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CHAPTER L
A SHOCK AND A FEARFUL TEMPTATION.

o OW do youdo, Mr. Rowe? Don't
=1 you know me? Warren Havi-
E;[ land, sir. Surely you haven't
forgotten me ?" and atall, handsome boy
of sixteen. in a neat traveling suit, and
laden with valise and umbrella, offered

his hand to a middle aged gentleman,
who was evidently too much struck by
his sudden appearance to find speech.
They stood in the warerocom of the im-
mense dry goods firm of Haviland, Roe
& Company, of New York, a wholesale
establishment of well known wealth and
robity, Mr. Roe was the partner, and
g&'arren Haviland was the son of the
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principal. He was now on his way home from
college for his vacation, and he had stopped
over a train that he might call for his father
and take him home with him to their handsome
mansion up the Hudson, on the outskirts of
Bayrose. .

“ No, I have not forgotten you, Warren,"
said Mr. Roe, seizing the lad's handat last in a
close, almost convulsive, clasp, and the icy cold-
ness of the other's hand startled Warren into
gazing more intently at him.

The summer day was drawing to a close, and
the wide room, crowded with bales, was full of
gloom ; but even through the gloom the face of
Mr. Roe showed strangely white. His brows
were contracted as if in pain, and no smile of
welcome relaxed his firmly compressed lips.

And yet he was very fond of Warren Havi-
land, and the boy knew it.

“ You don't seem well, sir,” went on the lat-
ter, his bright face falling a little. **I'm so
sorry for that. Father's in his office, of course?
I'll go right to him.” And he was darting awa
but Mr. Roe’s clasp tightened, and he exclaimed
in a low, hoarse tone :

“* Don't go. I've something to say first."

Warren pauscd, a curious thrill running
through him. He was wild with the joy of get-
ting back to the parents he loved so dearly, to
the home that had always been such a happy
one. In all his brief life he had not been called
upon to bear sorrow, and he did not know its
aspect when it threatened him.

He was startled, confused, but not alarmed.
He wondered at Mr. Roe's looks and manner,
and at the darkened windows and the idle clerks,
who stood about whispering together and watch-
ing him ; but he wanted to rush into his father's
presence with a shout of triumph, glorying n
his surprise.

*“Well, sir, please hurry with what you want
to say,” said he, impulsively, after waiting for a
minute for the agitated man to speak.

**I would I could spare you, my poor boy,”
began Mr. Roe, in those strained tones which
sounded so unfamiliar ; ** but you will call all
your courage up to bear’it.  Your father 3

*Is fathzr ill 2 Hurt ? " interrupted Warren,
in shocked tones, and, dropping valise and um-
brella, he broke away from his friend, heedless
of his remoustrance, and ran to Mr. Haviland's
offie.

As he threw open the door a burst of gaslight
dazzled him, and for a moment he could only
distinguish the outlines of a man bending over
another who lay on the sofa. He looked at his
father's chair in front of the writing desk. It
was empty,

O, fat are you very 1ll ?” faltered he,
approaching the sofa. Then he recognized Dr.
Grayling, an old friend, and again was shocked
by a pale anl agitated face which gazed pitying-
ly at hum,

** Your father has passed beyond all suffering
and sorrow, \Varren,” said the physician,
solemnly, and he stood aside from the figure he
had b:en screening.

Th:boy fell on his knees beside that pulseless
form with a bitter cry.

D:ad ? His father dead 2 Oh, impossible !
A cruel dream, surely !

He felt stunned. All seemed unreal. He
gazed in awful wonder at the august countenance
from which death had swept every famuliar line.
Never before had these lips forborne to smile a
greeting to the son he loved ; never before had
these eyes looked unresponsively into his.  This
marble shape could never be his kind, genial
father,

Nor was it; the kind, genial self was gone
forever. This was but the deserted house from
which the dweller had fled.

Mr. Roe had followed him into the office, and

while he knelt there stupefied, the two gentle-
men murmured now and then a sympathizing
word, or told in broken phrases the story of the
tragedy.
Roe was not an active member of the
Mr. Haviland was the principal proprie-
and sole acting manager.  Consequently
. Roz was seldom at the war:house, But
Mr. Haviland had sent for him tiis afternoon,
saving that he had business of importince to
discuss with him, and when he arrived, not an
hour ago, he had four.! Mr. Haviland sitting
dead i his chair, hardly cold yet.

« He has suffered from a disease for years,"
said Dr. Grayling ; ** but, knowing how delicate
his wife's health was, he would not let it be
known, He died from hypertrophy of the heart,
without pamn, probably withouta moment's
warning.  Some sudden excitement may have
been the immediate cause.”

“ And yet his business affairs were all right,
and ne more prosperous,” remarked Mr. Roe;
“vand well I know how happy he was in his fa-
mily, blessed with a devoted wife and a good
son. How often he has said so to me 1"

At last they left the boy alone with his dead,
and now he began to fecl what had happened
o him; his griel rushed upon him like a storm,
and he buried his face on his father's still heart
an‘l sorrowed as became a son who had lost the
bost of fathers,

\When he grew calm from very exhaustion,
he rose and looked round the room with mourn-
ful interest.  \What had s father been domg
when th: end came? Some blank sheets of
note paper lay on the desk. and the pen lay in a
pool of ik on the top sheet. but no written
paper was visible to show his last work.

Warren's sad gaze returned to his father's
form : he observed that the right hand was al-
most concealed beneath the flowing beard, and
wishing o compose the limbs in seemly fashion,
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‘Warren gently essayed to draw down that arm ;
but it was already stiffened into its position,
and he wouid not use force.

His touch had rustled something in the dead
hand. He looked closer ; a paper was crushed
in the cold clasp, and the boy drew it forth,
wondering whether it might cast any hght upon
his father’s sudden death. Opening the sheet,
a second one fluttered to the floor. He picked
it up and read 1t first.

And as he scanned line after line, a horrible
amazement grew 1n his eyes. He turned to find
the signature. He was reading an anonymous
letter !

‘“* Surely this can't be true ! ' gasped the lad.
“It's a miserable hoax. And yet it killed fa-
ther?”

And he read it again more comprehendingly.

Its contents, in brief, were as follo Th
writer, who signed himself ** Your grateful
Jviend,” began by stating that Mr. Haviland had
once dealt very generously by him, when by
simply pushing his legal rights he could have
rumed him, and that the writer heren hoped to
pay off that old obligation.  That he, the writer,
was in a position to know certain secrets of a
great firm which was largely in debt to Havi-
land, Roe & Co. That this firm was struggling
on the brink of insolvency, and would infallibly
draw down Haviland & Co. withit. The writer
therefore gave Mr. Haviland timely warning,
that he might retire from the firm before the
crash came, and thus save his fortune from
gomng down with the wreck. The * Grateful
Friend " strenuously counseled Mr. Haviland to
cast aside all squeamish scruples, and do as ninety
nine out of a hundred men 1n business would
do with a clear conscience—that is, save himself,
and let the firm look out for 1tself.

With what sickening feelings did Warren con-
template this piece of friendly advice | Would
his father have taken 1t, had he hved ? Would
he have made such base use ot his opportuai-
ties as to escape scot free, and let the crash fall
upon his unsuspicious partners, who tcusted their
all to him ?

‘** Father ! " he whispered wildly, asif those
dull ears could still hear his terrified appeal—
‘* oh, father, did the honor of a lifeume fail you
at the very last? What would you have an-
swered 2"

He looked at the date of the letter. [t must
have come that same morning ; therefore his
father had striven all day with the base tempta-
tion. Had he decided for honor or for dis-
honor ?

Suddenly Warren bethought him of the other
“paper, and he unfolded it. It was his father's
answer to the temptation.

Ah, yes, he had decided! The boy's pale
cheek glowed, his eye sparkled with proud emo-
tion, He had decided—for honor ! \When death
stole upon him he was in the act of writing out
a clear statement of the danger which threatened
the firm, for his partner’s benefit. When nearly
finished his hand had faltered, the pen dropped
from it ; it clutched up the papers in the death
throe, and kept chem hidden until the Ruler of
all sent the son to find them.

Arnold Haviland had died as he had lived—an
honest man, the noblest work of God.

““But we are ruined!” was the thought
which flashed like scathing hghtming across
‘Warren's exulting pride.

“ Not yet,” whispered an insidious voice in
his heart ; ** not until you show these papers to
other eyes. Keep the secret, take the warning
and you are safe.”

He heard the returning footsteps of Mr. Roe
and Dr. Grayling. They were accompanied by
a gertleman whose voice he recognized as be-
longing to kus father’s lawyer, Mr. Sothron, who
was coming to take charge of the deceased’s
papers,

That same sly whisperer bade Warren thrust
the fatal documents into his pocket—at least for
the present. ‘‘Have you not your mother to
consider as well as yourself 2 1t insinuated.

And Warren obeyed.

For each must fight his own battle with temp-
tation—must choose for himself the straight or
the crooked path ! and now the hour of tempta-
tion was upon Warren, and the forces of good
and evil were ranging themselves 1 warlaie
within him,

Would be conquer or fall ?

CHAPTER 1L
THE TRIUMPH OF HONOR.

wgf HAT a different home coming that was

to what Warren had anticipated |

Flushed with honors honestly won by

hard work at college, and brimming

over with boyish delight at the reunion before

him, he was flymg to the arms of Ins parents—
and now !

Bowed down with grief, he brought his
father's body home to his distracted mother
tears and sighs met him instead of smiling
gratulations ; the noble mansion was shrouded
i gloom mstead of being flower decked for the
young hero's return,

And in one stride the boy was forced to leave
his boyhood behind him, and to act a man’s

part ; to support his mother through her
trouble, which prostrated her completely. He
had ever to remind himself that he was all she

had to lean on now, and to crush back his own
weakness, and be strong for her sake.

It was the night before Mr. Haviland’s fune-
ral, the weary household slept, and the whole
mansion was wrapped in darkness save where
the pale taper's ray stole from the dead man’s
chamber.

Warren could not sleep; hour by hour
passed, and yet he sat in the darkness of his
room, his head on his hand, thinking what he
should do. There could be neither rest nor
sleep for him while the battle between honor
and dishonor was being waged within his
breast ; and though conscience sternly rebuked
his indecision—self, disguised as filial affection,
common prudence, and many a kindred virtue,
ersisted in arguing the question, until the
brain reeled, and he felt sure of nothing
s own unhappiness,

** Tomorrow father’s will is to be read,” he
thought, cowering there i the pitch gloom,
which symbolized the darkness of his mind.
“ Of course it was made long before he knew
anything of this, and it will publicly assign to
mother and to me this great property—which in
honor belongs to the firm. Even Silver Lea,
our dear home, may have to be given up, if I
follow the course that father thought to be
right.  But how dare l—even for my own
honor's sake—strip my mother of her luxuries,
perhaps of all she has in the world 2 She is so
delicate, so unused to jostling with others for a
hiving, what if 1 were the cause of her death ?"

And conscience steadfastly answered,

‘It is right to be honest at whatever cost;
your father thought so.”

Beside the marble form lying so peacefully in
its last couch, sat one almost as pale and still.
It was Mrs. Haviland ; never had she left the
side of her beloved since they brought him home
to her. Enwrapped in a strange apathy, or
trance of grief, she had not broken bread, nor
slept, nor spoken, save at times to the dead, as
she bent over him with brooding gaze.

The hurried entrance of Warren passed her
unheeded. It did not disturb her that the boy
threw himself on his knees beside the bier to
weep in an agony of shame and repentance ; or
that broken whispers of thanksgiving escaped
him. At length his calmness returned to him,
and he tenderly.set himself to break through his

mother’s perilous abstraction ; and after many -

efforts had failed, succeeded in recalling her half
loused spirit to present surroundings, and to the
reality of her son’s love. And when at last her
sad eyes sought his comprehendingly, and her
cold hands caressed his warm, clasping ones,
he carefully, truthfully told her the whole mat-
ter; owming his struggle, and humbly declaring
that honor required that he should complete the
sacrifice which his father hadbeen about to make.

* Dear mother, the blow will {all heavier on
you than on me, I know. VYet tell me, am I
night 2" he finished anxiously.

She histened with solemn gaze fixed upon
him, wan and passi~e as a statue ; but gradually
as he spoke the hght of hope had kindled in her
eyes, a warmer hue had touched her frozen
cheek, till at the cnd she clasped him to her
bosom, crying out in a wild, glad way,

*“How good 1s God who has not left me
desolate! Arnold 1s not dead—not gone alto-
gether, for his spint lives 1 his son, m my
brave boy, who has chosen the night despite
great temptation.”

And healing tears rushed from her o'er-
fraught heart, and saved ler burning brain,

Then Warren went back to his bed, and now
he could sleepr in peace, worn out, yet com-
forted by that divine monitor which lves in
each one of us, 1f we will but heed its warnings.

The next day Mr. Huviland was buried ; the
funeral was a large one, for he was a wealthy
man and a good one, and had hosts of dis-
unguished fri nds.  Aftcrwardsa few remar »d
by Lawyer Sothron’s rxqucst to hear the will
read ; Mrs. Havil:nd, Warrcn, and the house-
recall :d tegeher, and M., Sothrcn pro-
duced it. It had been made two years before ;
and splendidly 1t provided for "iose the testator
held dcarest.  So many thousands of dollars—
and many mdeed they were—to his beloved wife
Aliciy, also ihe nfe use of the house; so many
hundreds of thousands of dollars to hisdear and
only son Warren on his reaching his majority ;
then followed generous bequests to a long list
of charitable and rehgious schemes, to which
Mr. Haviland had long subscribed—nor were
those who had served him faithfully i his busi-
ness or his household forgotten. Mrs. Haviland
and Mr. Roe were named as executors. Mr.
Sothron ceased, and the servants withdrew. Mr.
Sothron too left, and only Mr. Roe, an old
fanuly friend, as well as partner, remamed,
anxious to be of some use or comfort to the poor
lady.

Then Warren rose, his head erect, his eyes
dark with determination, and handed him a
packet, saying quietly :

*1 found these papers crushed in father's
dead hand. it 1s your rig’.t to read them,” and
he returned to hus mother's side anc waited.

Mr. Roe scanned one and the other, and fell
back in his chair overwhelmed. In the deep
silence which ensued he looked strangely at
Warren again and again ; at last he spoke hesi-
tatingly.

** Do you quite understand the meaning of
these writings "

““Too well; T fear they mean the ruin of
Haviland, Roe & Co,"” answered the boy with a
sigh ; **is there then no escape ?"

Mr. Roe aid not reply ; he was half stunned.

Warren rose to support his mother from the
room, when Mr. Roe stopped him by a sign, and
approached him in great agitation.

““Warren Haviland, do you understand that
by giving me these papers vou have lost your
whole fortune—that magmificent patrimony
which has just been declared yours 2"

Warren bowed 1n silence, he could not trust
himself o speak.
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‘“And not only your own fortune—but your
mother's portion also 2" added Mr. Roe.

The boy’s lip quivered with pain, but Mrs,
Haviland laid her shadowy hand on his with a
proud smile.

*That knowledge was his sharpest tempta-
tion to conceal the matter,” said she ; **but he
knew that my heart would be one with his own
in a sacrifice that honor demanded.”

Mr. Roe paced the apartment some few min-
utes, pondering deeply. Then he returned to
Warren, holding out his hand.

‘* Warren, you have brought me bitter news,
but you have taught me how to support the cal-
amity it announces as an honest man should.
Shall I play the coward, when you, a mere boy,
can play the hero thus? I'm proud to shake
hands with Warren Haviland, for though he is
fated to begin the battle of life as a young sol-
dier of fortune, with nothing but high courage
for his friend, he bears within him the talisman
of victory—untarnished honor.”

And as Warren left the room with his frail
mother leaning on his arm, the old friend's
words rang like a prophecy of success in his
ears, and her smile was a benediction on his

ath.

ke And so Warren and his mother relinquished
all their fortune, and it went to help the fight
against advancing ruin.  Owing to the warning
received, the firm was enabled to make a good
fight of it. Hopes were even whispered by the
sanguine that Haviland, Roe & Co. might
weather the storm in time.

But the Havilands' surrender was complete;
they left Silver Lea, and retired to a modest
cottage, attended by Mrs, Haviland’s old black
nurse and lifelong dependent, Becky Norton,
and one self devoted maid; and although the
other partners insisted on furnishing the httle
home with lavish generosity, and in restoring
many favorite articles to Mrs. Haviland from
her old home, the change was more than she
could support and she sank into a state of
gentle melancholy, while her health gave way
altogether.

These changes had fully occupied Warren's
time, but when the new home was settled he be-
gan to look about him for a situation, when
somethmg transpired which singularly altered
the expected course of his hife.

One day Mrs. Haviland languidly remarked
that there were still a few hundred dollarsin a
certain toy cabinet which used to stand m
her bedroom in Silver Lea; Mr. Haviland had
given them to her some days before his death,

Warren got the key from her, and went to
find the money, and presently brought her not
only the sheaf of notes, but a document which
he had discovered in one of the drawers.

*“What's this, mother ?"" he asked, handing
the paper to her ; **1 see your name and Uncle
John Fenwick's on it."”

“* Ah, yes—1I recollect now,” said she within-
difference. *“ It’s that old promissory note for
the twenty five thousand dollars 1 left Mr. Fen-
wick before I was married. It was for my dear
sister’s sake. When she married him he was in
struggling circumstances.”

‘Warren examined the paper with rising ex-
citement.

** This note is not_canceled, mcther—was the
loan never repaid ?” he asked. She absently
answered no, they had never needed it; they
had plenty.

*1s Uncle John well off ?” pursued Warren,
trying to hide his eagerness. She only inclined
her head ; already the interest rousec by the
sight of the note was fading away. Warren
gave her a boyish hug.

* Hurrah ! You've got something of your own
to live on, after all,” he cried with enthusiasm;
** we must get this back immediately, and invest
it safely—the interest will keep you comfortably
till I make my fortune, Oh1 I'm so glad,
mother, you can't think! I was always <0
afraid for you ; but now I haven’t acare. Ican
go seek my fortune with a free mind."” -

““And what are you to live on, my boy?
asked the mother, smiling on him with some-
thing of her old delight. 3

*“These," laughed Warren, holding out lvlf
hands, * until I fit myself to work with this,
and he tapped his forehead.

CHAPTER IIL
A STRANGE EXPERIENCE IN CHICADIE.
&[OHN FENWICK had married Mrs, Havi-

land's only and much loved sister eight-
een vears before, and prior to Mrs. Havi-
land’s own marriage. Alicia and Dora
Dacre were orphans, and each possessed consid-
erable wealth, left them by their father, whohad
been an eminci t lawyer.
Mr. Fenwick was in struggling circumstances
at the time he married Dora Dacre, and Alicia,
through the affection she felt for her sister, had
lent her brother in law twenty five lhousand_dl?}-
lars of her fortune, which, with his wife's
money, and his own small capital, enabled him
to purchase a fine farm in the State of Maine.
Living in distant States, the sisters seldom
met after their respective marriages ; but as far
as the Havilands Kknew, Mr. Fenwick had pros-
pered well ; the interest on the loan was rtjﬁl“d'
larly paid, and as long as Mrs. Fenwick live
letters were exchanged between the sisters ; bul
she had died ten years ago, leaving one nhdd,f’:
boy about Warren's age ; and shortly afterwar¢
Mr. Fenwick had married again ; since W hen the
Havilands had heard very little of the Fenwicks:
although the interest on the loan continued to
aid annually.
E Warren at once consulted Mr. Roe on the sub-

e,
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ject of the promissory note, and was advised by
him to take a run to Maine to see his uncle and
cousin, and make their acquaintance.

** Now that your mother stands alone in the
world is the time for any connections she may
have to rally round her,” said Mr. Roe; ** and
since you have a cousin it's as well that you
should know and like each other. Families
were created to stand by each other in times of
trouble.” ~

Some surprise had been felt by Warren that
his Uncle John had never taken any notice of
his letter announcing his father’s death, but as
his silence might have been caused by sickness,
or inadvertence, the boy was only the more will-
ing to seek him out.

So after taking an affectionate farewell of his
mother, and giving black Becky and Mary the
maid his last injunctions to take care of her, he
set out on his journey one bright July morning,
and steamed northward all day and all night,
arriving in the town nearest to the farming set-
tlement in which Mr. Fenwick dwelt, about noon
of the second day.

Having taken some refreshment at the rail-
way hotel, he was directed to where the daily
stage coach started for Chicadie, and at four
o'clock found himself rattling along a stony road,
between rolling fields of buckwheat and cab-
bages, beside the driver of the stage coach, a
grim old fellow, as black as weather and to-
bacco could make him. He was picturesquely
attired in a linen coat, a red shirt, and a wide
brimmed hat, and sent his raw boned steeds
scampering along at a great pace, but opened not
his mouth to his only passenger.

Warren looked about him with all a traveler's
interest for a time, and then turned his attention
upon his taciturn companion.

* Do you know Mr. John Fenwick, who lives
in Chicadie " he asked.

The driver turned slowly in his seat, and
stared squarely in his face,

**Who what's in Chicadie "
after an exhaustive examiration,

Warren repeated his question.

** No, I don't, for thar ain't no Mr. John Fen-
wick lives in Chicadie,” replied the driver
calmly. Then, after a pause—'* I knew a Mr.
John Fenwick as lived whar ye say—but he don't
live thar no more—he lays dead in his grave in
Chicadie churchyard.”

““What ? My uncle dcad ?" cried Warren,
greatly shocked.

‘The driver nodded and whipped up I
Warren was quite bewildered. How was
no announcement of his uncle’s death
reached Bayrose ?

*“ How long is it since he died ?” he asked.

** A matter of three months,” replied the old
man.

**There was a son—-is he still there ?” in-
quired Warren.

“* Oh yes, Tom's thar,”" briefly responded the
other. Then, after another pause, he trickled
out the information, * John Fenwick made

he drawled,

team.
it that
had

ducks and drakes of his affairs, and went off the .

hooks sudden ; an’ his sole creditor, a lawyer
chap called Hawk, stepped in an’ took every-
thing. He’s sot up his shingle now in the old
man's house, an’ Tom hangs on because he
ain’t nowhars else to go.”

Warren digested this dire news in silence for
many a mile. His mission then was a failure; if
his uncle had died in dilficulties, Mrs. Havi-
land’s money must have been swallowed up long
ago. How was he to return to his mother with
such a tale? He felt sick at heart ; and not for
his own sake, but for hers, whose comfort he
had believed so assured.

However, he thought, since he had come so
far, he would go on and see this Mr. Hawk, and
his cousin Tom, and hear what they had to say
about the loan.

““Is Mrs. Fenwick living in her husband’s
house, too ?" he asked by and by. Old Tony
favored him with another stare.

“ For a nevey ye know precious little about
yer folks,” remarked he, with a grin. ** Mis’
Fenwick's been dead an’ gone for two year, an’'
small loss to the community either.”

** Then poor Tom’s quite alone in the world,
and penniless ?” pursued Warren with reviving
interest, as a vision of a possible chum rose
pleasantly before his mind.

The old fellow only
fashion.

** What sort of a man is Mr. Hawk ?" Warren
asked, anxiously.

Tony solemnly expectorated before he deigned
toreply :

** Caleb Hawk ain't no man."

““Eh? What is he, then?
Warren, in astonishment.

** Nor he ain't a boy,” coolly replied the
driver

“You don't mean me to believe he's a wom-
man 2" laughed the lad.

For about threce minutes old Tony said no
word, but at last vouchsafed to remark deliber-
ately :

“'Caleb Hawk's a Jog—that's what e
is!"  And after that not another word was to be
extracted from him on the subject.

At last Tony drew up in front of a pair of
white washed wooden gates which hung askew
from their hinges, and behind which could be
seen a once pretty farm house standing amid
spacious gardens ; but the dreary signs of decay
were everywhere visible. The house and out-
buildings were falling fast into ruin, the gardens
were frowsy with weeds, the fences tumbling
down, cattle had broken into the once fertile
fields—all was desolation,

**What can this Mr, Hawk mean by letting

nodded in his dry

A boy ?” cried
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the place run to ruin like this?" exclaimed
Warren, in astonishment. ** Surely for the sake
of his own interests he might keep it up.”

* What kin ye expect from a mis'able shys-
ter? " grimly retorted Tony. ** All he wants is
to git the place off his hands an’ cl'ar out with
the money. He don't calc’late on stoppin® here
long.”

Warren had, of coutse, expected to remain
over night at his uncle's house, but he shrank
from the idea now, and having got the driver
to direct him to a neighboring farm house where
he might lodge for a day or two, sent him on
there with his valise to announce his intended
arrival.

As old Tony drove off he turned in his seat to
bawl out :

* Mind now, I tell ye, Hawk's a hog, an’'
don't ye forgit it. He'll do ye if ye let him.”

And with this caution ringing in his ears,
Warren walked up the rut scored lane to the
house. As he paused on the door step to look
about him, he became aware of a pair of snap-
ping black eyes, placed too near each other, which
were regarding him from over the top of a wire
screen set in the window beside him. The
words,

““CaLes HAwkK, MONEY LENDER,”
were inscribed in faded gilt on this screen, and
very odd they looked in a farm house window,
Warren knocked briskly, but had to repeat the
summons before the owner of the eyes hurried to
open the door, with an air of surprise at finding
anybody there.

** You really must pardon me for keeping you
waiting,” cried he, his sharp eyes busy on ‘the
lad’s candid face. ‘I heard your knock, but
thought it was my usual tormentors, the school-
boys, who like to annoy me simply because I'm
a swranger here. The bucolic mind, my dear
sir, is proverbially conservative, and loaths the
unaccustomed.”

He was a short, slim man, of about thirty,
with a retiring brow, a wide mouth surrounded
by wicked lines, the gimlet eyes before mentioned,
and a pair of enormous red ears. His expression
was mean and crafty, and Warren despised and
distrusted him on the spot. While he glibly
rattled out his lying excuses, he was ushering his
tor into the room with the wire screen. It
was fitted up very comfortably as an cffice.
There was a small’iron safe screwed to the floor
in one corner, and a great display of legal papers
on the table. Having seated the stranger, Mr.
Hawk returned to his own revolving chair in
front of the writing table, and waited with a po-
lite smile for him to open his business.

** My name is Haviland, Mr. Fenwick was
my uncle,” began Warren, and stopped involun-
tarily, for Mr. Hawk had started from his chair
asif an unseen hand had stuck a pinin him. He
tumbled the papers about vaguely, as if to cover
the action, and reseated himself, shading his
face with his hand ; and Warren thought he
looked paler by many degrees than he was a
minute before.

** Haviland—Haviland,” murmured the money
lender, musingly. ** No, 1 don't think I ever
heard the name before. Aye, and so you ai:
poor Tom's cousin.”

‘*Can I see him ? 1 havecome a long way to
make his acquaintance,” said Warren. He felt
almost sure that Hawk was lying ; that he ad
heard the name of Haviland before ; that he had
cause to fear his coming ; that he was, in short,
the rogue old Tony had warned him against ;
and he vowed within himself that if Hawk had
anything to fear from him, he would justify his
fear, and wrest the secret from him before he
left Chicadie.

‘* Certainly you shall see Tom. Most natural
and right,” said Mr. Hawk, absently. He was
thinking hard ; he was evidently at his wit's end
how to turn, and he maundered on mechani-
cally : ** A strange lad is Tom Fenwick ; very
unlike you—shy, secretive, very. Ah!—um’!
Yes, yes, sir ; you shall see your cousin,” he add-
ed, with sudden animation. **Ishall fetch him
myself. Out somewhere, no doubt ; but I can
find him in a minute. Seen the morning paper ?"
He shoved the sheet across the table to his visitor,
and briskly feft the room.

**1 wonder what bright idea struck him ?"
mused Warren, getting up to look out of the
window without seeing anything he looked at.
‘Now, let me sum up my facts. Hawk’s ‘a
hog," that isa rogue. 1 find him in possession
of nay dead uncle's property, my cousin ousted
completely. Hawk is startled “at my arrival,
lies about knowing my name, and therefore wiil
declare that b= knows nothing of the loan.  How
shall T fight lem > Will Tom help me any, or
is he under this roguz's dominion 2

Absorbed in these thoughts, he had waited some
ten or fifteen minutes before L.c notied the lapse
of time ; but when he did so he .egan to feel
restless and suspicious. What kept the man
away so long 2 Was he coaching Tom in what
the latter was to say > What could he be up to?
No good, that was certain.

Another ten minutes passed, and Warren was
pacing the room in a perfect fume of impatience,
when he heard the clatter of a horse's hoofs out-
side. He sprang tothe window, but saw nothing
in front. He made for the door ; it was locked.
He was a prisoner |

(70 te continued.)
g
HE SCORNED TO TAKE ADVANTAGE.

Youxe Man (to druggist)—** Wha-wha-what are
you-your ra-ra-rates for t-t-talking through you-
your telephone 2

Druggist—Fifteen cents for five minutes. but I'll
give you fifteen minutes, I'm a fair man."”

CORRESPONDENCE.

We are alwnys glad to ohlice our readers to the extent
of our abilities, but in justice to all only suel questions
as are of general INTETESt cun Teceive attention,

We have on tile u number of que will be an
swered in their tarn as soon a8 spac s

DecuNeD with thanks ; ** The Old Mill,” * Love's
Grave,” ** The Rescue,” ** Victor's Bear,” ** Mat-
thew's White Elephant,” ** A Letter from Texas,’
“*Old Josh Shaw’s Story,” ** Disobedient Tom."

Deerroor. No premium on the half dollar of
1824.

T. H., Madison, Ind.
dollar of 1823.

E. J. G., East Hartford, Conn,
the dime of 1848,

A. T. P, St. Cloud, Minn,
to our advertising columns.

ReapEr, Norwalk, Conn. If in good condition
the Liberty penny of 180z is worth so cents.

W. H., Brooklyn, N. Y. As we have already
stated many times, we cannot furnish business ad-

resses.

J. C., Philadelphia, Pa. No, Miss Myra Good-
win, the actress, is no relation to Nat Goodwin, the
comedian.

O. M. B., New York City. The /nternational
Chess Magazine is published in this city, where it
may be addressed.

Trarrer, Ashtabula, O, See answerto Electri
last week, However, we are thinking of soon pub-
lishing an article on taxidermy.

A. T., Minneapolis, Minn. We cannot undertake
to give the premium values of foreign coins. Sce
suggestion made to second question of J. A. S,

H. H. T., Delaware Cil?', Del. 1. There is no
such coin asa Spanish twelve pence. 2. If in good
condition your half cent of 1800 is worth five cents,

E. H. W., New York City. 1. No. 210 is out of
print ; other issues of Vol. V may be had for six
Ch:ms cach. 2. See answer to first question of H,

No premium on the half
No premium on

We must refer you

E. T., New York City. You can obtain all the
information that it is possible to give concerning
the characters and events named, by a careful per-
usal of the stories.

Rex, Springfield, Ill. We shall probably print an
article'on boat building during the coming spring
or summer. A paper on the construction of wooden
canoes appeared in No. 245.

E. W. M., Jacksonville. Ill. The steamer City of
Rome is s6o ft. long; her tonnage is 8,415, and
horse power 10,000. She burns about joo tons of
coal a day in crossing the Atlantic.

C. F. T., Hendersonville, N. C. The subject of
ballooning is treated in a book by C. B. Mansticld
entitled ** Aerial Navigation : A Problem and Hints
for Its Solution,” published by Macmillan,

F. W. C,, Chicago, Ill. 1. We are not at liberty
to disclose the identity of those authors who choose
to write under a nom de plume. 2. The average
weight of a boy of seventeen is 116 1-2 pounds.

J. G., New York City. 1. The quarter of 1853, if
without the rays behind the eagle and in good con-
dition, is \\'nrlg $2 2. You will note that Arch-
bishop Corrigan was trcated biographically last
week.

Daxov, Penn Yan, N. Y. 1. No, none of Oliver
Optic's stories that appear as serials in the ArGosy
arc issued in book form. 2. No premium on the
cent of 1850. 3. We cannot print business addresses
in this department. We refer you to our advertis-
ing columns.

J. A. S., West Union, Iowa. 1. No premium on
the cent of 1817, nor on that of 1861. 2. Your other
coins are evidently tokens, of which you had better
make rubbings and send (with stamp for reply) to
one or other of the dealers whose names may be
found in our advertising columns.

Inguisitive Bostonias, Boston, Mass.  There
ixteen towns and villages in the United States
which bear the name of Boston. Your city is of
cou.se by far the largest: its population was re-
turned as 326,839 in 1580, and is now estimated at
425:000. The restare all small places,

EarL oF SuarTessury, Chattanooga, Tenn. 1.
The book ** Sophia Adelaide™ is publisked by Bel-
ford, Clarke & Co., of Chicago. 2. The stories
in the ** Arabian Nights’ are for the most part
pure fiction. 3. We cannot advertise any particular
school by stating which of all those in New York
is the most ** aristocratic,”

H. M. T,, Chelsea, Mass. 1. As the coupon of-
fer has been withdrawn, the only way in which you
can obtain an Arcosy binder is by sending the
price—65 cents for the limp or 75 cents for the
stiff covers—to this office, when one will be mailed
to you post paid. 2. Ned Newton” will be

issucd in MUNSEY'S POPULAR SERIES,

J.,New York City. *“The Young Pioneer Se-
" consists of ** Ned in the Block House,” ** Ney

on the River"” and **Ned in the Woods ' : * The
Log Cabin Series " of * The Lost Trail." **Camp
nd Wigwam " and ** Footprints in the For-
* The Great River Series ' of * Down the
ippi,” ** Up the Tapajos " and ** Lost in the

2

F. F., Geneseo, Il 1. The paper mentioned has
ceased publication. 2. Yes. 3. * Do and Dare "
and ** Hector's Tnheritance ™ 2
published in book form, W
volume, post paid, on re
4. We_will send you the
Ellis, ior 75 cents.
Vol IV,

» price, §1.25.
* Life of Crockett,” by
5. No title page and index for

Lanceror, Tombstone, Ariz. 1. We will send 3
copies of the AxGosy to different addresses for one
year for $7.50: 4 for $10, 2. * Five cents on four
cents ' means that a 4 cent stamp is taken, the words
**five cents " are printed on it, and it is then issued
as a five cent stamp. 3. Your stamp with the
words ** Magyar Kir, Tavirda" is a Hungarian
revenue stamp,
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A. C. W., West Philadelphia, Pa. 1. Nutmeg
trees grow on the Asiatic islands and in some parts
of tropical America, such as Trinidad, West Indies.
2. The nutmeg fruit is nearly always sold in nut
form, to be grated when wanted for use. 3. Yes,
when on the tree it an outer covering. 4.
Mace is an extremely fragrant and aromatic sub-
stance, which forms the inner covering of the nut-
eg.

C. A. B, Eugene City, Ogn. 1. Invest your
money in some business for which you have a
natural taste and aptitude. 2. As to whether you
ought to learn a trade or study for a profession,
that depends entirely on vour own capabilitie
inclinations. You are more likely to make
cess of that vocation for which you have a na
preference. 3. Sce answer to first query. 4.
full information regarding
patent write to the S mm’}

H. H., Boston, Mass. 1. Judicious exercising
may prove helpful to weak ankles. z. ** Struggling
Upward " ran from No. 171 to 185, ** Afloat in a
Great City " from the same issue 1o No. 188, and
* Who Shall Be the Heir? " from 193 to 210, 3.
We shall probably publish a sketch” of Horatio
Alger, Jr.,1n the near future. 4. Yes, * Who Shall
Be the  Heir 7™ will be brought out in MUxsk
PoruLak Sewies. 5. We are not at liberty to give
the gentleman's age. The title of Mr. Alger's
first juvenile story was ‘* Frank's Campaign.' 7.
Our sketch of Oliver Optic appeared in No, 237.

D. N., Kansas City, Mo. 1. To prepare an ink
that can be caused to disappear and reaj ppear at
will, dissolve zaffer in nitromuriatic acid ull the
zaffer takes on a blue color ; this solution is next to
be diluted with water. The ink thus obtained will
be invisible when first put on paper, but when ex-
posed to the heat of a stove ora lamp for a suffi-
cient length of time it will become green.  When
the paper cools the characters will disappear, and
by again placing them near the heat will reappear,
But the paper must never be permitted to become

For
the getting our of a
lic American, this city.

o

too warm. 2. Oliver Optic has returned from the
West and now lives near Boston.
— e
EXCHANGES.

Our exchanze column is open,
seribers an

1
d

Kenthy renders w
s of T1E GOLDE

ponsibility for transne
tnent. Al whe inten
betore daing xo write for par-
e by the person offering the

of papers.
tain hack nnl

ticulars to the
exchange

We Luve on file a number of exchanges, which will be
published in their tuin as soon s spice vermits.

Charles G. Penny, Haverstraw, N.Y. Books,
for stamps.

_Eddie Phillips, Hamburg, Ioa.
eign stamps, for a book.

Bert Estabrook, 15 Chestnut St., Marlboro, Mass.
Postmarks, for postmarks,

John E. Ferrall, yor Liberty St., Pittsburgh, Pa.
Postmarks, for postmarks.

John Davidson, care Detroit News Co., Detroit,
Mich. Bound books, for books.

George Coke, Box 113, Nevada, Mo,
telescope, for a pair of No. 4 moccasins.

C. B. Palmer, Warrensburgh, N. Y. A small
steam engine, for a pair of boxing gloves.

C. W. Schlau, s3 Willow St., Chicago, Tll. A
piece of garnet, for a picce of Amazon or magnetic
stone.

Edward J. Shiclds, 1311 South 3¢th St., Philadel-
phia, Pa. A Model hand inking 2 1-2 by 3 1-2 press,
for type, .

Oliver F. Braston, 162 Summer St., Somerville,
Mass. A photo camera, valued at $2.50, for clec:
trical goods.

Edward B. Waite, Box 175, West Newton, Mass.
Postage stamps in an album and other articles, for
Indian relics.

Benjamin P. Doclman, 441 Seneca St., Buffalo.
. V.” Foreign and U. S. coins, for U. S. cents not
in his collection,

Milo W. Whittaker, Belleville, Mich. A 4 by 6
Baltimorean press and outfit, cost $4¢, for books of
travel or adventure, or Vols. I, 1T and 111 of Tue
GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Harry Bagg, Box 445, Des Moines, Toa. A violin
and bow, a piccolo, a pair skates, a miniature
steam engine, and reading matter, for a press and
outfit,

Willie Carter, Springficld, N.J. A fife, a book
by the brothers Grimm, and the hull of & model
yacht, for a 4 by 6 press and type, or a small steam
engine.

Henry E. Lower, City P. O., Cleveland, O,
Twenty seven books mepulur authors, all valued
at $4.65, for Vol. 1V of Tue Gorves AxGosy. Send
for list.

F. ]. Hall, 182 East 6th St.. New York City.
Coins. postmarks, and stamps, for coins and stamps.
Would like to correspond with collectors ia foreign
countries.

W, Miles, West Stockbridge, Mass. A New
American scroll saw, with drills, patterns, etc., for
a pair of opera glasses or a banjo with not less than
20 brackets.

L. F. Coons, 273 North St., Middletown, N.
A B flat_clarionet, valued at $s5, for a concave
razor, or Nos. 209 to 222 of THE GOLDEN AkGosy, in
good condition.

F. Donelson, 612 Patterson Ave., Baltimore, Md.
Fifty different stamps, for the same number of

ostmarks ; 25 or so different postmarks from
Maryland, “for the same number from any other

tate.

C. W. Lowe, Imperial Hotel, Steubenville, 0. A
rubber printing press, with tyre, and beooks, etc.
valued at $2, for a volume of TuE GoLbes AxGosy
and soo tin tags, for a magic lantern or another
volume,

Seventy five for-

A large

H. Toelke, 188 Greene St., Brooklyn, E. D., N.
Y. Eight diffcrent forcign stamps, for every 1scd
stamp of South or Central America, Africa, or Oce-

aniag or twenty five different,
without * cent
Henry B. Craig, corner 12th and Edwards Sts
Springficld, Tl A mavic lantern with 150 vi
and : pticon attachment, with slide
for Vals. d IT of Tue Gorpex Akcosy,
or books by Optic, Algeror Castlemon,

for every nickel
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Boxing for Boys.

BY EDWARD SYLVESTER.

T is becoming nec-
essary at this day
for nearly every
youth to practice
athletics if he
wishesto be reck-
oned as a good

companion among other youths. Every
one who can afford it belongs toa gym-
nasium or athletic club, and those who
cannot will erect a bar in their yards,
or failing that, they are sureto be pro-
vided with either dumb bells, Indian
clubs, foils or some other means for the
development of muscle.

Among the many such exercises is one
which can be beneficial in two ways,
namely, as a muscle producer, and as
teaching the learner how to defend him-
self with Nature's manly weapons, doing
away with the necessity of carrying a
more dangerous arm.

If you intend to learn the art of self
defense, you must have several com-
panions to practice with, as otherwise it
is next to impossible to become profi-
cient.

You must procure boxing gloves,
which, for boys, should weigh between
five and ten ounces. Anything weighing
less will be a cause of black eyes and
bruised features in great profusion
amongst you.

One thing boys are apt to do, and
which I would caution them against, is
this: They will go through perhaps one
or two exercises, and then, one getting a
slight advanthge, the other will pitch in,
to show the spectators that he is as good
as his antagonist, and a rough and
tumble fight will be the consequence.

Never do this. Even if you do get a
sharp tap once in a while, letit teach you
caution, and pay your opponent back
coolly and scientifically. If you give way
to rash, unreasoning anger while you are
learning, you willnever become a boxer.

POSITION.

To get the proper sparring position,
bring the right toe in behind and on a
line with the left heel.

The distance between the feet can

LEFT HAND FACE BLOW.

hardly be determined by a fixed rule, but
about ten inches would be right for a boy
five feet and a half in height.

The right foot should be turned out,
and the heel raised a little from the
ground, in order to throw the weight
upon the ball of the foot.

The left foot should be planted flat,
your weight resting about equally on
each foot, and both knees should be
slightly bent. This position will enable
you to spring either back or forward, or
to resist a sudden shock.

The right arm should cross at about
the middle of the body and be pressed
against the side, while the left arm
should be simply bent at the elbow, the
upper part hanging naturally at the side.
This arm should be worked easily back
and forth during the match.

Bring the left shoulder up a little, and
throw the right back, presenting the
left side to your adversary and protect-
ing your jaw, which is a most vulnerable
point, with your left shoulder.

Turn the face to the right, to prevent
both eyes being hit at once. Keep the
mouth firmly closed, do not allow the
tongue to remain between the teeth, and
always keep your eyes open. This will
be hard for some boys, for whenever
their opponent makes a motion at them
they are in the habit of closing their
eyes. If they will listen to one who
knows, a blow in the eye hurts just as
much with that organ closed as open ;
so try to get over the habit.

In hitting you must cultivate quick-
ness, and be sure that a swift blow has
force enough for all purposes, without
putting your whole strength into it. Al-
ways strike straight from the shoulder
with the left hand, and similarly with the
right, but it is allowable in scme cases to
swing the right, and throw your whole
weight into the blow.

* TO AVOID A RUSH.

I have thought it proper to give this
before any of the blows, and it would be
well to learn the following exercises at
the commencement, for sometimes an
inexperienced person can beat a fairly
good boxer by rushing at him in mad
bull fashion.

Now, supposing you are in position
number one; by a sudden springing
movement you turn to the right and
take a long step out, that is at a right
angle to the path upon which your an-

tagonist is advancing. Then
you can either keep this posi-

to let your adversary trip over
your left foot, or you can im-
mediately assume your posi-
tion on the flank of the enemy.

Another way is to simply
spring back off the right foot,
and, landing on the left, either
assume position or make an-
other spring as the case may
be. You can also use a com-
bination of this and the pre-
ceding to advantage.

Another mode is as follows :
Feint with your left hand, and
as your adversary steps for-
ward, duck to the right and
step in another pace, passing
by his left side, and then turn
and face him.

LEFT HAND FACE BLOW.

This blow is usually used
to open a battle, and it will as-
tonish your opponent very
much if you give him a good
hard blow in the face, without waiting for
any preliminary sparring. This you
should always try to do, for if you show
any hesitation, or fear of striking the
first blow, it will give your adversary
confidence, the very thing you should try
to destroy.

tion for a few seconds, in order .

There are three different ways of lead-
ing off at the head, but as two are some-
what risky, I give the third. It is abso-
lutely safe, if performed in the right
manner, which is as follows:

Shoot out the left hand and duck to
the right, at the same time stepping in
about fifteen inches. The right foot
must remain in its place, and the left
hand and foot must land simultaneously,
thus taking advantage of your weight.
Keep your eyes fixed on your adversary.
He will usually fall back after the blow,
and enable you to take your position. If
not, spring back.

GUARD FOR LEFT HAND FACE BLOW.

Bring the right hand in front of and
on a level with the left eye. Let the el-
bow be lower, so as to turn the blow and
to enable you tc look over your forearm.
Lower your head and turn it slightly to
the right. Drop the left arm across the
body. This is an invariable rule ; when
one hand is in use, cover the body with
the other.

If you are quick, you can, instead of
guarding, duck and counter on his face
or body.

LEFT HAND BODY BLOW.

A feint can be made at the head to in-
duce your opponent to throw up his right
hand. Then take a long step, duck to
the right, and plant a blow on the pit of
the stomach or right above the belt, and
spring back, if possible without raising
the head.

A good ‘“double” or combination of
the face and body blows is as follows :

. Make the preceding blow, but instead of
immediately retiring, bring up the right

RIGHT HAND BODY BLOW,

foot, and follow up the body blow with
one at the face. This must be done very
quickly.
STOP FOR LEFT HAND BODY BLOW.

This, like all stops, requires a cool head
and quick hand. Just as your opbponent
prepares to duck, hit him squarely in the
face with your left hand, keeping the
right in its place. This is also the stop
for the right hand body blow.

GUARD FOR COMBINATION.

The guard for the preceding double is
performed in the following manner:
Bring up the right hand to guard the
face, and throw the left down across the
body. Hold the left arm firmly against
the body, for if you do not the shock will
be much greater. Throw the right foot
back a little, to better resist the shock.

RIGHT HAND FACE BLOW.

This blow may be preceded by a left
hand feint. Then duck to the left, and,
taking a step forward with the left foot,
strike your adversary on the jaw or un-
der the ear, or, if impossible to do this,
aim for the left eye.

The right hand cross counter, the
most severe blow in boxing, and usually
called the knock out blow, is performed
in nearly the same manner.

As your adversary leads off with his
left hand, duck to the left, and, stepping
in a short distance, swing your right
hand over his shoulder, aiming for the
jugular artery.

In fighting with a person who keeps
the right foot in front, your right hand
must do the larger share of the fighting.

GUARD FOR RIGHT HAND FACE BLOW.

Raise the left arm, letting the fore arm
cross the face, and holding the elbow

NUMBER 2m.

higher than the wrist. Look over it,
and receive the blow upon the elbow. A
body blow with either hand will stop the
right hand face blow,

STOP FOR RIGHT HAND CROSS COUNTER,

Hit your opponent in the face, or on
the right side of the chest near the
shoulder with the left hand, and his
right will be effectually stopped.

Another way is to drop the head and
raise the left shoulder, when the vulner.
able point will be covered.

RIGHT HAND BODY BLOW.

This is delivered in the same manner as
the left hand one, with the exception that
you duck to the left, and take a some-
what shorter step.

If your antagonist attempts to get you
in chancery while delivering this blow,
duck under his arm to the right and get
away. If his arm is closing arour.d you,
place both your hands under his arm
and put it up, at the same time ducking
under it.

And here a few words. If you are
firmly caught in chancery, do not at-
tempt to get away, but rather push up
close to your adversary's body, and play
upon it with both hands to the best of
your ability.

GUARD FOR RIGHT HAND BODY BLOW.

Bring the left side forward, and drop
the left arm, slightly bending it so as to
cover the side and the stomach. Be sure

to press the arm close to the side to
lessen the shock.

LEFT HAND UPPER CUT.

This is given when your adversary
leading off at your face keeps
his head down. Putup your
right hand guard, and, taking
a short step, strike upwards
with the left hand.

To stop this blow, step for
your opponent with your
head down, and then duck
and give the left hand body
blow.

RIGHT HAND UPPER CUT.

This is the same as the left
hand blow, except that in-
stead of guarding, you bend
the head a little to the left.

To stop this blow, you
should feint at your antag-
onist with your head down,
then draw it back and hit
him in the face with your
left.

The term ““countering”
will be often seen in ac-
counts of sparring matches.
For the benefir of those who do not un-
derstand the word I will state that coun-
tering cannot be termed a separate de-
partment of boxing. It is simply re-
peating the lead off under different cir-
cumstances. That is, when youradver-
sary attempts to strike you, the blow
must be eluded, and one which is called
the ‘‘counter” returned for it.

If brought to close quarters with your
antagonist, you need not pay much at-
tention to how hard you strike, but hit
quickly and always at the face.

It is an advantage to have the “inside
track,” as I may call it.

Always avoid coming to close quarters
with an opponent who is heavier than
yourself,

Perhaps I had better also explain
ducking, which is used in almost every
blow.

It consists in throwing the head to one
side and slightly lowering the body, in
order that your adversary’s blow may
pass over the shoulder.

I have, I think, now given the simple
blows and guards known to boxers, leav-
ing out any tricks or intricate move-
ments, which would be a cause of uncer-
tainty on the part of the pupil instead of
profiting him in any way. y

But if you practice plain boxing until
you can go through all the movements
with certainty, you will by that time have
confidence enough to make up new com-
binations of blows ; but never rely on
any one certain blow, for what will do for
one opponent will work the wrong way
with another.

I would advise the learner to follow
the maxim, “ Practice makes perfect,” if
he wishes to become a proficient in the
art of boxing, as is the case with most
other branches of physical culture.
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WHAT IS LIFE?
BY J. BAILEY.
Lire's more than breath and the quick round of
blood :

T is a great 'spirit and a busy heart.
ne g feeling great though

Of good, ere night, would make life longer seem
‘Than if each year might number a thousand days.

[ This story commenced in No. 267.]
dnder Hire;

FRED WORTHINGTON’S CAMPAIGN.
By FRANK A. MUNSEY,

CHAPTER XVI.
THE FIRE AT REXFORD'S STORE,

Author of ‘‘Afloat ina Great City,” “‘The
Boy Broker," etc., etc.

FIRE in a country village is a great
event. There is but one other attrac-
tion that approaches it in importance,
and that is the annual circus.

Both bring out the entire village, but the fire
draws the better of the two. It is a free show,
while the circus is not, and here it has an im-
mense advantage over the latter—an advantage
that can hardly be overcome by the clowns and
menagerie. It gives the men, the boys too, a
chance to be brave—to do daring deeds, and a
large number of foolish ones. Then there is the
mystery of how it caught, and whether it was
the work of an incendiary or not. Why, a good
sized fire in a village will often serve for
months as a theme for discussion when
other subjects are scarce.

This narticular fire was the largest
Mapleton had ever known. Every one
had hurriedly dressed, and rushed down
the street to see John Rexford's store
burn. Women and children insufficiently
wrapped for the chilly air of this cold No-
vember night, stood there watching the
angry flames as they shot high in the air,
fed by barrels of oil and lard. It wasa
grand sight to witness, as the blackness
of the night made the flames doubly
brilliant. Nothing could be done to save
the store, and the men directed their ef-
forts to keeping the flames from spread-
ing. In this they did a good work. John
Rexford did not arrive at the scene until
the building was a sheet of flame, and
the roof had fallen in. The sight almost
crazed him. He flew at the door as if to
enter amid the burning goods, and secure
certain valuables, but the fierce flames
drove him back. He reluctantly yielded,
and in his helplessness seemed the pic-
ture of despair as he saw before him his
store—his idol—a mass of blazing tim-
bers and half burned goods.

He was now without a store, even as
Fred was without a clerkship, and could
perhaps realize to some extent how the
latter felt at being suddenly thrown out
of his chosen business. :

Fred was there too. He stood a little
back from the front of the crowd and at
one side, intently watching the progress
of the flames, and seemingly wrapped in
thought. Finally he turned his head,
and a little to the right of him saw Nel-
lie and her mother. Nellie was looking
directly at him, evidently studying his
face. "When his eyes met hers and she
found that she was discovered, a blush,
plainly visible by the light of the flames,
covered her pretty face.

Fred felt his heart beat faster. He
longed to speak with her and learn her
thoughts, and yet he did not dare ap-
proach her. The uliar look she gave
him, and that vivid blush—what did they
mean? He could not make up his mind
upon these points, and yet there was a
fascination in studying them, sometimes
persuading himself that they meant one
thing, and then again perhaps its very
opposite.

Presently she and her mother returned
home, and Fred saw no more of them.

The fire was now under control. All
danger of its spreading was passed, and
the crowd returned to their several homes
well nigh chilled through. A few men
remained to watch the fire as it died
away, and to see that no sparks were car-
ried to other buildings by the strong east wind.

Among those who remained was John Rex-
ford. He was pale and haggard, and shivered,
while the cold wind seemed to penetrate his
very bones, yet he clung to the spot as if he
would pluck the mystery—the cause of the fire
—from the burning mass before him. Finally
he.dapproached Mr. Coombs, the sheriff, and
said :

‘* Who was the first to discover this fire ?”

“Iwas,” replied the sheriff, proudly, with a
feeling that he must be looked upon as some-
thing of a hero.

*“Did you see it from your house ?”

“No; I sawit just as I turned the corner,
coming towards the stable.”

‘* Coming which way ?” asked the merchant,
trying to learn something that might give him a
clew to work upon.

‘**Coming from the Falls, of course, where I
had been attending court.”

‘* What time was that 2"
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1 Nigh on to eleven o'clock.”

““ And you saw no one here ?"

“No.”

‘“Nor any one on the street ?"”

bo“ Not a soul stirring, except Jim, the stable
y.
‘ Where was he ?"

‘‘Sound asleep.”

‘‘He couldn’t have been stirring very much,
then,” said the merchant, with a slight show of
disgust at the sheriff's answer.

““Well, I mean he was the only one about,
and I had to wake him up.”

““ And you raised the alarm 2"

I should think I did.”

“Then you didn't come directly here ?”

““Yes, I did, but I yelled fire pretty lively all
the same, and started the stable boy up the street
to wake everybody up.”

““Where was the fire burning then ?”

“On the back end of the store. A blaze was
just starting up through the roof.”

¢TIt was on the back end, you say ?”

““Yes; and just as I got here the back win-
dows burst out, and the way the flames rolled
up was a caution.”

‘* Was there no fire in the front store then ?”

‘No, there didn’t seem to be when I first got
here, but after I went round to the back end to

see how it was there, and came back, the flames
had come through, and everything was ablaze.
1 tell you what, % never saw anything burn like
this store.”

‘It must have started in the back store, then,”
said Mr. Rexford, thoughtfully.

b doubt of it,” returned officer Coombs,
-enthusiastically.

“‘ This is important evidence,” said the mer-
chant, after a pause.

The sheriff brightened up at this, and his eyes
snapped with delight. Here was a case for offi-
cial services.

““To be sure it is, sir,” he replied.

‘“ There is some mystery about this.”

‘“'Pears to me so.”

““We had no stove in the back store.”

‘I know it—that’s so, Mr. Rexford.
bad.”

‘““And I closed up the store myself tonight,
and went into the back room, as usual, to see
that everything was all right.”

It looks

1 dare say it was. You are a careful man.”

“‘Yes, it was all right. I'm certain of this.”

“ Good evidence, too. Capital evidence, Mr.
Rexford,” said the officer, rubbing his hands to-
gether with evident delight.

““You are sure there was no fire in the front
room when you first got here 2"

‘I am positive there was none.”

“‘I may want your testimony.”

‘I hope so, sir, for crime should be punished.”

“1T hope it will, in this case, at least,” said
the merchant ; * for I believe this store has been
fired, and perhaps robbed.”

‘' Shouldn’t wonder if it had been robbed—
more than likely it was, now I think of it.”

‘“But_as everything is burned up, it will be
almost impossible to find this out, as I can't
really miss anything.”

‘‘ There will be
a chance for some
pretty sharp de-
tective work, 1
should say.”

“You are
good at that, T
believe,” said the
merchant.

““Well, I fancy they can't fool me much, if I
do say it.” s

*“Then I want you to go to work on this case.”

1 will commence at once, Mr. Rexford. The
guilty party can't escape me when I give my
whole mind to it.”

‘1 hope you will put your whole mind on it
then.”

«1 shall indeed, sir. I will go home now and
form my theory. I have the facts to work on.
Early in the morning I will see you, and we will
compare notes and get ready for business—ac-
tive business, I assure you.”

CHAPTER XVII.
CARL HEIMANN'S STORY.

FTER being out in the night at the fire,
and consequently having had his rest
broken, Fred found it rather irksome to
spring out of bed at five o'clock, get his

breakfast, and be ready to respond to the fac-

tory whistle, on a winter morning.

He had now got sufficient knowledge of his
work, and found very little difficulty in perform-
ing it. Whenever he wanted any instruction or
help, Carl seemed ready and glad to aid him, so
the two boys soon became friends.

‘“How long have you been on these flockers,
Carl ?” asked Fred.

¢ Only two months.”

“ Where did you work before that? I don’t
remeinber ever having seen you till yesterday
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morning, and I don’t know what your last name
is now. I heard Mr. Hanks call you Carl, so I
suppose that is your given name ?”

‘“Yes, my name is Carl Heimann; I have
been in here ever since I came to Mapleton.”

“ Where did you come from ?”

‘‘ My father and mother came from Germany
when I was a small boy, and they lived in Rhode
Island ; but they -both got sick and died, so I
came here to live with my uncle,”

‘“ What is your uncle’s name ?”

‘‘ His name is Frank Baumgarten.”

‘“Oh, I've seen him plenty of times. I used
to take goods to his house from the store. It
seems queer that I never saw you.”

‘I don’t go out any nights, for I get tired out
by working in here eleven hours and a half
every day, I can tell you,” said Carl.

““Yes, I should think you
would ; you don’t look very
strong.”

‘“Well, 1 guess I can get
along better now that you
are here; but Tim Short
used to shirk and crowd me.
If Mr. Hanks would do his
part of the work it wouldn't
be so hard ; but he won’t do
it, and is cross and finds
fault if we don’t hurry
things up.”

When Fred's eyes first
fell upon the pale, sad face
of Carl, and he noticed his
dwarfed and disfigured
form, he had a feeling of
pity for him. There was
that about his manner
which at once interested
him. The boy's features
were good, and yet they
had that sharp, shrunken
appearance which may be
said to be the characteristic
of the majority of those afflicted with
cpinal trouble. He was a little hump-
Lack, who, from his size, would be taken
for a lad of not more than thirteen,
though at this time he was seventeen, or
one year older than Fred, as the latter
afterward learned.

The interest our hero felt in Carl had
gradually increased as he noticed how
intelligent he appeared, and when he
caid that he had no father nor mother,
and told how he had been treated,
Fred’'s sympathy was touched, and he
aid to himself almost unconsciously :
“I'm glad I'm here, for now I can do
the heavy wor’, and will protect you
from the abuse of this man Hanks!”
Then he said to the boy (for he seemed
but such beside his own sturdy form),
“* Yes, I think you will get along better
now, for I am strong and well, and will
do all the heavy work for you.”

“Oh! T'm so glad!” replied Carl,
with a sense of gratitude *‘which showed
itself in his bright eyes, ‘4for it hurts my
back every time I lift one of the heavy
bags of wet flocks, and almost makes me
think I will have to give up the job.
Then I think my uncle can’t support me,
and so I keep on.”

‘* You shall not lift any more of them
while I am here. 1 would rather do that,
any way, than stay here in the dust.”

““How long will you be here ? " asked
the little humpback, anxious lest the
brighter prospect ahead might last but
a short time.

“Idon’t know. I don't want to stay
in the factory any longer than I am
obliged to do so; but that may be for-
ever,” replied Fred, with a clouded brow,
as his mind reverted to the cause that
brought him down to such work.

‘1 don't see why you need to stay in
here.  You have been clerk in a store,
and have a good education, I suppose.
If Tonly had an education—"

‘“ Haven’t you ever been to school "

T went to school a little in the old country,
and three terms in Rhode Island ; then I went
into the factory. My father was sick, and
couldn’t work. After I had teen in there about
a year, my frock caught one day in the shafting
and wound me around it so they had to shut
down the water wheel to get me off. Every-
body thought T was dead. That's what hurt
my back and made it grow the way it is now."”

‘ How long ago was that ?” inquired Fred,
symgathelica.lly.

‘It was six years ago that I got hurt, but I
did not get out of bed for almost two years.”

““Does your back trouble you now 2

“Yes, it aches all the time; but I've got
rather used to it. Only when I do a lot of lift-
ing here, it bothers me so I can't sleep.”

““That's too bad ! I'm sorry for you, and as
1 said, will do all the heavy work.” Then you
didn’t go to school any after you got out again?”

““No; I went back into the mill and stayed
until my mother died ; then I came here.”

“Did you say your father was dead ?”

““Yes; he died while I was sick.”

“ Have you any brothers or sisters ?”

‘“Noj; I have no one but my uncle.”

“I suppose he is kind to you?”

“Yes, he is ; but Aunt Gretchen don’t seem
to like me very well, she has so many children
of her own.”

1 should think you would board somewhere
else, then.”

My uncle wants me to stay with him, If I
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boarded at the factory boarding house my wages
wouldn’t more than pay my board, and Ishouldn't
have anything left to buy my clothes with, If
1 should leave him and then get sick he wouldn't
take care of me, and I should have to go to the
poorhouse. 1 have always dreaded that since
the city helped us when we were all si
“ell, you will soon be streng enough, 1
hope, to get another job, where there is more
pay
This conversation was now interrupted by the
appearance of Hanks, who said to Fred :
Come along up stairs with me, Worthing-
I want yer ter help me lug some cloth
I'il show yer where ter find it, then ver
Yer look stout ‘nuff

ton
down.
kin git it yersell erlone.

ter handle it ’s well as me.”

Each shouldered a web of cloth which, as it
was rolled up, made a round bundle about two
feet and a half through and six feet long—
rather a heavy burden for a boy ; . Fred
handled it easily and quickly, deposited it by
the flockers, and turned to his superior for fur-
ther orders,

* Take out them pieces next; they have run
long enough.  Carl will help you about doing
it; then you may go up and bring down two
more piece:

With these orders he vanished, and the boys
went to their work.

** How lony do these have to be run 2" asked
Fred of the little humpback.

“ About three hours. If lhey stay in longer
than that they get oo heav

*This hight stuff can't
heavier, does it 27

** Oh, yes; we can beat in ﬂm:L-; enough to
double lh(, weight of the cloth.’

*Is that so?" exclaimed the new hand, in-
credulously, and then added, after a minute's
thought: **but I should think they would all
tumble out.”

“I suppose they would if the cloth wasn't
fulled as soon as we et through with it ; but
that sort of sets them in.

“ Where do they full it ?"

“Out in the fulling mills, near the extractor.
Don't you see those long wooden things with
the covers turned back, and the cloth going up
through them so fast 2"

*Yes, I saw them, but didn’t know what they
were. I don't see how going through those fulls
the cloth.”

*“ It's the stuff they put in—fuller’s earth and
soap; they pile the soft soap in by the dishful,
and it makes a great lather.  Is'pose the fuller’s
earth is what does the most of the work.  After
the cloth comes out of the fulling mills it's "bout
twice as thick as when it goes in, and feels all
stiff and heavy. It's no more like what it is
now than nothing.”

““What's the next process it goes through ?”

“ It goes into the washers next, and is washed
as clean as can be.”

“ How did you learn so much about finishing
cloth 2 You have been here but a little while."”

** My father worked in a mill, and I have
heard him talk about it. Then I have been in
a factory enough nyself so that I know pretty
nearly everything that is done.

* Do we take the cloth direct from the weave
room? It don’t look as though anything had
been done to it when it reaches us.”

*Itis *burled ' first, then we get it.”

“t Burled 2’ What do you mean by that 2"

“Why, the knots are all cut off. You see the
weavers have to tie their warp on the back side
when it breaks, and that is what makes the

make them much

“l don't see what harm those little things
would do, as you say they are on the back side
of the cloth,

** They are the worst thing there is, for if one
of them gets in by accident it is sure to make a
hole through the cloth when it runs through the
shears.”

Thus with work and talk the day flew by
almost before Fred was aware of it. In fact,
the hours seemed shorter to Fred than any he
had passed for weeks. Now there was some-
thing new to occupy his attention, and work
enough to keep his hands busy.  The many
curious machines before him, of which Carl had
told him a little, interested him much—so much,
indeed, that even at the end of the first day he
felt no small desire to know more of them.

CHAPTER XVIIL
ACCUSED OF ANOTHER CRIME.

N the evening, after Fred's second day in the

factory, as he sat with his friends in their

l pleasant home, and the thought of Carl and

of his sad deformity and still sadder story

recurred to him, he could not help contrasting

the circumstances of the little humpback with his
own.

Two mornings before, as he entered the mill,
he had felt that his burden was almost greater
than he could bear. He was disgraced and
thrown out of his position, and was about enter-
nez upon a cheerless hife, where there was but
little opportunity for advancement,

But now, as he reflected upon his sur-
roundings, he saw that he was much better off
than many others. He had both father and
mother who loved and cared for him, who pro-
vided for him a cheerful home, and who would
at any time sacrifice their own pleasures and
conforts for his.  Moreover he was well and
strong and had the advantage of attending
schonl, while Carl had been obliged to go into
the mill at a little more than ten years of age, in
ordar to earn something woward the support of
his mother and invalid father. It was while
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thus employed that he met with the terrible acci-
dent that so deformed him and biighted his
younyg life.

No wonder he looks so sad,” said Fred to
self. ** Perhaps he may be as ambitious to
make a success in the world as 1 am, and yet he
is thrown into the factory, and is probably glad
of even such a place, and may be he works hard
at times when he is really unable to do anything.
Poor boy ! I don't see what prospects he can see
ahead to cheer him on.  He has neither friends,
education nor health, and with so smalla chance
as there in the factory for advancement, [
should think he might as well give up first as
last ; but as he has no home, 1 suppose he must
earn a living somehow or starve. If he only had
friends to take care of him, it would not be so
hard on him; but I don't see how he can be
very happy with a woman like his aunt, who is
always sputtering about somebody or some-
thing.”

Fred secretly determined to do all he could
to help the little cripple, and he made up his
mind that Hanks should not abuse him in the
future if he could help it. Then calling to mind
Carl's remark that morning which showed so
clearly his desire for a better education, he felt
he could aid him and he decided to do so.

** Any new evidence ? " asked Sheriff Coombs,
as he met Mr. Rexford, early in the morning at
the scene of the fire.

** No, nothing except what we discussed last
night.”

** That is good as far as it goes."”

““Well, it goes far enough to convince me,”
replied the merchant tartly,

** To be sure, sir; but we must convince the
court. A mere suspicion, sir, is not good in
law."

**You said last night you were the first one
here, and that the fire started in the back store."

**So I did, but I can’t say what caused the
fire.”

‘It shows that it did not catch from the
stove.”

**That is so, and it leads us to suspect the

store was set on fire—in fact, that is my behef.
We stand agreed on this point; but the court
must have evidence, or we can't make out a case."

**Then you must search for evidence,” said
the merchant.

“* My official duty, sir, is to bring the wrong
doer to justice, and I assure you I take a special
interest in this case. I shall do my best work on
it; but, by the way, there will be some slight
expense connected with it."

*1 don't understand you,” replied the mer-
chant, nervously, for he caught the word ** ex-
pense.”

** Nothing of any consequence to be sure, but
of course you know a detective can't work with-
out means.

** How much will it cost me?" asked the
merchant, after a pause.

1 will make it light—for you almost noth-
ing," answered the sheriff, who began to fear he
would lose the opportunity to perform official
service.

**Very well, then, you may go ahead ; but I
warn you not to come back on me with a heavy
charge for this business.”

“*Your wishes shall be heeded, sir. T will
commence now. By the way, do you suspect
any one in particular 2"

‘es; I have one or two reasons for believ-
ing 1 know who did it."”

**Good, that will give us an idea to work on ;
but first let me look around and see what I can
discover for evidence.”

On the back side of the rear room was a win-
dow. A few feet off from this window part
of a load of sawdust was dumped upon the
ground. In this sawdust the sheriff found seve-
ral footprints which were apparently fresh.

** How long has this sawdust been here 2 " he
called out to Mr. Rexford.

“It was put there several days ago,” replied
the merchant.

*1 wish you would look here.
an important discovery,"”

The merchant quickly

“ Do you see those for
think they were made 2"
st night about dark 1 shoveled up several
baskets full and carried them into the stable.
These tracks must have been made since then.”

** Da you feel sure of this? "

*1 do, and I notice the pmnc point exactly to
where this back window was,

“* That is a good point ; but do you notice
that whoev er made that track must have had a
small foot 2"

“Yes, 1 see it is small,
strengthen my suspicion.”

** Tt measures ten inches long and three wide,”
said the sheriff, applying his rule to the footprint.

/e has a small foot,” replied the merchant,
in better spirits than he had been since the fire.

In about an bour from this time Sheriff
Coombs entered the woolen factory with all the
official bearing he could command, and a minute
or two later found his way to the flockers.

“ Do you want to see me ? " asked Fred, as he
saw the officer fasten his eyes upon him.

“es ;I have a warrant for your arrest.”
For my arrest ! exclaimed Fred in amaze-
ment.  ** What for 2"

* On complaint of John Rexford, for setting
fire to his store,” replied the sheriff in a pom-
pous manner,

(70 be continued.)

1 have made

approached the spot.
prints 2 When do you

and that goes to

Ask yonr newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
Gosy. [le can get you any number you may
want.

THE CHILDREN OF THE MILL.
Tue day has gone and the shadows flow
Into the darkness of the might,

While through the veil of the falling snow
The thousand lights of the city glow,
Cheery and bright.
Hushed are the engines of the mill,
Out of its gates the toilers go
Into the twilight, damp and chill,
And down the paths of the \‘u[»nvg hill
To the town below.
There are children there with faces sweet,
But pinched and pale, and worn and thin ;
And all hurry on with weary feet
To the wretched home in the dreary street,
£re the night begin.

.o —

[ This story commenced in No. 264.)

Liuke Walton;
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Author of ** The Young Acrobat,” ** Bob Bur-
ton," ** Ragged [)uk " Luck and
Pluck,
CHAPTER XXVIL
THE PRODIGAL'S RECEPTION,

ON'T you know me, Aunt Eliza 2"
asked Warner Powell, casting down
his eyes under the shar p glance of the
old Lul)

*So it's you, is it 2" responded Mrs. Mer-
ton, in a tone which could not be considered
cordial.

x| \e< it is I
see me

88 Humph It (hpends on whether you have
improved or not."

Luke Walton listened with natural interest
and curiosity. This did not suit Mrs. Trac
who did not care to have a stranger made
quainted with her brother's peccadilioes.

** Warner," she said, ** I think Aunt Eliza
will do you the Jjustice 10 listen to your explana-
tion. I imagine, young man, Mrs. \Ierlon will
not require your servi any longer today."

The last words were addressed to Luke.

** Yes, Luke, you can go,” said the old lady,
ina very dxﬂeunl tone,

Luke bowed, and left the house,

** Louisa,” said Mrs. Merton, **in five min-
utes you may bring your brother up to my
room. "

** Thank you, aunt.’

When they entered lhe apartment they found
the old lady seated in a rocking chair awaiting
them.

**So vou have reformed, have you ?" she
nsked abruptly.

* 1 hope so, Aunt Eliza.”

1 hope so, too. It is full time.
have you been 2"

**To Austialia, California, and elsewhere.”

** A rolling stone gathers no moss.

“In this case it applies,” said Warner, ** 1
have earmd more or less money, but I have
none now,

** How old are you ?"

** Thirty."”

**A young man ought not to be penniless at
that age. If you had remained in your place at
Mr. Afton's, and behaved yourself, you would
be able totell a rhlferuu stor;

I know it, aunt.”

** Don’t be too hard upon him, Aunt Eliza,”
put in Mrs, Tracr. **He is trying to do well
now.”

* I am very glad to hear i

** Would you mind my invi
here for a time?
know."

Mrs. Merton paused.  She didn't like the ar-
rangement, but she was a just and merciful
woman, and it was possible that Warner had re-
formed, though she was not fully satisfied on
that point.

“For a time,”
find employment.”

** Thank you, Aunt Eliza,” said the young
man, relieved, for he had been uncertain how
his aunt would treat him. “1 hope to show
that your kindness is appreciated.”

I am rather tired now,” responded Mrs,
Merton, as an indication that the interview was
over,

“We'd better go and let aunt rest,” said
Warner, with alacrity. He did not feel alto-
gether comfortable in the society of the old
lady.

When they were alone Mrs, Tracy turned to
her brother with a smile of satisfaction.

** You have reason to congratulate yourself on
your reception,” she said.

“1 don't know about that,
wasn't very complimentary.”

** Be careful how youspeak of her. She might
hear vou, or the servant might, and report.”

¢ Well, she is an old woman, isn't she 2"

‘It is much better to refer to her as the old
|£v|\—he(|cr still to speak of her as Aunt

I hope you are not sorry to

Where

ing him to stay
The house is large, you

she answered, ‘*till he can

The old woman

**1 hope she'll make up her mind to do some-
lhmrv for me."
© S

has; she gives you a home in this

hous:
I would a gond deal rather have her pay my
board outside, where T would feel more inde-
pendent.”
1 have been thinking, Warner, you might
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become her secretary and man of business, [p
that case she could dispense with this boy,
\.\huw presence bodes danger to us all."
* I wouldn't mind lxmg her man of business,

to take charge of her money, but as to trattir g
round town with her like a lame pocdle, plrm:
excuse me,

* Warner,” s;nd his sister rather shary

“just remember you please, that begga
can't be choosers,

** Perhaps not, but this plan of yours would
be foolish. She wouldn't like it, nor would |,
Why don’t you put Harold up to offering lic
.;«r\ ices? He's as large as this boy, it
he 2

** He is about the same size,

“Then it would be a capital
would get rid of the boy that way.”

** You forget that Harold has not finished his

education. He is now attending a ccmmerial
school. 1 should like to have him goto col-
lege, but he doesn't seem to care atout it,”
**So after all the boy secems 1o be a neces-
sity.”

plan. You

I would prefer a different boy, less artful
and designing.”

** How much does the old woman—beg par-
don, the old lady—pay him ?”

_ “ldon't know. Haiold asked Luke, but he
wouldn’t tell. T have no doubt he manages to
secure twice as much as his services are worth,
He's got on Aunt Eliza's blind side.”

Just what I would like to da, but Iha\e
never been able to discover that she had any

** Did you take notice of the boy 2"

. *“Yes; he's rather a good looking youngster,
it séems to me

**How can
Tracy, sharply.
about him, 7 thi
looking as Harold.”™

** Harold used to look like you," said Warrer,
with a smile. ** Natural you should think him
good looking.  But don't it show a hittle slf
conceit, Louisa 2"

** That's a poor joke," answered his ster,

** What are you going to do 2"
ning out to see if 1 can find any of my old
aintances,”

** You would much better look for a position,
as Aunt Eliza hinted.”

** Don't be in such a hunry, Louisa. Please
bear in mind that 1 have nnl\ Just ﬂll!\td n
Chicago after an absence of five years."

k be ready in half an hour."

¥ T don't think I should like a
second interview with Aunt Eliza quite 0 scen,
1 will lunch outside.”

** A lunch outside costs money,
not very well provided in that wa;

“‘Don'ttrouble yourself about that, Louisa. |
intend to be very economical,

“ My e:umable sister is about as mean as any
one I know,” said Warner to himself as be leit
the house. ** Between her and the old woman,
I don't think I shall find it very agrecable Ining
here. A cheap Lnardmg house would be infi-
nitely preferable.”

On State Street Warner Powell fell in with
Stephen Webb, an old acquaintance.

s it you, Warner 2" asked Webb,

you say so0?" demanded Mrs.
* There's a very common look
He isn't nearly as good

and you are

in sur-

prise.  ** It is an age since I saw you.”
& ﬁu itis. I haven't been in Chicago for five
years.

1 remember. A little trouble, wasn'
there >

* Yes; but I'm all right now, except that |
haven’t any money to speak of.”

* That's my situation exactly

“ However, I've got an old aunt worth a mil-
lion, more or less, only she doesn’t fully appre-
ciate her nephew,

** And I have an uncle, pretty well to do, who
isn't so dcopl\' impressed with my merits as |
wish he were,

**1am staying with my aunt just at present,
but hope to have independent’ quarters soon.
One trouble is, she takes a great fancy to a boy
named Luke Walton."

** Luke Walton!” repeated Stephen, inamaze:
ment.

** Do you know him 2"

Yes, my uncle has set me to spy on him—
v, I haven't been able to find out. So he is
in favor with your aunt 2"

*“Yes, he calls at the house every day, and is
in hor employ. Sometimes she goes out with

Let us drop into the Sara-

** That's strange.
toga and compare notes.

They turned into Dearborn Street, and sat
down to lunch in the Saratoga, a popular res
taurant already referred to.

CHAPTER XXVIL
NCLE AND NEFHEW.
[e] \h|< boy is an object of interest to
your uncle 2 " resumed Warner Powell
% Ves. y
“Does he give any reason for his
interest 2"

“ No, except that he is mclm(d to help him
when there is an opportunit

+¢ Does the boy know this 2"

“ N

“* Has he met your uncle 2"

“Yes; Uncle Thomas frequently
Chicago—he lives in Milwaukee—and stays at
the Sherman when he is here.  He hias stopped
and bought a paper of Luke once or twice.

1 remember my sister told me this boy
was a newsboy.’

 How did he get in with your aunt 2"

“Idon't know. I presume it was a chance

visits

Luke
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acquaintance. However that may be, the young
rascal seems to have got on her blind side, and
to be installed first favorite."”

** Your sister doesn't like it 2"

**Not much. Between you and me, Louisa—
Mrs. Tracy—means to inherit all the old lady's
property, and doesn’t like to have any one come
in, even for a trifle. She'll have me left out in
the cold if she can, but I mean to have some-
thing to say to that. In such matters you can't
trust even your own sister.”

** T agree with you, Warner."”

The two young men ate a hearty dinner, and
then adjourned to a billiard room, where they
spent the afternoon over the game. Warner
reached home in time for supper.

** Where have you been, Warner?" asked
Mrs. Tracy.

* Looking for work,” was the answer.

** What success did you meet with 2

** Not much as yet. 1 fell in with an old ac-
quaintance who may assist me in that direction.”

““I am glad you have lost no time in seeking
employment. It will please aunt.”

‘Warner Powell suppressed a smile. He won-
dered what Mrs. Merton would have thought
cnuld she have seen in what manner he prose-
cuted his search for employment.

‘* This is Harold," said Mrs. Tracy proudly,
as her son came in. ‘' Haroid, this is your
Uncle Warner.”

Harold shrugged his shoulders. He did not
seem particularly glad to meet his new relative.
He scanned him critically from head to foot,
and inwardly pronounced him very ill dressed.

** So you are Harold,” said his uncle. ‘1 re-
member you in short pants. You have changed
considerably in five years.”

*Yes, I suppose so,” answered Harold,
curtly. ‘“ Where have you been 2"

* In Australia, California, and so on.”

‘* How long are you going to stay in
Chicago 2"

** That depends on whether I can find em-
ployment. If you hear of a place let me know."

**1 don't know of any unless Aunt Eliza will
take you in place of that newsboy, Luke Wal-
ton.”

**She can have me if she will py enough
salary. How much does Luke get ? "

‘I don’t know. He won't tell.”

“* Do you like him 2"

*“1 don't consider him a fit associate for me.
He is a common newsboy."

** Does Aunt Eliza know that 2"

““ Yes; it makes no difference to her.
infatuated with him.”

**1 wish she were infatuated about me. I
1 shall have to ask Luke his secret. Aunt
Eliza doesn’t prefer him to you, does she ?”

‘1 have no doubt she does. She's very queer
about some things.”

** Harold,” said his mother, solicitously, ‘I
don’t think you pay Aunt Eliza enough atten-
tion. Old persons, you know, like to receive
courtesies.”

*I treat her politely, don’t I 2" asked Harold,
aggressively. ‘‘Ican't be dancing attendance
upon her and flattering her all the time.”

““ From what I have seen of Luke Walton,”
thought Warner Powell, ** I should decidedly
prefer him to this nephew of mine. He seems
conceited and disagreeable. Of course it won’t
do to tell Louisa that, for she evidently admires
her graceless cub, because he is hers.”

‘* Are you intimate with this Luke ?"” asked
‘Warner, mischievously.

*“What do you take me for 2" demanded
Harold, offended. ‘I am not in the habit of
getting intimate with street boys."”

Warner Powell laughed.

** I am not so proud as you, Nephew Harold,"”
he said. ‘‘Travelers pick up strange com-
panions. In San Francisco I became intimate
with a Chinaman."”

** You don’t mean it 2" exclaimed Harold, in
incredulity and disgust.

* Yes, I do.”

*“You weren't in the laundry business with
him, were you?" went on Harold, with a
sn

She's

ecer.
**1 should like to give my nephew a good
shaking,” thought Warner. ‘‘He knows how
to be impertinent.

No," he answered aloud. * The laundry
business may be a very good one—I should like
the income it produces even now—but I don't
think I have the necessary talent for it. My
Chinese friend was a commission merchant
worth at least a hundred thousand dollars. 1
wasn't above borrowing money from him some-
times."

“Of course, that makes a difference,” said
Mrs. Tracy, desiring to make peace between her
brother and son. ‘* He must have been a supe-
rior man. Harold thought you meant a com-
mon Chinaman, such as we have in Chicago.”,

The reunited family sat down to supper to-
gether. Warner Powell tried to make himself
agreeable, and succeeded in thawing his aunt's
coldness. He appeared to advantage compared
with Harold, whose disposition was not calcu-
lated to win friends for himself.

After supper Warner made an excuse for
going out.

“T have an engagement with a friend who
knows of a position he thinks I may secure,” he
said.

*“ T hope you won't be late," said Mrs. Tracy.

* No, I presume not, but you had better give
me a pass key.”

Mrs. Tracy did so reluctantly. She was afraid
Harold might want to join his uncle; but the
nephew was not taken with his new relative, and
made no such proposal.
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M reality, Warner Powell had made an en-
gagement (o go to McVicker's Theater with his
friend Stephen Webb, who had arranged to
meet him at the Sherman House.

While waiting, Warner, who had an excellent
memory for faces, recognized Luke, who was
selling papers at his usual post. There was
some startling news in the evening papers—a
collision on Lake Michigan—and Luke had
ordered an unusual supply, which occupied him
till later than his ordinary hour. He had taken
a hasty supper at Brockway & Milan's, foresee-
ing that he would not be home till late.

** Aunt Eliza's boy ! thought Warner. “1
may as well take this opportunity to cultivate
his acquaintance.”

He went up to Luke and asked for a paper.

“ You don’t remember me ? " he said, with a
smile.

‘* No," answered Luke, looking puzzled.

1 saw you on Prairie Avenue this morning.
Mrs. Merton is my aunt.”

‘* I remember you now. Are you Mrs. Tracy’s
brother 2

**Yes, and the uncle of Harold. How do you
and Harold get along ?”

“Not at all. He takes very little notice of
me.”

‘‘Heis asnob, Being his uncle, I take the lib-
erty to say it.”

Luke smiled.

‘* There is no love lost between us,” he said.
‘“I'would like to be more friendly, but he treats
me like an enemy.”

‘“ He is jealous of your favor with my aunt.”

‘“There is no occasion for it. He is a relative,
and I am only in her employ.”

**She thinks a good deal of you, doesn't
she ?”

‘* She treats me very kindly.”

““Harold suggested to me this evening at
supper that I should take your place. You
needn't feel anxious. I have no idea of doing
s0, and she wouldn’t have me if | had.”

‘1 think a man like you could do better.”

‘I am willing to. But here comes my friend
who is going to the theater with me.”

Looking up, Luke was surprised to see
Stephen Webb.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
HAROLD'S TEMPTATION,

°A RS. MERTON was rather astonished
y when her grand nephew Harold walked
& into her room one day and inquired for

her health. (She had been absent from
the dinner table on account of a headache.)

“ Thank you, Harold,” she said. ‘I am
feeling a little better.”

*‘ Have you any errand you would like to have
me do for you?”

Mrs. Merton was still more surprised, for
offers of services were very rare with Harold.

** Thank you again,” she said, ** but Luke was
here this morning, and 1 gave him two or three
commissions.”

Harold frowned a little at the mention of
Luke's name, but he quickly smoothed his brow,
for he wished to propitiate his aunt.

‘* Perhaps you would like me to read to you,
Aunt Eliza.”

*Thank you, but I am a little afraid it
wouldn’t be a good thing for my head. How
are you getting on at school, Harold 2"

“Pretty well.”

“You don’t want to go to college 2"

“ No. I think I would rather be a business
man."

** Well, you know your own tastes best.”

¢ Aunt Eliza,” said Harold, after a pause, ** 1
want to ask a favor of you."”

** Speak out, Harold.”

‘ Won't you be kind enough to give me ten
dollars 2"

‘* Ten dollars,” repeated the old lady, eying
Harold closely. **Why do you want ten dollars ?”

**You see mother keeps me very close. All
the fellows have more money to spend than L.”

““ How much does your mother give you as
an allowance 2"

** Two dollars a week."

‘It seems to me that is liberal, considering
that you don't have to pay for your board or
clothes.”

“A boy in my position is expected to spend
money."”

** Who expects it 2"

*“Why, everybody.”

** By the way, what is your position ? " asked
the old lady pointedly.

**Why,"” said Harold, uneasily, ‘I am sup-
posed to be rich, as 1 live in a nice neighbor-
hood on a fashionable street.”

** That doesn’t make you rich, does it 2"

** No,” answered Harold, with hesitation.

““You don't feel absolutely obliged to spend
more than your allowance, do you 2"

** Well, you see, the fellows think I am mean
if I don't.  There's Ben Clark has an allowance
of five dollars a week, and he is three months
younger than I am.”

*Then 1 think his parents or guardians are
very unwise. How does he spend his liberal
allowance 2"

“ Oh, he has a good time.”

“Tam afraid it isn't the sort of good time I
would approve.”

** Luke has more money than I have, and he
is only a newsboy,” grumbled Harold.

“* How do you know 2"

“I notice he always has money."”

1 doubt whether he spends half a dollar a
week on his own amusement. He hasa mother
and young brother to support.”

‘* He says so !"

“So you doubt it "

** It may be true.”

“If you find it isn't true, you can let me
know.”

Harold did not answer. He had no real doubt
on the subject, but liked to say something ill
natured about Luke.

**Iam sorry you think so muc. more of Luke
than of me,” complained Harold.

** How do you know I do ?”

** Mother thinks so as well as I."

‘* Suppose we leave Luke out of considera-
tion. I shall think as much of you as you de-
serve.”

Harold rose from his seat.

‘* As you have no errand for me, Aunt Eliza,
I will go," he said.

**'Wait a moment.”

Mrs. Merton unlocked a drawer in a work
table, took out a morocco pocketbook, and ex-
tracted therefrom a ten dollar bill.

** You have asked me a favor,” she said, ** and
T will grant it—for once,” she said. ** Here are
ten dollars.”

** Thank you,” said Harold, joyfully.

*1 won't even ask you how you propose to
spend it. I thought of doing so, but it would
imply distrust, and for this occasion I won't
show any.” .

* You are very kind, Aunt Eliza.”

*“Tam glad you think so. You are welcome
to the money.”

Harold left the room in high spirits. He de-
cided not tolet his mother know that he had re-
ceived so large a sum, as she might inquire to
what use he intended to put it ; and some of his
expenditures he felt pretty sure would not be ap-
proved by her.

He left the house, and going down town
joined a couple of friends of his own stamp.
They adjourned to a billiard saloon, and be-
tween billiards, bets upon the game, and drinks,
Harold managed to spend three dollars before
sapper time.

Three'days later the entire sum given him by
his aunt was gone.

When Harold made this discovery he sighed.
His dream was over. It had been pleasant as
long as it lasted, but it was over too soon.

“*Now, I must go back to my mean allow-
ance,” he said to himself, in a discontented tone.
‘ Aunt Eliza might give me ten dollars every
week just as well as not. Sheis positively roll-
ing in wealth, while T have to grub along like a
newsboy. Wy, that fellow Luke has a good
deal more money than 1.”

A little conversation which he had with his
Uncle Warner made his discontent more in-
tense,

‘* Hallo, Harold, what makes you look so
blue ?” he asked one day.

‘ Because I haven't got any money,” an-
swered Harold.

‘“ Doesn’t your mother or Aunt Eliza give
you any ?”

‘1 get a little, but it isn’t as much as the other
fellows get.” >

““ How much ?"

““ Two dollars a week."

‘It is more than I had when I was of your
age.”

*“ That don't make it any better.”

“ Aunt Eliza isn't exactly lavish, still she pays
Luke Walton generously."”

** Do you know how much he gets a week ?"
asked Harold, eagerly.

** Ten dollars.”

“ Ten dollars ! ejaculated Harold.
don’t really mean it."

“You

“Yes I do. I saw her pay him that sum
yesterday. I asked her if it wasn't liberal. She
admitted it, but said he had a mother and

brother to support!"

“It's a shame !" cried Harold, passionately.

“Why is it? The money is her own, isn't
it?”

‘* She ought not to treata stranger betterthan
her own nephew."”

*That means me, I judge,” said Warner,
smiling. ** Well, there isn't anything we can
do about it, is there "

*“No, I don't know as there is,” replied Har-
old, slowly.

But he thought over what his unde had told
him, and it made him very bitter. He brooded
over it till it seemed to him as if it were a great
outrage. He felt that he was treated with the
greatest injustice. He was incensed with his
aunt, but still more so with Luke Walton, whom
he looked upon asan artful adventurer.

It was while he was cherishing these feelings
that a great temptation came to him. He found
oneday in the street a bunch of keys of various
sizes attached to a small steel ring. He picked
it up, and quick as a flash there came to him
the thought of the drawer in his aunt’s work
table, from which he had seen her take out the
morocco pocketbook. Hehad observed that the
ten dollar bill she gave him was only one out of
a large roll, and his cupidity was aroused. He
rapidly concocted a scheme by which he would
be enabled to provide himself with money, and
throw suspicion upon Luke,

(70 te continned.)
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SALTING A PYRAMID.

Gorp and silver mines are not the only ** dig-
gings " that have been ** salted," nor is this by any
means a newly invented method of giving a ficti-
tious value to an excavation. As far back as a.n,
820 Caliph Al Mamoun, son of the far famed Har-
oun al Raschid of ** Arabian Nights’' notoriety,
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was obliged to resort to this device to save his life
And the scene of the process was the interior of the
great pyramid of Cheops in Egypt. Al Mamoun
was the first to force an entrance into the secret
recesses of the mighty and mysterious pile, and the
story of his attempt to obtain posscssion of the
treasures popularly supposed to be hidden there is
told in a recent number of Scribner's Magazine.
A passageway having been discovered after in-
finite labor, the cager Arab workmen, with lighted
torches, ascended, at first on hands and knces, into
the very heart of the mountain of stone. Visions
of wealth grew before them until they came to the
end of the passage. Then astep at the left, three
feet high, arrested their attention.

Climbing to its top, a low dcorway was found,
with a splendidly quarried granite portcullis ha
ing over it. ing under this they crept into a
small ante chamber, and through this to another
low doorway leading into a further low passage,
which again caused them, nonplused, to bend.
Thus they were led into the large apartment known
as the King's Chamber.

There, on the west side, stood the hard won stone
** treasure box.” It secemed too good to be true,
It was without a cover to protect its expected con-
tents. and it—was entirely empty !

Caliph Al Mamoun was dumfounded. and his
workmen were about to murder him. Fut he was
commander of the Faithful and understood human
nature,

During the night he caused to be placed near the
empty coffer a sufficient store of gcld to pay the
men.” The next day, being bidden to dig
they found the gold and received their wages.

— et ————
EXASPERATING ENGINES.

A rocomomive has not only a great many cranks
in its ** make up,” but may be “* cranky "' in dispo-
sition as well —hard to get along with, both literally
and figuratively. A writer in the Albany Asrgus
gives some facts on the subject, obtained in an
interview with an old engineer.

“* Only a year ago," said the latter, ** two engines
came from the same shop, were made from the same
castings, were put together by the same werkmen,
but one of the two engines wouldn't budge an inch
faster than fifteen miles an hour, while her com pan-
ion could easily roll off sixty miles an hour under
half the steam it took to send the other engine fif-
teen miles an hour. We crowded every pcund of
steam upon the fifteen miler, but no, she wouldn't
go an inch faster, although she would draw four
more heavily loaded freight cars than th= ergine
that rolled up sixty miles an hour to her credit.

** Suddenly the fiftecn miler came to a dead stop
between stations, and there she stuck and couldn’t
be made to move again. Almost the same time
the sixty miler, on another porticn of the rcad,
came to a dead stop also, and s/%e couldn't be made
to move.

‘* Both engines were drawn back to the shop,
were taken apart, examined, put together again,
but no, they could not be made to move, even under
150 pounds of steam. Stop running they would,
and stop running they did, although bath of them
were not a year old. ~Finally they were broken up
and sold for old junk.

*It is not always the bright, new engine you see
that is the best. in the round house we have some
old tubs, out of fashion, that can and do_beat the
new engines in speed and drawing capacity every
day. and tre always reliable. You think locomatives
are expensive ? They used to be. You can get a
fine locomotive nowadays for $0,000 OF §10,000 that
formerly cost $20,000 or $30,000."

— e
FROM UNDER THE THINKING CAP.

THe ArGosy has lately paid considerable atten-
tion to the subject of patented improvements. A
list of the more important articles invented during
1887 will form a fitting feature of the series. We
quote from the Washington correspondence of the
New York Sun -

A small, rubber mat, with little spikes all over it,
on which the cashier drops the silver change, and
from which the customer easily picks it up.

balloon which carrics a hgrunlng rod high in
air overan oil tank.

A cigar selling machine that drops out an all
Havana, clips the end off, and exposes a match and
a picee of sand paper, whenever a nickel is drop ped
in a slit in the side of the machine.

An clectrical boot blacking machine, in which a
brush is rupidlg revolved on a non rotating handle.
The whirling brush brings the shine in one tenth
the time of the old vibratory elbow method.

A rubber funnel which may be fitted over the
head, big end up, so as to inclose all the hair while
the barl shampoos a customer. A tube hangs
dowa behind, so as to carry away the suds, while
a hose for flushing out the hair, funnel and tube is
provided.

An air pump to farce oil from a tank on a ship
over a stormy sca.

A new gun with a battery in the stack, and cart-
ridges which have coils of platinum wire where
the cup is. Pressing the trigger connects the coil
with the battery.

A combined Kitchen ventilator and clock winder,
being a device for connecting the ventilator wheels
cammanly placed in windows with the {amily clock.

o

LOCKED LETTERS.

DousrLess many of our readers have scen books
that may be closed with lock and key, such as
albums containing collections of rare stamps or
autographs ; but something quite new is a contriv-
ance described in a recent issue of the A York
Tribune :

This is an envelope that can be locked.  An ordi-
nary envelope can be opencd by steaming, or by
the skillful manipulation of a pencil or penholder
under the flap.  Not so with this new arrangement.
Itis of leather—alligator or morocco. Upon the
back of the envelope there is a tiny staple of gold
or silver, over which fits snugly a link of similar
material attached to the flap, and this is secured by
a dainty little padlock, with a Upon the

ce is an open pocket for the insertion of a card
bearing the address and the necessary postase
stamp.. Two tiny keys accompany cach enveloj c.
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The subject of next week’s biographical
will be Thomas Nast, the famous cartoonist.
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HELPS TO HONESTY.

THE bell punch has ever been looked upon
with disfavor as a badge of distrust. Its very
appearance is revolting to sensitive minds, and
sad indeed is the necessity that makes its use so
widespread.

It seems a pity that railroad companies will
not agree to put their employees upon their
honor, or that some device which does not in-
clude the use of a distinctive instrument cannot
be hit upon.

Some such method as the latter is said to be
in vogue among wandering gipsy musicians to
prevent the man who collects the pennies from
the crowd from pocketing any of them. He is
required to hold the plate or his hat in one
hand while he keeps a live fly imprisoned in the
other.

——— e
FICTION AS THE FATHER OF FACT.
FICTION is said to be founded on

fact, but to have fact follow in the footsteps of
fiction is a truly astonishing reversal of the order
of things. Yet tidings now come to hand that
prove the astounding discoveries of African
mineral treasures described in Rider Haggard's
stories to be not so wide of the mark after all.
Recent explorations have brought to light rich
deposits that promise to make the southern por-
tion of the dark continent a veritable El Dorado.

This should certainly be cheering news for
story writers. No longer need they put such
a heavy curb on the rein of their imagination.
Readers will have more respect for wild flights
of fancy, and perhaps the day may come when
the novelist will be reverenced as a prophet as
well as applauded as raconteur.

— e ———

The subseription priceof The Golden Argosy
is $3 a year, $1.50 for six months, $1
for four months, For $5 we will send two
copies, to different addvresses if desired. For
85 we will send The Golden Argosy and Mun-
sey’s Popular Series, each for one year,
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FATAL FUN.

YOUNG people who are given to playing
tricks on one another, not through malice or
unfriendliness, but merely for the fun of it,
have just received a solemn warning. Within
the past few weeks a young man in Brooklyn
died from the effects of a so called joke. He
was about to sit down when a companion, ** just
for fun,” pulled the chair out from under him,
He fell heavily to the floor, and sustained inju-
ries from which he never recovered.

The feelings of the friend who was thus—
shall we say directly ?—the cause of his death,
may be imagined. The mere recounting of
such a shocking affair should carry with it a les-
son deep and lasting in its impression on all
minds.

Since writing the foregoing, news of another
deplorable occurrence of the kind comes to
hand. A twelve year old boy in Pennsylvania
was returning home late one afternoon through
a lonely piece of woods, where a murder had
been once committed and which had since ac-
quired the reputation of being haunted, when he
was terrified by the sound of pistol shots and the
appearance of white robed, horned figures. The
latter pursued him almost to his home, on
reaching which the poor poor boy fell into con-
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vulsions which caused him intense sufferings,
ending in death at the end of the week. '

Three of his boy acquaintances have acknowl-
edged that they made ghosts of themselves for
the ““fun” of it. A ghastly joke indeed, but
at least one good end will be served if the result
will tend to make it the last of its nature ever
played.

——— e

‘THE exploits of wicked boys in these latitudes
who make midnight expeditions to apple orch-
ards and water melon patches are robberies on a
very small scale indeed compared with the un-
lawful appropriations that prevail in Cashmere,
on the northern frontier of India, where thiev-
ishly inclined persons make away with entire
gardens, ground and all.

These gardens, it should be added, are float-
ing ones, composed of interwoven sedge grass
topped with earth, and about twelve by twenty
yards in extent. They are moored to their
owner's property along the river banks, and all
that a robber has to do to gain possession of
them is to cut the rope and tow the garden off
under cover of the darkness.

>es————
AMERICA’S RESOURCES.

VAST as already are the known natural re-
sources of America, the list of our country's
sources of wealth is being greatly lengthened by
recent discoveries. So wide is Uncle Sam’s do-
main, that a large part of it is as yet very im-
perfectly mapped out and understood, and there
is still plenty of work for the scientific explorer.

The following, for instance, are among the re-
cent discoveries made by the Geological Sur-
vey's investigation of some little known districts
of the West.

Large quantities of crude petroleum have been
found in California and Colorado ; garnets, am-
ethysts, and other precious stones, valuable de-
posits of nearly pure soda, sulphur phosphates
useful as fertilizers, great beds of borax—all
these have been discovered in different parts of
the country where their existence was previously
unsuspected. Some of them have already been
developed and are of commercial importance,
while the others promise the same result.

‘With its abundance of coal and iron, its silver
and gold, its petroleum and natural gas, Amer-
ica is a well endowed country ; but the full ex-
tent of its mineral wealth, it seems, is yet to be
revealed.

oo
“THE PROOF OF THE PUDDING.”

From East and West, North and South, read-
ers of the ARGOSY continue to send in their as-
surances that the weekly feast we prepare for
them is just to their taste. From a vast number
of unsolicited testimonials received since our
last issue we make room for the following :

Parxer City, Pa., Jan. 16, 1888.

Tue GoLDEN ARGosy is the best and purest paper
for American girls and boys, the Prince of Juve-

niles.
C. C. ALLen,

806 PecaTONICA ST., RockFORD, ILL., Jan. 16, 1888,

1 can say for the Arcosy that I have taken the
paper since it was enlarged and that I think it THE
paper. EmmerT E. CuMmMINGS.

LAWRENCE, Mass., Jan, 17, 1888.

The first 1 saw or heard of your paper was the
sample copy (No. 208, I believe). From reading
that I became convinced that THE GOLDEN ARGOSY
was the paper that I wanted. I have purchased
every copy to date, and instead of becoming tired
of it I am more interested thanever. It seemsasif
Friday night was longer than ever in coming.

Epwakrp A. Noex.
UNITED STATES PATENT OFFICE,
‘WasHiNGTON, D. C., Jan. 10, 1888.

I have read the Arcosy for some time, beginnin;
with Vol. V, and have now commenced Vol. VI. ‘i
am very much pleased with it and shall do all I can
to secure new readers. I think it is one of the best
and cheapest papers of the kind ever published.

Cuarees F. Lemmono.
41 REp AvE., BrookLyn, N, Y.

T have read your GoLDEN ARGOSY ever since it
was published, and I think it is the nicest paper I
ever came across. I have a lot of friends whom 1
told they ought to take THE GoLpEN ARGOsy,and
now they say it is the nicest paper going.

Epwarp Lavrox.

02 EAsT 720 St., NEw York Crrv, Jan. 17, 1888.
he Arcosy is the finest paper I ever read. I
have read it for nearly three months and always
find_something new init. Every Saturday morn-
ing I am so anxious to get it that when I'come to

the store I always get the first copy.

DWARD TIEFENTHAL.

Lock Box 274, Burraro, N. Y., Jan. 11, 1888.

T admire your paper very much, and although
long past the age of the majority of your readers
none is more anxious for it to sail into port. To
Horatio Alger, Jr., and Oliver Optic I owe whatever
success I have

C. C. WHITTEMORE.
PHILADELPHIA, PaA., Jan. 16, 1888,

Since your paper was recommended to me I can

recommend it to everybody as the most delightful

paper in the world. . MASNAR,

DR. GUSTAV GOTTHEIL,
Rabbi of the Temple Emanu-El, New
York City.

UNDOUBTEDLY the foremost of the so called
reform congregations of the Hebrew faith in this
country is that which worships in the handsome
Temple Emanu-El at the corner of Forty Third
Street and Fifth Avenue, New York. Even
while this sketch has been in preparation, a
fresh evidence of the liberality of this branch of
the Judaic church has been furnished to the world
in the decision, arrived at January 16, to held
services in the Temple on Sunday mornings as
well as on Saturdays.

‘The Temple’s president is Mr. Lewis May, the
well known merchant of the metropolis, while
its spiritual head is a man learned in the faith
and versatile in acquirements, one to whom the
organization
owes, in a great
degree, the high
position it now
holds among the
Hebrew congre-
gations of the
New World, and
of whom we
herewith furnish
our readers a
faithful likeness.

Dr. Gottheil is
just sixty years
of age, having
been born at
Pinne, in Prus-
sian Poland, on
the 28th of May,
1827. As a
schoolboy he
pursued his stud-
ies in the acad-
emies of his na-
tive town, He-
brew being in-
cluded in the
course. Later
he went to Po-
sen, and from
thence to the
University of
Berlin, to perfect himself in the classics. While
at the Prussian capital he read rabbinical theol-
ogy with some of the most famous professors of
the school.

In 1855 he began active work as a cler@yman,
having been named as one of the ministers in
charge of a Berlin reform congregation, and
five years later was made rabbi of the Congre-
gation of British Jews in Manchester, England.

It is in active service that a man has the best
chance of proving his fitness for that calling to
which early inclinations may have first turned
his thoughts. No matter how brilliant his rec-
ord as a scholar during the time of preparation,
nor how approved his theories as to means and
methods, not until he has had an opportunity of
practically using his scholarly attainments and
of applying his theoretical discoveries, does he
prove whether or not his own hopes and his
friends’ predictions have been built on sand or
rock. For it is not always the first prizeman at
college that holds a court room spell bound,
links his name with an extraordinary achieve-
ment with the scalpel, or causes men's actions,
as well as their hearts, to be moved by pulpit
eloquence.

Dr. Gottheil, in both of the positions men-
tioned above, showed his ability to make a
proper use of the unusual privileges he had en-
joyed as a student, and won a high reputation
for his erudite attainments, and also for some-
thing which is not always associated with pro-
found scholarship—a generous portion of execu-
tive ability.

‘While in Manchester he paid a visit to the
United States, to deliver some lectures, which
resulted in his being called to his present post,
on the duties of which he entered in 1873 as as-
sociate rabbi with Dr. Samuel Adler, who con-
tinued to preach in the German language while
Dr. Gottheil conducted services in English. In
1875 the latter assumed sole charge, Dr. Adler
having retired.

As already indicated, Dr. Gottheil’s relations
with the Temple have been of the happiest de-
scription.  And not among his own people
alone has he won golden opinions for his attain-

DR.

GUSTAV GOTTHEIL.
From a photograph by Falk.
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ments as a scholar and his open heartedness as a
man.

No narrow sectarian lines have been suffered
to dwarf his sympathies and check the generous
impulses of his nature. When some few years
since the Church of the Incarnation, at the cor-
ner of Madison Avenue and Thirty Fifth Street,
was burnt out, Dr. Gottheil at once tendered the
use of the Temple to the temporarily homeless
congregation, an offer which was gratefully ac-
cepted by their pastor, Rev. Arthur Brooks, and
the unusual spectacle was presented of an Epis-
copal celebration ‘of Easter Day in a Hebrew
synagogue.

Furthermore, Dr. Gottheil has exchanged pul-
pits with Dr. Bellows, Dr. Deems and other cler-
gymen of the Christian churches, and not in-
frequently takes part in their anniversaries.

He is an inde-
fatigable worker,
lecturing fre-
quently, acting
as superintend-
ent of the Sun-
day school, and
also has found
time to compile
a hymn book for
use in the Tem-

ple.
Book lore
alone will not

make a man
who aims to
have an influence
upon his fellows,
great. He must
study men, both
inthemselves
and through the
events of which
they are the orig-
inating factors.

This quality
Dr. Gottheil pos-
sesses in an emi-
nent degree, and
ever keeps his
eyes open to
what the man of
today is doing. Thus his utterances have all
the force of life studies.

We may add that Dr. Gottheil is extremely
fond of music and is himself a player of the
violin. He is married, has several children, and
resides in a handsome house on Madison Avenue.

MATTHEW WHITE, JR.

— e ——
DUTY.
BY CARSON LAKE.

From rude white capped waves the fisherman flies,
As he brings to the shore his welcome prize.
U}a the rocky slopes the brave hunters dare,
Well knowing their choicest game is there.
Down, down, far under the world's great girth,
The miners delve for golden earth.
Wherever sharp thorns on life’s pathway are found
Eternity's jewels and gems abound.
If duty shall point where the rocks are steep,
Where the waters are chill, or rough, or deep,
Comfort take in the dark cloud’s lining of silver,—
Be honest and brave, and be true forever.

— e ——
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

DirricuLTies, like thieves, often disappear at a
glance, therefore always face a difficulty.

‘THE first fault is the child ot simplicity ; but every
other, the offspring of guilt.—Goldsmith.

Over anxiously to feel and think what one.could
have done is the very worst thing one can do.

Ix every action reflect upon the end ; and in your
undertaking it consider why you do it.—/eremy
Taylor.

Doixg is the great thing. For if, resolutely,
people do what is right, in time they come to like
doing it.—Ruskin.

Those things are g:nemlly best remembered
which ought most to forgot. Not seldom the
surest remedy of the evil consists in forgetting it.

A FRIENDSHIP that makes the least noise is very
often the most useful ; for which reason I should
prefer a prudent friend to a zealous one.—.A ddison.

A maN may be wrecked as is a ship. Conscience
isan anchor. Terrible it is, but true, that, like the
anchor, conscience may be carried away.—Victor
Hugo.

A MoMENT is room wide enough for the lo;"ll and

mean desire, for the outlash of a murderous thought
and the sharp backward stroke of repentance.—
George Eliot.
EVERYTHING yields before the strong and earnest
will. It grows by exercise. Difficulties before
which mere cleverness fails, and which leave the
irresolute }Jroslra:c and helpless, vanish before it-
—Dr. Tullock.

To think aright is the sum of human duty. And
yet what is it that engrosses the thoughts of the
world ? Pleasure, wealth, honor, and esteem: If
fine, the making ourselves kings without reflecting
what it is to be a king, or to be a man.— Pascal.
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THE NURSERY AT NIGHT.
BY F. B. DOVETON.
‘Tue day is done, and in their cosy nest
‘The rosy darlings lic in perfect rest,
‘Their shining tresses straying o'er
Those dimpled cheeks, that we may kiss once more
Before we go ; but let the kiss be light.
night, sweet slumberers !
Good night!  Good night !

Mr. Halgrove's Ward;

LIVING IT DOWN.
By TALBOT BAINES REED,
Author of “Reginald Cruden,” efc., efc.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE REVELATION.

ONAH'S cowardly desire to possess himself

of Jeffreys's secret was only too successful,

Not a hoard creaked nor a footstep

sounded before he was safe back in his

own room with the documentary evidence be-
fore him.

There was only one letter after all.  The oth-
er paper was a rubbishing rigma-
role about General Monk and the
Parliament in 1660, This Jonah
tossed contemptuously into the

te, But the other letter, how

is flesh crept as he

read it! It had no

date and was signed
only in initials,

DEar ], —There is no
news. lcan under-
stand your trouble and
remorse—and this un-
certainty makes it all
the more terrible for
you. I know it is vain
to say to you * for-
get," “but do not write
about poor Forrester's
blood being on your
head! Your duty is to
live and redeem the
past. Let the dead bury
their dead, dear fellow,
and turn your eyes for-
ward, like a brave man,

Yours ever,

Do you wonder if
Jonah's blood curd-
led in his veins—'* re-
morse,"” unc;naiu-
ty," ‘‘poor Forres-
I:r." “his blood on
your head,"eh? ** Bury
your dead ! "

And then he went
over in his mind the
events of that wonder-
ful evening ; the visit
to the post office and
the horrified look as
he came out letter in
hand, the mysterious
conference with the
bookseller, doubtless
over this very letter.
Then the secret meet-
ing with his accom-
plice in the Minster
yard—Mr. Julius, yes
that was the name he
had himself told the

nd the alter-
cationover themoney,
doubtless the booty of
their crime, and Mr.
Julius's denunciation
of Jeffreys as a mur-
derer! Then that
lonely country walk,
and search on the bank, and that exclam-
ation, “It was this very place I" Jonah had
tied a bit of his bootlace on the hedge just
under the spot and could find it again within
afoot. Then the meeting with the two boys
and the strange enigmatical talk in the shed,
pointing to the plot of a new crime of which
he—Trimble—was to be the victim. Ha, ha!—
and the business over that tricycle, too, in the
candle light. Jonah could see through that.
He could put a spoke in a wheel as well as Jeff-

my‘;’hew ! What a night Jonah had had, to be
sure |

The next evening he crushed his hat on his
head and sallied forth into the open air.

His feet almost instinctively turned in the di-
rection of Ash Lane ; but on this occasion they
went past the fatal bank and brought their owner
1o a halt at the door of Ash Cottage.

‘“Is Mr. Rosher at home ? " inquired he of the
Sservant.

Mr. Rosher was at home—a jovial, well to do
farmer, with a hearty Yorkshire voice and a

humored grin on his broad face.

“Well, lad, what is't 2" he asked, as Trimble,
hat in hand, was shown into the little parlor.
* Man, it's the little school maister.”

**Yes, Mr. Rosher,” said Trimble ; ** I should
like five minutes’ talk with you if you can spare
the time.”
do“"Bm away, lad. A've got nothin' else to

*“ I'm rather anxious about your two dear little

boys,” began Trimble.

“* WHAT ABOUT THESE OLD BOOTS? SUPPOSE WE PITCH THE
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“ Thee needn't be that; they're bright lads,
and learn quite fast enongh.”

*‘ We always like to try to make them happy,”
said Jonah. ** Indeed, that is what 1 came to
see you about. I'm sorry to say my assistant
master is disappointing me. 1 took him on half
in charity six months ago, but lately he has been
having a bad influence in the school, and I
thought it my duty—"

“Tut, tut! The lads have been cheerier this
last six months than ever before—"

* Of course we try all we can to make them
happy, and shield them from harm," pursued
Trimble, **and I am glad you think we have
made school happy for them—"

“And is that all thee's come to say ?" said
the bewildered parent.

*“No, sir, Of course in school 1 can look
after the boys and see that they come to no
harm ; but after school hours of course they are
out of my control, and then it is I'm afraid of
their coming to mischief. My assistant, I hear,
has been in the habit of walking home with
them, and from what [ know of him he is not a
desirable companion for them, and I think it my
duty to put you on your guard, Mr. Rosher.

They should not be encouraged to see too much
of him out of doars or bring him ta
It bothers me why you keep the man il he's
that sort | " said Mr, Rosher. ** What's wrong
with him ?"
T'm afraid he's a bad character. [ have only
discovered it lately, and intend dismiss him
as soon as I gel a new assistant,”

** What dost mean by a bad character ?
a thief 2"

Trimble looked very grave.

** 1 wish it was no worse than that.”

The farmer's jaw dropped.

“What 2" said he. ** Dost mean to tell me
the man's a murderer ? "'

Jonah looked terribly shocked.

**It's a dreadful thing to suspect of any one,”
said he, ** but it would not be right for me to let
things go on without warning you. 1 shall
keep your boys under my own eyes all school
time ; and I advise you H

“1 don't want thy advice. Take thyself off 1"

Jonah saw that to prolong the interview would
only make matters worse. The good father was
evidently roused; but whether against him,
Jonah, or against Jefireys, he could scarcely tell,
He departed decidedly crestfallen, and more
than half repenting of his amiable expedition.

His misgivings were somewhat relieved next
morning when Freddy and Teddy put in an ap-
pearance punctually at school time.

Jonah, however, felt far from comfortable.
It may have been the hot sultry day, or it may
have n the general oppression of his own
feelings, which gave him a sense of something

house.™

Ishe

1 AWAY?" SAID JEFFREYS,

—probably a thunder storm impending. His
class remarked that he was less exacting than
usual, and even Jeffreys became aware that his
colleague for once in a way was not himself,

The clock had just struck twelve, and the boys
were beginning o look forward to their usual
recess in half an hour's time, when the school
room door suddenly opened and disclosed the
broad figure of Mr. ¥{Us er, followed at a timid
distance by Mrs. Trimhle.

Jonah's face turned pale; Freddy and Teddy
opened their eyes to their widest. Jeffreys on
hearing Freddy mutter ** Father,” looked round
to get a view of the father of his little friends.

Mr. Rosher recognized Trimble with a nod.

‘‘I've coom, you see, lad. 1 want to have a
look at this murderer fellow thee was talking
about. Where is he 2"

It was a thunderclap with a vengeance | Only
two people in the room guessed all it meant,

“Coom—trot him out, man,” repeated the
farmer, noticing the hesitation in Jonah's scared
face. **Is that the chap yonder thee was telling

me of ? " added he, pointing to Jeffreys.
It was all up with Galloway House, and Jonah
knew it.

**Stay where thou
art," said the brawny
farmer, motioning hm
b * Let's have a
Ie at th So thee's
a manslayer? Thou
loaks it.
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with a groan upon the bench and turned a sick-
ened look on his accuser.

‘The dead silence of the room almost stunned
him, He seemed to feel every eye that turned to
him like a dagger in his heart, and there rose up
in his mind a vision of that foutball field far
away, and the senseless figure of the boy who
lay there.

Everything came back, The howl of execra-
tion, the frightened faces, the cap lying where
the boy had flung it, even the chill autumn
breeze in his face. ¥

He knew not how long he sat there stupefied,
The voice of Mr. Rosher roused him.

‘* Coom, now, dost thou say liar still 2

Jefireys struggled to his feet, no longer furi-
ous, but still more terrible in his dejection,

““Yes,"” snapped Jonah, astonished at the ef-
fect of his accusation, and just wise enough to
see that to add to or take away from the story
would be to spoil it. * What did you do to
your poor schoolfellow, young Forrester? Do
you suppose we don't see through you 2"

* Hold thy tongue, little donkey,” said the
farmer ; * let's hear what he has to say.”

For a moment it seemed as if Jeffreys was
about to take him at his wora
and say something. But his
tongue failed him at the critical
moment, land he gave it up,
He had caught sight of Teddy's
eyes fixed on him in mingled
misery and terror, and the
sight unmanned him.

He moved slowly tothe door.

They watched him spell-
bound, and in a moment he
would have gone, had not
Teddy, with a big sob, made a
spring forward and seized him
by the arm.

“Oh, Jeff, it'sa wicked story;
we don't believe it, Freddy,
we don't believe it, do we?
Father, he's been good to us;
and never did anything unkind.
Don’t have him sent away "

This appeal fairly broke the
spell, ‘reddy was at his
brother's side in an instant,
and the rest of the school, had
not Mr. Rosher motioned them
back, would have followed him,

“Teddy and Freddy, my
lads," said the farmer, ** go to
thy seats like good lads, Let
him say yea or nay to what this
—little—peacher says."

' Say you didn't, Jefl," im-
plored the boys.

Jefireys shook his
head sadly.

“T can’t,” he said.
“If he is dead 7

** Oh, he's dead,”
put in Jonah; "7
can tell you that.”

Jeffreys gave one
scared look at the
speaker and then
hurried from the
place.

Mrs. Trimble fol-
lowed him up to his
room,

‘* 1 don't believe it
all,” saidshe ; ** you
never did it on  pur-

, you're not so

d asthat. I won't
believe it even if you
tell me," cried the

ood lady, bursting
into tears,

Jeflreys put  to-
gether his few books
and garments,

“You're going,”
said she, “‘of course,
It's no use hoping
you won't. Here's
two pounds you're
owed—and—"

Jeflreys took the
money, and kept her
hand for a moment
in his.

“You are kind,”
said he, hoarsely.
“Good by, Mrs.
Trimble.”

A terrible pause fol-
lowed—the pause of a
man who struggles for words which will not
come,

He looked terrible indeed; with heaving
chest and bloodless lips and eyes like the eyes of
ahunted wolf. At length he gasped,

** Liar 1"’ and advanced towards the affrighted
Jonah.

But the sturdy Yorkshireman stepped between.

‘* Nay, nay,” said he, **one's enough. Stay
where thou art and let him give chapter and
verse—chapter and verse. He came to me last
night and said thou wast a murderer, and I've
coom to see if thou art. Thou looks one, but
may be thou'rt right to call him a liar."

“* Ask him," gasped Jonah, ** what he did to
his old schoolfellow, young Forrester, and then
let him call me a liar if he likes.”

*“Dost hear, lad 2 What was it thee.did to
thy old schoolfellow, young Forrester ? That's
a fair question, Out with it,”

If Jefireys had looked terrible a moment ago,
he looked still more terrible now, as he sank

He kissed herhand
and took up his

bundle.

At the foot of the stairs a boy's hand was
laid on his arm.

**Oh, Jeff,” whispered Teddy—he had stolen
out of the school room. * Poor Jefi! 1 know
you ain't wicked. Say good by, Jefl. What
shall we do ? What shall we do 2"

' Good by, little chap,” said Jeffreys, stooping
down and kissing the boy's wet cheek.

' But, Jeff, where are you going 2 When will

ou—"

Jeflreys was gone,

In the schoolroom meanwhile the inevitable
reaction had taken place,

As the door closed behind Jeffreys, Jonah,
hardly knowing what he did, gave vent to a
hysterical laugh.

It was the signal for an explosion such as he
had little counted on.

* Thou little dirty toad " said the farmer,
rounding on him wrathfully ; *‘ what dost mean
by that ? Hey ? For shame |”
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“Beast 1" shouted Freddy,
anger and misery.

** Beast | " echoed the school.

Some one threw a wet sponge across the room,
but Mr. Rosher intercepted it.

** Nay, nay, lads; don't waste your clean
things on him. Freddy and Teddy, my lads—

choking with

where's Teddy >—come along home. You've
done with Galloway House."”

““Why, sir,” expostulated the wretched
Jonah—

‘* Hold thy tongue again,” roared the farmer.
‘“Coom away, lads. Thee can take a half holi-
day today, all of you, and if thy parents ask
why, say Farmer Rosher will tell them.”

““I'll have you prosecuted,” growled Trimble,
*“ for interfering with my——"

** Dost want to be shut up in yon cupboard ?”
roared the hot headed farmer. And the hint
was quite enough.

Galloway House on that day turned a corner.
Farmer Rosher, who had sore doubts in his
own mind whether he had done good or harm by
his interference, spoke his mind freely to his
neighbors on the subject of Jonah Trimble, a

roceeding in which his two sons heartily

cked him up.

The consequence was that that worthy young
pedagogue found his scholastic labors =iaterially
lightened—for a dozen boys are easier to teach
than fifty—and had time to wonder whether
after all he would not have served his day and
generation quite as well by looking after his own
affairs as after the most unprofitable affairs of
somebody else.

CHAPTER IX.
HOMELESS AGAIN,

HUS Jeffreys left Galloway House without
a word, and cast himself and his bad
name once more adrift on a pitiless
world.

His steps turned, half mechanically, half by
chance, towards his guardian's house. He had
never been in that quarter of York since the
night of his expulsion, and he did not know
why of all places he should just now turn thither.
His guardian, as he well knew, was even more
pitiless and cynical than ever, and any hope of
finding shelter or rest under his roof he knew
to be absurd. He might, however, be out ; in-
deed he had spoken of going to America, in
which case Mrs. Jessop might be there alone.

One clings to the idea of a home; and this
place such as it was, was the only spot which
for Jeffreys had ever had any pretensions to the
blessed name.

His expectations—if he had any—vanished as
he abruptly turned the corner of the street and
stood in front of the house.

The shutters on the lower floor were closed,
and the windows above were curtainless and
begrimed with dust. A notice ‘“ To Let " stared
out from a board beside the front door, and the
once cosy little front garden was weed grown
and had run to seed.

Jeffreys was inclined to pass on without halt-
ing. He knew his guardian had been in York
within a week, and the house looked as if it had
been deserted for months. Evidently Mr. Hal-
grove must have left it and gone elsewhere
shortly after Jeffreys had quitted his roof, and
it was not likely any one there would have much
satisfaction to give to any inquiries.

Yet he felt impelled to enter the gate and
knock at the door. The knock echoed noisily
through the empty house. Street children for a
month or two past had discovered the same
echoes, and enjoyed the exploit of waking them.
For there was no one there to answer or over-
take them, as Jeffreys, after about five minutes’
patient waiting, discovered.

At length it occurred to him to look again at
the sign and take note of the advice to any one
whom it might concern to ** Apply at No. 8.”

To No. 8, consequently, some way down the
street, he turned his steps. It was a small cot-
tage, occupied by a hard working young widow,
who managed, in spite of the cares of six father-
less children and a mangle, to keep a bright face,
and a decent house over her head.

“No. 1, sir; do you want to sce over it 2"
she said, in reply to Jefireys's inquiry.

“No; but can you tell me what Mr. Hal-
address is now ?"
zrove—no, sir.
empty this five months.”

“T suppose you don't know where I could
find Mrs. Jessop, his old housekeeper 2"

“No, sir, 1 don’t; I don’t know anything of
the people who lived there. Were they friends
of yours, sir 2"

““Mr. Halgrove was my guardian, and the
house used to be my home," replied Jeffreys.

**May be you'd like to look over the old
place?”

“ No, I don't much care,” he said, with a sigh.

The woman was sorry for him.  She could
fancy the feelings of a young man coming home
and finding the old house deserted; and look-
ing round on her own merry family and bright
cottage, she felt for the outcast,

“It's sad for you, young man,” said she, ““if
you expected to find them there. Would you
ask at the police station 2"

“No,” said Jeffreys. *1 dare say I could
find out if 1 tried, but I don’t care.”

“You look tired and worried,” said she,
“Will you stop and have a bite of something
here bifore you go? You're welcome.”

Jeffreys refused gratefully.

**No, thank you, I couldn't eat,” said hs,
almost perplexed by her kindness.  ** How many
children have you?"”

The house has been
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“Six, thank God,"” said the cheery mother,
“and the eldest at work already. Won't you
sit and rest ? " added she.

Jefireys looked round at the pleasant, clean
little cottage, so homelike and happy, and it
sent a pang to his heart. How unlike what he
had ever known! He made an effort, and
moved from the threshold.

‘“No, thank you; you are very good and
kind,” he said. **I have a long way to go, and
must not waste time.”

Just then a boy ran in, shouting :

** Mother, mother, the doggie's come again!"

Before he had uttered the words Julius had
burst into the cottage, barking with delight,
and nearly knocking Jeffreys down with his
caresses.

* Come down, doggie ; it's a strange animal,
sir,” said the woman, *‘ that has come here the
last few days. At least he's come to No. 1 and
waited about there. My boys found him out
and gave him some food, and then they coaxed
him here. But he always goes back and waits
at No. 1. May be you know him, sir2”

1 should think I do,” said Jeffreys, jubi-
lantly. ** He's my guardian's old dog Julius,
aren’t you, Julius? About the only friend I
have in the world.”

“*Think of that, now! We thought he must
belong to the place. Will you take him with
you, sir? The boys are fond of him; but, you
see, he's an extra mouth to fll.”

Julius replied to this proposal himself. If
anything could have said in words, **If he
doesn’t take me, I'll take him,” the bark which
he gave in answer to the question said 1t.

**Oh, yes,” replied Jefireys, ‘*if you will let
me. I mean,” added he, rather nervously,
‘‘won’t you let me buy him of you?”

The manner m which the woman scouted the
proposition brought the blushes to Jeffreys's
cheeks, and after a few more words of grati-
tude he departed with his new friend, with more
faith in the sunshine that hides behind clouds
than ever he had had before.

It was easy to guess the reason of Julius's re-
appearance at the old house. It meant certainly
that Mr. Halgrove was no longer in York; in
other words, it meant almost certainly that Mr.
Halgrove had carried out his intention of sail-
ing for America, and that the dog, either not
allowed to accompany him, or minded to remain
at home, had thrown off his allegiance, and
come back to try what old associations could do
to cure melancholy.

Jeffreys felt a stronger man as he walked out
of York in the deepening twilight with his com-
panion at his heels. He felt that still there was
some one who believed in him despite his bad
name, and some one who would stick to him
through thick and thin, and the thought gave
him a wonderful new hope.

He was in the way of old associations just
now, for almost without knowing it he found
himself quitting York by way of Ash Lane,
every step of which by this time was familiar—
pamfully familiar ground.

CHAPTER X.
ONTHE TRAMP,

EFFREYS walked on rapidly and steadily
for two hours, until the last lingering
glow of the summer light had faded from
the sky and the lights of York behind him

were lost in the night.

‘Then he consulted with Julius on the subject
of a nmight’s lodging. In that warm weather,
and under that cloudless sky, there was little
inducement to seek the shelter of a roof, even
had one presented itself. A field of new mown
hay provided them with the most luxurious bed-
room man could desire. And here they lay
down, like brothers, side by side, Julius sniffing
occasionally, as he dozed off, at the recollection
of Mr. Halgrove and the kind widow’'s boys, Jef-

freys thanking God that, despite his bad name, *

he had friends and hope yet left him.

The thought uppermost in his mind when he
woke next morning was young Forrester. He
felt that it would be useless for him to attempt
anything or hope for ‘anything till he had as-
certained whatever was to be known respecting
the boy's fate. Trimble’s words, which rang in
his ears, had aless positive sound about them.
At least he would find out for himself whether
they were true or false.

Grangerham, the small country town in which
he had ascertained Forrester lived, and to which
he had been removed from Bolsover, was far
enough away from York. Jeffreys had many a
time sought it out on the map and speculated on
how it was to be reached should a summons ar-
rive to call him thither. It was seventy miles
away as the crow flies. Jeffreys had the way
there by heart. He knew what time the trains
left York, what were the junctions along the
line, and how far the nearest railway station
would take him to his journey's end.

Now, however, it was a question of walking,
not riding, The two pounds in his pocket, all
he possessed, scarcely seemed his at all as long
as Mr. Frampton’s school bill was unsettled. At
any rate, it was too precious to squander in rail-
way fares for a man and a dog, who could walk
for nothing.

** We must tramp, Julius,” said he, inspecting
the condition ot his boots, and taking hasty stock
of his little bundle.

Julius perfectly understood the words, and,
jumping up, briskly took the bundle in his
mouth.

** Steady, old boy ! said his master; ‘‘ let's
see what we can throw overboard so as to lighten
the ship. We can't spare the Homer, can we 2"

Julius gasped indignantly at the bare idea of
walking seventy miles without Homer.

**We don't want Colenso’s Algebra, though,
do we ?"

Julius professed implacable aversion to the
unlucky work, which was accordingly abandoned
to the chance edification of some mathematical
plowboy.

*“ What about these old boots ? They didn’t
seem quite bad enough to throw away when I
got my new ones, and yet they're not
enough to wear. Suppose we pitch them away ?”
and he suited the action to the word.

Julius, however, thought otherwise, and walked
gravely after the rejected boots, which he
brought back one after the other in his mouth
and deposited them on the ground at his mas-
ter's feet.

*Oh, all right 1 said Jeffreys. ‘‘ You think
they'd better go, do you? All serene! Now
what about this old paint box ? I never used
it, and the colors have all turned bad. It's the
only present my guardian ever gave me. I can't
make out why he chose it of all things.”

Julius had no objection at all to the sacrifice
of this useless luxury. And so they went on
through the contents of their bundle, till at last
it was weeded of all unnecessary weights, and
assumed very respectable and modest dimen-
sions.

‘Then Jeffreys cut himself a stick from a thorn,
and their preparations were complete.

** What about breakfast ?” said he, as they
started.

Julius had evidently been turning the same
question over in his mind, and pricked up his
ears rather eagerly. It was evident they must
eat if they meant to walk, even if it meant a
hole in Mr. Frampton's two pounds.

So they made their way to the nearest farm-
hotse and respectfully asked if they might pur-
chase a loaf of bread and a drink of milk, and
possibly an egg or two.

The farmer looked hard at Jeffreys and the
dog.
** Tramps ? " asked he.

“* Yes,” said Jeffreys; ‘' but we mean to pay
our way."”

‘“ Not here," said the farmer. ‘ Ifyou'rea
real tramp I don’t want tramps’ money. And if
you're a gentleman I don’t want gentlemen’s
money. So come and make a meal off what
you ean get.”

So the journey was begun in good heart, and
Mr. Frampton's two pounds remained safe at
any rate for a few hours more.

It was a long, harassing journey, over moors
and along steep stony roads. It was not till the
evening of the second day that the footsore
travelers read on a signpost the welcome words,
“‘ Four miles to Grangerham.” They had eaten
little and rested little on the way, and during
the last twelve hours a broiling sun had beaten
down piteously upon them.

*“It’s too late to do any good tonight,” said
Jefireys, sinking down exhausted on the heath.
* We'll camp out here and go to Grangerham
tomorrow.”

So they finished up their little store of pro-
visions and fell asleep almost before they had
ended their meal.

If the journey of the two last days had been
exhausting, the fruitless search of the day that
followed was fully as wearisome. Grangerham
was a pretty big manufacturing town, and
Jeffreys's heart sank within him as soon as he
entered it. For who among these busy crowds
would be likely to know anything of an invalid
old lady and her cripple grandson ?

In vain he inquired in street after street for
Mrs. Forrester's address. Some had not heard
the name. Some knew a public house kept
by one Tony Forrester. Some recollected
an old lady who used to keep a costermonger’s
stall and had a baby with fits. Others, still
more tantalizing, began by knowing all about
it, and ended by showing that they knew noth-
ing. At the police station they looked at him
hard and demanded what he wanted with any-
body of the name of Forrester. At the post of-
fice they told him curtly they could not tell him
anything unless he could give the old lady’s ad-
dress.

At length, late in the day, he ventured to
knock at the door of the clergyman of that part
of the town in which the few residents' houses
seemed to be, and to repeat his question there.

The clergyman, a hard working man who
visited a hundred families in a week, at first re-
turned the same answer as everybody else. No,
he did not know any one of that name.

“* Stay,” he said, ** perhaps you mean old Mrs.
Wilcox.”

Jefireys groaned. Everybody had been sug-
gesting the name of some old lady to him dif-
ferent from the one he wanted.

‘*She had a nephew, I think, who was a
cripple. The poor fellow had had an accident
at school, so I heard. I almost think he died. 1
never saw him myself, but if you come with me
T'll take you to the Wesleyan minister. I think
he knows Mrs. Wilcox.”

Thankful for any clew, howeverslight, Jeffreys
accompanied the good man to the Wesleyan
minister,

“ Mrs. Wilcox—ah, yes,” said the latter, when
his brother pastor had explained their errand.
‘ She died in Torquay five months ago. She
was a great sufferer.”

“ And her nephew ?" inquired the clergyman.

*‘ Her grandson, you mean."

Jeffreys's heart leaped. ‘* What
name ?" he asked, excitedly.

‘“* Forrester, a dear young fellow he was. His
mother, who died out 1n India, was Mrs. Wil-

was his
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cox's only daughter, Yes, poor Gerard For-
rester was brought home from school about six
months ago terribly crippled by an accident. It
was said one of the schoolfellows had 3

** But where is he now 2 Tell me, for mercy’s
sake | " exclaimed Jeffreys.

‘I cannot tell you that,” replied the minister,
‘‘His grandmother was ordered to Torquay
almost as soon as he arrived home. He re-
mained here about a month in charge of his old
nurse ; and then—"

‘* He's not dead | almost shouted Jeffreys,

““Then,” continued the minister, *‘ when the
news came of his grandmother's death th
Grangerham. From all I can hear, Mrs. W
died very poor. 1 believe the nurse intended 1o
try to get him taken into a hospital somewhere ;
but where or how I never knew. I was away in
London when they disappeared, and have never
heard from them since.”

**Isn't his father alive 2"

**Yes. I wrote to him by Mrs. Wilcox's re-

uest. He is an officer in India in the Hussars.

have had no reply ; and cannot be sure that
the letter has reached him, as I see that his regi-
ment has been dispatched to Afghanistan.”

** Did you never hear from the nurse ? " asked
Jefireys.

‘* Never.”

‘““And was it thought Forrester would re-
cover 2"

‘* I believe it was thought that 1f he got special
treatment in a hospital his life might be spared.”

This then was all Jeffreys could ascertain,
Jonah Trimble might be right after all. How
he blamed himself for flying from York as he
;u;d done without extracting the truth before he
eft.

It was too late now.

He begged to be taken to see the house where
Forrester had lived. It was occupied by a new
tenant, and all he could do was to pace up and
down in front of it, in a lonely vigil, and try to
imagine the pale face*which only a few months
back had gazed wearily from those windows on
the active life without, in which he was never
more to take a share.

He had not the courage to wait that night in
Grangerham, although the minister urged him
and Julius, tramps as they were, to do so. He
felt stifled in these narrow streets, and longed
for the fresh heath, where at least he could be
alone.

He accepted, however, the hospitality of his
guide for half an hour in order to write a short
note to Mr. Frampton. He said:

I have come here hoping to hear something of
Forrester. But I can hear nothing more than what
you told me four months ago. He has left bere i
charge of his old nurse, and has not been heard of
since. You will wonder why I have left Ycrk.
Thestory of what happened nl{lolsover reached the
ears of I:( employer's son. He accut me of 1t
before all the school ; and added that he knew
Forrester was dead. 1 could not stand it, and
came away—though 1 feel now that I was foolish
not to ascertain how he had learned what you and
I have not yet been able to hear. It is too terrible
to believe ; and I cannot believe it till I find out for
myself. Where I shall go next 1 do not know, and
feel I do not care. My guardian has left York. [
saw him two days ago before I came away, and he
told me that he should refuse to pay my last half
term’s bill, which came to £7. ix‘mclosc thirty
shillings now-—all I have ; and you may depend on
my sending the rest as soon as 1 can earnit : for I
shall be miserable as long as 1 owe a farthing to
Bolsover.

Having written this dismal letter, and posted
it with its inclosure, he bade farewell to Granger-
ham and wandered forth with the sympathetic
Julius out on to the quiet heath, and there lay
down—not to sleep, but to think.

(70 be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
Gosy. [Me can get you any number you may
want.

— e —
CAPTURING A COW’S CUD.

Everveopy who has ever lived in the country
knows how a cow chews her cud, but it will doubt-
less be a matter of surprise to many to hear that
the loss of this cud will cause the cow to starve to
death.

** There is great excitement.on the farm when the
cow loses her cud,” says a writer in the Ma:/ and
Express. * The boys run as fast as they can for
the cow doctor, and everybody turns to and gets
things ready for him, he cow stands with her
head down and neck stretched out, and 1s altogether
the most woe begone animal you ever saw.

** You see a cow has four stomachs, and what she
eats through the day goes into the first one. And
at night she brings up some of the food from the
first stomach and masticates it. This is called
chewing the cud. After she has done this, it goes
to the second stomach and is digested. If she loses
wer cud, she can't pass the food from the first
stomach to the second, and is bound to starve.

“ When the doctor arrives he slaps the cow's
sides, twists her tail and looks in her mouth. Then
he calls for a piece of salt codfish and puts it in her
mouth. If that fails to bring the cud he rubs her
throat and calls for slippery elm. He puts a wad of
it into her jaws and tries to get her to chew. That
failing, he trics a bunch of grass and a wad of wil-
low leaves. If all fail, a live frog is brought and
started down the cow's throat. This never fais.
The cow gives a heave when the fmg tickles her
windpipe, and up come frog and cud.”

B —
MAKING BAD WORSE.

A Man, being requested by a friend to buy him
some books, forgot all about the matter till he ac-
cidentally met him—then, in his confusion, he en-
deavored to ** set matters straight '’ by nonchalantly
remarking : * By the way, I never got the letter
you wrote about those books."
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BYGONES.
BY CHARLES MACKAY.
Ye doubts and fears that once we knew,
Ye bitter words, of anger born ;
Ye thoughts unkind, and deeds untrue,
Ye feelings of mistrust and scorn
Against your memory we rebel—
We have outlived your foolish day.
No longer in our hearts you
Bygones! Bygones ! pass aw.
But, oh, ye joyous smiles and tear:
Endearments fond, and pleasures past,
Ye hopes of life's first budding years,
Ye loves that seemed too bright to last—
Ye charities and words of peace,
Affection’s sunshine after rain—
Oh never let your blessings cease—
Bygones! Bygones! come again !
—_————————

This story commenced in No. 261.)

The Gruiseofhe Dandy.

BY OLIVER OPTIC,
Author of ** The Young Pilot of Lake Monto-
ban,” ** Always in Luck,” ** Every Inch
a Boy," ** Young America Abroad
Series,” etc.

CHAPTER XXXV.
LUKE'S ROLAND FOR SPOTTY'S OLIVER.

ZNAPTAIN GUSTOFF was in excellent
f@. humor, as he had been the day before.
=/ Hetold Spotty that he was not quite
satisfied in regard to the relative speed
of the Dandy and the Saranac; and he wanted
to try it over again as soon as possible. H in-
vited his guest to the after cabin, The door
was hardly closed behind them before Luke
came out of one of the two staterooms opening
into the cabin.

Spotty wondered if he had been invited into
the cabin to meet the enemy. Captain Gustoff
remained but a few minutes after the appear-
ance of Luke;butif Spotty had been invited
into the cabin, he had not been asked to come
on board of the Saranac. The latter fact did
not look as though a conspiracy had been
worked up against him. But then Luke was
doubtless a very cunning fellow, and he might
have inferred that Spotty would come on board
while he waiting for his owner.

*1 am glad to see you, Spotty,” said Luke,
very pleasantly. *‘ How do like your new situ-
ation ?"”

* First rate,” replied Spotty, looking around
him at the condition of the cabin ; and he no-
ticed that all the blinds of the windows were
closed.

“ I did not expect to see you today ; but I am
none the less glad to meet you on that account.
You and I have a little unfinished business to
attend to,” continued Luke, as he seated him-
self, and invited Spotty to do the same.

“]am not aware that we had any unfinished
business,” replied Spotty, declining the seat by
not taking it.

*‘1 have told you what I wanted, and you
were to consider it,"” added Luke, concealing as
far as he could the interest he felt in the subject.

“I could not very well help considering it,
whether I promised to do so or not,” replied
Spotty, looking towards the door of the cabin.
““The most 1said was that I might give you
the ring and locket when I understood the case
better than I did at that time.”

“*Take a seat and be a little more sociable,
Spotty. I don’t intend to hurt you, for you are
my cousin, and have justas much interest in this
business as 1 have.”

* Your cousin | "' exclaimed Spotty, unable to
conceal his contempt for the liar in front of him.

“Didn't T tell you the facts in the case, and
prove to you that your mother and mine were
sisters ? "' asked Luke.

*You told me so, but you didn't prove it !"

““Wasn't the fact of my knowing about the
ring and locket enough to prove that what I said
was true 2" asked Luke, rather warmly.

**1 don’t think it was. You said your mother
was my mother's sister. I happen to know that
your mother had no sister,” replied Spotty,
quietly.

**You happen to know it!"” exclaimed the
villain.

“Whether 1 know it or not, I believe it,”
added the captain of the Dandy. ‘' Of course,
this part of the story being without foundation,
all the rest is pure invention, I wish to speak
out plainly what I think.”

“How do you happen to know that my
mother had no sister 2" asked Luke, evidently
astonished by the position taken by the captain,
as well as greatly chagrined.

“I had it from one that knew your mother’s
family well ; and I think there can be no doubt
of the fact as I state it.”

*But who is the person that told you? It
may be some one that never saw my mother,
for she has been dead nearly twenty years.”

‘It may have been, but it was not. 1 don't
think it is of any use for usto talk any more
about this matter. The story you told me had
not a particle of truth in it,” replied Spotty, as
he moved towards the door.

“1 don't think there is any one in these parts
that knew my mother,” persisted Luke. *' Don't

in a hurry, Spotty. We might as well come
to an understanding about this matter now as at
anyother time. It must be settled.”

*1 have come to an understanding about it
already : and the sooner you do so the better it
will be for both of us,” answered Spotty, who
certainly desired to have the matter disposed of.
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‘“ What understanding have you come to,
Spotty 2" asked Luke.

*“That I will have nothing more to do with
the matter, and I don’t want to say another
word about it. You deceived me before, or
tried to do so, and—"

** I deceived you | ™ interposed the villain.

“You did ; you told me that your mother
was my mother’s sister.”

‘* And that is true. You are acousin of mine.
The only wrong 1 have done you was in trying
to get the estate in England for myself, without
sharing it with you. But I told you the last
time we met that I would divide it with you ;
and I am sure there could be nothing fairer than
this. I should have all the trouble and expense
of recovering the property. I should have gone
to England by this time, if you had given me
the ring and locket.”

Spotty could not help smiling, in spite of him-
self, at the matter of fact mannerin which Luke
still handled his fiction. Of course his uncle
knew more about his mother’s family than Luke
himself, and Spotty was sure there could be no
mistake in his information. He wondered in
what manner Luke intended to get the two arti-
cles under the present circumstances.

*1 think I have said all I have to say about the
matter,” said Spotty, walking over to the door
of the cabin.

The captain grasped the handle of the door,
and was about to open it and escape from the
presence of one whose society was far from
agreeable to him,

But the door was locked.

He tried it two or three times, and then he
realized that he had been locked into the cabin
by Captain Gustoff. The latter had been so
pleasant and so magnanimous to him that it
was hard to believe he had engaged in a con-
spiracy to entrap him., But the fact was before
him, and he could not evade it.

Spotty looked at Luke. That worthy was
still seated in an arm chair, with a very diaboli-
cal expression on his face. 1f he had spoken,
perhaps he would have said, **It is your next
move, Spotty.” But he did not say anything.
He only looked at his prisoner, and seemed to
enjoy Spotty's astonishment and disgust at the
situation in which he found himself.

Spotty could not help asking himself what
these proceedings meant. He had been cap-
tured, and so far as he could see he was at the
mercy of the enemy. He looked around 4t the
windows. They appeared to be open, though
the blinds were closed. But it would be quite
impossible for him to escape through one of
them, for Luke could lay hands on him before
he could make his way out.

Spotty had no revolver with him this time,
and it was possible that the villain was supplied
with such a weapon.

‘“ Well, Spotty ?" said" Luke, when the for-
mer had satisfied himself that he was a pris-
oner.

‘The captain of the Dandy looked at him, but
made no reply. He was not alarmed at the
situation, though he was sorry to find that Cap-
tain Gustoff had gone over to the enemy. The
Saranac wasstill at the wharf, and within a few
yards of the Dandy. If he should cry out, he
had no doubt that Tom would come to his
aid, procuring all the assistance that might be
needed to make a successful onslaught on the
boat.

*“This is the after cabin of the Saranac,”
said Luke, with a satirical smile. ** It isn't quite
so elegantly fitted up as the after cabin of the
Dandy, but it is the best cabin on board. 1
suppose she has a hole in the forward part, such
as that where you kept me all day. But I don’t
condemn you to such a place as that.”

Spotty thought that silence was discretion,
and discretion the better part of valor, and he
made no reply to the remarks of his captor. He
was not willing to discuss the subject which ap-
peared to occupy the thoughts of Luke night
and day ; and it was useless to provoke him by
any strong talk. He saw that, for the present
at least, he was in the power of the enemy, and
that he had better follow the example set him
by his companion, and submit to the inevitable.

‘* Spotty, all my future life depends upon the
possession of the ring and the locket. They
would enable me to right a fearful wrong, done
to me as well as to you. You don't feel it as I
do, though you would if you understood it as
well. I have been cheated out of my birthright,
and others are reveling in the wealth that be-
longs to me.”

*“Let them revel,” thought Spotty ; but he
concluded that it was not expedient to say so.

“You have the means of making me an
horest, true, and good man, Spotty,” continued
Luke.

*1f T had the means, I should certainly be
very glad to use them for such a purpose,” re-
plied Spotty, who could not be silent over such
an Sue.

“*Give me the ring and the locket, and the
result will be achieved, not at once, but in due
time,” replied the villain, gently, as though he
had found the weak spot in the nature of the
captain.

**To make you rich is not to make you an
honest, true, and good man,” replied Spotty.
It often has the contrary effect.”

“It would not with me. If you give me
those things I shall be restored to my birth-
right,” added Luke. ** With that my self re-
spect will be recovered, and I shall be a true
man,"

“1 shall not give them to you. They are
the only memorials I have of my mother, ex-
cept a portrait of her and the Bible she used

to read. Iam not willing to part with them,
and I cannot see how they concern you, since
the story you told me is all fiction. If I must
speak, it was your uncle who told me that your
mother had no sister, and I believe he knows
more about the matter than you do.”

** My Uncle Paul |” exclaimed Luke, spring-
ing out of his chair, his face red with anger and
excitement. ** You have spoken to him about
this matter ? "

*‘1 have,” replied Spotty, even glad to find
he had struck on a point where his companion
was sensitive.

*“You have talked with my uncle about my
mother and her sister ?” repeated Luke, ap-
parently knocked out of his play by this infor-
mation.

‘1 have, and your uncle assured me that your
mother never had a sister, and consequently I
know that your explanation was an invention
made to satisfy me, I don't care to say any-
thing more,” replied Spotty, as he seated him-
self at one of the windows.

At that moment the propeller of the Saranac
began to revolve. Lowering the blind, Spotty
found that the boat was a mile from the wharf.
He had Luke’s Roland for his own Oliver.

CHAPTER XXXVIL
LUKE FINDS HIMSELF IN HIS OWN TRAP.

HE Saranac’s propeller turned slowly at
first, but presently Spotty heard the
speed bell, and the boat was soon going
at the rate of at least ten miles an hour.,

Precisely the strategy which he had played off on

Luke had now been turned upon him. Of

course the captain of the Dandy did not enjoy

the situation.

A very short and sharp whistle from the pilot
house of the Saranac attracted the attention of
the prisoner in the cabin. It was not long
enough to be a signal for passing steamers. But
Spotty was not long left to conjecture what it
might mean, for at the sound, Luke hastened
to the door of the cabin, thus indicating that it
was a signal agreed upon to call him, or to ap-
prise him of some fact or condition.

Luke tried the door; but it was as much
locked when he tried it as when his prisoner did
so. Captain Gustoff could not very well have
locked in the one without rendering the same
service to the other. In a word, both Spotty
and his captor were prisoners in the cabin.

Luke uttered an exclamation of impatience
when he realized the situation. He had no
means of communicating with thé captain, and
the pilot could not leave the wheel, even if he
knew the situation, to open the door.

Luke tried the door as many times as Spotty
did so, but it was as obstinate as it had been
when the latter found that he was a prisoner.
The villain stooped down, and looked into the
keyhole. Spotty had done this, and found the
key wasin it on the outside. Luke discovered
the same thing.

The prisoner who had imprisoned the other
prisoner was certainly not so well reconciled to
his captivity as his companion was. He began
to exhibit his impatience by walking up and
down the cabin. Spotty was afraid he might be
so wrathy as to vent his ire upon him, and he
looked about him for such means of defense as
the cabin might afford. He was strongly averse
to a fight of any kind, but he was not willing to
be beaten without making the best possible re-
sistance. There appeared to be nothing in the
cabin in the shape of a cudgel ; or if there was,
he did not know where to look for it.

Walking did not improve Luke's temper. He
seemed not to be able to walk off his wrath in
that manner. It was useless to walk since he
could not walk out of the cabin. At last he
rushed to one of the starboard windows, Spotty
being still on the port side, and with a desperate
hand shoved down the blind.

** Captain Gustoff ! Captain Gustoff ! " he
called.

But the propeller of the Saranac was beating
and hammering under the stern of the boat, and
the water was surging so as to contribute not a
little to the noise, so that the captain evidently
did not hear the sound. Luke repeated his call
several times in a much louder tone, but with no
better success. Spotty wondered whether Cap-
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intensely absorbed in turning the key in the
lock, and forcing it out of its place, Spotty laid
his body down on the sill of the window, and
slowly worked his way through till his shoulders
were on the cutside, when he made a flying
Zprikng, and landed on his hands upon the main
eck.

He was out of the cabin. Luke ran to the
window he had opened, and shouted again. The
pilot house was only open in front, for it had no
back windows like those in the Dandy ; and the
impatient prisoner could not force the sound of
his'voice so that it would reach the ear of the
captain.

Spotty picked himself up, and listened to the
calls of his late fellow prisoner. Then he con-
cluded that it would be better for him to go aft
than to go forward, for he did not care to en-
counter Captain Gustoff until he understood his
views on the question of imprisoning a fellow
Champlainer a little better.

‘When he reached the stern of the boat, he was
delighted to see the Dardy steaming down the
bay with all the speed she could command. He
wondered who was at the wheel; but he was
sure that Tom Gates would get the best speed
out of the boat on an occasion like the present.
He concluded that the whistle he had heard
some time before, and which had been several
times repeated, was to inform Luke that the
Dandy was in pursuit, or to call him from the
cabin that he might see for himself.

Towing astern of the Saranac was the little
tender of the steamer. Of course this diminished
the speed of the craft, and it was through care-
lessness that the boat had been left there, in-
stead of being taken on board. But Spotty
concluded that 1t had been left there for his use,
At any rate he lost no time in casting off the
painter, and giving it a turn around a cleat,

With no little difficulty, he hauled the boat
up near enough to the stern of the steamer to
enable him to get into it. With the end of the
painter in his hand, he transferred himself to
the bow of the boat. Then, letting go of the
rope, he allowed the little craft to go adrift.

At this moment the Saranac was just begin-
ning to round Cumberland Head, and che had
gone quite near the shore. As soon as the boat
was clear of the steamer, Spotty seized the oars
he found in it, and began to pull with all his
might for the land. In a few minutes he was
behind the point, where the pilot of the Saranac
could not see him.

By this time it was evident to Spotty that the
Saranac was hurrying to keep out of the way of
the Dandy. It seemed to be a good time for
the race which Captain Gustoff was so anxious
to try with the Dandy. Spotty thought he
should’ like to be somewhere near the Saranac
when her captain discovered that he had made
a prisoner of his employer, for he had no doubt
that Luke had chartered the boat to capture
him, and assist in obtaining the ring and locket.

‘The more he thought of his cruise of an hour
in the Saranac, the more he thought it wasa
regularly organized conspiracy to entrap him.
He was astonished to think how easily Ee had
escaped. The odds had seemed to be all against
him half an hour before. He wondered what
Luke meant to do with him, and in what man-
ner he intended to make him give up the cher-
ished relics of his mother.

The Dandy was at least a mile astern of the
Saranac. It was probable that Tom had seen
him go on board of the Saranac, and when he
saw her under way, and moving out of the
harbor, he had procured a pilot, and given
chase. Before Spotty could reach the shore, he
saw the bow of the Saranac come out from be-
hind the point.

She was moving at her best speed. In pre-
cisely what manner her captain had discovered
Spotty's absence he could not determine. He
did not see Luke in the pilot house, nor any-
where about the deck. The steamer succeeded
in getting inside of him, and prevent_d Spotty
from reaching the shore.

There was no retreat for him in the direction
of the land, and the next best thing was to pull
for the Dandy. But she was a mile off, and
the chance of reaching her was not good. Cap-
tain Gustoff handled his craft very well, and in
two minutes more, Spotty, in spite of all his
endeavors to give her a wide berth, found her

tain Gustoff was really in the ¢ 'y, Or was
playing off a trick upon his companion in cap-
tivity.

It was no use to yell from the stern of the
boat, for the propeller seemed to have a mon-
opoly of the right 10 be heard. Luke gave it up;
but he appeared to have no intention of sub-
mitting to his fate. From the window he rushed
to the door of the cabin, which opened upon a
little bit of quarter deck, two or three feet be-
low the main deck.

The impatient prisoner took something from
his pocket, and went to work upon the lock of
the dou. Spotty thought it not improbable
that he had implements used by dangerous men
upon locks, for he had known him to work upon
a job of that kind.

Spotty had already taken the measure of the
window, and considered how he could best put
his mortal frame through it in the mest expedi-
tious manner. Luke was twenty three years
old, five feet ten in height, and rather a large
man. Doubtless he had considered the idea
of getting out by the way of one of the windows,
and it had not looked practicable to him. His
judgment had served him a good turn, for the
windows were small for the passage of a person
of his size.

Spotty was not so large by a considerable avoir-
dupois. While Luke with his implement was

ide the tender.

** What do you mean, Captain Hawke, b;
stealing my boat 2" shouted Captain Gustoff,
with a broad laugh on his face.

‘* What do you mean by stealing me ? " de-
manded Spotty, in reply.

Captain Gustoff rang his bell, and then came
down upon the main deck. Grasping a boat-
hook, he caught the painter of the tender, and
hauled it on board. With the rope in his hand,
he went aft with it, and secured it at the cleat,
as Spotty had found it.

‘Don’t you think you had better come on
board again, Captain Hawke ? " asked the cap-
tain, with a broad grin on his face.

‘1 think I will, for the Dandy will be here in
a few minutes now,” replied Spotty, suiting the
action to the word,

“*What did you want of that boat, Captain
Hawke 27

** I wanted to get off in it,” replied Spotty, as
he followed the captain forward. ‘1 did not
like my room mate.”

** Unlock the cabin door, captain, and let me
out,” growled Luke, from one of the windows.

The captain turned to grant this reasonable
request, and Spotty did the same. The latter
reached the door first, and, taking the key from
the lock, he tossed it into the lake.

(70 be continued.)
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THE COMMON LOT.
BY H. W. LONGFELLOW,

Troucu the mills of God grind slowly,
Yet they grind exceeding small ; %
Though with patience He stands waiting,
‘With exactness grinds He all..

-t

The Valley of Wallagiera.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.
Jpwo of Mr. Nugent's bullocks had broken

from the paddock at Toonarbin Run dur-
ing the night, and Rafe, Mr. Nugent's
nephew, and one of the stock keepers,
started out in search of them on horseback, with
a couple of collie dogs loping along in the rear.

Australian scenery is grandly impressive al-
ways. Particularly so at early sunrise, when
nature is shaking off the night’s slumber. Too-
narbin Range was aglow with golden light,
peak upon peak rising skyward as far as the eye
can reach, The
missing  bullocks
were seen about
noon in company
with a herd of half
wild cattle. Dick,
the keeper, flour-
ished his stock
whip in their direc-
tion.

' Stay you here,
Master Rafe,” he
said, hurriedly,
“while [ cut the
two strays out
from the herd—
head them if they
turn away from
the run,” and off
he went at full
gallop. It was
many a long day
before Rafe saw
him again.

Instead of
breaking, the herd
plunged forward
en masse, the bul-
locks mn the midst.
Cattle and keeper
alike disappeared
in a cloud of dust.
One of the collies
followed at the
heels of the stockman's horse,
The other remained behind with
Rafe.

This collie suddenly started a
big kangaroo—a **boomer,” or
man kangaroo, as the colonists
say — from the under scrub.
Before Rafe could pull hus
ster pistol the boomer was out
of sight in a little grove of oak
at the right,

Forgetung drover and bul-
locks, Rafe urged his horse for-
ward in pursuit, guided by the
wild barking of the collic, and
an occasional glimpse of the
mouse colored animal making
tremendous bounds through the
scrub, which was broken by
patches of clear upland in
places.

Absorbed in the ardor of the
chase, Rafe did not think of the
danger of losing himself n the
bush. On and still on, when,
suddenly emerging from the
thick growth, the banks of a
tortuous creek appeared belore
him. In a shallow part of the
stream stood the boomer at hay.
Not being able to use his hind
foot, armed with its long, sharp
pointed claw, the huge beast,
almost as large as an average
sized man, had laid hold on the
poor collie and thrust it under
water, despite the dog's best
efforts at sell preservation.

Springing grum his saddle,
Rafe balanced the holster pis-
tol across the bend of his left
arm, and fired with correct aim.,

‘The big animal fell with a splash, shot through
the heart,

With infinite difficulty Rafe dragged the
boomer ashore, while the half drowned collie
sat panting on the bank. Then Rob began for
the first time to look about him,

He was surrounded by virgin forest, whose
silence was only broken by the babble of the
creek flowing over some stony obstructions and
the chatter of occasional flocks of parrots flying
high over the everglade, It was noon by the
sun, and having heedlessly left his pocket com-
pass behind, Rafe, like the eloquent orator,
“ knew no north, no south, etc.” Even the
peculiar shaped, snow clad crests of the Toonar-
bin Range seemed to have changed their indi-
viduality, In fact, Rafe was lost.

But he was a plucky young fellow, who had
lived from boyhood on his uncle's stock farm in
the wildest portion of the Warragarra district.
Twice before he had been similarly placed, and
after hours of wandering made his way back.

The first thing Rate did was to cut off the
‘boomer's immense tail, not as a trophy, but as
a choice tid bit for a roast. This he secured
behind the saddle, and, whistling the collie, led
his horse up from the banks of the creek, where
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he stood for a moment trying to guess at the
points of the compass.

A sliihl ustling in the long grass behind him,
and a short, quick bark from the shepherd dog
caused Rafe to turn his head quickly, at the
same time involuntarily stretching out one hand
in the direction of his ¥mls:er pistol.

icker than a flash his right wrist was
clutched and held in a vise-like grip. At the
same moment a laughing, ebony hued face,
showing far more of intelligence than is seen in
the features of the average Australian native,
was brought within range of his astonished
VISI0D.

Now Rafe was strong and muscular for his
years, yet though his laughing captor seemed a
mere boy, Rafe was astonished to find that he
could not release his wrist from the wiry black
fingers until the latter relaxed of their own ac-
cord.

“No use, white fellow; Mayfu cobung ma-
fomg (very strong)" said the black, good na-
turedly. He wore a sort of sheepskin coat

him; the cold damper and roast boomer tail
became alike repugnant.

“ I am sick, said Rafe, wearily, and lay down
on the purple heath as he spoke.

Mayﬁ unstrap the blanket from behind
Rafe's saddle, and arranged it for a pillow. He
then fastened the horse with a picket rope, and
gntting water {rom the creek, bathed Rafe's

urning temples.

It was midsummer, and the air, even as night-
fall came on, was mild and balmy., Too dizzy
and confused to think, or hardly care, Rafe lay
in a half waking drowse, hearing the thousand
voices of pight in an Australian forest, seeing
the fireflies blazing through the air, and con-
scious that Mayfu squatted beside him, and
seemed never to close his eyes in slumber.

At early dawn the black took the tin " billy "
from behind Rafe's saddle, and disappeared.
Half an hour later he returned. The billy was
half full of glossy n leaves having a peculiar
aromatic smell. - These Mayfu steeped in water
over the fire.

‘ Drink, my master,” he said, authori-
tatively holding the tin to Rafe's parched
lips while he supported his head.

The draught seemed to give him a sort
of unnatural physical strength, though
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without arms, and short leather breeches—noth-
ing else—and Rafe saw at a glance that the
stranger was unlike any of the natives employed
in and about the stock farm,

“Who are you, any way ?" he asked, bluntly.

“ Mayfu," was the briefl response, And May-
{u professed entire ignorance of the locality, his
people—so he said with pantomimic gesture—
living further away to the north, in the Walla-
giera, or Valley of the Mountain of Fire.

One peculiarity Rafe noticed. That while
Mayfu used at times the singular dialect of the
Australian black, he could speak a fairly good
‘' pigeon English.”

Thus as a little later Rafe produced some cold
‘“damper " with a view to lunch, while Mayfu
started a_ fire, the latter exclaimed in reference
to the tail of the boomer he had begun to skin :

“*Baal flying doe this one mine think it,”"
meaning that the kangaroco must have been of
uncommon size, while in the next breath he
asked, with a sharp glance in Rafe's face:

“What matter white fellow ? You look like
si For all at once Rafe had felt a strange
dizziness and weakness come over him, not un-
like that which is a prelude to the fever of the
Australian lowlands, His appetite suddenly left

Rafe himself, as nearly as he knows, was half
delirious when a little later Mayfu helped him
into his saddle.

What followed was like the wild fantasies
of a confused dream. Half supported on his
horse by Mayfu's strong arm, Rafe was indis-
tinetly conscious of hours—it might have been
days—ol continuous ongoing, through great de-
files and wooded plains, over grass clad hills
and in primeval forests. Then the way led up-
ward, among immense elevations of volcanic
origin. Lava and pumice were crushed by the
horse's feet,

Up and still up among the eternal snows, yet
strange as it may seem, Rafe seemed neither
conscious of cold, hunger, loss of sleep, or
fatigue. From time to time Mayfu gave him to
drink from a hollow gourd of the infusion he
had prepared.

When the light of reason dawned again in
Rafe’s mind, he was lying on a couch of fra-
grant grass. Above his head was a bark roof;
the sides of the smoke stained interior were of
rough slabs driven deep in the earth. Through
the open doorway and between the trunks of.
great fern trees he caught a glimpse of moun-
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tain slopes tovered with dense verdure rising on
every side,

Near him, on a pile of kangaroo skins, sata
young girl, seemingly near his own age. And
in all his dreams Rafe had never seen anything
half so beautiful. Her skin was dazzlingly fair,
her eyes dark and lustrous, and her hair, in-
tensely black and silky, fell over the folds of a
simple dress of print in a wonderful cloud.

0, he was not dreaming. For close beside
her was Nero, the collie dog, who, as his mas-
ter stretched out his wasted hand, licked it,
whining a joyful recognition.

““Where am 1?" Rafe feebly asked; * and
please—who are you ?"

“In the Valley of Wallagiera,” was the quiet
reply; “‘and I am Valetta; my father is the
chief man of our settlement.”

But it was not till two or three days after-
ward, when Rafe, strengthened by savory broths,
was able to sit outside in the cooling shade, that
he learned from Valetta, who had constituted
herselfl his nurse, more particulars as to the
‘Wallagiera settlement.

It would seem that nearly two hundred years
before, some Europeans had been shipwrecked
on the west coast. They had penetrated far in-
land, where they were taken prisoners by some
of the Garri tribes. On condi-
tion that their lives were spared,
all but four had taken native
wives. Their descendants a
hundred years later had little
or no trace of native blood, and
were socially ostracized by the
Garris on that account. d-
ing together, they penetrated
the interior, hitherto untrodden
by man, With them was a
missionary who had wandered
from the coast to the Garri
country, where he had been bat
ill received. The little com-
pany finally reached the valley
of Wallagiera, where they lo-
cated permauently.

Rafe was not lacking in am-
bition, nor was he in any sense
discour; .  But a stronger
motive than either I have men-
tioned prevented his return to
civilization. Valetta was the
most beautiful girl he had ever
seen, and as as she was
beautiful. Rafe had no one in
the world belonging to him ex-
cepting his Uncle George, who
had a family of his own,

Nearly ten years later, an ath-
letic, bronzed, full bearded
young man of twenty seven or
eight rode into the yard of Mr,
George Nugent's extensive
stock farm in the Warragara
district just at sundown.

The helper who came forward
to take his horse was an elderly
man, with a peculiarly shaped
hll'lﬁlsur across his nose.

€ stran, lanced inquir-
ingly in his Faﬂceg v

**Well, Dick Bricher,” he
said, quietly, ** did you cut out
the two bullocks you and I went
in search of from Uncle
George's stock farm, nine or
ten years ago?"”

Old Dick stared, whistled,
and uttered a great exclama-
tion which brought half the
household out on the stoop.

“Well, durn my cabbage
tree if it beant Master Rale,”
he shouted. And it was.

Yet no persuasion or plead-
ings on the part of Mr. and
Mrs, Nugent availed to keep
Rafe with them beyond the one
night.

** My wife and children await
my coming with anxious hearts,
and Mayfu, my servant man,
will hardl till I come
back to the valley of Walla-
giera," he said, in answer to all
solicitation to stay longer. An
impulse to once more look upon
civilization had seized the
recluse for so many years, and
he had cbeyed it. But his only longing—the
impulse gratified—was to return.

** Yes, I am perfectly happy,” he said, at part-
ing. **My wife is the most beautiful and best
woman in the world, and my children are like
her. Our wants are simple, and we never go
beyond the valley for them, Farewell.”

or would Rafe suffer any one to accompany
him on his return. *‘ So far as we can prevent
it, we want no one from the warld outside to
enter Wallagiera Valley," he told them. Andto
this day it is not known that any have,

But Rafe will never again return to civiliza-
tion, Why should he, indeed ?

e —

THE CHAMPION WHOOPER.
Manacer (to new man who took the part of an
Indian chief in a Wild West drama)—Say, them
war whoops and general yells of your'n was great.
They was the hit of the piece.” You must have
In;egall your life with the Comanches.”
i New Man—*" Never saw a Comanche or any other
njun.”
hMa?ager (surprised)—*' Where d'ye git them yells,
then?’
New Man—** ] used todrive on a New York milk
route,"
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THE MYSTERY OF LIFE.
BY LORD BYRON,

Between two worlds life hovers like a star.
*Twixt night and morn, upon the horizon's verge.
How little do we know that which we are!
How less what we may be !

THE

Lest@oeldfine.

By FRANK H. CONVERSE,

Author of ** Van," '* In Southern Seas," ' The
Mystery of a Diamond," elc., efc.

CHAPTER XX.
THE DEFENSE OF THE RANCH.
OUISIANA, Doris's maid, and Carlotta,
the stout q cook, were ap d
of the anticipated attack, and told that
ready on his way to bring

Pedro was
relief.

Louisiana promptly went into hysterics. Quite
as promptly the cook went into the kitchen and
started a fire under the biggest wash boiler full
of water.

“ Don’t fret yer little self, Miss Doris,” she
said with solemn assurance, ** dem robbers as de

oung gemman don' shoot afore the colonel gits
{Ere, I'll scald.” And when Louisiana had suf-
ficiently composed herself, the four proceeded to
barricade the lower half of the narrow windows
with mattresses as a protection against possible
bullets. Then a bounte-
ous supper was brought
in, to which Rob at least
did ample justice despite
his anxiety.

Nothing more could be
done but await results.
Rob and Doris seated
themselves on the veranda
in the pale moonlight, in
such a position as to face
the wooded slope through
which the wagon road
across the divide had been
cut by Colonel Lamonte's
workmen.

It was by this road that
the coming of friends or
foes might be looked for.
1i Mrs. Roth and her boys
or Bunyap and Chip
made their appearance,
all would be well. With
their aid, Rob knew that
he could successfully re-
pel twice the anticipated
number of outlaws,

Of this the two at first
talked. Then insensibl
Rob was led to
more freely than he had
ever done, even to Chip.

And thus Doris learned

the true history of Rob's
“mining interests,” of
which Chip had spoken so
grandly. But her sur-

prise at the revelation was
as nothing compared with
her breathless interest as
her companion modestly
narrated his experience
since leaving New Or-
leans.

*Why, it is more ex-
citing l{lan any story I
ever read,” she said more
than once, to Rob's secret
gratification.

And so the hours wore
on. The moon climbed
higher and higher till hill-
side, forest, and low lying
valley were flooded with
radiance. But though the
two intently watched the
even surface of the river
bottom which lay between
the end of the sloping
wagon track and the ranch itself, there were
no signs of coming friend or foe.

Midnight was now past. 1If all had gone well
with Pedro, it was a satisfactory thought that
Colonel Lamonte and a small regiment of
mounted cowboys were spurring forward by the
river trail in the direction of the ranch,

The clock struck the small hours with manot-
onous regularity. The cook snored by the
kitchen fire, Louisiana indulged in naps broken
by nervous starts on a hide bottomed lounge in
the hall. Doris on the veranda had subsided
into silence. Leaning back in a wicker chair
with closed eyes, her fine face thrown into strong
relief by the clear moonlight, she made a very
charming picture.

. At least so thouglit Rob, whose heart was beat-
ing rather faster than its wont, as he remem-
bered that he was the young girl's sole protection.

But what if after all there should be some mis-
lﬂ;: or the plans of Rafe and Jack Vance be
cl

s,

A slight pressure on his arm interrupted Rob's
meditations, and he turned quickly. Doris, who
had softly risen from the chair, pointed silently
toward the sloping hillside. The moon was just
beginning to dip behind the bare crest of the
divide. Outlined sharply against its whiteness
was a mounted horseman, who, moving slowly
across the broad disc, was succeeded by another
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and another, till seven had thus

come into sight.

Rob drew a long breath, seized his rifle, which
had been resting against the side of the house,
and motioned Doris to enter.

The door of thick oak plank was closed, and
two stout bars dropped in place. Lowering one
of the two front windows at the top, Rob took
his position behind the mattress barricade with
his rifle Leld in readiness.

Of course it was not expected that he alone
and unaided could hold the ranch against seven
well armed outlaws, But by being found pre-

instead of being caught napping it was

oped that the outlaws might be held in check

for a time at least, and meanwhile help might
arrive from Colonel Lamonte and his men,

As Rob stood at his post, he caught himself
more than once half wishing that Doris had a
little of Mrs. Roth's readiness for the fray.
‘With her donble gun at the other window, she
would help to carry out the idea that the ranch
was better prepared to resist an
attack than the enemy had been
led to believe.

But Mrs, Roth and Doris were
two very different individuals,
both by natural temperament
and surroundings. Only a more
dire emergency than anything
anticipated by the young girl
would suggest such a course of
action on her part.

Twenty minutes passed in si-
lent suspense. Then, through
the obscurity, Rob made out the
forms of some half dozen men

stealing up from the wagon trail toward the
house,

“ Stop

Rob hardly recognized his own voice, which,
hoarse with repressed excitement, broke the
stillness of the night.

‘* Come a step nearer and we fire!” he again
called, as a sudden halt showed that the outlaws
had taken the hint.

“*It's only one of them cattle punchers,” said
one of the number, ** Come on, make a rush!"

But the sharp report of Rob’s rifle rang out
from one window, while to his surprise the re-
port of another came from the window on the
opposite side of the hall. For Carlotta, the
cook, waxing bold, had laid hold on a revolver
that hung in the colonel's room, and, shutting
both e(yes, discharged it at random in the direc-
tion of the voice which had last spoken.

A smothered exclamation from some one of
the assailants showed that one of the two bul-
lets had found its billet,

* Nate's hit—let em have it, boys 1" A harm-
less fusillade from the outlaws’ weapons was
followed by another attempt to rush forward
under cover of smoke and darkness combined.
Rob fired twice in quick succession, but without
visible effect, excepting to cause a briefl retreat.

‘‘Hang it, Nate, you said there wasn't to
guns left on the premises ‘cepting an old Mexi-

T

can blunderbuss,” he heard Rafe growl, ‘‘ an'
instid there's some one a pumpin’ ketridges into
a Winchester fast's he kin work the lever.”

Nate's reply was inaudible. Then Brayton's
voice rose clear and distinct :

** If Miss Lamonte will hand over the money
received by her father for the cattle he sold last
week, which we know to in the house, 1
pledge my honor that we will make her no fur-
ther trouble.”

Rob was about to reply, when Doris, pale but
calm, sprang to his side.

*“ And if I refuse ?” she called, in a slightly
tremulous voice,

*‘ Then,” shouted Rafe, before Brayton could
reply, *“we'll bust in the door an' hunt fer the
cash our own selves. Ef we don’s find it we'll
do the nex' best thing—burn the shanty down.”

“We'll give you E\'e minutes to decide in,"
added Brayton,” so look sharp 1™

As Doris knew, the threat was not an idle one.
In this wild region bands of desperadoes had
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committed more atrocious deeds than this, And
it seemed as though her courage suddenly began
to fail.

““What shall we do 2" she exclaimed, stand-
ing irresolutely in the middle of the floor. And
as he spoke, Doris drew from a pocket amon
the folds of her skirt a bulky wallet, which Rol
knew must contain her father's money. -

Do ?" repeated Rob, with simulated cheer-
fulness ; *“ why, nothing at all, except wait. It
is growing lighter in the east, and if we can hold
them in check a little longer, your father will
certainly be here.”

At the same time he realized the uncertainties
of his attempted encouragement. If anything
had happened to Pedro—

On !ﬁe other hand, the proposed compromise
gave him a little hope.

'*They must think we are a stronger party
than they reckoned on meeting, or they would
not parley with us,” he said, encouragingly.
But Rob was not up to all the wiles of Messrs,
Rafe and Brayton,

“1 almast wish T had taken your advice,"
again remarked Doris, drawing a little nearer
her protector.

Rob's eyes were fixed on the group of ruffians
before the house. They were dimly visible in
the uncertain light of coming dawn; and it
seemed to him, though he could not be quite
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positive on the point, that the number of the
assailants was diminished, Possibly his last
two shots had after all been effective,

It never occurred to Rob that the villainous
gang might be planning a strategic attack upon
another part of the ranch.

‘*Never mind, Miss Doris,” he responded,
cheerfully. ‘I think we shall save your father's
money and the ranch beside. If we can only
hold them in check a little longer—"

A shrill scream—in fact, a brace of them—
from the rear of the building brought Rob's
speech to an abrupt termination,

‘*Fo' de Lawd—dem fellers is choppin’ frew
de back shutters | ™

Thus exclaimed Louisiana, in high falsetto, as
she rushed into the room, quite frantic with ter-

ror,

At the back of the house the two sashless win-
dows were protected by stout wooden shutters,
always closed at night and fastened on the in-
side. While the beleaguered party were sup-

to be considering
rayton's proposition,
two or three of the out-
laws had stolen round to
the rear with axes taken
from one of the out
buildings.

Doris was first to re-
cover from the shock of
the threatened danger.

‘“Watch the front!”
she exclaimed, ever
trace of her previous hesi-
tation seeming to be ban-
ished by this new emer-

gency.

Snatching her double
gun from a pair of elk
antlers nailed to the wall,
4 she hurried from the

- room, followed by the
= colored girl, whose voice
was upraised in wild
lamentation.

Never had Rob dreamed
of being placed in such a
terrible emergency. From
the rear came the sound
of axes plied with fierce
fury. 1In front were four
desperate men rushing
forward, and . firing as
they ran.

Two reports from the
back room followed
closely upon those of his
own Winchester. He
saw one man stagger and
fall back as a result of
his own fire.

“Rob—this way,
quick 1"

It was Doris's voice up-
raised in wild entreaty,

“Stan’ out de way,
young feller 1" cried Car-
lotta.  And Rob, who
had turned from the front
at Doris’s appealing cry,
was pushed rather rudely
aside by the colored cook,
‘who held a bucket of beil-
ing water ready for use.

But before it could be
brought to bear upon the
invaders, the windows
were smashed in, and a
mattress hurled against
the colored woman,
which spilled the hot
water and threw her to

the floor.
Rob did not see this,
however. He had rushed

into the room at the rear,
at one end of which Doris
was standing with a lev-
eled gun, which two of
the desperadoes were try-
ing to snatch from her

asp.

Rob struck furiously at
the nearest with the heavy
barrel of his Winchester,
But the man dodged the blow, and before Rob
could draw back the weapon for a second at-
tempt, the butt of arifle in the hands of some
one behind him felled him senseless at the feet
of the young girl in whose defense he was bat-
tling.

CHAPTER XXL
OLD ACQUAINTANCES MEET.

T was very early in the morning that followed
the raid on Bonanza ranch described in the
last chapter.

Not far from the foot of the slope where
only the day before Rob Dare had lost his mus-
tang, two friends of ours were packing a long
eared burro, preparatory to beginning the day's
journey,

That these two were Bunyap and Chip, the
reader will doubtless guess. After Rob's sud-
den disappearance on the night of the blizzard,
Bunyap and his companion had gone back a
long distance on their tracks in pursuit of their
lost companion.  Finding no signs of him, they
were now pressing forward to Bonanza ranch,
where, if Rob had not arrived, the former pur-
posed organizing a search party.

“Tlo you s'pose, if Rob isn't lost for good, he
could find his way to the ranch 2" asked Chip,
for at least the tenth time, as the pack saddle



190

was secured, and the two were preparing to
mount.

*“ He's got common sense, and he's got a com-

s, hasn't he?" grumbled Bunyap, who se-
cretly shared in the apprehensions of his young
companion. ** More'n that, didn't 1 pint out the
range where there's a wagin track blazed straight
up one side and down t'other, with the buildin's
all in plain sight from the top of the divide ?
Of course he could find it ; Rob Dare ain't such
a tenderfoot as he looks. Besides—"

‘* Great Scott ! " excitedly interrupted Chip,
‘“look there, will you? Blamed if there ain't
two Injuns dressed up like white folks, with a
mule wagon and a live woman they've took
prisoner !

With the hasty exclamation, Chip unslung
his rifle, evidently with offensive intentions, as
from out of the timber line came the little party
which had caused his alarm.

‘* Put up yer gun, Chip,” said Bunyap, in an
undertone ; ‘‘an’ don’t be always lookin' fur
Injuns an’ captives an’ sech trash—them's fren's
of mine."

And to Chip's chagrin, Bunyap waved his
hand to the approaching party, who seeing him
quickened their pace, and were soon shaking

and

“ Kind of expected we might run across you,
old man,” said Mrs. Roth, at the same time
nodding in a friendly manner to abashed and
a:l(:lll;]\ed Chip. ' Looking for Rob, I sup-

o l should say we was,” exclaimed Chip, ex-
citedly, before the prospector could reply. ** But
how did you know anything about him 2"

““We look for him little to0o,” returned Ste-
fano.

Mrs. Roth lost no time in telling Bunyap and
his companion of Rob's adventures since being
blown away from camp by the blizzard, and his
subsequent disappearance.

** Depend upon it, he's struck out for the
ranch after getting astray from us, Bunyap,”
she said, and the prospector, after weighing the
chances, thought the same.

‘* Likely enough,” he briefly responded.
““What I'm most thinkin’ of now is concernin’
that double faced Brayton's gettin’ on our track
after all—"

‘“Well, he's off your trail now,” interrupted
Mrs. Roth, *“so I wouldn't worry. And now,”
she went on, abruptly, ‘‘seeing we've met you
and eased your mind about Rob, we folks will
switch off to'ard the reserve instead of crossing
the divide as we'd minded to. When you find
Rob say good by for us three—he's a smart
young chap, and 1 like him. By by, old man—
you too, young 'un. Start the team, boys."”

In another moment the little ca\alcade had
passed out of sight round a hillside spur.

““Well,” exclaimed Chip, drawing a long
breath, as the two began their ascent of the
slope, ‘*that beats anything I've seen yet. A
white woman with two Injun sons—"

‘* Stepsons, youngster.”

““\Well, stepsons then. And she ridin' hoss-
back with a gun and revolvers slung to her like
a man. Mebbe, though, that's one of the cus-
toms of the country Rob tells of.”

But Bunyap, who seemed greatly preoccupied,
made no reply.  All that Mrs. Roth had been
telling him concerning Brayton was in his
mind.

It was possible that the loss of two of his
gang, together with the stores which Mrs. Roth
and her stepsons had driven off in triumph,
might have a disheartening effect upon the out-
law.

Yet, aware of his recklessness and tenacity of
purpose, Bunyap knew that with such an end in
view as the Ll Dorado placer, Brayton would
not be easily discouraged. And if once again
he stumbled on the trail of the three adventurers
it would be literally war to the knife.

** But let me jest look over the sights at the
critter once more,” muttered the prospector,
grimly, *“an’if I miss the lhird time, he's wel-
kim to my scalp if he wants it."

Absorbed with these and similar meditations,
Bunyap sat mutely in his saddle, with eyes
fixed on the rough, upslanting mountain trac
while Chip, seeing him indisposed to talk, pre-
served a like silence, sorely against his will.

Suddenly the former uttered a slight exclama-
tion, and slipping from his mustang stooped
downward.

** Rob's track—thar ain’t another sech small
ridin' boot wore in this section of the kentry,”
he said half aloud, as he pointed to the clear im-
print of a boot sole in a patch of loamy soil.

**But Raob is hossback,” responded Chip.

**He wasn't when he clumb the slope here no
longer ago than yesterday,” was Bunyap's slow
reply.

I‘"Sumc one else that come along later was
hossback though,” continued the prospector ;
““an’ jedgin® by the hoof marks scattered along,
there was half a dozen of 'em at the least calki-
lation, If it /s them i

Bunyap stopped short and compressed his
thin lips.  Then he remounted and pressed for-
ward as rapidly as possible till the top of the
divide was reached, while Chip, full of anxious
forebodings, followed closely at the heels of
Bunyap's mustang.

The landscape lay before them bathed in the
beamsof the early morning sun, which was gild-
ing the ranch and outbuildings beneath them
with fine effect.

But why were there no signs of life about the
premices > Why was no smoke curling from
the chimnev of the sod kitchen at the rear ?
Even if Colonel Lamonte was away at the
round up, some ranch hands would have been
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lefl behind. For if nothing else, there were

‘wimmin folks"—so Bunyap remembered
vaguely to have heard—in the ranch. And one
could never tell when a reservation raid might
occur, even in piping times of peace and Indian
treaties.

If Rob had not carried away the field glass
with him, Bunyap would have quickly detected
something wrong. But at the distance all
looked peaceful—rather too much so to Bunyap.

But without communicating his suspicions to
his companion, he hurried his pony down the
steep descent as fast as possible.

Far away along the even land of the river
bottom in the opposite direction some twenty
mounted horsemen were urging as many pant-
ing steeds to their utmost speed.

Colonel Lamonte rode at the head on a black
stallion, whose heaving sides were flecked with
patches of white foam. Following him were
cowboys and ranch hands mounted on the tough
ranch stock, upon whose speed and powers of
endurance the colonel prided himself.

**On, boys—on, and pray God we're not too
late I

The words escaped through Colonel La-
monte's clinched teeth as they came in view of
the ranch, with its air of seeming desolation.

How bitterly he regretted. his folly in having
left his daughter and his dwelling alike unpro-
tected for the forty eight hours he had expected
to be absent | It had happened that the season
had found them unusually short handed, and
Bill Davis, the colonel's foreman, had insisted
upon taking every helper on the place excepting
Pedro.

All at once from the front door of the dis-
tant building a man was seen to emerge—and
then another. A cry of agony escaped the col-
onel’s lips.

** Ride, hoys !—ride—""

The yell that rose from those about him
drowned his words. But they needed no incen-
tive to speed.

A rifle shot away, they saw the two who had
appeared on the veranda, evidently communi-
cating the news of the horsemen’s approach to
others in the building.

Then the two ran round to the rear. The
others must have followed through the back
window. For three minutes later they had
mounted, and were away like the wind.

They were off, with the exception of one
man. He was in the act of springing into his
saddle, when from the base of the slope at the
right there came a puff of smoke and the rever-
berating crack of a rifle.  The outlaw’s hand re-
laxed its grasp on the pommel of his saddle—he
swayed and fell forward on his face—dead !

All this the approaching horsemen had seen,
yet were powerless themselves to act. Their
jaded horses, urged to their utmost since an
hour after midnight, began to refuse to answer
to quirt or spur—excepting the black stallion and
the mare Chiquita.

With his cocked revolver held in his right
hand, the colonel, half mad with terrible appre-
hensions of what had taken place inside the
ranch, spurred forward at a speed eclipsing that
of Sheridan on his memorable ride.

Close behind the stallion galloped the mare
Chiquita, who, despite having doubled the dis-
tance covered by the rest, was fleeting along
like a bird.

Pedro wasnot in the saddle. He was mounted
on one of the lagging horses in the rear. Chi-
quita’s rider was a broad shouldered young fel-
low, with unmistakably English features burned
a reddish brown. This was the Honorable Guy
Hethering, whom we have seen before.

“ Thank God—oh, thank God !"

1 fear so heartfelt a prayer had not been ut-
tered by the colonel since in boyhood he knelt
by his mother's knee.

For as the two reined their steaming horses
up in front of the veranda steps, Doris sprang
from the door with a joyful cry.

**Oh, papa, I knew you would come,” she
cried, a little hysterically. And then, as the
colonel sprang from his saddle and clasped his
daughter in his arms, she added, breathlessly :

** The money is safe, papa. I've got it here
in my pocket; I'm safe, a we're all safe,
though poor Rob got knocked down with a
rifie butt

Before Doris could conclude, or the bewildered
colonel ask as to the identity of ** Rob," young
Hethering swung his broad brimmed hat in the

air.

*“Yell, you fellers,” he shouted to the ad-
vancing group—** Miss Dori all right !

And yell they did till the welkin rang, while
Pedro the Mexican boy grinned ecstatically as he
thought of the promised dollars.

There was now no thought of pursuing the
outlaws, even had the condition of their jaded
steeds permitted.  Miss Doris was sale—so was
the money and the ranch. That the two colored
females were in like condition was apparent
when the colonel, with Doris clinging to his
arm, and Hethering at his heels, entered the
house. For the former was laughing and cry-
ing by turns, while Cariotta was washing the
blood from an ugly cut on the side of Rob
Dare’s head.

“Young man,” said the colonel, clearing his
throat and advancing with outstretched hand—
“* words are—er—words are—"

““Why, Lord bless me !" excitedly interrupted
Hethering, with a face sugpestive of the wildest
amazement—** it's young Dare, colonel—young
Dare, that tackled the Lamb]mg feller aboard
the Mississippi steamer.”

Well, for a little time the babble of voices was
something bevildering, until Rob had made

such explanation as he thought advisable, and
the notes of admiration or surprise from the
others were exhausted. Then there was oppor-
tunity to look about a little and see what dam-
age had been done,

Things had been turned upside down quite
generally in the search for the missing money,
but nothing had been wantonly destroyed. This,
perhaps, was due to the softening influence of a
cask of the colonel's wine that had been broached
after Rob was knocked down and secured, and a
guard placed over Doris, who otherwise was
treated with perfect respect.

** They never dreamed that / had the money,”
said Doris, who had quite recovered her usual
flow of spirits ; ** and I think they meant to have
been as good as their word about carrying me
away for a ransom, only your coming prevented
i

Colonel Lamonte turned to Rob, whose hand
he had nearly wrung off in the exuberance of his
gratitude.

‘* But where is the— er—bright young fellow
who was your companion ? Chip, I think, you
called him.

**Chip’s right on hand,” said a familiar and
somew! h‘n tremulous voice in the doorway.

Rob sprang to his feet with a delighted excla-
mation, and in another moment the two were
shaking hands as though they would never stop.
After which general greeting and congratula-
tions followed.

CHAPTER XXIIL.
A VILLAIN'S TRAGICAL END.

ND now, where is Bunyap, Chip "
was Rob's first question when he could
collect himself for connected thought.

**Oh, he's outside ‘tendin’ to—
things,” was the rather vague reply. And be-
fore Rob could question him further Chip turned
to the colonel, who was regarding the youngster
in considerable wonder.

For Chip had developed from the hatchet
faced boy they had seen on board the steamer
into a sturdy, brown faced young fellow, who
appeared perfectly at ease in his picturesque
border attire,

' Colonel," said Chip, drawing a packet of
papers from the inside of his shirt, **you re-
member that little bizness transaction you 'n’ I
had in New Orleans 2"

Suppressing a smile, the colonel replied that
he believed he did remember some little occur-
rence of the kind. And Rob colored a little as
he recalled the coloael’s loan.

** May be you rec'lect I said something about
some securities that I'd like to have let you have
only for something happenin® em 2"

‘The colonel nodded, Hethering looked mys-
tified, Rob embarrassed, and Doris amused

“ Well, sir, I've got hoid of ‘em lately.
of by accident ll were,"” said Chip, gravely ;
** and now you just hang on to'em as collateral
till Rob and me gets back from the ¥ Dorado.
Then we'll b(_ in a position to make every-
thing O.

3 Bul‘—cr—(‘.hlp. responded the colonel, lo
ing furtively at Rob's astonished face, ** I do
want any collateral, as you call it.
to know better than to think——"

And then, remembering that Rob might not
wish the subject of the loan mentioned before
Hethering, Colonel Lamonte stopped short and
began glancing carelessly over the papers in
question,

Rob was about to ask a question, but Chip,
unnoticed by the others, shook his head for him
to be silent.

* While the colonel is looking over the papers,”
said Chip gravely,*'let you an’ [, Rob, go out and
see Bunyap. He's somewheres out by the stables
where the cattle is. You too, Mr. Hethering.
I'll introduce you to our pardner.”

Leaving Doris and her father together, the two
followed Chip to the rear of the building.

Extended on a rude hurdle used for carrving
of wheat straw to the different out build-
ings was a lifeless form covered with a blanket,
about which stood a group of ranchmen listening
in respectful silence to Bunyap, who nodded to
Rob as coolly as though they had only been sepa-
rated an hour.

*“ Glad to see you, boy," he said quietly.

Rob was about to respond with considerable
effusion when Bunyap without speaking drew
aside a corner of the blanket.

““ Brayton ! " exclaimed Rob, in horrified ac-
cents, as his eyes rested on the still white face,
to which death had given a sort of dignity.

‘“ Brayton or Jack Vance, jest as you like,”
said Bunyap; ‘*but what his real name was he
kep' pretty well to hisself.  "Member I told you 1
wouldn’t miss him the third time 2™

Bob nodded.

“It was three hundred an' seventeen yards
good. Chip an' I paced it off,” responded Bun-
yap. ‘* Butltook a rest acrost m ddle, so it
ain’t so much to brag of after all

*It's a big thing to brag of—layin' out the
biggest vill'in, for all he was a_gentleman born,
that ever run unhung for nigh thirteen years," re-
marked Bill Davis, the foreman.

Bunyap himself was silent for a moment,
“ There's plenty makes light of takin'a human
life," he said slowly, “but I ain’t one of the
kind. Jack Vance deserved what he got, and 1
don't feel no ways convicted. But for all that,
1 wisht somebody else had (lmp‘wd him. The
Lord hev mercy on his sinful soul !"

Such was the funeral oration over the outlaw,
who perhaps began life, my dear reader, under
quite as favorable auspices as yourself. Some
time or other he took the first false step, and

t
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being too proud or willful to retrace it, kept
steadily onthedownward track. Thereisa moral
that each may draw for himself.

He was buried a little later under the cotton-
woods on the banks of the river, and not till long
afterward did Doris know of his tragical fate.

‘When Rob had explained to Bunyap how he
learned of the projected attack on the ranch, the
two reunited companions walked slowly back to
the house, leaving behind the Honorable Guy
Hethering. The latter was greatly interested in
the old prospector, some of whose exploits he
had heard from Colonel Lamonte.

** Now what does this ‘collateral® business
mean, Chip 2™ was Rob's first eager question,

** Why at's jest here,” said Chip, gravely.
 You know the money Colonel Lamonte lent us
in New Orleans 2"

** Lent you, you mean,” returned Rob, laugh-
ing.

* I told the colonel,” pursued Chip, ignoring
the in\errup\ion * how we had some shares of
minin’ stock that I'd like to have gl\e him for
security, only they was stole. See ?

Rob saw.

**‘Them papers 1 handed the colonel was that
very identical minin' stock shares,” exclaimed
Chip, trying vainly to repress his exultaticn.
** They wasin one of Brayton’s kpuv.Lels along of
your watch and some of your money

The latter part of Chip's information seemed
to Rob of by far the m()sl importance, for the
loss of his watch and money had troubled him
not alittle.  As to the shares of mining stock, he
La\’e them no particular thought.  They were not

s, in the first place ; in the next they were
l ely to be valueless, or nearly so.

**1 suppose there was nothing else of conse-
quence found on Brayton,” Rob remarked, inci-
dentally, as, after some further conversation, the
two slowly retraced their steps in the direction of
the ranch.

*“Eh 2" exclaimed Chip, with a rather startled
look.

** Anything by which his real name or private
history could be known, I mean ?"" responded
Rob.

Chip breathed a half sigh of relief.

No—there was nothing I know of—about
Jim," he answered rather hesitatingly.

1If Rob had not been so preoccupied, he might
have noticed that his companion seemed to be
keeping something back. As it was he asked
no further questions.

To Chip's gratification, Colonel Lamonte in-
formed him that with Rob's permission he
would hold the mining shares as collateral—to
be redeemed whenever they saw fit—to which
Rob gave ready assent.  In his own mind he
felt assured that the kind hearted colonel was
doing this to relieve them f{rom any possible
feeling of obligation resulting from the loan.
And thus the matter was settled to the satisiac-
tion of all concerned.

Brayton's tragic fate had virtually removed
one natural cause of anxiety as to the future
movements of the gold seekers,

Without their leader and their stores, the re-
maining outlaws would hardly dream of again
attempting to follow the trail of the trio in the
direction of the El Dorado. There was a pos-
sibility of meeting some straggling band of res-
ervation Utes or Apaches on one of their fre-
quent forays ; but this was comparatively re-
mote.

1So two or three days went by, occupied in
part in resting and partly in renewed prepara-
tions for the remaining and more difficult jour-
ney before them,

Colonel Lamonte’s gratitude toward Rob the-
oretically knew no bounds,

Yet practically it could not take such shape as
he would have preferred, and the colonel, hav-
ing had a little experience of the young fellow's
natural feeling of independence. was forced to
confine himself to what he called the most trif-
ling recognition of Rob’s valuable services.

He forced him to accept the mare Chiquita to
replace Pepper, the lost mustang, together with
acomplete outfit, rifle and pistols excepted. In
vain Rob protested against what he considered
such lavish generosity ; the colonel was deafl
alike to entreaty and arguments.

Moreover Doris he rml( became somewhat im-
perative on the sub And then Rob yielded
as gracefully as possible.

The only person in or about the ranch who
did not regard Rob with evident favor was the
Honorable Guy Hethering.

He was far too much of a true voung Eng-
lish gentleman to treat Rob with anything but
courtesy, but the latter was greatly puzzled toac-
count for a certain indefinable coolness and re-
serve in his manner as the time for departure
drew near.

Yet not until the evening before leaving the

ranch did Rob learn the true reason for it all.

He was returning with Doris from a horseback
ride along the river bank, just as twilight began
to fall. The track was narrow, and the two
horses plodded soberly along side by side.

They had bLeen talking confidentially of the
actual past and possible future of both young
lives. The heart of each had been opened
frecly to the other.

It was a little unfortunate that the Honorable
Guy should have ridden upon them so unex-
pectedly—the footfalls of his horse being dead-
ened by the turf, even though both were uncon-
scious of harm.

* I've been huntin' for you everywhere, Miss
Lamonte,” said Hethering sharply, as the two
drew hastily away from each ofher. ** You
oughtn't to be riding round late like this, don't
you know,”
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There was something almost arbitrary in the
speaker’s voice and manner that struck Rob
very unpleasantly.

Possibly Doris felt much the same way.

] am quite able to judge for myself in such
matters w ithout outside interference, Mr. Heth-
ering.” she said, drawing herself very erect, with
a decidedly helghlened color,

Young Hethering muttered something inau-
dible, and dropped moodily in the rear. - Little
or nothing was said until the trio arrived before
the house.

Both young men leaped to the ground at the
same moment. Both stepped to Doris's side to
assist her to alight.

“Stand on one side, will you?” growled
Hethering, in a tone so unlike his usual good
natured drawl that Rob looked at him in mild
surprise.

As he spoke he pushed forward and extended
his hands.

“You forget yourself, Mr. Hethering,” said
Doris, with gentle dlgmt ; ‘“itis for my escort
to help me down.” An m a moment she was
swung like a feather from the saddle in Rob's
strong arms.

Hethering scowled and seemed about to say
something unpleasam as Doris ran lightly into
the house, while Pedro took away the horses.
But checking himself with an evident effort, he
turned on his heel and walked away.

Rob, who had only the dimmest suspicion of
the truth, took a seat at the further end of the
veranda, where Chip was swinging idly in one
of the hammocks.

‘“Heard a bit of news while you were gone,
Rob,” remarked the youth, with a grimace that
was hidden by the darkness.

*Tell it,” was the laconic response.

“ Louisiana says it's a put up job 'twixt lhe
colonel and old man Hethering to marry Mn;s
Doris to the Honorable Guy one of these days,”
returned Chip in a cautious undertone.

Luckily Rob’s face was not visible as he
heard this cheerful information. He made no
response, yet perhaps his very silence told some-
thing to sharp witted Chip, who went on :

“Nigh's I can find out, Hethering would like
Miss Doris and mebbe her money. But Louisi-
ana thinks,” and here Chip dropped his voice to
alow whisper, ‘‘ she likes him well enough on
kind of friendly terms, but more’n that she don't
care a straw for him. And for all he’s nephew
or somethin’ to a lord,” continued Ch|p, patron-
izingly, * Helhenng ain't a bad sol

(70 be continued.)
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AN ENDLESS RAILWAY.

A ralLROAD car that not only carries its own
track but lays it down and takes it up again as it
goes along is certainly something of a novelty. Ac-
cording to the Swx such a car is in use in South
America, also in Germany.

The track consists of a chain formed of a series of

* flat plates, seventeen inches long and thirteen inches
wide, made of hard wood, riveted between two
steel plalcs. As the wheel revolves it moves along
the bottom plate of the chain and brings the next
plate into position without undue strain or fric-
tion.
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HOW HE FIXED MATTERS.

Evex men learned enough to sit on the bench of
the highest court in the land sometimes make very
laughable—slips of the mind, shall we call them ?
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It will Pay

To be careful that you get Ayer's Sarsaparilla,
and no other, when you need an alterative medi-
cine. Leading physiclans and thousands of
testimonials declare it to be unequaled for the
cure of eczema, scrofula, pimples, carbuncles,
bolls, blotches, and all blood diseases.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell,
Mass. Price 81; six bottles, #5. Worth $5a bottle.

SGOTT’S

EMULSION

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL
AND HYPOPHOSPHITES

Almost as Palatable as Milk.

Containing the stimulating properties of the
Hypophosphites combined with the Fattening
and Strengthening qualities of Cod Liver Oil,
the potency of beth being largely increased.
A Remedy for Consumption.

For Wasting in Children.
For Scrofulous Affections.
For Anzmia and Debility,
For Coughs, Colds & Throat Affections.

In fact, ALL diseases where there is an in-

Rammation of the Throat and Lungs, a |

WASTING OF THE FLESH, and a WANT
OF NERVE POWER, nothing in the world
equals this palatable Emulsion.
SOLD BY ALL DRUGQISTS.
Pl“ Habit Cured. Treatmentsenton trial.
HUMANE REMEDY Co., LaFayette, Lnd.
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business. Spare moments may be profitably employed
A fow vaeancler in toans Pand citles. B,
J(Hl‘\q()\ &(‘(l 1009 Main St. hmond, Va.

icl
In replying to'this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

New Hidden Name Cards, 10c. 100 Album Verses,
100 Popular Songs and Agent’s Outfit FREE with
every order, ROYALCARD CO., Nor thford, Conn

12 CARDS

for 15c. Sample book 4c.

e‘nn Book of IIIDDEN NAHE Cards,

13 Punn;
paper, all for & 3¢ stamp.

lﬁ-h-. l!z.,
@_=>

Fine Gold Edge Hidden Name,
W mw Dove Covers, in Nice Case
Crown Ptg. Co.,Northford,Coun,

and -%.r our In-ly muma

,__—_’—
180 SILK FRINGE, Hidden Name, Chromo, Escort&
Fon Cards, Games, Verses, Songs, Scrap Pictures, Agt's
Outfit & Ring, 1c. BLAKE & CO., Montowsss, Coun.

AND MORFHlNE HABIYCUHED

191

I"urm Selections, Scra Pictures, etc., and nice
ﬂamp e Cards for 2c. HIIl Pub. Co., Cadiz, Ohio,
g to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

390

El\nmm mrm- \nccn of Blank Cards, Scrap Pictures,
ACME C0., 368 171h St.. Brooklyn, N.
1- rep g to « mention Golden Argos,

9p White Dove Hidden Name Card samples and 100
Serap Pictures de. vote, Northford, Ct.

In roply ylng to this adv. ment -.nuon ' Golden .
&100 FANCY PICTURES

FALSE MUSTACHE 100, fANCY, fun with

them. By mail, 12 cents. AETNA CO., Northford, Ct.
_In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

14

NLK FRINCED, IMPORTED and EMBOSSED
LOVELY SCRAP PICTURES, 1AL.
Decalcomanic s and Sam-

olden Argosy.

DYSPEPSTA

being the experience of an actual »

I’reu— |l on and C: ure.
rer, by JOHN H.

y until cus eautiu!
.l.jl‘.].i'['[‘ 'lu,l‘. pie Book ull for Il)c ﬁtn!l‘nr{l Card Works, Meriden, Conn-
il 18 a4
Its Nature, Cause

Yon will M soon have i you will send 10c.
. for Ramplea that wili
Sodn aheke you Hich Eitagr Sex A& Ters

Pencils with your own name snd addre;

rinted on them In Grold Leuen for 25 cents. Twel

for 40 cents, Six 25-cent '1.00. Add
CONN. NOVEV, Meriden, Ot.

In replying to thiy adv. -n-lln ' Golden Argosy.
and JEWELRY!:
305“'.0' Low Prices.
le Yholeu:k

The

Domestic Miv. Co., v"s;...n' agford, Conn.

Golden Argosy.

Ec-

Golden
8 I. ILLUSTIIATEDPAPER.
BOOK of LOVE
torics s Fat oot i T ol 3. ‘°"“""a’“'" 1 &1 e
NE Deonte eith 25 fine encravines‘vent fea.  MILL PUIL 00« ‘..E."‘
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Ar!_y.
A R R H SAMPLE
TREATMENT
S0 great s our faith we can cure you, dear
sufferer, we will mail enough to copvince,
free. B. S. Lavoxznaca & Co., Newark, N. J.
_In replylng to thia adv. mention
Grand Offer! No Catch!
20 Silk Frin nge Cards, New & Elegant Samples for 1838 &
our Great Offer to Agents, all tor 10c. We give each hoy &
False Mustache and each girla ling, FREE with euci
order. NORTH HAVEN CARD CO., North llaven, Conn.
1n replylng to this oy, mentioh Golden Argosy.
STAMP 14 Australla loc., 8 Brazil 1
bil, se., 17 Dent wark 13c.,
3c., 5 French Col. 6¢., 6 Gre India 7c., 5 Jagan
86,17 Portugal ¢, 5 itoumanin 4c., 8 Sweden ge., 8Turkey
8c. Agents wanted to sell from hneem at 30 per cen
commtasion. KEYSTONK STAMP Co., Box 20, Philn., Pa.

in replying to this adv. mention Gelden Argosy.

PIMPLE BLACKHEADS AND

FLESH WORNMS,
** MEDICATED (‘RKAI

is_the ONLY KNOWN harmless
pleasant and absolutely SURE and intallible cure, It
positively and effectively removas A clean, completely
and FOR GOOD IN A FEW 8 ONLY, leaving the skii
clear and unblemished alway: For those who have No
blotclies on the face it beautifies the complexion as no-
thing else in the world can, rendering it CLEAR, FAIR

and TRANSPARENT, and clelrlnz it of all muddiness
and coarseness. Itisa true remedf to cure and NOT a
paint or powder to cover up and hide blemishes. Mailed |
n

pmu ummer for 3) cents in stamps _or two for 50 cents
EN. ﬂoum D.Dmggml.lml ‘agara Street,
KLE-WASH ct._s Freckles'

sent post-paid for 30c”

Argoey.

Tan, and makeu the hands white:
In replying to this adv. mention Golden

oA v, Tawell, Stams.. 14"Sears Tux Collevtor. Sent
free to any address. y fect “?old Mine. Jmtog;l:'koor |Ls You get th;;: vn;.m e }?{"
In replying to this adv. Golden Argosy. | yp replying to this adv. Golden Argosy.

200 Imp’d German Pictures, Puzzles, Songa
‘ransfer Pictures, 16p. Sample Book of Silk
Fﬂng-CardllSolId Tik. Rotled Gold Ring,
11for 10e, Bis .+ Meriden, Connn
eplying to this adv. llenllnn Golden Argosy.

ANTE An active Man or Woman in overy

county to xell our goods. Salary
$75 per Month and Expenses. Canvassing Outfit
and_Particulars FREE. b'l‘A.N ARD SILVER-
WARE CO.. BOsT(
In replying to this adv. -enlon Golden Argosy.

GRAND GIFT.

ing Machine we will 4.]\ E ONE l\\.l) m every lo“n
Best in the Worl No lnlmr or rubl)l SEND
FOR ONE to the NATIONAL 00 . 25 Dey St., N. ¥.
In replying to this was. mention Golden Avgoeys

Reductlon !

mNGI Hlddln Name and

Corits, 20O Arboms Ptaren, Now
Smples and s Ring, all 10 eente.
Cliaton & Co, North I
In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

s I 0 EVERY MONTH. 5y 500t

To introduce our
mrn414~rfnll Sel{-

mumg to work. ()ur business is new, easy
and very pleasant. We have agents who
are clenﬂng il 5 u du{ ulherl }5 aneven-
ing. We furnis] hose who
mean business. For uﬂ h and permnnem work
we have something l at un noz bs equaled. - Write
to us. Address, . A. g CO.
l llle St., Chicage, 11}
In replylng to this .-lv. —enl.lon Golden Armn:.

DRUNKENNESS

the quunr Habit. Po-ltlvely Cur
ininerlnl
Spec
of coffee or tea without
; Is absolute-

It can be
the knowles
1y hal
speedy

ven in l\ cll
e of the

in thousands of cases,
fect cure has followed.
impre d W lh th
| ter impossibilit

| tite to exist. For clrcular nn

nate e Spec(ﬁc. lt
for the liquor appe-

full particul -
PEN SERE particu! nn ad-

FIC €0., 185 R
reet, Cincinnnti,
In replying to this adv. ..enl-lol Golden Army.

LAND
Is the Basis of all
WEALTH.

The New York Tribune records an in-
stance of one of these, committed by Justice
Lamar, who is, as is well known, very absent
minded.

The other day he boarded a *‘ bobtail’ car in
Washington _in company with his friend, Senator
Cockrell, of \lISSlsslpgo The ex Sccrctary walked
dreamily up to the box and dropped a quarter
thuzh the slit.

*“Why, Lamar !’ exclaimed the senator, ** what
myou damg 7 You put a quarter in the box."
“Why, I did,” replied Mr. Lamar, * and I
knew the lare was only five cents.” And thereupon
he slipped a nickel into the box, thus paying thirty
cents for his ride.
e —————

NAPOLEOV THE GREAT

e zreat Napoleon) wished the word 1w
FOSSIBLE han hul from the dictionary In many a case
where leading physicians have pronounced a cure IMPOS-
SIBLE, ('nmumpl\\'eﬂ and victims of other fell diseases
Mrv heen restored to health by nsing Dr. R V. Plerce’s

“Golden Medical Discovers. Soothing and healing in
its nature, its power over serofnlous and pulmonary dis-
gaees in mply marvelous. Far more nutritive than cod
p-.warml mngumunv tonic and harmless as
u umwer{ul

——te——

Farmers and others who have a little leisure time for
the next few months mll find it their interest to write to
B.F. Johnson & Richmond, whose advertisement
appears in another (n!umu They offer great induce-
ments tn parsons to work for them all or part of their
time.—Adv, E

— —te———

For Conghs and Throat Disorders use
Brows's BRONCHTAL TROCHES. —  Have mever
changed my mind respecting them, except I think
better of that whieh I began thinking well of.”--
Rev. Henry Ward Beecher. Sold only in boxes.—Adv.

>

FITS.—All Fits stapped free by Pr. Kline’s Great
Nerve Restorer. No Fite after first day’s nse. Mur-
velous cures. Treatise and $2.00 trial hottle free to Fit
cases, Send to Dr. Kline. 931 Arch St., Phila.. Pa.—Adv.

-rr—

CATARRH CURED
A clergyman, after vears ofsuffering from th:at loath-
some digease, Gatarrh, and vainly trying every known

[l

READ OUR PROPOSITION,

in Marion County, Florlda
= gen level, and consisting of

me pine land.
To

Righ,

diversified ownership, the Com
away & portion oFthis proj

ve, ten, twenty and
able for ‘orange grove

ropose to

pany pi
riy In cottnge

and vegetable culture,

e tracts, cottage site:
sist of about one-half our ir lands. By giviny

THE PEOPLE’S HOMESTEAD CO. {

WARRANTY DEED, FREE OF INCUMBRANCE.

This Company own and control 20,000 neres of land
8% feet ubove the
dry, rolilng, fer-

enhance the vlluo of all this land by large u:d

o
orty mecre tra tl, suit-
"lm who u:ce t t.mu eﬂnr and send their nnme and

'ARIIAITY DEEII OPTION B(llll

s and business lots con-
away one-
e price

T L1 Jii

FLORID.A

e R
THE LAND OF FLOWERS. OF ORANGE GROVES OF PERPETUAL SUMMER!

il il 11 T O

FREE HOMESTEADS
For YOURSELF, your WIFE
and your CHILDREN.

HEALTHY, PROS-

S SANIT

TITLE PERFECT.

THE GRANDEST CULUNIZATIUN ENTEHPRISE EVER OFFERED T0 I HUME LOVING PEOPLE.

Offers you a Beautiful House Lot, Coll;fe
Tract, in one of the best locations

LAND AND LOCATION UNEXCELLED.

Site or Orange Grove
that favored State,

{ FREE.

the deed executed if the location or land does notsuit you This Company is pre-
gnd the 25 cts. exponso wil bo roturmed 1 such case Tt | pared to et nioey
itis accept this proposition in the -pmu or improvements
enhis T resented, that of gecuring property for your. | WPONBIObe romm the Company . giving five
wlt or chlldrvn Whleh must rease in value from year )t‘lll’i Lo pny or ume. Plans of houscs will be furnish-
)y reason of ra| dleulemen& and imp fre to those Mrmn&z to build, but
é ety Tonal with ewhers of landahether they
Ll ROY MARION_COUNTY, FLORIDA, | vuiid ornot. Hic Company”wiifalco contract o ser ot
. —— ~ and take care of oral T i ve tri 'bl” rl'lve“yeuru
ta:
i< | MARION ™06, ng‘nlm% ten mils 't TAXES PAID. Grcu it pioper.y nen i,
ving town =
Marion County i8 one of the ricktest
s lgh' ""h“’"'“fi"ﬁfm”?ﬂns'ﬁﬁ"ﬁ%’n‘é‘;‘ “Phe FAGTS' connties in Florida; contains cxecllent
(] su.w R spnmas. OCALA & GULF RAILROAD, more than bli:"‘ the
o | uge thronaly i's the centre §1 3::'« of The h;nl:hﬂ(s:l:x;d et for-
AP, Mann, Jr., Goneral Manager ({5 BE ccatro ps, 1o maar

half and re‘arvmﬁ the nce. We expec
to q\md':upl in a
sef

and im rove.

ment or i onts.
= ....x.w.um grepgeived, | dry, rolling and fertile pine land, an
= !t‘l“th“no f R AND AND FQUIT NNFR.“;n here is no more he:‘zilmy location in Flor-
= '"' e surrounding country, as well
“""”'d tr-e l as this land, tinpied to

received

ter you have bon
ou, we will t on xecute and forward

lnd tract l|l|l

ed . aithough 2"in 16 ‘optional
the land being glven ree, with no conditions as bop settle-

1) CHARGE ron THE LAND,

f the location
e to
NTY m,l-‘.n which makes you absolute

with a
nlrmdy established, ami such fine
cts of local importance. It is all

is upec(au
ORANGE and VEGETA

corn, and choice varieties of tobacco.’’

»,
of u.u raﬂroad, in apeaking of this land,

o I;hould think 85,000 no extraordin-
ary price for our one-half interest of only
160 acres sofavarably situated, for a town

rou-
igh

E culture, as
well as to upland rice, lonﬂ staple cotton,

TH. x

south as to

The celebrated Withlacooche River, close by, is filled
with choice varicties o fish, whilé deor and other

game flll the forests for miles around. Blue Sprin,

wilhm ﬂneen mmuteu of Leroy, is one of the wo!

ders of the S
To those wishin,

Loe L L g form clubs in t slr

T R T

town we wil
Tanty deed option boilds ; ten for ‘%

wenty-iive for at}oo h"{e‘

war
fifteen (or £3.00

No

_T0-DA

Tiends interest
n when yvour m'ﬂvr is reccl\‘ed mone;
The more owners the more valuesare
s is what makes real estate in our large

sent

. be withdrawn, Send
in l club and have

increased.
cities so vnlunble and itis our only reason for making

© charge whatever is made for the
Warranty Deed Opuon Bond, but we uire allto climate 5 unsurpassed by any [ this unparalleled offer, s»nd oney bx Posl 1 Note,
-end 25 cents, Postal Note or Cash, or : oenulu in the world, noe even excepunz Ttaly. Cool, balmy, | Money Order or Registered
mps, when application 18 sent for the bond. | delightful breezes are constantly blowing between
B s o e o 1 o forthi ad: me ulf and the Adantic.” The thermometer rarely THE PEUPI_E s HUMESTEA co
= vertisement, postage, and a handsemely illus. | goes above Summer or below 40 in the Winter, y
Trated book 'on Florida, its climate, soiy, o cul- es ever oocur in Summer, and nights are P.O. Box 2196,

the deed &

ture, &c.

11

and 1sin no sense a charge for

remedy, at last found a_prescription’ which
cured wnd saved him from death  Any sufferer from
thisdreadful disease sending a xelf addressed stamped
{hvelore.to Prof. J A Lavwrence, 212 East 9th St.,
York, will m:e.ve the recipe free of charge.—Adv.

bond
or the l-nd it calls for. You are not obligated to have

Ocala, Fla., Dec.

delllﬂh“ully cool.
npted for a Summer as well as

887.~=We, the undersigned, hereb!

45 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,
y certify that the':and in and around Leroy,
)

arion County, Florlda. I8 high, dry, rolling pine’ land, well located on t +y0.& C.R. R.boffa r

g ? and will compare vorably with the avera; Ine Inndl ‘of Flor da, and bids fair to enhance In value. JNO UNN,
resident Merchants Natlnnal Bank Ocalaj R. count clerlq J. R. MO! IAD, county 8urvenyor, . W. LON

= F. ‘ ldltor Ocala Bnnn.rl 18. Edltor Free Pre . Jr.y Cen’l Mana-

m ger S. 8., O. -l BAKIR & ADAMS ABS TRACT cOMPANVl JAME WHITE. Ex-county Survsyor. .
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INREPLYING TO THIS ADVERTISEMENT BE SURE AND MENTION THE GOLDEN ARGOSY*

il

‘This offer will soon o

|

i
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THE GOLDEN

ST. VALENTINE'S DAY.
* Now that's what I call a downrwht insult.”

A ONE DOG POWER ENGINE.

THE average man would hesitate some time be-
fore asserting that a dog's propensity for chasing
cats could be turned to pecuniary profit. But a
Connecticut cabman, if the New Haven News is to
be believed, has saved himself the price of a new
horse thereby.

His present horse is so old that he has hard work
to masticate the baled hay which constitutes his
daily food. The ingenious Jehu first tried to file
his horse's teeth into worll:ll:g order, but only made
matters worse ; then he e an nuem‘): to graft
in a new set of grinders. Another failure made
the purchase of a hay cutter necessary and cabby
nearly broke his back’ gnndmg ?[:cd for his pluz
The daily rations grew less and less and the old
horse grew thinner and thinner.

The Board of Health began to hint that the
horse ought to be abated as a nuisance, and cabby
made up his mind that he would have to bait his
pluﬁumore liberally if he was to be kept in good

orking ord

He didn’t hanker after more exercise on the hay
cutter, so he set his genius to work. He owns a
big dog which doesn’t like cats, and is fond of
chasing them. This waste of energy set cabby to
thinking, and the result was thata 't);c ece of shafting,
with the necessary gearing and hms was at-
tached to the hay cutter on one end, and to a sort
of treadmill in a cage at the other. With plemy of

‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,
Wheu she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

Facial Blemishes. S siams, for ), pase, bgos:

In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

END for free Catalogue of Books of Amuwmrnhg
Speakers, Dialogues, Gymnastics, Fort lle
Dream Books, Debates, Letter Wri

etc, DICK & F RALD, &
In replylng to this ad

10 CENTS
goes whirling all over_the
get hundreds of samples, clrculnu. Imn
magazines, ete., from those who want ag 3
ﬁc( Imﬁ af mn(] mnuer and good I(ml!u' frtle

"and, you will

and will
with the small investme: nt List
com.nlu\n(: nmue nm m P'Ich person answering this ad-
vertisement. ROUSH, 37 leP»\nu Tnd.
In replylag to this v mentlion Galden Argosy.

hay in the culter.eﬂc dog in the d two
robust cats fastened by a chain just in (mm of the
cage, power in plenty ground out the feed like
water running out of a pump.
The old horse is growing fat, his driver lives a life
of ease, and every one is saushcd except the dog.

LEARNTELEGRAPHY.Z222f | Iy
ul#zh-. and Alm%onn T-rnnued. &ulofua free. 1

In replying to this adv.

SHIRIS B, MALL,

5c. laun
Dﬂd. Send nm of &

ERmb TR SR

In replying adv. mention Golden Argosy.

ention Golden Argosy

CURE [2:DEAF |

rform Lbo 'Iork of the natural
le and al

Invisible, comf um Al
parersasion and em s FHRE A Rdre ot callon
Sinmornatt
HIHIECOX 853 Broadony s Tith Bt New

In replying to this adv. mention auld Argosy.

Eleven Splendid Stories.

SoME of our many new readers have In-
quired whether they can obtain back num-
bers of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, as they wish
to have the sixth volume complete from No.
261, with which it started. In thatnumber
“The Cruise of the Dandy” was com-
menced,and a synopsis given of the other ser-
ials then running; so that those who begin
with No. 261 can read, practically complete,
the following stories:

HOW HE WON; or, THE ISLAND HOME.
GILBERT THE TRAPPER.
VAN.
WALTER GRIFFITH.
THE YOUNG RANGER.

The following serials have been com-
menced in the present volume:
THE CRUISE OF THE DANDY.
LUKE WALTON.
THE LOST GOLD MINE.
UNDER FIRE.
MR. HALGROVE'S WARD.
WARREN HAVILAND.
our newsdealer for these back num-
ecan get them from his news com-
Y Or you can get them post paid by
mal by sending the price—six cents each—

to Frank A. Munsey, 81 Warren St., New
York.

Ask
be rs;

A m
Mo:u.us'rsn. owdu o Nabra hTa N
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

GREATAMERICAN
b ¥

E

CompPany

COOD NEWS
To LADIES.

Fg-fest Bargalns i Teas,

Powder m m u-s:

Mention this paper, and we
will include good linen
tape-measure.

Every pair
custom - made by
Plymouth Rock Pants Co.,
18 Isummcr Street, Boston, Mass.

b replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

1875-Thirteen Years' Maintained Super iority-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 TU¥ FINEST GRAIN. READY IN TEN MINUTES.
TWICE COOKED.

and  subsequently
Toasted With superhented

Process Patented.
Ask for A. B, C. Brand, '(Registered.)

AMERICAN The superiority of these
air—desiceated—which re-
movanall traces of molstuse
FOR SALE BY
Send !or%esci!;lmlve circulars Aok GROCERS,

Corenln is owing to their be-
and renders them most eusy
to
L8 M’F°G CO., 88 MURRAY ST, N. Y

ng twice cooked, first by
C EB'EAI‘S' of digestion.
In repiying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

ARGOSY.

NUMBER 272,
3 »
HE Toy| = £
: gas
o -
thechild| S £
H -
likes best!| 5 E 5
£ = & .2
We take pleas. o E;
ure in inform- — =
ing our patrons [ &3 Eg:
that our stock of S H '!
he celebrated | &3 - v
ANCHOR | g5 -
STONE | S z B
T . s
BUILDING | —_ H
BLOCKS, 23 s
b 0T % Ciisnuas, s now | =< z
T hind ::iler’:“’-rhé' ’;'-’.rx'&dnﬂ i1l e forwanged gra- Dorsthe work of PRS SSTRE R
to MEN,

4is on application
F. AD. RICHTER & CO.
NEW YORK. 310 BROADWAY, or LONDON E C.

In replylug to | thl- adv. - ntion H.lde

SCOTT %’%‘(A{]\ll’ AND C()[V CO.. LD.

OADW AY, NEW YO

INDL)RSFI’) %Y Lé’.e!l)(h(} BUSL
30 Grea St. New York City.
D FOR CIRCULAR.
Golden Argosy.

In replylng to this adve
$3,75 STeAM conee

We wantan active md intellizent man
or woman to represent us in each

nes

Compl lamp and Coin (nulﬂguen. u 2"1: each.
ATbums at all prices from 26e. to $20. - Sond stamp for 16

“To those who are wil to work we
page cireular.

promise large profi Coo er and
n to this adv. ention Golden Argosy. ey M M R

Coleman Nat’1Busi l‘ouege WILMOT OAR'I Ll: g "Gﬁ'
of N J., gives the best,

EWARK, N. hnplyluunl- ndv. Goldum
shortest, cheapest and most thorough

course of business n'ulnmx of any school T e e e e e —————
in America, Write fo) Caulrﬁu

OLE‘IA. . Pres,
1In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

ng Press! Sachet Powders retain their agreesbls
$3 P"n“ g s odorlor emwhl.lolm adelicious fragrance
For cards, &c. Circu- o handb m 1|
lar size $8. Press for :ho:rmu:h-mﬁ'nl-dy’-
small_newspaper, $44. @ are always acceptable h
Send 2 stamps for List ounoe y}ckelwn%e forward
presses, type, cards, to Rose, Helic .m"‘,_‘.
factory. Addrocs TR FIRILR RED: 0., l.nx,‘n-.

Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn, &%
_In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

NUMBER

'xn TIn Toplying to Chis atv. et CIISATES
BROWN’S FRENCH DRESSING
The Original! Beware of Imitat'ons!

Awarded Highest Prize and Only Medal.

FOR$1.25 we will mail you one pair of warranted
steel, ali clamp, lever skates

FOR &1.75 we will mail you lhe same skate, hand-
somely nickel plated

A. J. REACH & CO,,
GENERAL SPORTING GOODS,

CATALOGUE FREE. 1022 Market St., Phila. Pa,

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Paris Exposition, 1878,
ISRt At N Oreans Sxtite

Of the many “Ilibraries ” or series of books that have recently appeared, none has
seored a greater success than Muxsey's Porurar Semies. This is a new departure in
literature for young people. It will include the best stories of the favorite authors,
handsomely illustrated, with the finest of paper and printing, neatly bound with E
covers. While fully eqnnl in value to the $1.25 cloth bound books, the Poruran
is sold for 25 cents a copy.

‘ | by Geor éze H. Coomer.

Of course there is a tremendons demand for the first numbers, which have already
| made a marked success. Those now issued are:

No. 1,% The Mountain Cave; or, 1he Mystery of the Sierra Nevada,”
This is a tlmllmg tale of the strange experiences of a boy
| captured by a lawless gang among the wild mountains of California ; of his brave
struggle to defeat his captors, and of his wonderful adventures in the gteat cave which
they made their hiding place and treasure house.

No. 2, “A Voyage to.the Gold Coast; or, Jack Bond’s Quea t,”’ by
| Frank H. Cnnverse tells the story of a plucky American boy who set out into the world
to seek his fortune ; relates the strange quest that led him to the African coast, and the
bravery with which he faced the disappointments and disasters that befel him.

No. 3, ““The Boys in the Forecastle ; A Story of Real Ships and
Real bllllor¢ *? by George H. Coomer. This is one of the very best of Mr. mer's
healthy, manly stories. Ev ery reader will be delighted with it, and deeply interested in
the adventures of Bob Allen and Tom Dean on their first eventful voyage.

No. 4, * Barbara’s Triumphs; or, The Fortunes of a Young
A’I‘tl-sl,” i:vy Mary A. Denison. Mrs. Denison is an author of national reputation,
and she has never Wwritten a better story than  Barbara’s Triumphe.” It is a pathetic
and delightful tale, and the sy: mgathy and interest of every reader will certainly go out
to Duke and Barbara Gower, while following the strange and dramatic life history of
those two very attractive young people.

No. 5, % Number 91; or, The Adventuresof @ New York Telegraph
Boy,” by Arthur Lee Putnam, author of * Walter Griffith,” ete. This is an extremely
dramatic and interesting story of life in the great city.

No. 6, ““Jack Wheeler ; A Story of the Wild West,” by Captain David
Southwick., A spirited and dramatic narrative of life among the ranchmen and the
Indians on the great prairies.

Muxsey's PopurLAR SeriEs is issued monthly, and the, price of a year’s subscription,
which mcludes twelve numbers, is $3. Single numbers can be ordered from any news-
dealer, price 25 cents ; or tl.\ey will be sent direct from this office, postage paid, o0
receipt of 25 cents in stnmps. Address your letters to

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 81 Warren Street, New York.

7 Any four of these six booles will be given to any reader who will obtain for us a new $3 yearly
subscriber to THE GOLDEN ARGOsY. DBy Yy a new subscriber we mean one who has not pmmm"!

been a subscriber to or a weekly purchaser of the ARGOsY.
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