
captain, and come out of the engine room.
Spotty explained to him what he had heard, and
they went together to the grating. The same
sounds as before were heard. Spotty thought he
was asleep, but Tom insisted that the man was
in pain. They decided to light a lantern, and
an him a visit. They found him in one of the

unks, in a very uncomfortable position on ac-
count of his wrists being tied together.

‘“What's the matter, Mr. Spottwood ? Are
you snoring, or are you in pain ?” asked Spotty.

‘I never snore; I am in the most intense
pain | groaned the prisoner. *‘I shall not get
out of this scrape alive.”

‘' What sort of a pain have you ? Perhaps we
can do something for you,” added Spotty,
moved by the real or seeming suffering of Luke.

‘* It is the wound in my hand,” replied Luke.
It has taken all the life'out of me.”

“T will look at it, and see what can be done
for you. But let me warn you that any treach-
ery on your part may cause you a wound worse
than the one you have. We will do all that we
can for you, but if you don’t behave yourself, it
will be your own fault if you suffer all night
from your wound,” added Spotty. ** You know
me by this time.”

“Iam in too much pain to do anything. 1
am afraid I shall lose my right hand. "I promise
that I will not do anything to escape or to annoy
you, if you will unloose the cords that bind my
wrists. They have inflamed the wound. You
may lock me into this place, and I will not try
to get out till you choose to let me out.”

** Though it may be stupid to trust you, I
shall do so to the extent of relieving your pain,
if I can,” added Spotty. ** Hold up the lantern,
Tom, and let me look at his hand. I can tell
whether it is inflamed or not.”

Luke turned over partly so that the captain
could get at his hands, The right was terribly
swelled, and its color indicated that it was in a
high state of inflammation. Itlooked as though
he had taken cold in it, and perhaps the injuries
it had received during the day had made it
worse. Spotty lost not a moment in removing
the cord, and helping the sufferer into a more
comfortable position.

(70 be continued.)
—_——— —

HOW AUTHORS ARE MADE.

z OR the benefit of the vast number of AR-
EO

Gosy readers who are continually making

inquiries as to how they can become

writers, we herewith reprint from the New
York Mail and Express aportion of an interview
obtained by a reporter with Richard Watson
Gilder, the editor of the Century Magazine.

The visitor introduced the subject with the
following query :

“* What field is there in literary work for a
young man or young woman who has some
ability and yet has no knowledge of how to
begin ? "

*“The only way for a beginner to do is to be-
gin. To become a professional writer practice
is necessary.”

‘I want to know today what field there is for
magazine writing.”

** For people without literary reputations?"

‘* Yes, people who want to make a reputation
—who want to rise in the profession ; it is fast
becoming a profession in itself. Now, what
field is there 2 'We are having new magazines
springing up, some good, some bad.”

““Well, the most constant demand is for
ficion. A beginner always has the opportunity
for practice in the field of short stories, and out
of this he can be graduated into a serial writer,
a novelist, publishing either in the magazines or
in book form, or both."”

‘“Where can he get a training in literary
work ? There are no schools of literature. What
must he do?”

‘ He must saturate his mind with the best
literature, and he must practice, practice, prac-
tice I"

“ Where will he get an opportunity to prac-
ti~e?  Write an article and submit it to a
magazine, and if it is rejected write another ?"

“My idea is that he should begin anywhere.
Give away his contributions ; get used to seeing
them in type ; get his own critici i
type and his neighbor’s criticisms of them. It
may spoil a weakling, but it knocks the conceit
out of a sensible man to see his writings in cold
type. I advise young men and women who are
determined to be writers, to write, write, write
—and, if necessary, to give away their writings
until they finally become valuable. They should
not try, however, as some innocently do, togive
them away to the first class periodicals. Itis
no inducement to a magazine editor to be told
that he can have a contribution for nothing. T
know a young man who couldn't even give away
his writings to New York pericdicals, so T ad-
vised him to try others out of town. He then
went to work writing editorials without pay for
an out of town daily. He soon got rid of his
mannerisms, and has become a most valuable
salaried writer upon one of the large news-
papers, and also one of the best contributors for
the best magazines."”

** Then there is a chance for a man to gradu-

ate out of every day journalism into the higher
field of literature—magazine writing 2"

** It depends entirely upon himself.”

““Is that, then, the natural outcome ? Is lit-
erature the natural conscquence of newspaper

ing, or will it be 2"

>st, most serious and most
writers have come out of newspaper
work, I mean by newspapers both dailics and
weeklies.  Such writers as Whittier, Stoddard,
Stedman, Bret Harte, Howells, Edward Liygle-
ston and his brother, George Cary Lggleston,
Joel Chandler Harris, George William Curtis,
Charles G. Leland, John Hay, Charles Ducley
Warner, H. C. Bunner, Noah Brouks, Charles
DeKay, George W. Cable, Frank R. Stockton
and Arlo Bates have all been in the treadmili of
daily or weekly journalistic work, and some of
them are® still there. Bayard Taylor, William
Cullen Bryant, and Dr. J. G. Holland were
all journalists.”

** Sy something about the financial aspect of
the profession, Is it and will it be a lucrative
profession 2"

‘1 have known very few writers in this
country who thought they could get along with
the proceeds of unsalaried literary work.  All
but a few find it up hill work to rely alone for
support upon writing for magazine or book
publication ; but the prices paid are much
higher than they ever were. I have a list of

rices of a magazine published in this city be-

fore the year 1870.  The page was smaller than
the present magazine page usually is; but the
prices were much smaller in proportion, rang-
ing from $2 to $5 a —the highest priced
author on the list receiving only $350 for an
eight page article! For stories, with two or
three exceptions, the authors received but §3 a
page. Poems were rated at from $5 to $10.
Many of the names on the list were names that
are still well known.”

** What do the same writers get today 2

““ The same wrniters would get from twice to
five times the old prices, while other writers
would get still higher rates.”

**Can you say what has been the highest
price that has been paid for a MS. in this
country 2"

‘* So far as I know, the ‘ Life of Lincoln,’ for
which the Century paid $30,000 simply for the
use of it in the magazine, although in this case,
of course, the value consisted largely in the
right to print for the first time a number of lis-
torical documents. But speaking of prices
paid for work, and of literature as a pro-
fession, 1 should like to add that the one thing
which stands most in the way of literature as
a profession in this country is the lack of inter-
national copyright.  The "American author has
to stand a kind of competition which no other
producer suffers from in the civilized worid—
namely, competition with stolen goods. Not
only this, but his own country refuses to enter
into reciprocal arrangements with foreign coun-
tries whereby he migzht obtain abroad substan-
tial returns for his labors. Congress is doubt-
less ignorant, rather than malicious, in its
tude toward American literature ; and it is the
duty of every American to help overcome the
pestiferous ignorance of our law makers on this
subject,”

artistic

o
LOCOMOTIVE TALK.

It may help to shorten a tedious railroad journey
for some of our readers to be able to translate the
meaning of locomotive talk. A key to this is
given by the A merican Cultivator :

One long blast of the whistle is a signal for ap-
proaching  stations, railroad crossings and  jur
tions.  One short blast of the whistle is to apply
the brakes—stop. Two long b ¢ whistle
are a signal to throw off thet Two short
blasts of the whistle arc an answer to the conduc-
tor’s signal to stop at the next station.

Three long blasts of the whistle are a signal
that the train has parted. Three short blasts of the
whistle, when the train is standing, are a signal
that the train will bac Three short blasts ot the
whistle, when the train is running, are a signal 1o
be given by passenger trains, when displaying sig-
nals for a following train, to call the atténtion of
trains they meet or s to the signals,  Four long
blasts of the whistle are a signal to call in the flag-
man.

Four short blasts of the whistle are the engi-
neer’s call for signals from the switchman, watch-
men and trainmen, Two long, followed by two
short, blasts of the whistle are a signal for ap-
proaching road crossings at grade. Five short

lasts of the whistle arc a signal to the lagman to
go back and protect the rear of the train. A suc-
cession of short blasts of the whistle is an m for
persons or cattle on the track, and calls the atten-
tion of trainmen to danger ahead.

-o
SKATING SOLDIERS.

Excraxp, France and Germany, as has been al-

ready noted in the ARrcGosy, have lately turned the
bicycle to good account in military matters, but
this was by no means the first instance in which an
accessory to sport and pastime has been utilized in
the army.
_ Perhaps the most curious battalion in any army
is the Norwegian corps of skaters, These corps
are_composed of picked armed men with ritles
which they use with great precision.  The skate
used are admirably adapted for traveling over
rough and broken ice and frozen snow, being six
inches broad and between nine and ten inches
long. The soldiers can be mancuvered upon the
ice or over the snowficlds of the mountains with a
rapidity equal to that of the best trained cavalry.
As an instance of the speed they attain, it 1s
stated that a messenger attached t6 the corps has
accomplished 120 miles in cighteen hours and a
half, over a mountainous country.
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OUR LIFE'S WORK.
BY E. B. BROWNING.

WiaT are we set on earth for? Say, to toil—
Nor seek to leave thy tending of the vines,
For all the heat o' the day, till it declines, e
And Death's mild curfew 1 from work assoil.
God did anoint thee with His odorous oil,
‘To wrestle, not to reign.

An African Experience.

HBY CAPTAIN HENRY F. HARRISON.

HEN I was a sturdy young fellow of
eighteen or thereabouts, I started out
upon the sea life that I have persist-
ently followed for thirty years, with

woccasional shore lapses.
1 made the run across to Liverpool in the old

time packet Independence, and then shipped as
ordinary in the English bark Cygnet, with a
neral and one cabin passenger, for Ka-

inda, at the mou:l; of tge Cn' {":It-rad The
omconngl' to a firm of Englis| ers.
::FSing]etuu, e 1, who was a mighty
Nimrod, was consigning himself to the solitudes
of the African interior.

He was imputed to be immensely wealthy
and quite as eccentric.
Had he not been tinged
at least with the latter
m}im—ity, he would

ly have taken pas-
sage in a sailing vessel
in preference to one of
the steamers plying be-
tween Liberia or Loando
and London. But he
was said to have re-
marked that he was not
a talker, and could not
stand the ‘* gabble” of
steamer nEgers,
hence his choice of the
Cygnet,

As an American, and

the only ordinary sea-
man among the eight
ABs, 1 did not find
favor in the eyes of the
afterguard, At least [
presume these to be the
reasons for something
more than ordinary
harsh treatment.
tain  Hatcher
was not a cruel man,
but he gave unlimited
license to his officers,
both of whom were
thorough seamen, and
more or less brutal in
their treatment of the
men.,
Captain Hatcher was
below. Mr. Singleton,
silently and seemingly
absorbed in meditation,
was walking the quarter
in his shirt sleeves.
Murphy, the mate—a
Waterford man and a
noted bruiser— had
charge of the deck,

I was putting a long
splice in a topsail brace.
It was not to the mate's
satisfaction. He be-
stowed a vile name upon
me, and ainst all
sailor pr ents, 1 re-
sented it.

Murphy weighed two
hundred —1 in the
neighborhood of a hun-
dred and thirty. And
after a frantic struggle I
was tied by the two
thumbs to " the main
sheer pole in such a way that I had to stand on
tiptoe to relieve the strain.

* There you stay till you beg my pardon, you
young Yankee whelp I" growled Murphy.

Lord forgive me, but for the time I was a
murderer in spirit, if not in act.

*‘ Beg yowr pardon, you Irish brute I'" I re
plied fiercely ; *‘never—but so sure as we two
meet ashore I'll kill you if 1swing for it 1"

I offer no excuse for such a speech eave and
only that anger had transformed me into a half
madman.,

Infuriated at the answer, Murphy caught up
the end of the brace I had been splicing, and
drew it back for a blow.

“ Stop I

It was the first time any one had ever heard
Mr. Singleton's voice upraised. In fact, some
of the men had never heard it at all. The
watch on deck, who had not troubled them-
selves to interfere in my behalf for prudential
motives, stared, as well they might, For the
usually impassive Englishman, having left the
quarter, was walking toward Murphy with a
rapid step. .

Interference by a passenger between a ship’s
officer and a sailor victim is never allowable
under any circumstances. Hence Murphy, too
angry to ‘even restrain_his tongue, roughly told
Mr. Singleton to mind his own business.

1n another moment the brace was jerked from
his hand, and Murphy flung to one side with
astounding force. And then, to my great
amazement, Mr. Singleton, whipping out his
knife, cut my lashings. .

1t was unfortunate for Murphy that his wrath
overcame his prudence, For mad onrush

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

toward my English champion was met by such
a knock down blow as I never heard or saw be-
fore or since.

Captain Hatcher was on deck just in time to
see Murphy beinf helped out of the lee scuppers
minus the loss of two or three front teeth, He
attempted to expostulate, but Mr. Singleton
stopped him with a gesture,

**You may not be aware, Captain Hatcher,
that I happen to own a controlling interest in
the Cygnet,” he said quickly. *'Irefer you to
the Custom House records in London as proof
of what Isay. Should the other owners know
that you countenance the acts of your brutal
officers, you will lose your command on arrival.
A word to the wise is sufficient.”

No one heard him :gzk again for a week.
But his words were sufficient, that is tosay, in
the prevention of open abuse. Yet there are a
thousand ways in which the officer can gratify
his grudge against the sailor who has incurred
his enmity. And by the time we dropped
anchor in the open roadstead at the mouth of
the Congo I made up my mind if possible to
run away. Death by coast fever was preferable
to the degradation and suffering under the
tyfant Murphy.

Mr. Sin“grll:wn had never addressed a word to

sented to a scientific society of which he was a
member, But up to the time of which I speak
we had seen no big game such as Mr. Singleton
was continvally hoping to encounter, while [
was as strongly hoping the reverse. For I was
only a sportsman through the force o. circum-
stances—my employer was one by choice and
instinct.

Once or twice we had heard far away in the
stillness of the night a muffled sound that Mr.
Singleton told me was the roaring of the Afri-
can lion. And devoutly did 1 hope that we
might never hear it any nearer. As for any-
thing in the way of elephant or giraffe, these, so
we were assured our Bechuana attendants,
were only to be found by going a hundred or
more miles to the northward.

Toward nightfall of a tremendously sultry
day we reached the bank of a shallow river
flowing into the Kahbebe. On the opposite
side was a watering place, where wild animals
went down to drink in the night time. And we

, if the moon was not obscured by
clouds, to do a little night shooting.

“1 wish we miﬁhl have the luck of getting a
shot at the old fellow who kept up such a roar-
ing among the trees last uigh:," said Mr. Single-
ton, as the natives began picking up our various

me. 1 was not sure he knew me from any
member of the crew. Judge then of my sur-
prise when the night of our arrival he came
forward. 1 was standing alone at the rail,
staring moodily ac the distant shore, wondering
how 1 should accomplish my set purpose.

“ Harry,"” he said quietly, ** when I leave the
bark Ishall find it harder lines than ever, I'm
going inland shooting. 1 will pay you %ood
wages to go with me as a sort of helper. What
do you say ?"

“I'll go,” was my brief response, feeling in-

“Very good. Tomorrow morning a shore
tug boat comes from the factory after myself
and my traps. [D'll arrange it so you can stow
away and no questions asked, Leave your
clothes behind. I'll look out for all that.”

To make a long story short the plan was per-
fectly successful, and by noon the next day,
with a complete outfit procured at the tradin
factory, 1 was on my way inland with my new
employer. Mr. Singleton had chartered a
bullock wagon for our transportation across the
country to Kahbebe. Making the little African
village our headquarters for a time, we took
long hunting trips on foot into the wonderful
interior, accompanied only by half a dozen or
more Bechuana natives, to carry spare guns,
grub and sleeping outfit.

The district was full of ordinary game, such
as the eland, quagga, hartbeest and antelope,
with other animals of similar species, to which I
am not naturalist enough to give a name. Mr.
Singleton was making a collection of horns as
well as heads, to be afterward mounted and pre-

MR. SINGLETON ORDERED THE NATIVES TO STOP, AS HE SAW SOME ANIMAL IN THE UNDERBRUSH ON THE BANK.

ckages previous to taking the waterand cross-
ing the stream.

“Idon't,” was my frank admission, but my
employer only laughed.

“I'm afraid [ should stand a poor chance in
the clutches of a lion between these fellows'
cowardice and your inexperience, Harry," he
said, kindly. For 1 think he knew that 1 was
no coward, It was more a natural shrinking
from dangers of which 1 knew only by hearsay.
And to me a lion had always seemed the most
terrible of all created beasts,

Now, the day before I had run a waitabit
thorn into my foot. Fearful of taking cold in
the wounded member, [ mounted on the
shoulders of one of the Bechuana men, while
Mr. Singleton, as was his custom, proceeded to
wade across the water, not being quite up to his
waist,

*Hold a bit, boys,” he suddenly exclaimed,
with a backward gesture of his hand. ** I think
I had a glim, of a big bull quagga through
the underbrush on the other side.”

My gun bearer, who was the head man of our
half dozen natives, held up his hand as a siEna,l
to the Bechuana men in the distance to keep
back. My own bearer halted in his tracks,
while Mr, Singleton, wading across the narrow
stream, was quickly lost to sight in the thick
underbrush,

‘We waited patiently for several minutes, ex-
peé:ting every instant to hear the report of his
rifle,

But he made no si
grow uneasy. The
words of English,
some sort of wood

, and the natives began to
ead man, who knew a few
ave me to understand that
obgoblin had probably laid
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hold of my employer and carried him off. In
which case it was not the duty of the natives 1o
expose themselves to a similar danger.

Of Mr. Singleton's anger lhely were afraid,
but not of mine. So vainl, scolded and
threatened, and ﬁnaﬁy, as my bearer stubbornly
refused to carry me across the stream, I gave
him a hearty cuff, slipped from his shoulders,
and forgﬂl’u{ of my foot, waded across to the

bank beyond, ‘

Here, unslinging my rifle, I stopped and lis-
tened. The hot, drouthy stillness of the burn-
ing air was unbroken for a moment. Then it
'seemed to me that in the direction where Mr.
Singleton had last been seen, I could hear a
curious sound like that of a deep respiration,
but what it meant Iof course could not imag-
ine.

1 made my way in the direction of the noise
with considerable difficulty, owing to the net-
work of vines and no less than the de-
taining waitabit thorns which at_every step im-
peded mg progress. All at once I emerged into
a sort of clearing surrounded on every side by
thick woods.

Isay I ** emerged,” but this is a mistake. 1

was about to emerge when the sight that met
my gaze in the clearing itself me for the
moment a graven image

—s0 to speak.
For, lying face down
on the sward in
the horribly Zimp man-

ner a lifeless body as-
sumes, was the form of
Mr. Singleton. But £kis
was not what moment-
arily cﬁaralymd me, For
crouched beside him was
a jet black lion of such a
size and ferocious ap-
pearance that I think
my heart must have
stopped beating for a
full minute.

You have seen a cat
play with a mouse. All
at once the huge paw
was pushed forward,
and my emplﬁyu‘s body

rolled to and fro—not
harshly—rather the re-
verse,

And now, as I began
beratlnq myself for cow-
ardice, 1 felt within me
something of the burn-
ing anger toward the
terrible beast that 1 had
felt against the two

brute on board
the Cygnet,

My weapon was a
heavy double rifle, car-
ried that day for the
first time. The distance
‘was not over sixty yards.
Had thelion been lying
in such a position that
1 could have aimed back
of the fore shoulder 1
should not have felt so
tremendously doubtful
of results, As it was,
his shaggy front and

lowing eyes were direct.
y facing me, and I had
not the slightest idea of
the thickness of a lion's
skull. If I only wound-
ed the monster it twas
all up with Harry Har-
rison,

These thoughts flash-
ed like lightning through
my brain as ﬁ slowl
drew up the rifle, and,
resting it in the crotch
of a mimosa, took care-
ful aim between the terrible eyes just as the
lion was about to play with his victim a second
time. Then I fired.

The awful roar that almost seemed to rend the
heavens was unlike anything I have ever heard
before or sinre excepting the first burst of a
typhoon in the China Sea. But as the t
body darkened the air between myself a,m; the
sun I threw up my rifle and fired almost invol-
untarily. Then I suppose I swooned.

1 came to consciousness through the medium
of a calabash of muddy water poured over my
head and shoulders by one of the Bechuana gun
bearers, And when 1 sat up there sat i?r.
Singleton some yards away, looking quite as
pale as myself, tween us was the dead body
of a good sized African lion. The first ball had
glanced off the skull. The second, by sheer
chance, had penetrated the heart.

Mr. Singleton, whose clothing was in rags,
had been struck half insensible by a blow from
the paw of the monster that had sprung at him
from an ambush. He said he had suffered a
hundred deaths after he came to himself. l.ying
motionless, he permitted the animal to push an
roll his body at will with the one faintly vague
hape that [ meght come to his rescue.

That was my first and last experience at
African hunting. Mr. Singleton, who himself
was more shaken by his adventure than he
would admit, consented to return to the facto
at Kabinda with the sﬁrdmens already collected,
and I accompanied him., Thence he paid my
passage by steamer to London.

“You'll make a better sailor than hunter,
Harry," he said when we parted. And I think
his prophecy has a true one.
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ADVERSITY'S TEACHING.
BY R. SAVAGE.
By wo, the soul to daring action swells :
By woe, in plaintless patience it excels :
From patience, prudent clear earr:ence springs,
And u-acesknnwledge through the course of things.
Thence hope is form'd, thence fortitude, success.

JE—Y
[ Thés story commenced in No, 266.]
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CHAPTER VIIL
AN EXCITING RESCUE.

ﬂISFORTUNES, says the proverb,

never come singly, and Rob and

Chip had bad luck all day.
Whether the capricious public had be-
come sated with ballad singing
and violin accompaniment, or
from whatever reason, the close
of the afterncon found the two
boys wandering down toward
the levee with hardly enough
money between them to pay
for a night's lodging.

‘““If worst comes to worst,
we can sell or pawn Brayton's
pistol,” said Rob, disconso-
lately, as the two leamed up
against a cotton bale, ** but—"

A confused tumult of voices
sounding from the foot of
Canal Street, together with the
clatter of rapidly approaching
hoof beats, arrested his further
speech,

“Runaway hoss, I guess,”
remarked Chip, peering round
the cotton bale.

Not one, but a pair! Two
handseme thoroughbreds at-
tached to an open barouche
without a driver, were thun-
dering down the pavement at
locomotive speed.

Clinging to one seat was a
handsomely dressed young
%[irl, while opposite was—Guy

ethering.

As well try to stop the great
engine on the Bound Brook
route between New York and
Philadelphia. The most dar-
ing novelist would never sug-
gest the rushing forward of a
hero to grasp the bridles of the
maddened steeds.

One glance showed Rob that
the girl, with pale, lovely fea
tures, was Doris Lamonte,

As the horses swept past like a whirl-
wind, headed directly for the edge of the
levee, Rob dropped his violin, and joined
the crowd of shouting roustabouts and
cotton gangs who were tearing afterthe
carriage.

And now Rob Dare’s muscle, pluck,
and wind stood him in play. Stripping
off his coat as he ran, he speedily dis-
tanced the shouting crowd.

His hope was that the sight of the tur-
bid element before them might serve to
check the flight of the runaways. Vain
hope !

One great cry of horror arose from the
oncoming crowd, as the frightened pair
plunged madly over the embankment,
dragging the swaying carriage and its
occupants after them,

Another and a louder shout! And a
tall, gasping, gray headed man, hatless,
and with the tails of his alpaca coat
sticking straight out behind him, came
rushing madly down on the levee. He
was just in time to see Rob, pausing
long enough to kick off his shoes, plunge
headlong into the swirling flood, which
had already swept the struggling horses
and nearly submerged barouche a cable's
length down the stream.

““ A thousand—five thousand dollars to
the man who saves my daughter!”
hoarsely shouted the tall gentleman.

“ Rob’ll do it every time, cunnel—'twas
him jist took the header off the levee,”
panted some one beside him.

It was Chip, whose faith in his friend’s
athletic skill knew neither limit nor
bound. But the colonel neither heard nor
saw anything excepting the quick beat-
ing of hisown heart, and the sinking car-
riage being drawn down by the struggles
of the drowning horses.

“Help, help—I—we—can't swim!”
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called Hethering. chokingly, as Rob.
reaching the barouche just in time, fixed
his eyes on Miss Lamonte, whose pale
face flushed with joy.

** Let go the seat—place one hand on
each of my shoulders, and I will keep
yvou afloat till the boats reach us,” he
said, between his quick, short breathing.

“‘ Hethering,"” he continued, as the
young girl obeyed without speaking,
‘““no matter if you can't swim—strike
out for the big tree trunk drifting past—
it's only a couple of yards off,”

Rob's calm speech inspired both with
courage, Hethering reached the tree
trunk, and Doris, supported in the wa
I hafte described, remained cool and col-
lected.

The only words she spoke were when
a skiff, manned by four stalwart negro
boatmen, was nearing them :

“I am glad it was you who saved my
life,” she said, simply.

tiently awaiting the return of Chip with
his dropped coat, violin, hat, and shoes.

Only Chip himself was in sight. Rob
had been hurried into the nearest coffee
house by its enthusiastic proprietor, to
dry off. Chip had purposely lingered
behind. His friend's pride had once be.
fore stood in the way of their mutual in-
terests. Chip didn't mean to let this
happen again if he could help it.

** But—er—where is young Dare ¥” ex-
claimed the colonel, as though expecting
to see Rob standing patiently waiting for
his sovereign pleasure.

" Very likely he's gone back to the ho-
tel where we're boardin’, to change his
clothes,” coolly returned Chip. The rec-
ollection that neither of them had a
change of clothing in the world did not
occur till after he had spoken.

“ But I want to reward him for saving
my daughter’'s life,” returned Colonel
Lamonte.

THE RUNAWAY HORSES DASHED STRAIGHT TOWARD THE LEVEE.

The words were prompted by no un-
healthy sentimentality. Rob understood
her meaning perfectly well. In his grati-
tude toward the rescuer of his daughter,
the least Colonel Lamonte could do would
be to listen to the explanation Rob had
attempted on board the steamer, and give
credence to his denial that he knew that
Dare and Miggles were counterfeiters,

Ten minutes later the rescued and res-
cuer were landed at the levee. It was
too public a place for any demonstration
on the part of father and daughter. A
carriage was called, into which Hether-
ing, gasping like a fish out of water, and
Doris, dripping like a pretty mermaid,
were hurried, despite the protestations
of the driver.

“The carriage liningsll be ruined!"
he growled,

‘““Hang the linings!"” exploded the
colonel. *I'll pay for a new hack through-
out, if it's necessary. Drive to 54 St.
Charles Street as hard as you can !"

Having liberally rewarded the colored
boatmen, Colonel Lamonte turned to the
spot where he had last seen Rob, impa-

* Rob ain't one of the kind that takes
money for doin’ his duty,”" said Chip,
with a positive shake of the head. ' But
look here, colonel,” he went on, ** I'l] tell
you what you can do. Maybe you saw
in the papers how to the hotel we was
stoppin’ at last night Rob had his pocket
book stole with all his money and a lot
of shares of minin’ stock?”

No—the colonel had not looked over
the morning papers.

*“ Well, that's the way of it,” said Chip,
with growing confidence, ' and just now
it comes mighty rough, for we was cal’-
lating on starting out for Nevada, where
Rob’s got a big int'rest in a gold placer.”

‘“In a gold placer!” echoed the aston-
ished colonel, staring very hard at the
speaker's imperturbable visage.

‘“ Exactly,” was the unmoved response
—‘“the El Dorado—I'll show you where
it lays.” i

And pulling out the pocket map, Chip
located the spot for the colonel’s edifica-
tion.

““We could have barrowed a few thou-
san’ to the bank by puttin’ in the minin’
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stock," Chip went on with calm assurance,
' but you see it was stole along of Rob's
money—

"1 see,” interrupted Colonel Lamonte,
as Chip hesitated. * You would like me
to make you and your friend a loan, eh 7"

‘“Rob’s so proud spirited 1 donno's
he'd take a dollar from you if you went
down on your knees to him."” returned
Chip, gravely shaking his head ; ** but if
you was a mind to let me have some to
use in the partnership biz'ness till we
can develop the claim, I'll kinder smooth
it over with him, don’t you see?”

To do the colonel justice, he really
wanted to show his gratitude to Rob in
something more substantial than thanks.
He drew out a check book and his stylo-
graphic pen.

““Supposing I write you a check for—
say five thousand dollars,” said the
colonel, carelessly, as he rested the book
on cotton bale, ‘' and then if you want
more, why you can have it at
any time,”

Five thousand dollars ! Chip
choked down an exclamation
of rapture, and to outward ap-
pearance was as cool as the
colonel himself. But Rob
would never listen to such a
proposition,

‘““No colonel, we don't need
so much as that—not now, any
way,” he returned. ''I guess
if you'll lemme have a thou-
Pl

‘“Say fifteen hundred,”
briskly interrupted Colonel La-
monte, ‘‘ and—let me see ; yes,
I've got that about me in bills.”

And replacing the check
book, the colonel counted from
his corpulent wallet five one
hundred and two five hundred
dollar notes. b

*I believe,” he said, a little
awkwardly, as he extended the
money to Chip, * that—er—
these are the same bills that
the scoundrel Brayton would
have cheated me out of only
for young Dare.”

Chip nodded knowingly, and
tucked the roll of bills into his
vest pocket as carelessly as
though they represented five
instead of fifteen hundred dol-
lars.

*“1 wish I could have give
you them shares in the Silver
Nugget to hold as security,
colonel,” he said, ** but—"

“In the Silver Nugget,” in-
terrupted Colonel Lamonte,
who had unbent wonderfully,
““why, I have an interest in that mine
myself, though for a couple of years it
hasn't paid anything, Well, good by,
Chip," he said, graciously extending his
hand. ** Tomorrow Mr. Hethering, with
Doris and myself, start for our Western
ranch, so probably I shall not see you
again for some time. Tell your friend
from me that [ hope he will forgive my
—er—hasty utterance, and that I shall
never forget what he has done for me
and mine.”

“*That's what it is to be rich,” mut-
tered Chip, as he turned away. *‘ Losin’
a couple of thousan' in a carriage and
span, and puttin’ out fifteen hundred dol-
lars all inside an hour, yet never mindin’
it more’n nothing at all. Wonder if Rob
and I'll feel that way when we've made
our pile out of the El Dorado.”

And then, suddenly remembering his
recent business transaction, Chip turned
joyfully into the coffee house to acquaim
his friend with the change in their for-
tunes.

CHAPTER IX.
A RAILROAD JOURNEY.

THE change from penury to compara-
/ tive wealth in so short a space
seemed almost too good to be true.
Rob did not offer any marked opposi-
tion to receiving Colonel Lamonte's
bounty. Partly because he had already
had an experience of being almost pen-
niless and without friends in a great city,
and partly hecause, unlike Chip himself,
Rob regarded the fifteen hundred dollars
as an actual loan—not a reward for sav-
ing life.
Suitable clothing for each was pur-
chased, after which the two took up their
abode for a short time ata small hotel
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on Canal Street. A railroad map and some
handbooks of travel and information regarding
the Western country were carefully consulted,
while Rob was making his final preparations,

The Southern Pacific Railroad had then been
open a short time. This route, which was the
most direct, passed through the southern por-
tions of Texas, New Mexico, Arizona, and Cali-
fornia. By the advice of the agent, they had
bought through tickets to Colton, in the latter
State. Here they were to change to a local
branch, running northerly to its terminus at
Bragg City, which was to be the starting point
for their purposed expedition. At Bragg City
they were to procure their outfit, as well as
arrange for hiring an experienced prospector to
act as guide and general adviser.

All this they were talking over together in the
hotel smoking room the day before that on
which they purposed leaving New Orleans.

Very near at hand sat a shabbily dressed man
with Dblonde hair and a heavy mustache, which,
drooping over his mouth, failed to entirely hide
the absence of three or four of his front teeth.
llu had registered that morning as Professor

arl ])nnncr, and since breakfast had been in-
cessantly pufting at a well browned meerschaum,
without speaking to any one.

So Rob was considerably surprised, when,
alter a curious hesitancy, the professor, remov-
g his pipe, reached over and touched him on
the shoulder.

**You excuse me,” he said, in Teutonic ac-
cents, and a sort of lisp impossible to reproduce
in print, ' but I hear them says you are the
brave young man that Colonel Lamonte give
five t'ousand dollar for save his daughter who
would drown.”

Chip looked up sharply, either at the famili-
arity of the address, or an imperceptible some-
thing in the speaker’s voice recalling one he had
somewhere heard before.

But Rob, who had noticed nothing, only
shrugged his shoulders impatiently. An acute
observer might have fancied that the professor
drew a quick, sharp breath, as of relicf.

Since the papers had taken it up, very much
to Rob's annoyance, he had been identified at
the hotel as the hero of the affair, and in con-
sequence more than one of the guests had tried
to draw him to talk about it.

1 prefer not to speak of the matter,”
swered, rather coldly.

So far from seeming offended, Professor Don-
ner nodded approvingl
so—that was very proper,” he responded,
resuming his pipe. He had broken the ice,
however, so after a little pause he went on :

“*As 1 sit here, to smoke," said the professor,
glancing at the open map before the two boys,
** I see you have the map of the West—I hear
you speak of travel on the Southern Pacific. 1
have interest, for it is my country adopted, this

\ and tomorrow I go back so far as Ne-

he an-

vada

**\Vhy, there's where we're going,” cried Rob,
by no means displeased to find some one trav-
eling in the same direction who might give them
“points ” regarding the object of their journey,

Possibly the professor had gathered as much
from their conversation.  Be this as it ma
remarked **So?" and soon became very
muuin:xuw

By his own account Professor Donner was a
miner's expert, or practical assayer, to test the
relative value of gold bearing quartz, and its
proportion of gold to the ton. He had come
East to make a special report to a stock mining
company in New Orleans, and was to start on
his return the following day. ' And too, he
said, had bought a ticket through to Colton.

Thoroughly acquainted was Professor Donner
with the country Rob and Chip were about to
visit. He had hunted, explored, prospected,
and shot Apaches from the Rockies to the
Sierras in his day. He was the very man of all
oth as a traveling companion for such a
journey.

In an hour Rob and Chip learned more about
Nevada than they had found out from a day’s
study of their ha and books.

“1f we could only hire ZZm now,” enthusias-
tically whispered Rob.  But Chip's experience
with the seamy side of city life had sharpened
his wits to an inordinate degree,

* Best to go slow,” he returned in an under-
tone. ** Time enough to talk about that later
on,” to which suggestion Rob readily assented.

Thus it was that on the following day Rob
and Chip found themselves fellow passcngers
with Professor Carl Donner in the same section
of a Pullman sleeping car ou the Southern
Pacilic.

Now this was a new and delightful experi-
ence to both Rob and Chip, though one would
never guess it , true to Dare's peculiar
teachings, Rob carefully repressed every out-
ward sign of Ins excited interest, seeing which
Chip of course did the same.

Yet none the less did they erjoy the never
ending variations of scenery which met their
gaze from day to day, made doubly interesting
by the conversation of Professor Donner, who
seemed to be acquainted with every section of
the country through which they were passing.

So one day followed another in quick succes-
sion.  From the car windows a continuaily

varving pnmram.uouh( be seen unfolding itsel
as Hu train sped onward toward the setting

sur
]l was the fourth day of their journey. As far
as the eye could reach was only a desert of gray-
ish white, broken by occasional patches of
cactus or grease wood.
+* That shall look as Death Valley—only the
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valley was much worse,” remarked Professor
Donner, who sat facing the two. He shrugged
his shoulders as he spoke, and pointed from the
car window.

Death Valley | Both Rob and Chip gave an
involuntary start as they remembered that
through this cheerful locality ran the route to
the El Dorado placer, concerning whose e:
ence neither had breathed a word to their l'el-
low traveler. And on his own part Professor
Donner had not seemed to show the slightest
curiosity as to their business in Nevada—or in-
deed to anything relating to their personal af-
fairs.

“ Then you have been through Death Val-
ley 2" asked Rob, anxiously.

The professor nodded. He was seemingly
absorbed in his favorite occupation of making
cigarettes, which he did with the deftness of a
Spaniard. When, in his frequent visits to the
smoking car his pipe was not in a corner of his
mouth, a cigarette occupied its place.

** Yes—I was with a party there the year
Travers the prospector discover the great El
Dorado placer, that no one else have yet find,”
was the very unexpected answer.

Only for a warning pressure of Chip's foot
Rob might inadvertently have betrayed himself.
As it was, he summoned all his coolness, and
met the gaze of Professor Donner's suddenly
upraised eyes with a quiet indifference that sur-
prised himself.

‘“Is a placer a big ledge full of chunks of
gold 2" mnocemly asked Chip.

“*No, it was where the small gold lay deep
under the bed of the river that have run to
waste hundred thousand years gone,” was the
reply, in anything but a satisfied tone.

““We're going to Nevada, Chip; we might
try o luck hunting for this—what do you call
it—El Dorado placer,” laughed Rob.

‘I hear some person have a map with it all
mark out—if you have that now, may be you
find the El Dorado placer.”

‘While saying this in his usual deliberate
tones, Professor Donner did not take his eyes
from Rob's face, which, thanks to the self con-
trol the latter had put upon himself, did not
change a particle.

“* Map 2" repeated Rob questioningly, and
all at once he fancied that a look of disappoint-
ment shadowed the professor's features.

* Oh, it was only what I have hear—that the
prospector who find the El Dorado mark it out
on some one's map before he die,” returned
Professor Donner with real or affected careless-
ness.

Chip himself made no comment, but sud-
denly fixed his own eyes sharply on the pro-
fessor.

** What the—" began Professor Donner in
a voice so unlike his usual gutturals that both
Rob and Chip took notice of it.

** That is—I mean—what shall you look so
close at me for?” he demanded—suddenly
checking himself in his first speech.

*I was thinkin' how clear complected you
was and what white han's you've got for a man
that’s followed the outdoor life you say you
have all these years,” coolly returned Chip.

Ihe ‘‘clear complected ™ pro[essor crim-
soned to his ear tips.

“*Some shall sunburn more easy as others,”
he said, casting a glance at Chip, in which
there was both anger and suspicion.

Then, muttering something about a smoke,
he withdrew to another car, leaving the two by
themselves.

“* Somethin’ loose about that professor, Rob,”
remarked Chip, with a wise shake of his head.

Rob did not answer at once. Naturally un-
suspicious and less given to imputing evil from
his comparative inexperience, he was slower at
coming to a decision than his companion.

That the professor had any sinister designs
upon himself or Chip, Rob could hardly imagine,
Yet that he would bear watching he began to
believe.

** But don't let him know that we suspect him,
Chip,"” he said, after a lengthy talk between the
two, * because we may be wrong after all.”

Chip readily acquiesced, and when the pro-
fessor returned there was nothing in the manner
or speech of either to show that they @:d suspect
him.

So on rolled the train through another day
and night.  And then the morning's sun illum-
inated the wonderful landscapes of Southern
California.  On every side was a marked con-
trast to the parched barrenness through which
they had been at times passing.  Fertile vine-
yards, bee ranches surrounded by white sumacs
and lovely flower gardens, old adobe houses and
quaint mission chapels alternated with orange
groves and orchards of luscious fruits, bordered
with hedges of prickly pear.

At Colton, where the final change was made
for Bragg City, they found that the local train
they were to take would not leave till nearly
night. The professor announced his intention
of going no further for the present. He had to
mect a ** party,” he said, and would bid them
good by.

** Perhaps it shall be au rerorr—who knows 2"
he remarked affably, as Rob and Chip, glad
enough of a chance to stretch their cramped
limbs, stood on the station platform, watching
with keen interest the novel scenes about them.

“What's * oh revower 2" bluntly asked Chip.

¢ That we may meet again,” returned the pro-
fessor, smiling blandly. ~ And curiously enough
the smile disclosed the fact that a set of very
white upper tecth occupied the former vacancy,
changing his voice in a marked degree.

It is not unlikely that plain spoken Chip

would have made some audible comment on the
discovery, had not the professor bowed himself
away.

“I'm glad he's gone—I don't want any ‘ oh
revower ’ business with him, neither,” remarked
the youth, as he watched Professor Donner.
That individual was standing near a bagy:
car, into which the express company's iron
money chest was being unloaded from a wagon.

The scene around them was one of consider-
able interest. The majority of those about the
station, sitting on battered trunks and piles of
luggage, were foreigners, awaiting the making
up of the emigrant train, which, with one very
ordinary Pullman and two second class cars,
composed the ** local " for Bragg City.

But scattered here and there were those who
make up the picturesque element of a border
railroad station. Indians in stove pipe hétts and
gay blankets, Mexicans wearing black velvet
jackets eruptive with silver buttons, gold tas-
seled sombreros and jingling spurs, cowboys in
an attire far more slovenly than jaunty, and the
ubiquitous tourist with his latest thing in guns
and hunting suits, together with the usual vari-
ety of nondescripts who lounge about the plat-
form.

‘' Say, young feller.”

The speaker who thus unexpectedly addressed
Rob was a rather undersi man, whose hair
and short beard were sprinkled with gray. He
wore a sort of loose blouse, evidently manufac
tured from a miner’s blanket, over a red shi
a faded sombrero, and jean overalls tucked into
high boots.

** Well 2" Rob inquiringly responded.

* Which way'd that light haired man with the
mustache go—him you two was talkin' with a
spell back ? "

Rob looked in the direction they had last seen
the professor, but he was missing.
“ Professor Donner ? I'msure I don't know,"

he replied.

*Oh, he's Professor Donner, eh ?" said the
stranger.

‘“He says he is,” remarked Chip, ‘*‘but Rob
and I think he's a fraud.”

“ Rob and you're about right, then,"” returned
the other, ** for I knowed the critter in spite of
wig an' false mustache by the privit mark I
put on him five r ago.”

‘‘ Private mark !" said Rob and Chip in a
breath.

“Exac'ly ! " returned their informant. *‘ Owin'
to some one jogglin’ my elbow when 1 pulled, so
the ball only clipped his ear.”

Now they both had noticed that the lobe of
the professor's ear was missing, yet thinking it
might be a natural deformity, had refrained
from comment.

““Who is he 2"

““What has he done 2"

The two questions followed in rapid succession,
and the stranger looked curiously from one to
the other.

**Mebbe you've heard of Bunyap?” he re-
marked inquiringly.  Both shook their heads.

“'Is that his name—Mr, Bunyap ?"

“ A pair of tenderfeet, sure enough,” was the
p:t)mg response, delivered i a sort of soliloquy.

‘ No, my name’s Bunyap—plain, without any
Mister’ to it,” the stranger continued, *‘ and
his—no one knows what he was christened, for
he’s been Smith, Jones an' Jack Vance—"

But here Bunyap pulled himself up short, as
though conscious of talking too much.

“Goin' to Bragg City 2" he suddenly asked.

“Yes," returned Rob, rather amused at his
new acquaintance,

““Well, I'll see you later aboard the train,"
s saying, the speaker nodded familiarly
his way across the street.

“Wild Bunyap a friend of your'n 2" inquired
a rough looking bystander.

Wild Bunyap! Rob could hardly repress a
smile. The adjective scemed quite out of keep-
ing with the quiet exterior of the man who had
ju~l ]efl lnm‘

" he answered, ‘‘ we never met him be-
fore luday Who or what is he 2"

The person addressed stared at Rob as if he
was a natural curiosity.

** Goodness,” he exclaimed, in deep disgust,
‘1 thought even tenderfeet knowed sometiin'.”
And without vouchsafing any reply to Rob's
query, he walked away.

2
e

CHAPTER X,
A STRUGGLE IN THE CARS,

_QHE train for Bragg City was pulling away

from the adobe station at Colton, when

Bunyap entered and ed himself imme-

diately behind Rob and Chip.  Before
addressing his young acquaintances he glanced
about the car.

Four commercial drummers of the Jewish
persuasion were noisily comparing notes as to
their respective routes. Two or three post
traders, a land speculator, some cattle men, and
a few respectably appearing Mexicans com-
posed the entire company, who were all males.

“If anything skow/d happen,” remarked
Bunyap, in audible soliloquy, "ﬂ\Pl’c wouldn’t
be much got out of this yere crowd.”

"An)llungh.nppen? " repeated Rob;
what—

““You two got any money >

The question did not seem to be prompted by
idle curiosity, neither was it put in any offensive
sense,

** Why, yes,” was the immediate reply.,

““You're both toler'ble likely lookin' young
fellers, if you be tenderfeet,” said Bunyap, rest-
ing his bearded chin on the back of their seat in

“why,
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such a way that he could glance from one
partly turned face to the other. ‘' Now you
lis'en to me.” ¥

Here Bunyap paused, and seemed to consider
for a moment.  Then his eye suddenly rested on
the significant notice between his own window
and the one near which Chip was sitting

AXE, BAR AND SAW,
UNDER THE SEAT.

“1 don’t say anything'll happen,” he ob-
served in a confidential undertone; *‘‘but, as
Shakespeare, or some one says—! in time of
peace prepare for war.” Folks has been *held
up’ on railroad trains in these parts——""

‘“Held up 2 How ?" interrupted Chip.

“ Why, robbed—where you been all
life ?” was the rather curt rejoinder.

“If 1 was you,” continued Bunyap, resuming
his cautious manner, ** I'd jest tuck my money
and vallybles in the locker under the seat you're
sittin’® on—that’s what I'd do. Then, if any-
thing h’l])p(ni, you ain't got any money about
you—see ?

“ Why don't you hide yours ?" asked Chip,
inclined to be incredulous,

** Blowed it all in at Colton, 'cepting a couple
o' dollars—that’s why, young feller,” was the
dry response.

Then announcing his intention of seeking the
smoking car, Bunyap withdrew, leaving the two
to talk over this new and unexpected bit of ad-
vice.

Chip was inclined to laugh at it.

¢ Jest as though robbers could sto
train same’s though it was a stage,”
credulously.

But Rob, who had heard of such things in his
}‘m'ul' Western experience, was not so incredu-
ous.

1 guess the man means well enough,” he
said, slowly ; ** but we won't do anything about
it just yet—I want to think it over a bit."”

“* Perhaps he's a fraud, same as Professor
Donner, and only trying to find out how much
money we've got,” suggested Chip.

Rob did not encourage the idea. Somehow
he had a fancy that Bunyap really intended to
show his friendly feeling toward the two.

**We'll wait a bit,"” he remarked briefly, and,
being very tired, the two settled back to wear
away a few hours in an uneasy doze.

Towards midnight there was a slight cessation
of snores in the car, as the train stopped with a
jar at a water tank just beyond one of the small
border stations.

Voices were heard without in altercation. An
excited brakeman on the platform yelled ** Rob-
bers ! but nothing more, owing to a sudden
compression of his windpipe.

“ Bunyap was right,” muttered Rob, and just
as the front and rear doors of the car were thrown
open simultaneously, he tucked his pocketbook
in the locker under the seat.

The glare of the lamps shone directly on a
masked man, armed with a double barrel shot
anding on either platform.

Money and watches,” said the man at the
front door, grufily.

*“And the first one that shows fight will get a
charge of buckshot through his diaphragm
pleasantly called out he at the rear door, throw-
ing forward his gun with the words.

With as much calmness as was possible under
the circumstances, Rob and Chip, who sat about
midway in the car, awaited the approach of the
desperado at the front.  The man was collect-
ing of his victims right and left, while his con-
federate, coming toward him from the rear, was
doing the same. Each occasionally cast a wary
glahce over the other's shoulder, to see that no
one in the rear made any show of drawing a
weapon.

Pocketbooks and watches were extended and
ed with considerable alacrity.

Fork over " said number one, as he reached
the two boys. He was a heavily buill man with
nd through the holes in the mask

is eyes glitter with a curious light as
they rested on the latter's face.

Rob held out four one dollar bills which he
had kept for loose change.

* No foolin'—I want the rest of it," growled
the other,

“Then you'll have to want," defiantly re-
turned Rob, who was growing hot and angry to
think how easily two men were intimidating
half a car full, **for I've got no more money
about me.”

“*You search him, Joe—TI'll blow his head off
if he offers to kick,” said the masked man be-
hind, in a low, fierce voice.

Rob held up his hands.

“Search if you like, you coward,” he said,
savagely.  Every drop of blood in his body was
tingling at an indignity which had not been
offered to any of the other passengers, who
were breathlessly looking on.

The man roughly tore open Rob's vest, and
ran his hand rapidly up and down the lining, as
well as that of his coat.

“Iry the kid,” said the robber in the rear,
and the other turned hastily toward Chip. Sud-
denly remembering the map in his pocket, the
victim shrank back to the window.

But Rob's cup of anger was now full to over-
flowing.  Prudence, personal safety—all were
carried away by the overflow, and if a Gatling
gun had been pointing at the back of his head
instead of a cocked double barrel, he would
have done exactly the same,

** Hands off that boy!" he said between his
teeth, as the big lJr\llc reached over to seize
Chip in his rough grasp.

And with these \\nnlﬁ Rob clutched the bar-

yer
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ruffian’s gun, and threw all his
mc:ul?al{ullr:frenglh into one tremendous straight
iul blow, which, catc{ungl!he desperado full in

felled him like a log. E
lheT){f:.c(emomem nearly sealed Rob's fate. Giv-
ing vent to an imprecation, the masked man be-
hind him threw his own gun to his shoulder,
with its muzzle almost touching the young fel-
neck.

‘U\Zi\:(‘leure his finger could pull the trigger,
Chup, uttering a_yell like a youthful Apache,
plunged forward.  With his head lowered like
that of a pu"nauuus goat, he struck the would
be murderer fairly in the pit of the stomach.

The gun exploded, but the charge of buck
shot went out through the roof of the car in-
stead of Rob Dare’s head.

And almost simultaneously, from the rear of
the car came a wild and hilarious shout.

“ Houp la, boys—sail in—I'm with you I

Th;u it was Bunyap, Rob needed not to be

}\ob wheeled swiftly round, just in time to
see that erratic gentleman drawing two of the
largest sized revolvers from under the skirts of
his blanket coat.

Then, shouting to the half paralyzed passen-
gers for assistance, the boy recklessly grappled
the train robber behind him.

“(Crack " went Bunyap's revolver from the
rear, and as the biggest of the desperados
sprang to his feet, a pistol ball crashed through
his brain, and down he fell.

In the short fierce struggle between Rob and
the remaining desperado, the latter’s cloth mask
was torn from its fastenings, revealing the
anger distorted face of the former Professor
Donner.

“Hang on to him, lad!” yelled Bunyap,
dashing forward through the smoke, but Rob's
adversary, wresting himself free, dashed over the
body of his companion in crime, and out
through the open door, followed by a volley of
pistol lnll;

This gave the alarm to the remainder of the
gang, who had been plundering the occupants
of the other cars. In another moment there
was mounting in hot haste, and half a dozen
horsemen galloped away in the darkness.

The body of the dead outlaw was carried out-
side and laid across some trestle work by the
side of the track.

As the passengers crowded about, Bunyap tore
off the mask. Rob and Chip uttered a simul-
taneous cry of surprise.

For the evil, dark face, contorted in its death
agony, was that of the man who had half
strangled Rob, in addition to stealing his
money and the mining stock in New Orleans.

Actoss his right temple was the newly healed
wound made by the pistol ball hastily dis-
charged by Chip—the bullet having glanced off
atan angle.

“Then you've seen him before, eh?" said
Bunyap, as the two turned away w ith a shudder.
And as there was nothing to conceal, Rob
briefly told the story of their loss.

The plunder taken from the dead outlaw’s
pockets was speedily reclaimed by its owners.
By unanimous consent his handsome double
gun and equipments were handed over to Rob,
hl;)l) was overwhelmed with compliments on his
ery

41 \\lsh they wouldn't,” said Rob frankly to

Bungap, when the train was once more in mo-

tion. *It's not bravery by any means—my ugly

temper gets the upper hand, and then I forget
who or what 1'am for the moment.”

ll‘s kind of a handy temper to have some-
times," dryly returned Bun)ap, who had taken
his old seat ; + though it's open to disadvantage
atothers. And 1 reck’ n if it hadn't a been for

;\ur chum here". Apalung Ch|p on the shoul-
=" you wouldn't be talkin® of it now.”

i “Ldon't forget that by any means,” returned
ob, and (]\cn the two boys e\changed a quiet
nd pressure which spoke volumes.

ml\‘édha[t):),:‘:’l:e inside l(l: five years that I've

i Lo er, or Jack Vance, or whatever his

i ‘h said the man of mystery. ** Both

R ¢ were leadin’ a railroad gang, but I

o lhm my bm\c~ there’s a third time to come,

“sg‘(‘“‘:aﬂ:’zmd no need to finish. His silence

who .1\ 2 Xpressive, It was broken by Chip,

b g something further concerning the
ﬁr‘\(';’ﬁ Tan find out,” returned Bunyap,

i “e \;(‘n‘ an actor in Chicago, then he got
il the bad, and has been doin’ so since.
1?’ :t\]blh-‘rh nothin' he ain’t up to from

that ‘nulhm to gamblin’, which reminds me

Bm.m“":‘ Ml;ne he’sgone by is Brayton.”
e b rayton the “gambler ! D
i >h\ wig, mustache, and a change of voice
5 h»l‘np| temporary absence of four false

ad traveled in their company for four

i S undetected,

w

€ two smarties ?” whispered Chi
but Rob nudged him to be quiet. 5
(70 be continued.)
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

‘* Simply by a condenser, or captive balloon, and

an_electric cable placed wherever the rain is re-
uired,” was the reply. * I have long believed

in could be produced by artificial means,
ve worked at this hobby of mine for scuml
years—ever since I left college, in f{a You sce,
first of all, vapor, as it ascends, receives heat from
the solar rays, which also impels it upward uatil
restricted by the cold. The vesicles or dewdrops
being crowded together, become electrified and
float on the air at an altitude of from 3000 to 5000
feet, and all that is required then to produce rain is
to intercept these vesicles by artificial means. What
I'have invented is a condenser of peculiar shay
and construction, and connected with the earth
anelectric cable.  Whenever the vesicles come mlo
contact with the condenser or current they are
broken up and the water forced to the ground with
great rapidity.

** The rain will be produced by the same law that
causes condensation on a window pane. The sur-
face of the glass is covered with microscopic points,

and on becoming chilled the layer of air next it
falls, allowing the \.tpor to flow on to the points |
and thence to the ground.

s
A DOUBLE AMAZEMENT.

Twe Evening Sun tells an amusing anecdote of a
reporter's experience in attempting to obtain an
interview with a prominent foreigner whom his
paper had roundly abused.

He called at the hotel, and sent up his card, but
without much hope of a favorable response. He
was therefore much surprised when the bell boy
came down and handed him a card, on which were
the words :

1 will come down to the par]or in a few minutes
and will be delighted to see you.

A little dazed by this unexpected reply the re-

orter made his way to the parlor. As he entered

e beheld a tall, handsome lady with a blanched
face standing just inside the door staring at a card
which she held in her hand. A suspicion flashed
across his mi. He took the card from his pocket,
read the message again, and on turning it over on
the other side rcm] the name of the wife of a well
known citizen. The reporter was a gentleman, and
to save the lady any embarrassment, as well as the
bell boy, who had mixed the cards, his position,
he at once effected a change. On the one intended
for him he read these ungracious words :

1 will tall wuh no more scribblers, for the truth
is not in you.

-ee
PRINTED SPIDER WEBS.

DurinG the past few months the Arcosy has
printed accounts at different times of the many and
varied uses to which paper is put. This weck, we
clip from the Saratogian the description of the
material out of which a piece of printing paper was
made.

George West, of Ballston Spa, is in possession of
a curiosity in paper sent bim by a friend in Hong
Kong, China. It is a s 11 by 14 inches, made
from the web of the **sacred white spider” ‘of the
Flowery Kingdom. It is as light as air and almost
as transparent, but is also beautifully printed, and
contains about the equal of two columns of matter,

l\ln in English the story of ** How Mtdshmman
estone Was Presented at the Court of Pekin.”
\'esl has made the manufacture of paper his
hrc work and_study, but it is safe to say that he
never ran a spider web factory.

-r—————

THE FAITH CURE.

If you do not value your healtl, and your time is not
wi 3 r faith to the “anointing oil.”
or the mortar fromn 'Klluck Chapel.” Butif you do value
health, and have not time to waste in nseless experi-
ments, take Dr & V. Pierees * Golden Medical Discovery’
on the nppearance of the first syinproms of conumption;
which are a loss o appetite and general debility,
slight, dry, hacking cough, ete. \I‘I‘) day you derer
treating your case in a r.umuul U ner, makes the dis.
ense harder to combat. nd ten cents in stamps to
Worlil’s Dispensary  Medicn l Association, Buffalo. N. Y.,
for Dr. Pierce’s Tréatise on (uuaumplmn —Adv.

CAT \RRII CURED.

A clerzyman, after yearx of suffering from ¢at loath-
some diséase, rrh, and vainly trying every known
remedy. ut Taund & proscription which completely
aved him from death  Any sufferer from
3 «lreullnh]n-e sending n self ad
envelope to Prof. J. A. Lawrence. 212
York, will receive the recipe free of charge.—Adv.

B —

Coughs and Colds. Those who are snflering

from Conghs, Colds, Sore Throat, etc.,, should try ‘

BROwN'S BRONCHIAL TRoCHES,  Sold only in bozes.
e

|

FITS Al Fits stopped tree by Br. Kline's Geent |
Nerve Restorer. No et flest day's use.  Mai-

e cren CFrentite and. $5.00 (kT botile frad to T

| canes. Send to Dr. Kline. 931" Arch St., Philu., Fa—adv

AFLOAT IN A GREAT ClI YY
A STORY OF STRANGE INCIDENTS.
BY FRANK A. MUNSEY,
Publisher of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
This story, one of the most popular that ever ap-
peared in the Anoos'z ‘has now been issned in hook

form. It is a deeply

interesting mnarrative

of a boy who finds

himself adrift in New

York, homeless and

friendless, knowing

GREAT QTY neither  whence  he
T came nor whither lie

- is going. It tells of
the wonderful series

of adventures that be-
fel him, and of his
brave struggle to dis-
cover his pareutage
and reach the position
which he believed to
be righitfully his.

« Afloat in a Grmlt
City” is an exceedingly bhandsome volume, and |
every reader of THE Gor.pEN ARGOsY shanld have
Tt {8 beantifnlly bonnd in cloth,
and costs §£1.9 Tt is published by Cassell & Co.,
New York, and can be ordered at any book store;
or we will send it from this office, 81 Warren St.,
i New York, on raceipt of the price.

it for his library.
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HUMANEREMEDY Co., LaFayette, Ind.

Fine Gold Edge Hidden Name,
l2 CARDS \iite Dove Covers, in Nico Case
or 1

ample book 4¢. Crown Ptg. Co.,Northford,Conn,
AND MORPHINE HABIT CURED
in 10 to 20 da

opl“Mn.us.J. OLDEN, WILLIAMSEURG, 0.

@ 180 SILK FRINGE, Hidden Name, Chromo, Escort&

Fan Cards, Games, Verses, Songs, Scrap Pictures, Azt's
Outtit & Ring, 10, BLAKE & CO., Mostowese, Coun.

rgosy.

Great Beductxon!

E, Hidden Name snd
—

Cards, 1¢ Album Pictares, ch
Samples sod this Ring, all 10 conis.
Olinton & Oo, North Haven, Conn.

ARRH s FR

t s our faith we can cure \ou_dvar!
.ltmllmnvllmughlnrnn'lm.
free. B. 8. Lavpersacu & Co,, Newark, Nedo
to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

& 100 FANCY PICTURES
BOYS have_lots of fun with
By mall, 12 cents. AETNA CO., Northford, Ct.

FALSE MUSTACHE

them.

1 Searf or Lace Pin, 1 Stone Ring, 1 Chased

Band. Rlng 270 Scrap Pletures & Verses, &

eleg’t samples, 10c. F.Austin, New Haven,Ct.
1n replylng to this ady. mention Golden Argosy.

0PI““ Ino Habit Cured in 10

) Merry Christmas or Hap
6 Yeu '3‘.y?u'.”n.m.«.. et tern ot SR e 19
for 40c. oliday Gift.
CONN. NOV. . Meriden, Conn.
in replying to nu adv. mention Golden Ar'v'

SCOTT STAMP AND COIN CO.. LD.
721 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY,

mplete Stamp and Coin Catalogues, at 25¢ each.

A1bumu at all prices from 25¢ to Serd"stamp for 16

1;
& veplying to this edv. mention Golden Argosy.

days. No pay till cured.

In replying 1o un- udv. mention Golden Ar‘o-,
New Hidden Name Cards, 10c. 100 Album Verses.
100 Popular Sones and Agent’s Outfit FREE with

. Stephens, Lebanon, Ohio.
20 every order. ROYAL CARD CO., Northford, Conn

_In replying to this adv, mention Golden Argosy.

SILK FRINGED, IMPORTED and EMBOMED
l \um L( \H..Y SCRAP PI
pleB:mh o

tat
n replying to this adv. ucnu

Ar:ou.

c‘nn Bnok ol HIDDEN NAME Clrd!,
bt Sper Reoobjor g g o

pager,all or s 2cstamn. MOME AND YOUTIL, Catts, Oton

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

 atamp' it
for Price List, GusWorks Pittsburg) |
Golden Argory.

H»nd«oma scrap-book plcturss (nnon).
3 290 transfer pictures, 10c.; 60 elegant

26 m chromos (gummed), Ioc.. ot the lot

for 25c. C RowELL & Co., Rutla

1n replying to this adv. mention Goldu Argosy.
Its Nature, Cause

DYSPEPSIA . \Gen i Car

being the experience of an actual sufferer, by Jon~N H.
MCALYIN, Lowell, Mass, 14 years Tax Collector. Sent
free toany adidress,

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

0

LD ('OII\E A\l] STAMPS “’AVTE[I end 12
cents in postage stamps ror Cmu Book, g he
rare dates and prices we pay, to C. J. SHAYER. ho ,9
East Brookline Street, Boston,’ M1

Ta replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

FREE:

re
" Grand Offer! No Catch!
20 Silk Fringe Cards, New & Elezant Smnplos for 1838 &
our Great Offer to Agents, all for 10c. We
False \Ilhulch(' and each yz\rll\ Ring,
order. NORTH HAVEN CARD CO., North llnven, (‘nnh 1
In replyll[ ln this adv. mentlon Golden Argony.

= A 6OLD MINE 805005

&L making business ever offered.
€3 HARVEST o

32 COLUMN ILLUSTRATED PAPER.
BOOK of LOVELY SAMPLE CARDS,
f Buccess, 635 Cont

llpe-r- ln l!l ve

Nex
per month
No capital required: no peddii

<g men.
and plnlculln Free. No Humb f

Jjust what w

Add
SILVER WARE CO,

DBUNKENNESS\

lhe qunor Habit, l’onhlvaly (‘ute
dministering Dr. hiain
den Spec m
It cal iven (n a cup of coffee or tea without |
the L.urmlo( ze of the person taking it; is abwluto- !
1y harmless, and will eflect
speedy cure, whether the patient is a moderate

drinker or an alcoholic wreck. It has been given |
in thousands of cases, and ln every ins:ance a 'Fe |
| fect cure has followed. 1T NEVER FAILS. The

system once impregnated with zhe Specific, it

becomes an utter 1mpmmlb)mé for the liquor nppo-
ite to exist. For circular an
C CO., 185 R

ress GOLDEN SPECIF
rect, Cincinnati. Ohin

|
full particnlars ad. i

ace |
In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy. |

 ONE MILE SIGNAL WHISTLE

Th

Toudest and most plercingly shrill
100 Sttt made. Can be heard up

“\'{"I r”'
e Cartridge. Madoof bur-

nished brass with nickel
Iu\ulvmhh as s

teamaters,

l'nrm(r- portsmen
o vish 7

enta o stampe.
g s R 1E MF@.

0., 726 Filbert Sireet, Philadeiphia, Penna.

In repiyiug to-sisis adv, meaiion L ke Guiden Argosy

To introduce our

I GRAND GIFT, zieesr

unm)vl!ul
ing Machine we will GIVE ONE nwm m o-wr) um
B\-nl in U)& World. No labor or ruhhlna. SEN
'OR ONE to the NATIONAL € N. Y.
In replyln: to this adv. mention Go]den A

(l! q.ﬁ.‘i&frqw.ﬁ MATL,
) Send siza of eoff.r w'm‘-;'g:’? 2?'1;1

of NEWARK, N. J.. ¢ives the best,
shortest, cheapest aml wost thorough
course of business training of any school
in America. Write for Catalogue,
1. COLEMAN, Pres.
n replylng to this nd this adv. -m-nuor “olden Iu-my.

e TIoNS. k.
buhut fora n wien U 4 capial, 'fx.&
l' Home Amusement. page Catalogue free:”
MoALLls‘I‘EI!, Optician, 49 Nnuau Sty N. Y.
Au replylng to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy

- $25 Reward

To the person that first solves and gives us correct solu-
tion of our great
PERSIAN PUZZLE.
The best In the rond. Send fl .00 for puzzle and par
ﬂculuru J. R. 8 N & €O., Hartford, Conn.
lyln‘ to ;Mn ulv. mention Golden Argosy.

SIQ At

EVEH' “o"'r“ We wili guarantes
#to any ons who is
illing to work. Ourhu»lmnisno eany
and very pleasant. We have agents who

ing. We furnish costly outfits
mean business. For profitable and ptrmnm,nl work
we have mmethlnz at can not be equaled. Write
to us. Ad Lg & CO.,

nt.
are clearing $15 a dn¥ others lo aneven-
ree to those who

1 La Salle 8t., Chlcago, I}
lll replying to this ndv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

25¢

= Your Name and Address on
5| this Pen & Pencil Stamp only

Send us postage stamps or
postal note and we will send you
one by return mail, postpaid.

C. J. CONOLLY & CO.,
3 §, Waterst., Rochester, N, Y.

adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

PIMPLES BLACKHEADS AND
l'l ESH WORMS.

** MEDICATED \"Rmv the ONLY KNOWN Jinrmless
pleasant and absolu 'RE and intsllible cure, It
positively and effectively removes ALL, clean, comletely
| And FOR GOOD 1N A FEW DAYS ONLY, ing the rkin

clear and unblemished always.  For those who buve No

blotches on the face it beautifies the complexion ax vo

in reD'!lll to ti

| thing ehP he world can, rendering it CLEAR, FAIR
and TRA ARENT. and clearing 1t of all mudidiness
and nmnwnpw Ttis a true remedy to enve and Not a

paint or powsder to cover up and hide hlemistes, Mailed

‘ ‘n plain wrapper for 3 centsin stamps or two for M eena

by GFORGF L STODDARD. nm'n_m 1226 Niagara Street,

Buffaig, N. Y. My FRECK A ST cnres Freckive,

| :n. e AL T UL Fust-pald for e
In replylng to this adv, mention Gol
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

thyp i) ¢

CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES
1—1It's snow fun for everybody.

2—1It's no fun for the old gentleman.,

3—1Its no fun for the boys.

RELAPSING INTO SAVAGERY.

AcCCUSTOMED to seeing dogs about the house,
romping with children, sleeping in ladies’ laps,
and obedient to every word and gesture of their
masters, it is but natural that we should lose
sight of the fact that in their original state they
were as fierce and dangerous as wolves. When
allowed to run wild for a generation or two,
these old instincts reassert themselves, and the
dogs become a menace to the neighborhood.

Several years since, says the Wind River
Mountaineer, a male Scotch staghound and a

female bulldog ran away in company from Fort |

‘Washakie, made their home in the mountains,
and the wild dogs of the Upper Wind River are
their savage offspring.

To the speed and endurance of the Scotch
staghound is mated the ferocity and tenacity of
the English bulldog, and these wild dogs are
evidently worthy in every way of their origin,
The latest exploit of these canine marauders of
which we have any account is the destruction of
a small herd of bears.

It appears that some two weeks ago about a
dozen bears of that dreaded and large silver tip
variety came down from the surrounding moun-
tains to enjoy themselves on the sunny slopes of
the Warm Spring basin. In the course of the
day those bears all got together, and while thus
massed were attacked by about one hundred of
the wild dogs.

The conflict was terrible, and at the end of
half an hour every bear had died where he was

=~ brought to bay. The dogs suffered severely,
twenty five of their number perishing in the
fight,

THE SMART BOY MEETS HIS MATCH.

TEACHER—** Yes, children, the hairs of our
head are all numbered.”

Smart Boy (pulling out a hair and presenting
it).  Well, what’s the number of this hair 2"

Teacher—** Number one, Johnny, and” (pull-
ing out several more) ** these are numbers two,
three, four, five and six. Anything else you
want to know 2"

Smart Boy—** N-no, sir.”

“ KNCHOR " STO]EBUILDIHG BLOCKS.
" & Real Stone—Three Colors,
Artistic Models.

AMUSING AND
INSTRUCTIVE.

THE BEST TOY OF THE AGE.

THE TOY THE CHILD LIKRS BEST.

riiy [

a0 et 0 5
F. AD. RICHTER & 0., 310 Broadway, N.Y.

In replying to this"adv. mention Golden Argosy.

‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,

SOMETHING NEW.

. by mail. Sample {or stamp.

he FOUNTAIN FALCON PEx (1
2 2 ROADWAY, NEW YORK.

@ Writes an ordinary letter with one dipping into the ink

In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

END for free Cnulogue of Books of Amusements,
'Speakers, Dialogues, Gymnastics, Fortune Tellers,
Dream_Books, Debates, Letter Writers, Etiquette,
DIcK & FiTzGrRALD, M Ann St. New York.
his adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

&3%

S (silver) pays for your address in
the ** Agent’s Directory,” which
goes whirling all over the United States, and you will
get hundreds of samples, circulars. books, nwws -uwn,\l
ou wi

magazines, etc., from those who want agen
get lots of 'mail matter and good reading free, and wiil
be WELL PLEASED with the small investment. ~List

containing name sent to each person answering this ad-
vertisement. J_H. ROUSH, 37 Boyleston, ITnd.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

B OOt I &
& gitesf Bargains ‘oocas:

n[king Powder and PREMIUMS.
‘or particularsaddress y

GREAT AMERICAN TRA C0.,
31 amV«glt New York, N. Y.
In replying to this adv. mention Giolden Argosy.
$3 Printing Press!

For cards, &c. Clreu-
lar size $8. Press for
small newspaper, $44.
Send 2 stamps for List
Fuun. type, cards, to
actory.

Comaany

Type
Setting

Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn,
In replying to th\) adv. mentlon Gol Argoey.

1875-Thirteen Years Maintained Superiority-1888
STEAM COOKED AND DESICCATED

A.B.G. Grushed White Oats,

A.B.C. Wheat, A.B.C. Barley, A.B.C. Maize.

Carefully Hulled. Easily Digested.
MADE FROM THE FINEST GRAIN. READY IN TEN MINUTES.
TWICE COOKED.

AMEB-IGAN The superiority of these

‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
‘When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria, ‘
‘Wheu she had Children, she gave them Castoria, |

steam and subsequently
roastad with A\lper&nelwd

Process Patented.
Ask for A. B, C. Brand, (Registered.)

air—desiccated—which re-
moves all traces of moisture

FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS,
Send for descriptive circulars to

PERFUNMERY i

Well made Sachet Powders retain their agreeable
odor for years while hnpmm,.n delicious fragrance

to , handkerchiefs, gloves, ribbong and
[ the trifieathatfillalady’sburean-drawers. Scent

are always acceptable hol Send 1
TR el S ml A
e
O10 O Heraes THE FUKIAR RED. OO LYNN, HARS:
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
NUMBER

T

FOR $1.25 we will mail you one pair of warranted
steel, all clamp, Jever skates.

FOR @1.75 we will mail you the same skate, hand-
somely nickel plated.

A. J. REACH & CO.,
GENERAL SPORTING GOODS,

CATALOGUE FREE. 1022 Market 8t., Phila. Pa,

An replying to this ndv. mention Golden Argosy.

THE FAMOUS CUSTOM-MADE

Plymouth Rock $ 3 Pants

(FCLIL SUITS AND OVERCOATS.)

It has been hard work to
make people belleve that
we can cut, and make to
order, & good pair of pants
for . Pauts  that will

DO YOU WEAR

duced & great many peo-
ple to risk
agreement,endorsed by the
American ' Express -~ Co.

[n that way we are build-
og up and holdi
arge trade, scattered {roj

“HOW CANTHEY
Do I

to California, th

us, Suits,
Pants.

$3,75 STEAM COOKER
w___' FREE! -&u
e want an active and [nlulllzent':‘\:lu.

Smmtm large profits.
- Oul 3

WILMOT CASTLE & 00,

= Rochester, N,
lying to this (dv. mention Golden Argosy.

can safel a fit; also & g

jnside leg and hip measures, together with

| waist,

$3and 35

| and we will forward the good,
livery and perfect satisfacrion or money refunded

Write the American Express Co., Boston, about us,

| and they will reply at once.
PLYMOUTH ROCK PANTS €O.,

18 Summer Street, Boston, Mass.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

upon our

(capltal $20,000,000) to re-

ng a
m
at

[alne
s buying everything from
Overcoats and
For 6c. we mail
SRS 0y %) samples to select
from, and self-measurement blanks, so accurate that we
v fit; nen tape-
| mensure, if you mention this paper, or If you would save
| time and leave choice of goods you prefer, send us your

cents to prepay express or postage and packing
s, guaranteeing safe de-

Cereals is owing to their be-
ing twice cool Jfirst by
EREALS. and rendersthem mosteasy
of digestion.
THE CEREALS M'F’G CO., 8 MURRAY ST, N. Y.
p! & to this adv. menilon Golden Argosy.

In

NUMBER 263,

Your Name on this Pencil Stamp, 25,

= = = i

AV with IndiaInk, agt's terms & outhifree

PAgts. are selling hundreds ofthesest'ps.
alman Mfz, Co., Baltimore, Md., U.8. &.

_eadin~Imnorters & Wholesale StampHouse,

In repiying to.this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

PXCK’S PATENT IMPROVED CusmonnD m§An§
Restore the Hearing, and perform the work of the natural
drum. Invisible, comfortable and always in ton. Al
conversation and oven whispers heard dlstinclly.  Sead for
 hool th testimonials, FREE. Address orcallon

F_HIS8COX. 833 Broadway, ith Bt.. New York.
v, Golden Argosy,

In replying to this ad: -:fu}:
BROWN’S FRENCH DRESSING
The Original! Beware of Imitat'ons |

Awarded Highest Prize and Only Medal,

Paris Exposition, 1878,
ISR AR N R S

ScrollSamye

On receipt of 15¢.1 will
send, postpaid, the pat.
tern

way of Premiums, ete.
A, H. POMEROY,

Division G. G.,

216-220 Asylum Street,

HARTPORD, CONN.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

s~

literature for young people.

is sold for 25 cents a copy.
made a marked success.

No. 1, The Mountain Cave; or,
by George H. Coomer.

struggle to defeat his captors, and of his w

look ' well, fit well and No. 2, %A Vo to the Gold
i3 2y yage to the Gold i
efusing, we have in | Frank H. Converse, tells the story of a plucky American

| degree the characteristics that have made
| GOLDEN ARGOSY.

No. 3, ““The Boys in the Forec:
Real Sailors,” by George H. Coomer.
healthy, manly stories. Every reader will

fund money for any No. 4, * Barbara’s Triumphs; or,
ceuse, - Then doubt| gjigt,”” {)y Mary A. Denison.

and delightful tale, and the sympathy and

those two very attractive young people.

No. 6,
Indians on the great prairies.
which includes twelve numbers, is $3.

receipt of 25 cents in stamps. Address y!

Of the many libraries ” or series of books that have
scored a greater success than Munsey's PopurAr SERIES,
It will include the best stories of the favorite authors,
handsowmely illustrated, with the finest of paper and printing,
covers. While fully equal in value to the $1.25 cloth bound books, the Porurar

Of course there is a tremendons demand for the first numbers,
Those now issued are:

This is a thrilling talc of the strange experiences of
captured by a lawless gang among the wild mountains of California ; of his brave

to seek his fortune ; relates the strange quest that led , by
bravery with which he faced the disappointments and disasters that befel him.
Voyage to the Gold Coast” is indeed a fascinating narrative,

and she has never written a better story than ¢ Barbara’s Triumphs.

No. 5, % Number 91; or, The Adventuresof @ New YOrk mely

Boy,” by Arthur Lee Putnam, author of * Walter Griffith,” eto. This is an extre!
dramatic and interesting story of life in the great city.
“ Jack Wheeler ; A Story of the Wild West,” by
Southwick. A spirited and dramatic narrative of life among the ranc
Will be ready soon.

MoNsEY's POPULAR SERIES is issued monthly, and the price of & "

Single numbers can be ordered from any _35"[’;
denler, price 25 cents ; or they will be sent direct from this office, postage paid;

recently appeared, none bas
This is a new departure 1

neatly bound with puper
SERIES

which have already

1he Mystery of the Sierra Nevada,”
of a boy

onderful adventures in the great cave which

they made their hiding place and treasure house.

Coast ; or, Jack Bond’s Quest,” by
boy who set out into the world
him to the African coast, and the

and possesses in & high
its author a favorite with the readers of TEE

astle ; A Story of Real Ships and
This is one of the very best of Mr. Coomers
be delighted with it, and deeply interested in

the adventures of Bob Allen and Tom Dean on their first eventful voyage.

The Fortunes of a Young

Mrs. Denison is an author of national reputation,

» Tt is a pathetic
interest of every reader will certainly go out

to Duke and Barbara Gower, while following the strange and dramatic life history of

York Telegraph
Captain David
h::gn and the

a year's subscription,

our letters to

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 81 Warren Street, New Yorks
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