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A THRILL OF HORROR RAN THROUGH THE HALL.
TOO SOON.
QUICKLY ENOUGH TO RECEIVE HIM, OR WOULD

HE BE DASHED TO THE FLOOR?

ALLAN HAD JUMPED
COULD THE PROFESSOR MAKE HIMSELF READY

ree Thirty Three;

ALLAN TRENTS TRIALS.
By MATTHEW WHITE, Jr,

Author of “Evic Dane," "' The Heir to Whitecap," ** The Denford Boys," etc.

CHAPTER 1.
A NARROW ESCAPE.
* Te2 ROOKLYN'S brightest belles and
@ dandiest dudes having now as-
sembled, the performance will
begin. Go in and win, Al, my boy,” and
with a parting thump on his chum's

broad shoulders, Arthur Seymour turned
to leave the dressing room,

‘“ Thanks, old fellow, I'll watch out for
your approving eye. But where will I
find you 2"

*“ Oh, there are lots of inviting groups
here tonight, Idon'tknow yeton which
one I'll bestow my smiles. But instead
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of watching for my eye, you'd much better keep
your own on Steve Norringway."

“ Oh, come now, Art. That's the second
time you've spoken about that, I hate to sus-

pect my friends.”
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‘“Oh, he is, but very fine isn't the best, you
know,” responded Arthur, promptly.

*But I thought tonight’s exhibition was to
decide which of the two should be selected to

* Of course you do, but how about ies >
and Arthur pursed up his lips to the whistling
position, turned one eye towards the ceiling,
and tapped with one foot on the floor.

* They’re something I don’t want to think
about,” returned the other, tightening his belt
and throwing out his arms to bring them back
with a resounding thud upon his chest as he
spoke.  **ITknow I haven't intentionally injured
anybody, and if I have—"

“You're quite equal to giving them the
thumps you've just now given yourself,” laughed
Arthur, adding : ** But as you don’t seem in-
clined to take that ounce of prevention yourself,
I'll see what I can do towards preserving the
peace of the community by putting a spoke in
somebody’s wheel before it comes to the pound
of cure from your brawny fists.”

Seymour dodged out of reach as he concluded,
for well he knes: his friend’s horror of being
classed with champions of the prize ring, even
in joke,

** I'll be generous and let you enjoy your fun,”
Allan called after him, and that moment the
band struck up an air from ** Ruddigore.”

Allan hastened to ~ in_his companion gym-
nasts on the exhibition floor, while Seymour
ran up the gallery stairs, two steps at a time.

*“There's Jes Deane and -her friend from
‘Woodgrove,” he said to himself as he reached
the aisle that led down among a parterre of
gay ribbons, rich plush, bright eyes and rosy
cheeks; **and actually a vacant seat behind
them ! The country friend will be sure to want
to know all about everything, and I'll just crack
up Al before some of Steve's supporters poison
her mind."”

Two minutes later Arthur had made his way
through the crowd, and was invited by Miss
Jessie to take the vacant seat, which she had
been saving for her father, who was coming
late,

** And everybody must think me so selfish,”
she added. **But you see I know you well
enough to ask you to get up when father ar-
rives. Now let me introduce my friend Miss
Dora Grange, And would you please explain
what the exhibition is for tonight and who the—
the what do you call them, the champions are ?
I know Steve Norringway 7%

Arthur’'s brow darkened, but at this instant
Jessie was interrupted by an outburst of ap-
plause which greeted the appearance on the
floor of a handsome youth, apparently about
sixteen. His dark hair contrasted strikingly
with his blue jersey, on the front of which was
embroidered vhite silk  the monogram

. A. C.—Hercules Athletic Club. A faint
color flushed his cheeks as he bowed in ac-
knowledgment of the reception, then he raised
his head, and while waiting for his turn to
mount the ladder, swept his clear gray eves
around the crowded galleries, smiling and nod-
ding pleasantly as he recognized friend after
friend among the spectators,

**Oh, he is the nicest of them all, I think!"
exclaimed Miss Dora. “Who is he, Jessie?
One of the challengers, champions, I mean ?'

** Why, that’s Allan Trent.  He plays a lead-
ing part in that play we're getting up. So
you'll be sure to meet him. But Arthur—Mr.
Seymour here, can tell you how he stands in the
Club better than I can,"” and Jessie Deane
turned to Allan’s friend with her request,

But Arthur at the moment was busy groping
on the floor in search of the eye glasses of a
gentleman beside him, who had leaned so far
forward to hear the response to Dora’s question
that his face had brushed against young Sey-
mour's cape coat with the result already noted,

** Here they are, sir,” said Arthur, finally
raising a reddened countenance and a pair of
dust coated gloves.

He took a good look at the wearer of the
glasses as he handed them back, for he had
heard him utter an involuntary exclamation of
amazement when Allan appeared.  Coupling
this fact with the stranger's anxiety to share
with Dora the information Jessie had been
asked to give, Arthur felt that he ought to look
into the matter a little,

I'he face he saw was that belonging to a man
of a trifle beyond the prime of life. He was
almost bald, and had the small, ferrety eyes
that, whether rightly or wrongly, we are prone
to associate with prying dispositions, His chin
was clean shaven, but a heavy mustache and
profuse whiskers tended in a measure to enhance
his resemblance to a creature of the animal
world.

“Iam very much obliged, indeed,” he saild,
in a deep voice, that for <ome indefinable rea-
son reminded Arthur of dungeons damp and
fungus covered walls, **and so sorry that 1
caused you any trouble.”

Arthur handed back the glasses, responded
with the conventional ““ Not at all,” and then
turn«1 his attention once more to the young
ladics. =

**Certainly Allan Trent is the champion,” he
began.  ** He's stronger, nimbler, steadier, and
knows how to do more things on bar and ring
and the shoulders of the * Prof ' than any other
fellow in the Club.”

** But I thought Steve Norringway was con-
sidered very fine,” interposed Jessie, glancing at
a lad a trifle stouter than Allan, who had en-
tered some few seconds previous, and was now
gracefully swinging himself from jound 1o
roun of the upright ladder, X

take part in the prize contest with the Boston
and Philadelphia clubs next wonth,” persisted
Jessie. .

**So it is, but that doesn’t say that Al isn't
miles ahead of Steve Norringway. Look at Al
now! Did vou ever see such a beautiful hand-
spring in your hfe 2"

**Well, I haven't made a study of hand-
springs,” laughed Jessie, **but I must say that
Allan is wonderfully light on his feet.” I'm
afraid you're prejudiced in his favor, though,
Arthur; you two are such great chums.  There's
his mother, Dora, over there by that second pil-
lar. Isn't she pretty, and so young looking ™

**Oh, I beg your pardon—very awkward of
me, I'm sure.”

The gentleman next to Arthur had, at these
last words of Jessie’s, again leaned forward so
eagerly that his heavy headed cane had shpped
from his grasp, and fallen across the boy's toes.

*“He must be listening to find out what he
can about Allan,” thought Seymour, as he ac-
cepted the apology with the smile that is cus-
tomary on such occasions.

**Is he the only child 2" asked Dora.

‘“No, there is a daughter, Agnes. She isn't
here tonight, but she's as pretty as she is good,
and so sweet,”

** Why don't you praise Al that way 2" Arthur
wanted to  know, bluntly, whereupon Jessie
blushed, Dora laughed, and both girls changed
the conversation by calling attention to the pyr-
amid of gymnasts that was being formed on the
floor below, with Allan Trent as its apex

*Oh, he'll fall—they'll all fall!™ ex
Dora, nervously.

*“No they won't,” responded Arthur, reas-
suringly. ‘' See that fellow off there ? Well,
s Professor Chapman.  Al's going to turn
ard somersault, and land on his shoul-

aimed

** But where's this Steve Norringway 2" asked
Dora. **1f he's one of the first men in the
Club I should think he'd be in this, act, do you
call it 2"

** Oh, it's not in his line.
climb and swing. He's gone back to speak to
his people there in the opposite gallery ;" and
while the others watched with breathless interest
the group that was growing up into the air in
the center of the hall, Arthur, for some reason
he could not well explain, followed the move-
ments of Norringway.

It was after the last meeting of the Club that
Seymour had overheard the latter remark to a
friend on the way home that Trent must not be
allowed to jeopardize the chances of the Her-
cules winning the Interstate trophy by gaining,
through some chance display of skill, the right
to represent it in the coming contest.

This was just what Arthur had referred to in
his conversation with Allan already recorded,
and it was of this he was now thinking as his
gaze followed the movements of Steve as he
pressed his way in among the ranks of specta-
tors to where his family were seated.

** I'd like to see his face when Al lands grace-
fully on the Prof’s shoulders,” he said to him-
self.

Quickly the human pyramid was formed and
all eyes but Arthur’s were fixed on the professor
and Allan Trent. But'what was Steve Norring-
way up to?

He was pushing his way in along one of the
narrow passageways between the seats and
suddenly plunged forward, as if he had tripped.

Arthur saw him bring his hands together. At
the same instant the professor uttered a sharp
ery.
Allan had mistaken the sound for the hand
clap which was the signal to be given him when
all was ready for his somersault.

A thrill of horror ran through the hall. Coula
the professor make himself ready quickly enough
to receive the boy, or would he be dashed to the
floor 2

A second of terrible suspense and then such a
salvo of applause as had not yet been heard ranyg
out.  Trent had landed safely on his instructor’s
shoulders and was now bowing his thank:

** I believe Norringway planned that thing on
purpose.” muttered  Arthur, with a shudder.
**He'll bear closer watching now than ever.”

CHAPTER 11
WIHO 1S HE ?

He's more on the

HE evening's exhibition, or test contest, as
it might be called, was over, and the
judges had unanimously decided to give
Allan Trent the leading part in the

Interstate Competition which was to come off

two weeks later.

Jessie Deane’s father had arrived about the
middle of the programme and Arthur had re-
linquished his place behind the young ladies to
take up a post of observation just beyond them
whence he could observe both the stranger with
the eye glasses and Steve Norringway, who had
displayed unusual awkwardness in the feats he
had performed following the pyramid act.

“1 can’t positively affirm that he really tried
to make Al fall.” Seymour kept repeating to
himself, *“and I'll try to keep from mentioning
it to Al but it was certainly a marvelous coin-
cidence.”

As usual on club nights he waited to walk
home with hischum. They had been fast friends
from babyhood, one may say, when Mrs. Trent
and Mrs, Seymour were wont to spend many
hours i each other's society with their children

playing together about them. As they grew u,

they attended the same school, conceived a fond-
ness for the same books and games, and al-
though Allan had greatly outdi ed his
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youth? Where he was born and how he firy
started in business, for instance ?"
Allan reflected for an instant. It was strange,

comrade in athletic feats, still Arthur by no
means belonged to the **awkward squad.”

**Bravo Al!™ he exclaimed, clapping Trent’s
shoulder as he sought him out in the dressing
room. ‘‘ Thus do we vanquish all our enemies."

Within fifteen minutcs the young champion
was ready for the cuter air. \{li\h linked arms
they issued from the club house, by this time
deserted by all but a few of the members, and
swalked rapidly to Montague street, down which
they turned, for the Seymours lived on Mon-
tague Terrace.

It was late and there were few pedestrians
abroad, although the sound of footsteps behind
them apprised the boys that there was at least
one other person going in the direction.

* Norringway didn't do as well as usual to-
night," remarked Allan presently. **1 was
sorry, too, because he thinks so much of scoring
high records, and—I suppose I may as well be
honest about it—he's a good deal pleasanter
when he has distinguished himself. He scowled
at me like a thunder cloud on kLis way to dress,
Frankly, Art, I don't want to st up as a saint,
but if it wasn't for you and the people at home,
I'd just as lief he'd have got the championship.
I hate being on bad terms with people, and 1
begin to believe now that Steve doesn’t—well,
doesn't exactly dote on yours truly.”

Arthur was obliged to bite his lip till he risked
damaging a dawning mustache, to keep from
telling of what he had seen during the pyramid
act.

“Al's ey

es are opened now, I guess, so there's
no necessity for it,” he told himself, **and if it
was pure accident, it would be a dreadful thinyg
of which to accuse a fellow.”

So he said nothing, and presently the chums
separated at the junction of Pierrepont Place
and Montague Terrace, for the Trents lived be-
yond Orange Street on Columbia Heights.

As the two boys came to a halt for a few mo-
ments at the head of the causeway leading down
to Wall Street Ferry, the footsteps behind them
lagged as though the solitary pedestrian was
either looking for a certain number in Montague
Street or was undecided as to his route.

But as soon as Arthur had shaken hands with
his chum and left him, the stranger quickened
his pace again.  Seymour turned once to look
after Allan, but too soon to recognize the man
who passed under the rays of the lamplight at
the corner and followed in the direction Trent
had taken. 5

If Arthur /ad obtained a glimpse of the eye
glasses and-the flowing side whiskers, he might
have suddenly remembered some matter which
he wished to tell his chum and have started after
him to do it.

Allan was evidently in no hurry to reach his
home. The wind had gone down since early
evening, and the air was delightfully fresh and
invigorating out here on the Heights, while the
view of the silent river and the lights of the
mighty city just beyond, was one of which he
never tired,

*1 beg your pardon, but are you not Allan
Trent 2"

Allan had heard footsteps coming rapidly up
behind him, but thinking it was some one in a
hurry to pass him, paid no heed to them. Hence
he started slightly when they halted close beside
him and he heard his name called.

** T was at the athletic club exhibition tonight,”
went on the newcomer rapidly, without giving
Trent an opportunity to reply. ‘I was deeply
struck by your skill as a gymnast, but more by
your resemblance to a friend of my youth.  And
now that I have been fortunate enough to come
upon you by chance,"—here the stranger gave a
slight cough—** I should like very much to have
a few moments’ talk with you.”

What could the man mean, Allan wondered.
He was clearly not a newspaper reporter, or he
would not have trusted toa meeting in the street
to afford him the interview he had been com-
missioned to obtain. He was dressed like a gen-
tleman, yet there was a nameless something
about his appearance and speech that inspired
Trent with distrust.

But he endeavored to be as courteous as possi-
ble in his reply.

“Certainly. T have some distance to go yet,
and as your way lies in the same direction, it
will make it very convenient for both of us,”

It wasn’t so much about yourself as of your
father that I wished to speak to you,” went on
the other, as Allan fell into step with him.
**You greatly resemble him, do you not 2"

Oh, some people say we look a little alike,”
returned Allan carelessly, adding: ** Do you
know my father ?"

““ No, that is—in short, that is what [ want to
find out from you."”

* Tind out from me! Why, how can I help
you to decide whether you know him or not 2"

** Perhaps you can't, but I hope you can.”

‘The man’s tone was growing a trifle sharper.

« I should think you could tell best by having
an interview with my father himself. Have you
called on him at the office 2"

* The office > No. What business is he in,
and where is the office 2"

The stranger eagerly caught at the idea, and
actually laid one hand on Allan’s arm in his ex-
citement,

** He is a broker in New York, and his office
15 in the Mills Building. Do you think he may
turn out to be an old school friend of yours 2"

** No, not exactly that, but speaking of school
, do you know anything of your father’s

but although he had often visited at his grand.
parents’ house, on his mother’s side, he had nn
recollection of ever hearing his father speak of
Ais parents. Yes, the plain facts of the cas
were that he did not know where his father was
born. Indeed, he had never thought at ail on
the subject until that moment.

**Why no,” he answered, half hughingly.
“Idon't believe I can tell you father’s native
vlace. All his people have been dead a good
many years, so the subject has never come up."

Was it Allan’s fancy, or did the stranger's
left hand, when it was withdrawn from it
resting place on his arm, seek his right one with
a brief rubbing together of the two, as if in self
gratulation 2 At any rate, the boy began to
think it was time to grow cautious of this
strange midnight companion.

‘T won't let him know where I live, any
way,"” he resolved, and for this reason walked
straight on past the house when they came to
it

** But perhaps you know more about his early
business Jife,” went on the other. * Did he
start for himself in New York, or was he clerk-
ing first for some other firm ?”

*“Oh, he could tell you better about that
than I could,” answered Allan. **He has
never talked much about himself to any of us at
home, or anywhere else, for the matter of that
Rut if you will give me your name and address,
I will ask him to send you word when he can
give you an interview. ~He is a very busy man,
you know."”

‘‘ Very busy, is he 2 Then you had better not
take the trouble to write me a note, and if you
will pardon me, 1 won’t tell you ray name just
yet.  You might let it out by accident, and |
want to surpi him. Oh, won't he be amazed
tosee me ! Strange that it should all be brought
about by my chancing to drop in at that gym-
nasium tonight 1"

"hey had now reached Cranberry Street, and
with the idea of carrying out a certain plan he
had hit upon, Allan came to a standstill and
said :

*“ Well, good night. I turn off here.”

Without allqwing the other a chance to add
that he could just as well make his route in that
direction, young Trent hurried on towards
Hicks Street as though his home lay in that di-
rection, i

** Perhaps I wasn't as polite as 1 might have
been,” he said to himself, ** and 1 may be need-
lessly nervous, but I don’t think that fellow
means father any good. T'll just skirt the block
and get back to the house by Orange Street.”

As he turned into Hicks Street he involun-
tarily glanced back over his shoulder.

Somebody was coming down Cranberry

Street almost on a run.
** That man must be following me !" thought
Allan,

** He does mean mischief after all 1"

CHAPTER IIL
WHAT DOES IT MEAN ?

LLAN TRENT was possessed of a pecu-
liarly free and open temperament. He
didliked secrets, and had but a small
share of curiosity in his composition

Hence he saw nothing alluringly romantic inthe

midnight adventure upon which he had stum-

bled, or rather, to be more accurate, which had
stumbled upon him.

‘* That fellow, whoever he is, shan't find out
where we live through me,” he resolved, and
hastily slipping into an area gateway, he con-
cealed himself under the stoop of a house he
was passing.  ** Now he can decide for himself
into which number 1 have vanished."

But even in the dark Allan felt the warm
blood rush into his cheeks at thought of the
subterfuge to which he had resorted.

It is not to protect myself though, but
father,” he mentally argued.

Yet why should his father need protection—
Howard Trent, one of Brooklyn’s most ** solid"
citizens, and a magnificent specimen of ph:
manhood, from whom Allan had no doubt in-
herited his athletic talents ?

*Pshaw I" muttered the boy. My nerves
must be all unstrung by the excitement of the
contest ! T'll hurry straight home, tell father
about this queer customer if he hasn't gone to
bed yet, and then sleep off my fancies to laugh
over them in the morning.”

He started to leave his odd refuge, but an ob-
stacle interposed itself to his doing so. His
late companion—he caught the glint ci the eye
glasses m the rays trom a street lamp—was pac-
ing back and forth on the sidewalk, peering up
at the several front doors in that rticular
portion of Hicks Street, as though trying to de-
termine behind which of them young Trent had
disappeared.

*Tcan't go out from an area way now," re
Aected Allan rather impatiently. **T must wait
till he gets tired and goes off.”

The mysterious stranger was evidently very
much chagrined.  He muttered to himself,
stamped his feet angrily on the pavement,
and when once or twice Allan was enabled
to catch a glimpse of his features, he could
see that they were set in an exceedingly un-
pleasant scowl,

He passed twice in front of the dwelling by
the basement door of which Allan was en-
sconced, then gave a shrug to his shoulders as
if deciding to give it up, and changing his stroll
to a stride, ppeared in the dirsction of
Cranberry Street,
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Allan waited full five mioutes and then
cautiously stole on ‘‘like a timid, bold, bad
burglar,” as he half laughingly told himself.

“I'd get into a warmish kind of kettle if a
policeman should happen along just now, caught
stealing on tiptoe out of an area way at this
time of night,” he said to himself. *‘* Won't
Arthur laugh when I tell him of the adventure
—if I ever do tell him of it 2"

But there was not a soul on the block when
Allan reached the sidewalk, and striking into a
rapid pace he hurried on through Hicks to
Orange Street and then down the latter back to
Columbia Heights. Within five minutes he had
inserted his latch key in the door of one of the
handsomest homes on that street of fine resi-
dences.

As he entered the spacious hallway a silver
tongued clock in the drawing room struck
twelve, and the sound of a chair being pushed
across the floor came from the library on the
opposite side of the corridor.

** Father hasn’t gone to bed yet," and Allan
turned at once into the room on his left, lined
with book cases and fitted up for the rest with all
the comf(orts and luxuries for which this age and
country is distinguished. But not one book,
however rare, or piece of statuary or costliest
painting was half so handsome in the father's
eves as the boy who now entered, his face ruddy
with exercise in the fresh air and his lithe,
straight figure well set off by his closely buttoned
coat.

** I congratulate you, my boy," and Mr. Trent
took both his son’s hands in his and held them
fast for an instant. *‘Iam sure Brooklyn will
have no cause to fear that the championship will

0 elsewhere.”

*“Well, they mustn't count their chickens be-
fore they're hatched,"” laughed Allan, beginning
to draw off his gloves.

** Have you been home with Arthur ?" con-
tinued the father, taking up the book he had
laid down when Allen entered, and stepping
across the room to replace it on its proper
shelf.

** No, we walked back together as usual, but
I came straight on. I lost alijtle time, though,
with a fellow who came up and spoke to me on
the Terrace and said he wanted to talk about
you. Wanted to know where you were born,
how you spent yoir youth and all that. And
do you know, father, he fairly cornered me, be-
cause—it’s funny isn’t it >—but I never knew my-
seli where you were born. Where was it ?"

Allan had been taking off his overcoat as he
spoke, and now, with it flung over his arm, he
stepped to the desk to glance at an announce-
ment in the evening paper that had caught his
eye. Thus he was not looking at his father at
the moment and did not observe the dazed wa
in which the latter stood before the library, hold-
ing the book in his hand ready to replace it, and
yet not seeming to see the space where it be-
longed, which was directly in front of him.

Allan discovered what he had been looking
for, glanced at another item in the paper and
then, as the silence in the room was still un-
broken save for the ticking of the bell shaped
clock on the mantel, he looked up to see why
his father did not reply to his question.

Mr. Trent was still standing in the same
position, and as the son could not see his face,
he concluded that he must be searching for some
particular work and had not heard him.

He was about to repeat his query when his
father spoke, evidently with great effort, and in
a voice strangely unlike his customary mellow,
musical one.

“Did this man tell you who he was or say
why he did not come straight to me ?”

*No, he wouldn't give me his name," re-
turned Allan, looking surprised for an instant,
then dropping into a chair and idly setting the
revolving bookcase swaying from side to side,
* He wanted to astonish you, he said. You
see he was at the exhibition tonight and was
struck by my resemblance to you. Do I look as
you used to when you were my age, father ?”

Mr. Trent turned slowly around, dropped the
book on a table near him and then sank into an
arm chair.

His face was ashen, and Allan at once sprang
to his feet and hurried to his side.

“What isit, father 2" he exclaimed. * He
is an enemy of yours, then, and means you
harm !' Something, I could not tell what, made
me distrust him. He wanted to follow me home
to find out where you lived, but I threw him off
the track. I thought then that it was silly in
me, but now- .

* Allan, what did that man tell you about
me?"

The father had leaned forward and grasped
his son by the wrist with almost painful inten-

Why, nothing ; he wanted me to do all the
telling. T can't imagine why he acted so. At
first T thought he must be an old schoolmate of
yours,"

*Then he did not say what he wanted of
me,"”

Mr. Trent relaxed his grasp, and the color
slowly came back into his face. He was a fine
looking man, fully six feet in height, and it was
easy to see where Allan #ot his broad shoulders
and erect carriage.

Hence the spectacle of such physical powers
crushed beneath some mysterious mental blow,
was all the more astounding—not to say terrify-
ngto the beholder,

Allan dropped on a footstool at his father's
side, and with one hand on the latter's knee,
looked up earnestly into his face, as he replied :

** No, he seemed only to want to see you. But
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1 mistrusted him for some reason or other, and
made up my mind to speak to you before he
could get an interview. So I walked past the
house, managed to get rid of him at the corner
and then hurried off down Cranberry Street, as
though we lived there. And ke jollowed me.”

Allan saw a tremor pass over his father’s face
as he added this last, but he went quickly on
and described the manner in which he had out-
witted his pursuer. Then, when he had fin-
ished,

‘‘ Father, he said, ‘ who is he? DidI do
right to throw him off the track ?"

The last was almost a whisper, for the strong
man had covered his face with his hands, and
something very like a groan came from between
his whitening lips.

‘*If it was not so sudden—if I had had only
a little time to prepare ! "

These words escaped from Mr. Trent involun-
tarily, it seemed. Then he straightened up,
once more took his son’s hands in his, and look-
ing down into that bright young face, said in
something like his old manner :

**Come, Allan, my boy, it is late. You
should be asleep now after your evening's ex-
citement. I will see this man when he calls,
so give yourself no further uneasiness about it.
And you had best not mention the matter to
your mother or Agnes, or to any one, in fact.
Good night, my son.”

Marveling, even dazed, Allan pressed his
father’s hand, then rose, and after hanging up
his coat and hat in the hall, ascended the brozd
staircase like one in a dream.

CHAPTER IV.
A THREAT AND ITS SEQUEL.

‘““ }S Mr. Trent in 2"

The speaker was a man of middle age,

with the eye glasses and side whiskers

that our friend Arthur Seymour would
have recognized had he been present. He had
entered the outer office of Howard Trent, on
one of the upper floors of the Mills Building in
New York, and addressed his query to the office
boy who was sharpening a lead pencil behind
the railing.

* He is very busy looking over his mail at this
time in the morning,” was the latter’s reply,
“but if you will give me your name I will take
it in to him."

* Hand him this,” and picking up a deposit
slip from a rack on his right, the stranger took
the pencil the boy handed him and wrote the
simple number, ** 333.”

The boy stared at it, opened his mquth to say
something, then shut it again with a remem-
brance of his position, and took the mysterious
bit of paper into his employer’s private office.

The visitor occupied himself in the meantime
by glancing around at the handsome finish and
furnishing of the apartment, smiling the while
grimly to himself.

‘“He will be able to do something handsome,”
he murmured. ‘' Quite a contrast these to the
old quarters. But what if I have made a mis-
take and it should be only a coincidence ? It
can't be sible though. That boy is the living
image o}mwhal he was then. I'll soon know
though.’

His eye fell on a stamped and directed envel-
ope that was lying on atable just inside the rail-
ing. He took up another deposit slip and began
carelessly to trace some words on it, crushing
the paper in his hand as he heard the boy re-
turning.

‘Mr. Trent says will you please step in-
side 2"

Taking off his hat and dropping the crumpled
paper into a pocket of his overcoat, the caller
followed the boy into the inner room.

“Will you take a seat 2" said Mr. Trent, gaz-
ing fixedly at the newcomer. He was tearing
into small scraps the deposit slip which had
served as visiting card, and dropping it into the
waste basket as he spoke.

“You don't remember me?” began the
stranger, trying to appear at ease,

‘! Perfectly,” was the unexpected reply. **You
are Paul Beaver.”

“Well, you have a better memory than 1
have, or I have changed less than you. 1 should
never have known you in the world, but for your
son.”

Mr. Trent made no reply, and an awkward
silence ensued.

Mr. Beaver «rossed and recrossed his feet once
or twice, cleared his throat, and then re-
sum~d :|

“You have made a big rise in the world,
Mr.—Trent. I have managed to do a little
climbing for my own part, too, but a few thou-
sand would help me immensely just now.™

He paused abruptly, smiled insinuatingly,
and then dropped lis eyes to his restless feet
beneath the frigidity of Mr. Trent's gaze.

*“What are you doing now ?” the latter ir-
quired at length,

** Nothing at present. T have been traveling
for a dry goods house in Worth Street, but 1
have a chance to start in the notions line with
a friend of mine. All I need isa littie cap-
ital.,”

The visitor coughed suggestively, and glanced
about the luxunously furnished office,

“Iknow what you mean, Beaver,” replied the
broker, swinging himseli around in his chair, so
as to look his caller straiyht in the face. ** Rut
it is no use, be your figure ten thousand or
one.”

Beaver's brow darkened.

I suppose you know the alternative,” he
said, rising to render his assertion the more ef-

fective. He made no movement towards the
door, however.

‘I can imagine what you may attempt to
prove,” returned the broker, with' the slightest
possible accent on ‘* attempt.”

‘“ But consider the loss you must sustain in
the end, and the disgrace.”

Beaver appeared to feel so sure that this re-
ference would lead to the desired negotiations
that he looked as if he was sorry he had not
kept his seat.

**On the other hand, consider the odiousness
of the term applied to the course you advise me
to take,” returned Mr. Trent, turning away and
toying with a letter on his desk as though inti-
mating that he wished an end put to the inter-
view,

‘“Then think of your family, the shock to
your wife, the horror of your son, the—"

‘' Stop,” interposed the broker firmly. ‘* Noth-
ing that you can say can alter my decision.
Confident as 1 am that I have never justly
incurred any evil that has befallen me, i can
fearlessly face whatever the future Las in store,
so long as my own conscience does not accuse
me.”
**You are the chooser,” reponded Beaver,
taking out his card case. ** Here is my address,”
he added, ** for the next two weeks. 1 will
give you up to that time to reflect on the matter.
If you decide to accede to my terms—which I
will place low, for old comradeship sake, you
3 y at five th 1 doll line there
will find me, Good morning, Mr. 7rent.”

It was lucky that the visitor took his depart-
ure as hurriedly as he did, for during his last
sentences the broker's fingers had fairly ground
their way into the palms of his hands with the
restraint he put upon the impulse to lay hold
on his tempter.

After the man had gone, he sat buried in
thought, with his head supported on his hand,
gazing fixedly at a small framed picture of his
son on the desk in front of him,

The fortnight succeeding the competitive con-
test described in our first chapter was a busy one
to the members of the Hercules Athletic Club.

Every afternoon they came together to practice
for the Interstate entertainment which was to
come off on the 25th, or to perfect arrangements
for the reception of the visiting clubs,

““What's the matter with you, Al ?" Arthur had
more than once said to his chum after these re-
hearsals. ** You don't appear to enter into your
work with the old time spirit. Norringway has
noticed it, too, I'm sure, for he has been quite
friendly of late. I believe he thinks you are
going to back out and leave the field to him.”

To this Allan's stereotyped answer was a
smile, and the suggestion that he might be suf-
fering from a touch of spring fever, but would
be sure to be all right the night of the exhibition.

Indeed, as the days went by, he regained
more and more of his old manner. The haunt-
ing fear that had been over him since that mid-
night interview with his father was gradually be-
coming less oppressive.

“* Father must have settled it all satisfactorily
or something would have come of it by this
time,” he told himself, and although he was
never free from a dull kind of burden on his
mind, he tried his best to forget it and put all
his heart into his school work and his athletic
training.

The evening of the 25th arrived at last. The
weather had condescended to be propitious, and
the pretty little club house was packed to its
utmost capacity, not only with representatives
from the best families in Brooklyn, but with
large delegations from New York, and not a few
guests from Boston and Philadelphia, the homes
of the competing clubs,

The Deanes, the Seymours and the Trents had
secured seats in the gallery together, and Dora
Grange had the felicity of being next neighbor
to ‘“ that sweet mother of Allan’s.”

But Allan himself came in for a generous
share of admiration. He was looking unusually
well this evening, and Mr. Trent lost the serious
aspect that had of late settled so persistently on
his countenance as he watched the graceful feats
performed with such seeming ease by his hand-
some son. Indeed, Steve Norringway's face
s the only discontented one to be found in all
that vast assemblage.

The evening's performance was about half
over. The pyramid act had been smoothly per-
formed, and thus far the score of the Brooklyn
club was in the lead.

Allan had ascended to the ceiling and swung
himself into the trapeze, from which he was to
take a flying leap to the hands of the professor
waiting to catch him, hanging head downwards
some twenty feet off.

The band was playing the waltz from ** Er-
minie,” and Allan was just settling himself into
position, when a commotion in the gallery be-
neath him attracted his attention. He glanced
down half carelessly to see what it was, -

The first thing he saw was the shining buttons
on a policeman’s coat. He was standing in the
aisle next his father, one hand on the broker's
shoulder, while just back of him was the myste-
rious stranger with the eye glasses and the flow-
ing side whiskers.

*“It has come at last," muttered Allan.

A sensation of dizziness rushed over him, and
just at that moment sounded the signal for his
leap.

(7o be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GULDEN AR-
GOSY. He can get you any number yoir may
want,
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CORRESPONDENCE.

We are alwaysglad to oblige our readers to the extent
of our abilities, but in justice to all only such questiona
as are of general interest can receive attention.

We have on tile a number of queries which will be an
swered in their turn as soon 88 space permits.

Decrivep with  than “ Chimney Swifts,"
*“The Doctor’s S(o‘rg," Rex Pemberton’s Re-
ward,” ** Mountain Winds,” ** A Thrilling Race.”

W. H., Chicago, Ill. For information regarding
the public library in your city, apply to the librarian.

Monuramun, Fitchburgh, Mass. Directions for
making an electrical machine were published in
No. 227.

C. F. B., East Portland, Ogn. George Wosten-
holm, the cutlery manufacturer, spells his name as
printed here,

Skr E. Sek, Island Grove, Fla. If we undertook
to settle all disputed points of law, what would the
lawyers do for a living ?

J. F. L., Ribolt, Pa. Books on the so called uni-
versal language, Volapuk, are published by George
R. Lockwood, New York.

Inquirer, Waterbury, Conn. We have not
lished any extended articles on the subject of
puk. See answerto J. F. L.

Coxstant READER, New York City, ke Ameri-
can Exchange and Mart, published in Boston, is
such a paper as you describe.

W. S., Hoboken, N. J. The most famous of Na-
poleon’s marshals were Ney, Soult, Davoust, Mas-
sena, Junot, Murat, and Bernadotte.

Younc ConreDERATE, Philadelphia, Pa. To
clean the ivory mouthpiece of a flute, rub it well
with fresh butter, and place it in the sunshine.

W.S. W, North Elba, N. Y. *Davy Jones" is
a sailor's name for Death; his **locker™ is the
depths of ocean, the resting place of his seafaring
victims,

Bex, Austin, Ill.  The ArGosy aims to select for
the subjects of its biographical sketches the men
whose careers are the most interesting and worthy

ot emulation.

J. £. R, New York City. We would not,if we
could, teil you how to ome a professional
boxer. That is not a calling that we should recom-
mend for any boy.

J. W., New York City. Frank Stockton's works
are published by Charles Scribner's Sons. Nou
stories bﬁo(‘)he other authors named have been
1ssued in k form, as far as we know.

A. B, New York City. In Nos. 243 and 244 we
published directions for making a 12 or 14 ft. can-
vas canoe to cost about $10. A ready made canoe
would of course cost several times as much,

M. W., New York City. You will have to apply
to the Trow Directory Company, or to some book-
seller, for information concerning old directories of
New York, Boston, Philadelphia and Liverpool.

E. H. McHucH, 36 Great jones St., New York
City, would like to communicate with boys between
the'ages of fourteen and seventeen who would join
the New York Company of the Erin’s Hope Cadets.

Kauck, Hume, Mo., and S. C, M., New York
City. The best months for camping out are June
and September. Many valuable hints on the sub-
ject will be tound in Nos. 234, 235, and 242 of the
ARGOSY.

L. ]J. H., Brooklyn, N. Y. The reason why the
front wheels of a wagon are smaller than the back
wheels is not far to scek. The necessary turning
gear throws the front axle lower, and thus makes
the wheel smaller.

Luke Wavtox, Chicago, Tll. 1. The patent office
reports are probably to be found in some of the
public libraries of your city. z. We are not author-
ized to publish our authors’ addresses, but we can
forward letters to them.

REeabER, Augusta, Me. Arrangements as to the
payment of express charges on articles exchanged
through the Arcosy's exchange column must be
made by the respective parties to the transaction.
‘We cannot settle the matter.

ReapEr, Summit, N. J. A compositor learns his
trade as an apprentice at §2.50 or §3.00a week. When
he becomes competent, $18 is the union rate for
weekly pay ; or if on piecework, he can earn from
$10 to $25 a week, according to circumstances.

P. K.. New York City. There is_in reality no
such thing as an ** electric star.” The name has
been popularly given to an electric light sent up,
we belicve, with a small balloon from Mr. Edison’s
residence at Orange, New Jersey.

M. K., Catasauqua, Pa. 1. The salary attached
to he office of Vice President is $8cc0a year. 2.
* How to edit a weekly school paper?” oo large
a question to answer here. We can merely advise
you to follow the best models.

M. A. W., Boston, Mass. Various remedies for
stuttering are advocated by different authorities on
the subject. A simple method, said to be effectual,
is this: At every syllable pronounced, tap at the
same time with the finger, as if beating time to
music.

L. L. M., San Francisco, Cal. 1. All numbers of
Vol. V are in print except No. 210. 2. Your desire
for a story 1))- Annie Ashmore has been gratified
already. 3. ‘“Afloat in a Great City, handsume!r
bound in’ cloth, costs $r.25. * Tom Tracy " will
gmlmbly appear shortly in Munsev’s Porvragr

ERIES. g

ub-
ola-

Jim Nast. You can get a good deal of amuse-
ment, and some useful information, by starting an
amateur paper. We should advise you to be your
own printer, in which case you will need a press
and some type. Still, you can start in a modest
way on $25, though more than that might be ex-
pended to advantage.

Stamrs, New York City. Newspaper stamps are
not used wublication offices. The mail is sent to
the post office unstamped ; it is there weighed, and
the stamps are affixed by the postal clerk to the
stub of the receipt given for the payment made,
As they are not sent out of the post office we could
not give them to you.

Horace Crupex, Brooklyn, N. Y. 1. Yes, Regi-
nald Cruden first appeared in 7%e Boy's Owen Paper
of London, 2. As already stated, the weekly cir-
culation of t kGosy is larger than that of any
similar publication. 3. Yes, Mr. Alger is under

contract to write for no other juvenile periodical
except the ArGosy.

We cannot control the repub-
lication of old stories the copyright of which was
sold to other publishers belore the ARGOSY Wi
started,
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lce Yachting in Ganada.

HE ingenuity which we mortals
display in overcoming obsta-
cles that would prevent us
from having a good time is
something wonderful to con-
template. To take our win-
ter amusements for instance.

The snow and the frost come, and they put an

ead to all the pleasant games that we have been

playing during the summer months. Base ball,
cricket, football, croquet, tennis, rowing, bath-
ing, yachting, are alike out of the question.

%ut are we disheartened, and like the bears,
do we retire into our houses, and there, sitting:
in sulky seclusion, suck our paws until the
warm breath of spring puts life into us again ?
Not a bit of it. Jack Frost is no enemy of ours.
On the contrary he is a friend most highly es-
teemed, and we always greet his company with
delight. ¢

To be sure we can no longer play base ball in
the level field, but can we not
coast down the sloping hill side
instead, and have just as good
fun over it too? Only a mad-
man would think of taking a dip
in the river now—but how about
skating over the glassy surface,
and playing chase, and hockey,
and other games upon it ?

““Ah!” I can fancy some one,
who doesn't quite know every-
thing, saying with a smile of
triumph, ¢ that's all true enough,
but there's one thing you can't
do in winter, and that is go out
yachting.” Can't we? Just
wait a moment, my friend, and
perhaps I will prove to you that
we can. And not only so, but
we can go sailing at such a rate
that if we could only manage to
sail in summer at the samespeed,
no Volunteer, Puritan, or May-
flower could possibly keep within
sight of us. Indeed we can have
yachting in midwinter, such
yachting as no onecan ever have
in midsummer, with ten times
more excitement, and risk also
for that matter.

Iam sorry I donot know the
inventor of ice yachting, for I
would like to tell the readers of
THE GOLDEN ARGOSY about
him; but I think I am safe in
saying that he belonged to that
large and ever increasing class of
inventive Yankees that have
done so much for the pleasure
and comfort of the world. He
certainly did not hail from Flori-
da or California. In all proba-
bility he was from New England,
and T would run the risk of giv-
ing as my opinion that the first ice yacht was
made out of a couple of pairs of the old fash-
ioned skates.

What could be more simple or natural than
the evolution of the ice yacht in the following
manner: Darius Green, whose home chanced
to be on the border of some broad river
that froze over solidly every winter, was very
fond of skating. On a windy day he no-
ticed that if he skated up against the wind,
and then, turning about, opened his coat wide,
the wind would blow him back again quite as
fast as he had come up. Happy thought! Why
not fasten his skates to a board, sit on the boarq,
hold up something for a sail, and have a glori-
ous time doing nothing, and letting the wind do
all the work ? From this to a frame having a
skate at each side, and a rudder with a pair of
skates to facilitate the steering, was an easy step,
and so in due time, after perhaps a winter or two
of thinking and planning, behold our ingenious
friend Darius skimming over the ice on a real
ice yacht with big iron runners, canvas sail,
platform for crew, and all the rest of it. The
whole thing seems so simple that I shall be very
much surprised if some of the boys who read
this, and are so fortunate as to live by a sheet
of ice big enough for sailing upon, do not have
an ice yacht of their own before this winter is
over.

Ice yachting has a great deal to recommend it.
In the first place it is not an expensive luxury.
It will not cost one tithe of the expense of ordi-
nary yachting. Half a dozen boys who know
something about the use of !mmmer. plane, and
chisel might make a very fair yacht ata cost not
exceeding thirty or forty dollars, the sail being
in that case the most expensive item. At the
same time hundreds of dollars can spent
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upon a yacht, and some of the monsters owned
by the Hudson River Yacht Club probably cost
thousands.

In the next(glace it is a very healthy, hardy
amusement. nly men and manly boys can
take any pleasure in it, and it is splendid exer-
cise for them. Ladies of course do go out
sometimes, but it is hardly a sport for the fair
sex. It i too much exp to wind
and cold. Then it is so unquestionably one of
the most thrilling and delightful amusements
that a man can have. Skating, sleighing, to-
bogganing, even at their very best, are not to
be compared with ice yachting when all the con-
ditions are favorable, and these conditions are :
A good strong yacht with plenty of canvas and
keen runners, a wide expanse of ice free from
holes and hummocks, and a fine fresh breeze.
Granted all these, and I question if the world
can offer a more glorious, heart satisfying sport.

Let us imagine ourselves at the edge of a
great reach of river which Jack Frost has cov-
ered with a glistening breast plate of ice. For
ten good miles this breast plate extends, free
from snow and open cracks, a little rough in
spots, but on the whole quite smooth enough
for the big runners of the ice yacht that stands
before us with sail clewed tight awaiting the
word to start. We get on board and draw the
‘warm rugs over our knees. Not much room on
the deck of this yacht, and none at all in the
cabin, for there isn’t any cabin. We must pack
close, but then we will be all th= snugger. Our
steersman shoves the yacht round, so that the
wind strikes full upon the broad stiff sail, and we
at once begin to move, slowly at first, but faster

make twenty, thirty, or sixty miles an hour on
thoroughly geod ice, though the wind be blow-
ing but ten, fifteen, or twenty miles an hour.

I have never gone at any phenomenal rate of
speed myself, but a friend of unimpeachable ac-
curacy assures me he went twelve miles in thir-
teen minutes on Toronto Bay. The fact of the
matter is, there is no theoretical limit to the
sgeed of an ice yacht, all conditions being favor-
able, and a hundred miles an hour is easily
within the bounds of possibility, although at the
same time I frankly confess I have no ambition
tobe on board the yacht that is going at that rate..

Ice yachting may be had in Canada all the
way from Halifax to Port Arthur. The chief
place, however, is the city of Toronto, and
there, if the bay happens to freeze over some
time before the snow comes, a small fleet of
yachts may be seen darting over the ice between
the wharves and Hanlan’s Island, or venturing
farther out into the bay if the state of the ice
permits. Many of these yachts of course are
private property, but others are open to engage-
ment, and going down to the foot of Yonge
Street any fine afternoon during the season you
can hire a yacht and its crew of one man by the
hour, and go in for a good time.

For the benefit of thote who may never have
seen an ice yacht I might say that it is simply an
open frame work of light strong wood in the
form of a triangle of which, curious to say, the
base constitutes the front or bow, and the apex
the stern. At each angle there is a runner,
something like a skate, and the stern runner is
fixed so as to move precisely like the rudder of a
boat. It is the steering gear, and upon its pro-
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and faster with every foot of advance, until pre-
sently we are spinning over the ice at a rate that
fairly takes our breath away.

hat a glorious inspiring motion it is! Our
speed rivals that of an express train, but there is
none of the horrid clanging and bumping that
make railway traveling disagreeable. With a
soft steady ‘‘ purr-r" our yacht glides over the
ice, and the keen breeze created by her motion
brings the crimson out upon our cheeks. Wedo
not so much seem to be going ourselves as the
shore to be flying t us. In ready obedience
to the steersman’s touch the yacht tacks this way,
that way, turns the corners, avoids the cracks,
gives the go by to the hummocks, and so on for
mile after mile until, having gone as far as the
ice is good and safe, or as we want to go, we
turn about and make for home again.

With regard to the speed which it is possible
for an ice yacht to attain there has been a good
deal of discussion. The fact of the New York

entral Railroad running for some distance
along the bank of the Hudson at a place where
very good ice yachting could be secured, made a
comparison between the relative speed of ice
yachts and express trains possible. But this did
not settle the matter, because the yachts, if they
had anything like a strong wind blowing from
the right direction, beat the express trains
handily.

The first man who asserted that an ice yacht
properly handled could go faster than the wind
was probably a good deal laughed at, and yet he
was perfectly correct. An ice yacht can go twice
or even three times as fast as the wind that pro-
pels it. It would take a lot of figures and dia-
grams to prove this, but it can be done to the
satisfaction of the most skeptical. A well built
yacht with perfect runners and a large sail can

per management depends the safety of those on
board. The sail is also triangular in shape, and
varies in size from sixty to one hundred and
twenty square yards, or indeed even more.
There is,‘i believe, a yacht in the Hudson River
Club which carries a monster sail, its area being
nearly 850 square feet. Other things being
equal, it is safe to say that the yacht with the
biggest sail will beat all the others, so if you are
going to bet, bet on the big sail, and the chances
will be all in your favor.

Ice yachting is not all fun. There is a
considerable spice of danger about it too. Be-
side the chance of collision with another yacht,
and of capsizing, both of which mean bad steer-
ing, there are perils to be avoided in the way of
cracks in the ice in which a runner may catch,
and of hummocks against which the low frame
work may crash. The cracks are the more
dangerous of the two, as sometimes it is very
difficult to see them in time to avoid them, and
disaster follows.

Some winters ago, a brother of the famous
sculler Hanlan was flying over Toronto Bay in
his yacht at the rate of sixty miles an hour,
when one runner caught in a crack. Instantly
there was a crash, the yacht turned into kindling
wood, and poor Hanlan was hurled across the
ice as from a catapult. When they picked him
up they found that one arm was badly broken,
and that he had received other injuries.

Some gentlemen who were trying to do a little
ice yachting on the Ottawa before that river was
completely frozen over, found themselves dash-
ing towards a huge gap in the ice, and could not
turn or check their progress. After unavailing
efforts to bring the yacht to, they were compelled
to throw themselves off on to the ice, and allow
their yacht to plunge headlong into the water.
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An amusing experience, that might have been,
but fortunately was not attended with serious
results, happened to a friend of mine some years
ago on Lake St. Louis, a little above Montreal,
He had an ice yacht on this lake, which is very
long and very wide, and on Saturday afternoons,
with a number of his companions, he would go
up there and have fine fun. One Saturday
afternoon a storm of wind and snow broke upon
them before they started, but they had come too
far to be balked in that way, so to the number
of six they piled on board the yacht, and pushed
off fora sail. It was slow work at first, for the
snow had already commenced to cover the ice,
But going out towards the middle of the lake
they found that the snow was drifting and leav-
ing long clear spaces between the drifts. To one
of these spaces they came just as a wild burst of
wind roared upon them from the north, and
away they went with the speed of an arrow. As
they neared the other side of the open stretch
they_ saw that there was a big drift ahead, but
relying upon their speed they determined to
charge it in the hope that their impetus might
carry them through. Sosteering straight for the
center of the drift they attacked it with a rush
that seemed enough to paralyze even so cool a
customer as a snow dril}:?

But they waked up the wrong ger.
The drift just stood right up to them. Instead
of going through it the yacht stopped as if by
magic. But the passengers did not stop; asif
shot out of a cannon the whole six went flying
through the snow filled air, and having described
parabolas varying in size from fifteen to thirty
feet, landed neck and heels together in various
parts of the drift they had so
signally failed to conquer. The
mast being too tightly fixed to
follow 'them, did the next best
thing by breaking off short at the
foot, and the whole yacht was
pretty badly broken up. None of
the boys had any bones shattered,
thanks to the soft bed into which
they fell, but they learned a les-
son about charging drifts that
none of them will be likely to
forget in a hurry.

It would be easy to write as
much more about” ice yachting
and its pleasures and perils, but
my space is exhausted, and I can
only add that while any boy may
have a miniature ice yacht of his
own, made in the way I have
suggested, still I hope that some
time or other every reader of the
ARGOSY may have the opportun-
ity of a sail upon a real big yacht,
that may afford him the glorious
sensation of speeding through
space at the intoxicating rate of
a mile a minute.

J. MAcDONALD OXLEY,
Marine Department,
Ottawa, Canada.
et e = tu

THE SPEED OF THOUGHT.

Many of the ArGosy readers have
no doubt frequently made use of
the expression ** quick as thought,”
but have any of them ever stopped
to consider how quick thought is?
A writer in the Nincteenth Century
has made some interesting calcula-
tions regarding the comparative
length of time it takes to call to
mind various every day facts.

It takes about two fifths of a
second to call to mind the country
in which a well known town is
situated, or the language in which
a familiar author wrote. We can

think of the name of next month in

half the time we need to think of
the name of last month. It takes on the averageone
third of a second to add numbers consisting of one
digit and half a second to multiply them. Such ex-
periments give us considerable “insight into the
mind.

Those used to reckoning can add two to three in
less time than others ; those familiar with ljterature
can remember more quickly than others that Shakes-
peare wrote ** Hamlet.” It takes longer to mention
a month when the season has been given than to
sa*m what month a season belongs.

he time taken up in choosing a motion, the
“will time,” can _be measured as well as the time
taken up in perceiving. If I do not know which of
two colored lights is to be presented, and must Jiit
my right hand if it be red and my left hand if it be
blue, 1 need about one thirteenth of a sécond to in-
itiate the correct motion. I have also been able to
register the sound waves made in the air by speak-
ing, and thus have determined that in order to call
ugolhe name belonging to a printed word I need
about one ninth of a second, to a letter one sixth of
a second, to a picture one quarter of a second,
to a color one third of a second.

A letter can be seen more quickly than a word,
but we are so used to reading aloud that the process
has become quite automatic, and a word can
read with greater ease and in less time than a letter
can be named. The same experiments made on
other persons give times differing but little from
my own. Mental processes, however, take pl
more slowly in children, in the aged, and in the un-
educated.

. —

IT WAS NOT THE ARGOSY.

“ Wrege do you get the funny things you print-
in your paper?”’ asked an inquisitive subscriber.
*Out of my head, sir, out of my head,” curtly re-
plied the bothered editor. ** Do you really, now?"
said the inquisitive subscriberﬁityingly. “Well, I
rather had an idea that something was wrong, but
1 didn't know it was so bad as that.”
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A CHANCE ARROW.
BY E. L. HUGGINS.

1 swor an arrow through the wood one day
In idle sport, and following where it led
1 found a doe that I had raised and fed
Stricken and bleeding fast her life away ;
Her tender fawn transfixed beside her lay :
One random shot two happy lives had sped.
The dead leaves rustled to my startled tread
And filled my fluttering heart with nu—an;‘e dismay,
For, gazing in those failing eyes, my soul
Met there another soul its very twin, :
Unseen for years, but hnwcfz?dm.-p within
‘The heart’s alcove, oh, lost beyond control.
‘Those murdered eyes still gaze, as from a glass
Framed in with bloody leaves and trampled grass.

e e

[ This story commenced in Ne. 270.]
Mr. Halgrove's Ward;

LIVING IT DOW N.
By TALBOT BAINES REED,
Author of “'Regimald Cruden,” efc., etc.

CHAPTER XVIIL
FRIENDS AND FOES.

EFFREYS was not long in finding out the
best and the worst of his new lot at Wild-
tree Towers,

If all his life could have been spent in
the shelter of the library, Jefireys would have
had little to complain of. But it was not, and
out of it it needed no great discernment to per-
ceive that he had anything but a friend in Mrs.

*Rimbolt. She was not openly hostile; it was
not worth her while to wage war on a poor do-
mestic, but she seemed for all that to resent his

presence in the house, and to be possessed of a

sort of nervous desire to lose no opportunity of

putting him down.

From the day of the kidnaping adventure
Percy was a sworn ally of Jeffreys. It mat-
tered nothing to him who else snuhg)ed the new
librarian, or who else made his life uncom(orta-
ble, Percy liked him and thought much of him.

He established a claim on his afternoons in
spite of Mrs, Rimbolt’s protests and Mr. Rim-
bolt's arrangements. Even Jeffreys's refusal to
quit work at his bidding counted for nothing,

Mr. Rimbolt did not conceal the satisfaction
with which he noticed the good influence on the
boy of his new friend, and readily fell in with
the arrangement that Jeflreys's afternoons
should be placed at his own (which meant
Percy’s) disposal. As for Mrs. Rimbolt, she
groaned to think of her boy consorting with
quondam tramps, yet consoled herseli with the
knowledge that Percy had now some one who
would look after him and keep him out of dan-
ger, even with a vulgar right arm,

Jefireys accepted this new responsibility cheer-
fully, and even eagerly. It sometimes came
over him with a shock, what would these peo-
ple say if they knew about young Forrester ?
Yet was not this care of a boy given to him now
as a means—if not of winning back his good
name—at least of atoning in some measure by
the good he would try to do him and the pa-
tience with which he would bear with his exact-
ing ways, for what was past ?

[i" was in that spirit he accepted the trust, and
felt happy in it.

As the summer passed on, Wildtree, the moors
around which were famous for their game, be-
came full of visitors. The invasion did not dis-
turb Jefireys, for he felt that he would be able
to retire into private life and avoid it. The
company numbered a few boys of Percy's age,
sn that even that young gentleman would not
be likely to require his services for a while.

He therefore threw himself wholly into his
work, and, with the exception of an hour each
afternoon, when he took a turn on the hillside,
showed himself to no one.

On one of these occasions, as he was strolling
through the park towards the moor, he encoun-
tered Miss Atherton, very much laden with a
campstool, a basket, a parasol, and a water-
proof. Shy as he was, Jefireys could hardly
pass her without offering to relieve her of part
of her burden. * May I carry some of those
things 2" said he,

He had scarcely exchanged words with Raby
since the first day of his arrival ; and though he
secretly numbered her among his friends, he
had an uncomfortable suspicion that she looked
down on him, and made an effort to be kind to
him.

*Thanks, very much,” said she, really glad
to get rid of some of her burdens; *“if you
wouldn't mind taking the chair. But I'm afraid
you are going the other way."

** No,” said Jeffreys, taking the chair, *' I was
going nowhere in particular. May 1 not take
the waterproof and basket too 2"

* The basket is far too precious,” said Raby,
smiling ; it has grapes in it. Butif you will
take this horrid waterproof—"

*There is not much use for waterproofs this
beautiful weather,” said Jefireys, beginning to
walk beside her. Then, suddenly recollecting
himself, with a vision of Mrs. Rimbolt before
his mind, he fell back, and said, awkwardly :

* Perhaps 1 had better—I must not detain
you, Miss Atherton.”

She saw through him at once, and laughed.

**You propose to follow me with those things
as il I was an Eastern princess | Perhaps 1 had
better carry them myselfl if you are afraid of
me."
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““I'm not afraid of you," said Jefireys.

“But you are afraid of auntie. Soam I—I
hope she'll meet us. What were you saying
about the weather, Mr. Jeffreys 2"

Jeffreys glanced in alarm at his audacious
companion. He had nothing for it after this
challenge but to walk with her and brave the
consequences. There was something in her
half mutinous, half confiding manner which
rather interested him, and made the risk he was
now running rather exhilarating.

¢ Percy seems to have forsaken you," said she,
after a pause, **since his friends came. 1 sup-
pose he is sure to be blowing his brains out or
som.ething of the sort on the moors.”

‘*Percy is a fine fellow, and certainly has
some brains to blow,” observed Jeffreys, sol-
emnly,

Raby laughed,
acter sin
of you!"

““Why "

“*Oh, he cuts me, now he has you |
about once a week to offer to show me what he
was doing. Now he only offers once a month,
and then always thinks better of it.”

“He's quite a reformed char-
you came,” said she; ** I'm jealous

He used

library," said the girl ; *‘you should hear how
uncle praises you behind your back! Poor
auntie—"

At that moment they turned a corner of the
shrubbery leading up to the house, and found
themselves suddenly face to face with Mrs. Rim-
bolt with a gentleman and two or three of her
lady guests.

Jefireys flushed up as guiltily as if he had
been detected in a highway robbery, and abso-
lutely forgot to salute. Even Kaby, who was
not at all sure that her aunt had not overheard
their last words, was taken aback and looked
confused.

Mrs. Rimbolt bridled up like a cat going into
action. She took in the situation at a glance,

and drew her
infer-

own

dea
she, “come
with us. Col-
onel  Broth-
erton wishes
to see Rod-

THE ICE GAVE WAY, AND JEFFREYS FLUNGED INTO THE LAKF.

“The thing is to get him to work at one
thing at a time," said Jeffreys, to whom Percy
was always an interesting study. *‘ As soon as
he has learned that art he will do great thin,

“1 think Percy would make a fine soldier,
said Raby, with an enthusiasm which quite cap-
tivated her companion, * he's so brave and hon-
est and determined. Isn't he? "

“ Yes, and clever too.”

** Of course, but my father always says a man
needn’t be clever to be a good soldier, ~ He says
the clever soldiers are the least valuable."”

**Was your father a soldier 2"

“Was? Heis. He's in Afghanistan now."

**In the middle of all the fighting 2™

'*Yes," said Raby, with a shade across her
bright face. *‘It's terrible, isn't it ? I half
dread every time I see a letter or a newspaper.
Mr. Jeffreys ! " added the girl, stopping short
in her walk, **my father is the best and bravest
man that ever lived.”

“1 know he is," said Jeffreys, beginning to
wonder whether some of the father's good quali-
ties were not hereditary.

Raby looked up curiously and then laughed,

“You judge of him by seeing how heroic T
am braving my aunt's wrath. Oh, dear, I do
hope she meets us. It would be such a waste
of courage if she doesn't,”

I have benefited by your courage,” said Jef-
freys, quite staggered at his own gallantry.

‘1 expect you're awfully dull in that old

net Falls, and we are going there. Oh, Mr.
Jeffreys," added she, turning frigidly upon
the already laden librarian, * when you have
carried Miss Atherton's things into the house,
be good enough to go to Kennedy and
tell him to meet us at the upper fall. And you
will find some letters on the table to be posted.
By the way, Colonel Brotherton, if you have
that telegram you want to send off, the librarian
will go with it. It is% pity you should have
the walk.”

To these miscellaneous orders Jeffreys bowed
solemnly, and did not fail to exhibit his clumsi-
ness by dropping Raby's waterproof in a be-
lated effort to raise his hat.  Mrs. Rimbolt
would hardly have been appeased had he not
done so ; and it was probably in a final endeavor
to show him off as he departed that she added :

“ Raby, give Mr. Jeffreys that basket to take
in; you cannot carry that up to the falls.”

“+Oh, aunt, I've told Mr. Jeflreys I can't trust
him with it. It has grapes in it. ~ Didn't I, Mr.
Jefireys "' she said, appealing gayly to him
with a smile which seemed to make a man of
him once more,

I will undertake not to eat them," said he,
with a twitch of his mouth, receiving the pre-
cious basket,

After that he sacrificed even his afternoon
eonstitutionals, and took to the life of a hermit
until Wildtree Towers should be rid of its visit-
ors.
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The autumn passed uneventfully. Mr. Rim-
bolt had occasion once or twice to go up to Lon-
don, and on these occasions Jefireys was re-
minded that he was not on a bed of roses at
Wildtree.

Raby continued to regard him from a distance
with a friendly eye, and now and then alarmed
him by challenging him to some daring act of
mutiny which was sure to end in confusion, but
for all that always seemed to him to huve some
compensation in the fellow feeling it established
between the poor librarian apd the dependent
and kept under niece.

News arrived now and then from India, bring-
ing relief as to what was past, but by no means
allaying anxiety as to what might be in store for

the soldier there. A week before
Christmas, Raby told Jeffreys, with
mingled pride and trepidation, that
her father had written to say he had
been made major, and expectad to be sent in
charge of a small advance force towards Kan-
dahar to clear the way for a general advance.

By the same post another letter came for Mrs,
Rimbolt, the contents of which, as the fates
would have it, also came to Jeffreys's ears.

** My dear,” said the lady, entering the library
that evening, letter in hand, and addressing her
husband, who was just then engaged with his
librarian in inspecting some new purchases,
“here is a letter from my old friend Louisa
Scarfe. She proposes to come 1o us for Christ-
mas, and bring with her her son, who is now at
Oxford. 1 suppose 1 can write and say yes?"

“ Certainly,” said Mr. Rimbolt ; I shall be
delighted.”

A chill went to Jefireys's heart as he over-
heard this hurried consultation. If this should
be a certain Scarfe he knew, he was not yet rid,
he felt, of Bolsover, or of his bad name.

CHAPTER XVIIL
A MEETING.

¢A RS. SCARFE and her son arrived a d:{

Ve or two later at Wildtree Towers. Jef-

@) freys, who from the recesses of a bay

window was an unseen witness of the

arrival, saw at a glance that his forebodings
were 100 true.

Scarfe had changed somewhat since Jeffreys
had been a fellow student with him at Bolsover
fifteen months before. He was older and better
looking, and wore a budding black mustache.
His dress was in the best Oxford style; and in
his easy confident carriage there remained no
trace of the overgrown schoolboy.

His mother, a delicate looking widow, re-
turned Mrs. Rimbolt's greeting with the eager-
ness of an old friend, and introduced her son
with evident pride.

1t was hopeless for Jeffreys to think of avoid-
ing a recognition for long. Still he anxiously
put off the evil hour as far as possible. The
first afternoon and evening this was not dif-
ficult, for the travelers had made a long journey
and retired early. The following day he went
through his work on tenter hooks. Every time
the library door opened he felt his heart sink
within him, and every footstep he heard cross-
ing the hall seemed to be the one he dreaded.

%Eﬂ:’y rushed into the library after lunch.

“Oh, 1 say, Jeff, come along. There’s such
a jolly fellow come to stay, and he's coming to
see the Falls, and we're going to take guns on
the chance of a shot. Come on and bring
Julius”

“I'm very sorry, Percy. I can't come this
afternoon. 1 don't feel game. Mind how you
manage your gun. Julius wouldn't go without
me, but  Appleby can get you a dog from the
kennels.”

“Oh, bother it all, Jeff, you might come;
are you really out of sorts ?"

“T'd ever so much sooner not come this after-
noon.”

“ All serene. I'm sorry—I'd like you to see
Scarfe. He's at Oxford and a jolly fellow.”

And, much to Jeffreys's relief, the boy went
off, sparing him further solicitation.

In the evening he attempted to escape the in-
evitable by taking refuge in his room after dinner.

But as’it happened a messenger arrived from
Overstone with a parcel of books, which made
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it necessary for him to return to the library.
And while there Mr. Rimbolt as usual came in.

As soon as the business matter had been ar-
ranged, Mr. Rimbolt said : ** Miss Atherton has
been asking to see Blake's * Songs of Innocence,’
Jeﬂre\c will you kindly take the book to her
in the drawing room ? I "have one of my tenants
to see here, but I shall be in shortly.”

There was no possible escape from this
dilemma.

With a groan he got the book down from its
place and went.

* Kindly ask Mrs. Rimbolt not to wait coffee
for me.” said Mr. Rimbolt, **as I may be de-
tained.

If Jefireys could only have encountered Walker
in the hall he would even yet have attempted to
avoid his fate by handing the book and the
message to that functionary’s charge. Rut though
he waited about fully three minutes, no Walker
appeared ; and at last, alarmed lest Mr. Rimbolt
should come out and discover him, he marched
desperately to the drawing room door.

A fresh dilemma confronted him as he reached
it. He had never yet entered the drawing room
except under Mr. Rimbolt's or Percy’s wing.
What should he do now ?  Knuock, like a com-
mon domestic ; or enter unbidden, like an ill
bred one ?

Of the two his pride dec:dcd lhe formt-r course

was the less ¢

Scarfe, as he entered, was en-n-;:ed in turning
over a book of prints "with Raby and did not
notice him. Nor did Mrs. Rimbolt, sitting on=
the sofa beside her friend, heed his entrance till
Percy said @

*“ Hullo, Jeff 1™

Jeffreys became aware that the eyes of the
whole party were suddenly centered on him—
Mrs. Rimbolt's from under her lifted eyebrows,
Mrs. Scarfe's through raised eyeglasses, Raby's
with a veiled welcome, Scarfe's in blank aston-
ishment.

He advanced awkwardly into the room.

*Close the door, please, Mr. Jeffreys,” said
Mrs. Rimbolt, in tones which left no manner of
doubt in her visitors’ minds as to the status of
the librarian in the house.

Jefireys obeyed, and advanced once more
towards Raby.

* Your uncle,” stammered he, conscious of
nothing but Scarfe’s stare, *‘ asked me to bring
vou this book.” Then turning with a desperate
effort to his old schoolfellow, he said : ** How
are vou, Scarfe 2"

He scorned himself for the half appealing tone
in which the salutation was made. What was
Scarfe to him 2 Nothing, save that Scarfe and
he had both looked down that October afternoon
on the motionless form of one small boy in the
Bolsover meadow. And was that nothing ?

** How do you do, Jetfreys 2" said Scarfe,
stiffly extending his hand, and immediately
afterwards returning to his examination of the
prints with Raby.

‘* Do you know Jeff 2" asked Percy, who had
\\'llx\e\sed the recognition.

**Yes. Jeffreys and 1 have met,”
not looking up from his book.

**Who is that young man 2" said Mrs. Scarfe,
in an audible whisper to her hostess.

** The librarian here. Mr. Jeffreys, " added Mrs.
Rimbolt, as Jeffreys stood irresolute, not know-
ing whether to remain in the room or go, ** be
good enough to tell Walker he can bring the
w{fge. and tell Mr. Rimbolt we are expecting
him

" said Scarfe,

Ir. Rimbolt asked me to say you are not to
wait cofice for him. He may be ‘detained with
a tenant in the library

¢ Jeff, T say, you shnnld have been with us
thisafternoon. We had such larks. We got one
or two pot shots, but didn't hit anything except
the dog. So it's a good job we didn't borrow
Julius, Kennedy says we're in lor a ripping
frost, so save yourself up, old man.’

** Percy, you talk hke a stable boy. Do re-
member you are in the drawing room ; and don't
detain Mr. Jeffreys from his work.”

Under cover of this maternal exhortation Jef-
freys withdrew,
ueer, your knowing Jeff, Scarfe,” said

after he had gone; ‘‘was he at Ox-

Percy,
ford 2"

**No," said Scarfe. ‘It was at.school.
Surely that must be one of Hogarth's engravings,
Miss Atherton; it is exactly his style.”

** It wasn't much of a school, was it 2" persist-
ed Percy. ** Jeff told me he didn’t care aboutit.,”

** I don't think he did,” replied Scarfe, with a
faint smile,

** I suppose you are very fond of Oxford, are
you not 2" said Mrs. Rimbolt ; *‘ every one who
bdon;:\ to the University seems very proud
of it.”

This effectually turned the conversation away
from Jetfreys, and the subject was not recurred
to that evening.

CHAPTER XIX.
ON THE ICE.

ENNEDY'S prophecy of a hard frost
turned out to have been a knowing one.
All through Christmas week it continued
with a severity rare even in that moun-

tainous region ; and when on New Year's Day

the report reached Wildtree that a man had
skated across the upper end of Wellmere it was
admitted to be a frost which, to the youager
generation of the place at least, * beat the
record.”

Percy was particularly enthusiastic, and terri-

fied his mother by announcing that he meant 1o

skate across Wellmere too.  Raby, though less
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ambitious, was equally keen for the ice: and
Scarfe, indolently inclined as he was, was con-
strained to declare himself also anxious to put
on his skates.

A day was lost, owing to the fact that Percy's
skates, which had lain idle for two years, were
now too small for him and useless.

Mrs. Rimbolt devoutly hoped the dealer in
Overstone would have none to fit him, and used
the interval in intriguing right and left to stop
the projected expedition.

She represented to her husband that the head
gardener was of opinion that the frost had
reached its height two days ago. She discovered
that Scarfe had a cold, to which exposure might
be disastrous. Raby she peremptorily forbade
to dream of the i and as for Percy, sne con-
jured him by the e he bore her to skate on
nothing deeper than the Rodnet marsh, whereat
that young gentleman gibed. The Overstone
dealer had skates which fitted the boy to a nicety ;
and, by way of business, sent up *‘ on inspec-
tion" a pair which Mr. Rimbolt might find use-
ful for himself.

““You surely will not allow Percy to go?"
said the lady to her husband, on the morning
after the arrival of the skates.

“Why not? He is a good skater, and we
don't often have a frost.”

** But on Wellmere | Think of the danger !”

1 often skated across Wellmere when 1 was
aboy. I would not object to do it again if I
had the time to spare. I declare the sight of
the skates tempted me.”

1 don't belicve Mr. Scarfe can swim.  What
would happen if there were an accident >

** I think you overrate the danger,” said her
husband ; * however, if it pleases you I will get
Jeffreys to go with them. e can swim, and 1
dare say he can skate too.”

Mrs. Rimbolt shied a little at the suggestion ;
but yielded to it as a compromise, being better
than nothing.

Jefireys would fain have evaded this unex-
pected service,

“1 have no skates,”
bolt proposed it.

‘* But Steelford sent up a pair for me, and
as I can't use them you are welcome to them.”

** Did you not want the books from Sotheby’s
collated before tomorrow 2"

** No, Saturday will do. Honestly, Jeffreys,
1 would be more comfortable, so would Mrs.
Rimbolt, if you went. We have experience of
the care you take of Percy. So, you see, I ask
a favor,"”

It was useless to hold out.

“T will go,” said he, and it was settled.

he said, when Mr. Rim-

An hour later, Scarfe, Percy, Jefireys, and
Julius stood at the door ready to start.
““ Where's Raby, I say 2" cried Percy: ** she

said she'd come.”

“1 do not wish Raby to go.”

“Oh, look here, mother, as if we couldn’t
look after her; eh, Scarfe 2"

** 1t would be no pleasure without Miss Ather-
ton,” said Scarfe.

“Can't she come, father?" said Percy, ad-
roitly appealing to Casar.

‘1 really think it would be a pi
miss the fun.”

** Huzzah ! Raby, where are you? Look
sharp! father says you can come, and we're
waiting | " cried Percy.

Raby, who had been watching the party rather
wistfully, did not keep them long waiting.

"Jul|u>, doggie,” said she, as she ran down
the steps, ‘‘ you may carry my skates."”

* Won't you allow me ?"" said rfe.

““1f you can persuade Julius,"” said she, laugh-

she should

ing.
But Julius, having got the skates in his mouth,
turned his back rather contemptuously on Scarfe,
and trotted round to the other side of his master.

**Good by, mother; mind you have hot
blankets ready, and ask the coroner up to tea.
Yoicks ! " shouted Percy, who was in one of his
most boisterous moods.

Jefireys did not much enjoy that walk to the
lake. The high spirits of the others jarred on
his own. Scarfe stiffly ignored his presence,
and devoted himself to Raby, while Percy
spoiled his own glee by attempting to spice it
with asample of his newly acquired tall talk.

Wellmere was a lake some five miles long
and a mile across. In times of frost it not in-
frequently became partially frozen, but owing to
the current of the river which passed through it,
it seldom froze so completely as to allow of be-
ing traversed on skates, This, however, was an
extraordinary frost, and the feat of the adven-
turer on New Year's Day had been several times
repeated already.

The Wildtree party found the ice in excellent
order, and the exhilarating sensation of skim-
ming over the glassy surface banished for the
time all the unpleasant impressions of the walk.
It was several years since Jeffreys had worn
skates, but he found that five minutes was suffi-
t to render him at home on the ice. He es-
and devoted himself entirely to

>
chewed figures,
straightforward skating, which, as it happened,
was all that Percy could accomplish—and all,
indeed, that he aspired to.

It therefore happened naturally that Scarfe

and Raby, who cultivated the eccentricities of
skating, were left to their own devices, while
Jeffreys, accompanied of course by Julius, kept
pace with his young hero for the distant shore.

It was a magnificent stretch.  The wind was
dead, the ice was perfect, and their skates were
true and sharp,

“Isn't this grand, Jeff 2" cried Percy, all
aglow, as they scudded along, far outstripping
the perplexed Julius.

** T was never on such ice ! "

** Looks as if
said Percy.

“It's better here in the middle than nearer
the shore. I hope those two won't get too near
the river; it looks more shaky there.”

**Trust Scarfe! He knows what's what! 1
say, aren't he and Raby spoons 2"

**Mind that log of wood. It must be pretty
shallow here,” said Jefireys, his face glowing
with something more than the exercise.

They made a most successful crossing.  Re-
turning, a slight breeze behind them favored
their progress, and poor Julius had a sterner
chase than ever,

As they neared their starting point Jeffreys
looked about rather anxiously for Scarfe and

responded Jeff.
it couldn’t thaw, doesn't it 2"

.Raby, who, tiring of their fancy skating, had

started on a little excursion of their own out in-
to the lake,

** T wish they wouldn't go that way,” said he,
as he watched them, skimming along hand in
hand ; ** It may be all right, but the current is
sure to make the ice weaker than out here.”

*“ Oh, they're all serene,” said Percy. *“I'll
yell to them when we get near enough.”

Presently, as they themselves neared the
shore, they notice?! Scarfe turn and make for
the land, evidently for something that had been
forgotten or else to make good some defect in
his skates. Raby while waiting amused herself
with cutting some graceful figures and curveting
to and fro, but always, as Jeffreys noted with
concern, edging nearer to the river.

Percy shouted and waved to her to come the
other way. She answered the call gayly and
started towards them. Almost as she started
there was a crack, like the report of a gun, fol-
lowed by a cry from the girl.

Jefireys, with an exclamation of horror and a
call to Julius, dashed in an instant towards her.
The light girlish figure, however, glided safely
over the place of danger. Jeffreys had just time
to swerve and let her pass, and next moment he
was struggling heavily twenty yards beyond in
ten feet of icy water.

It all happened in a moment, Percy’s shout,
the crack, the girl's cry, and Julius's long howl
all seemed part of the same noise.

Percy, the first of the spectators to recover his
self possession, shouted to Scarfe, and started
for the hole.

*“I'm all right, don't come nearer,” called
Jefireys, as he approached, ‘‘there's a ladder
there, where Scarfe is. Bring it.”

Percy darted off at a tangent, leaving Jeffreys,
cool in body and mind, to await his return.

To an ordinarily excitable person the position
was a critical one. The water was numbing ;
the ice at the edge of the hole was rotten, and
broke away with every effort he made to cling
toit: even Julius, floundering beside him, be-
wildered, and at times a dead weight on his
arms and neck, was embarrassing. Jeffrey
however, did not exhaust himself by wild strig-
gles.  He laid his stick across the corner of the
hole where the ice seemed firmest, and with his
arms upon it, propped himself with tolerable
security.  He ordered the dog out of the water
and made him lie still, at a little distance, on
the ice. He even contrived to kick off one boot,
skate and all, into the water, but was too
numbed to rid himself of the other, =

It seemed an eternity while Scarfe andPercy
approached with the ladder, with Raby, terrified
and pale, hovering behind.

** Don't come nearer,” he shouted, when at
last they got within reach. **Slide it along.™

They pushed it, and it slipped to within a
yard of him.

Julius, who appeared to have mastered the
1ation, jumped forward, and fixing his teeth
in the top rung, dragged it the remaining dis-
tance,

‘The rest was easy. Scarfe crawled along the
ladder cautiously till within reach of the almost
exhausted Jefireys, and caught him under the
shoulders, dragging him partially up on the firm
ice,

**Tcan hold now,” said Jeffreys, **if you and
Percy will drag the ladder. Julius, hold me, and
drag too.”

This combined effort succeeded. A mirute
later, Jefireys, numbed with cold but otherwise
unhurt, was being escorted on his one skate be-
tween Percy and Scarfe for the shore, where
Raby awaited him with a look that revived him
as nothing else could.

(70 be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GOSY.  He can get you any number you may
want.
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MIND AND STOMACH.

Tue ArGosy has already given instances of the
power of the imagination, not in the way of
but in fancying oneself to be the
victim of certain diseases or misfortunes, A vivid
illustration of the strength of this faculty in man
is given by the London 7'a// .i/all Gazette in the
following anecdote :

A Dr. Durand, wishing to test the practical ef-
fect of mind dmasu gave a hundred patients a
dose of sweetened water, Fifteen minutes after,
entering apparently in great excitement, he an-
nounced that he had by mistake given a powerful
emetic and preparations must be made accordingly.

writing storie:

Eighty out of the hundred patients became
thoroughly ill and exhibited the usual result of
an emetic ; twenty were unaffected.  The curious

part n( it is that, with very few exceptions, the
eighty ** emeticized " subjects were men, while the
strong minded few, who' were not to be caught
with chaff, were women,
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THE DEAD PAST.
BY FANNIE RUSSELL.
Wuv cherish a dream that is ended ?
hy look down the vista of years,
But to suffer a long buried sorrow,
To open the wound with new tears ?
It is over, forget it—as useless
(No matter how anxious we be)
To try to go back, as recover
A pearl that is lost in the sea !
‘Why waste precious moments in thinking
Of scenes that were beautiful then?
Why linger o'er graves that hold treasures
Kcy ne'er will return us again ?
) wish for our youth and 1ts gladness
hcn from sorrow and care we were free?
‘When ’tis gone from our grasp, gone forever.
As a pearl that is Jost in the sca !
——e ———
[ Zhis story commenced in No. 267.]

.
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FRED WORTHINGTON’S CAMPAIGN,
By FRANK A. MUNSEY,
Author of “Afloat ina Great City," ** The
Boy Broker," etc., elc.
CHAPTER XXV.

A GENEROUS OFFER.

POR a time everything at the factory ran

@

well, and Fred turned off his work quite

as satisfactorily as could have been ex-

pected, since he was a new hand and un.
accustomed to the duties. He learned them
readily, however, but not soon enough to escape
the fault finding of Christopher Hanks, who
seemed to delight in making it uncomfortable
for the boys, as he was one of those disagree-
able and contemptible men who take delight in
tyrannizing over those below them in authority,
especially if they are boys, and consequently not
able to match them in strength and courage.

It is just possible, however, that Christopher
overestimated his own powers in this latter re-
spect, or still more probable, that he had a de-
cidedly faulty conception of our young friend's
muscular development, as may hereafter be
shown.

I'red had the good sense, however, to keep
from having any trouble with him on first going
into the mill, as he was already under a cloud,
and he knew that it would be for his ad\ama;e
to submit for a time to what was anything but
agreeable to one of his spirit.  ** A fuss with
Hanks at this time,” thought he, * might turn
Mr. Farrington against me, and then 1 should
have no strong friend left.”

Fred looked upon Mr. Farrington as one who
would de everything possible to help him ad-
vance and to aid him in re-establishing his inno-
cence. It may as well be said here that this lat-
ter consideration was more to him than aoy-
thing else, for he felt most keenly the attitude
of many of his former friends whenever he
chanced to meet them. Moreover, he hoped to
be promoted as soon as a vacancy should occur,
provided he conducted himself so as to meritit.

For these several reasons, Fred put up with
the mean treatment of Hanks, that he might
become well established before asserting his
manliness and indepeundence.

He did the heavy work that really belonged to
Hanks, so that Carl might avoid it. He did
even more than had been done by either boy
before he came, for the carrying of the cloth had
been imposed upon him. Fred did not know
this for some time, until Jack Hickey, the Jolly
Scourer, said to him one day :

‘*Me b'y, \\1\) do ye let that ould spalpane
crowd ye so 2"

‘“Why, what do you mean ?” inquired young
Worthington, who wanted to draw out his
friend of the Emerald Isle.

“*1 mane about luggin' the clolh Sure, an’
no b'y but ye has ever done it.”

‘T thought it was a part of my work ; he told
me to do it the first morning 1 came in. and no
one ever spnke to me about it before.”

*Oh, by Patrick, hed loaf on ye if he
o mld—(he ould sour mouth.’

This opened Fred's eyes still further, and
when he saw Carl he said to him :

“*Why didn't you tell me that it wasn't my
work to lug the cloth down 2"

‘* Because Mr. Hanks told me that he was
going to make you do it, and threatened me if |
told you; and 1 didn’t want to do anything to
displease him."

““Well, it is all right; T am glad you didn't
do anything to make him treat you worse, but
there may be a time ahead for a reckoning be-
tween him and me. I know of other tricks of
his, and I'll make good use of my information
when the time comes.”

*I hope you won't have a fuss with him and
leave the flockers. My work is so much easier
now," replied Carl, anxiously.

**Oh, no; I guess T won't leave them right
away,” returned Fred. **Tam glad if you are
getting along better than you did before I
came.”

““Oh, yes, I am; and my back isn't so lame
now I don't lift any; but Idon't seem to get
strong. It seems as if I couldn’t do the heavy
work any more if I tried.”

“1 am indeed sorry,” said Fred, sympa-
thetically, *‘but1 hope you don't get so tired as
you did. If you do not, and think you are
strong encuyh, I would like to have you come
up to my house evenings and study with me.
think you spoke as if you would like a better
education. I thought that night after we were
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talking about it that I would ask you to do
this, and I have been waiting for you to get
stronger; but you have looked so tired all of
the time that I kept putting off speaking about
it till now."

As the little cripple thought of the previous
kind acts of Fred, and listened to his new pro-
posal to teach him, his eyes grew moist with
gratitude, and a crystal drop stole down his
thin, pale cheek. He said nothing for a mo-
ment or two, but that silent tear meant more to
our young friend than words could have ex-
pressed. %t seemed to him that at no time in
his life had his own heart been so large and his
sympathy for others su great.

Presently Carl replied :

*“ Oh, I should be so glad of such a chance,
but I am afraid it wculd trouble you too
much.”

‘* No, that’s nothing. It would do mc good
to review my studies, and, moreover, I should
find a pleasure in feeling that I was really
doing you a good turn.”

** Then I will try it, and I hope I'can hold
out, for if I could only get an education I think
I could find some lighter work to do that would
be better for me. [ don't feel very strong now,
but I hope I can stand it. When shall I com-
mence 2"

““ You may come any evening."

*“Youare not at home every night, are you 2"

** Yes, every evening except Sunday—then I
go to church.”

**1 should think you would go out with the
boys and have some fun.”

**1 can’t do that and study too.”

‘Do you study now ? I thought you were a
good scholar.”

““Yes; I have not missed an evening since I
came into the mill.”

* What are you studying "

“I am studying mathematics and pmclmng
penmanship most of the time. The\' w:ll
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‘1 should think that would be hard enough,
but these letters are what stick me. They are
exactly like print.”

** Oh, lhcf’ are ea.si' ; I learned to print a long
time ago. It is much easier than good penman-
ship, for it is slow, while writing is done much
faster, so it takes a lot of practice to get the
knack of it ; but I like it and can do pretty good
work now. Here are some of my cards and a
little flourished work, and this is what I am
doing now "—showing Carl a set of books on
which he had been at work in his book keep-
ing.

Again the little cripple was greatly interested
to see the handsome work before him—for
handsome it was, as Fred, by dint of much
practice, had become a superior penman.

**1 never saw such good writing,” said Carl,
‘“*only what our writing master used to do, when
I went to school, and he didn't do any of these
birds either. I don't see where you learned to
doit.”

“1 learned it right here.
could do it by practicing enough.”

*1 wish I had known that before, then [
could have practiced when I had no books to
study ; but I thought nobody could learn to
write much without a teacher.”

**You were mistaken there; a good copy
and plenty of the right sort of practice will make
any one a good penman. But what would you
like to study most 2 Tell me what you want to
fit yourself for, then I will tell you what I think
will do you the most good.”

“I would like to get so I could keep books.
There is a place in the finishing room where an
account of the cloth and shipping is kept. It is
easy work, and pays well. 1 thought, perhaps,
if T could only do the work, I might some time
get that job, or some good place ‘outside of the
mill.”

“* Yes, that would, perhaps, be the best thing
for you ; so I should think you had better prac-

You or anybody

most useful to me if ever I get into b

*1 am afraid it would be too much trouble
then for you to teach me.”

** Oh, don't worry about that. 1 have plenty
of books, too, that you can use, so you need not
buy any,” said Fred, wishing to encourage his
friend as much as possnble though he well
knew that his generous offer would be no little
inconvenience to himself.

In the course of a few evenings Carl asked
his uncle, after they had finished supper, if he
could go over to Mr. Worthington's for a little
while ; and having received a favorable answer
he went up stairs and put on another suit. It
was the best the poor boy had, though the coat
fitted him badly, owing to his deformity. All
the garments, moreover, were made from inex-
pensive material, and had been in service so
long that they showed much wear.

hose of my readers who know nothing of
poverty, or even want, would doubtless con-
sider a suit of this kind almost unfit for gunning
or fishing ; but as it was the only dress suit
which Carl had, he kept i\ neat and clean. He
put on & uhue collar, a little well worn blue
necktie, and thus dressed was soon on his way
to his friend's house.

CHAPTER XXVI.
AN APPEAL TO ARMS,
PRED found, much to his surprise, that

Carl was something of a scholar, as he
could read well and write a very fair
hand. He had thoroughly mastered an
elementary arithmetic, learning all of the
tables and rules so as to apply them readily and
correctly.

“When did you learn so much about mathe-
matics 2" asked Fred. ** You have had no
teacher.”

“Well, I got a little idea of them before go-
mng into the mill, enough so chat I managed to
work my way through the book after getting
around again from my sickness. Since then 1
have been through the book so many times that
I know it almost by heart.”

* Why didn't you get a more advanced
buul Jinstead of spending so much time on this
one ?

®

*That is just what I wanted, but I had no
money to buy one.”

** Almost any one would have given or lent
you one, the same as 1 am going to let you use
my books. It is too bad that you have been
kepl back for the want of suitable books ; but
what you have been over you have learned so
thoruughl\ that it is worth about as much to
y vou had been through several higher
arithmetics, and knew none of them well. Have
vou ever studied geography >

*No, I never have, and that is just the book
1 want to study most, for I would like to know
wmelhmg about the world. Have you a geo-

Yes, I have twothat T am done using. It
is au mleruung study. I used to like to draw
maps.”  And opening his desk—which by the
way Fred had made himself—he took out a
large number of well executed maps, and
chowed them to Carl, in whose eyes shone a
gleam of admiration as he looked them over,
and said, almost incredulously :

*You didn't make these, did you? And
with apen, too ? Why ! they look like boughten
ones.”

*Yes, I made them all with a pen and dif-
ferent kinds of ink ; that shading is all pen work
too. Itis easy ennu;,h after one gets (he hang
of v. The greatest trouble is to get just the
right shape to the maps, and te have everything
in the nght proportion,”

tice pe hip, bookkeeping and spelling.
You know about enough of mathematics al-
ready for kcepmg ordinary accounts.  The
bookkeeping won't amount to very much to you
in itself, but while you are at work at that you
will be gaining in the other two, and will get
used to the forms. You wanted to study geo-
graphy, but you had better let that go till you
get fitted for a better position, then you can
take that up at leisure.”

Fred now procured pen and paper for Carl,
and set about instructing him in penmanship.
The-little cripple was so much pleased with his
kind treatment that his gratitude was plainl
expressed in his face, and he commenced his

task with all a boy's enthusiasm. As he care-
fully copied the letters before him, his mind
doubtless looked forward to the time 'when he
would rise above his present position in hfe and
approach nearer to the goal of hisambition.

The next morning Carl did not put in an ap-
pearance at the regular hour. Time went by
and still he did not come. This left Christopher
Hanks'’s force one hand short, and obliged him
to do a good amount of work himself to enable
him and Fred to keep all the machines run-
ning.

He was quite out of sorts this morning, and
Carl's absence, together with the extra work,
made him irritable, cross and overbearing. Fred
endured this disagreeable mood for a while, but
at last it grew intolerable to him, so when
Hanks ordered him in an insolent tone to bring
down more cloth he refused point blank.

Hanks fell into a rage and acted as if he
would like to smash things generally, and Fred
in particular, but he very sensibly kept a good
distance from the latter, who had little regard
for such a scraggly, ill tempered individual.

“So you refuse to do yer work 2" demanded
Hanks, excitedly,

** No, sir, I do not,” replied Fred, firmly.

““ Then will you bring them bundles down "

* No, sir.”

“ That's your work,"” said Hanks, cooling
down at Fred's determined tone and manner.

“* That is not my work, though you h;\\e m-
posed it upon me since I have been here.”

** 1'm boss of this here job, and what I tell yer
to dois fur yer to ’tend to. Ef yer don’t mind
me I'll have yer discharged,” said Hanks, trying
to intimidate our ycung friend.

“ 1 would like to see you have me discharged
for not doing your work,” said Fred, defiantly.
* I have found out all about this business, and
just what I am supposed to do.”

Hanks saw that he was foiled, that Fred had
the advantage of him, and that he had better let
the matter drop as easily as possible, or he might
find himself in trouble if Fred shovld take it to
Mr. Farrington. It suddenly occu.-ed to him
that he was needed up in the other room, and he
withdrew, hastily. As he turned to go, he noted
the evident pleasure pictured on Jack Hickey's
face at his own discomforture and Fred's
triumph.

*Good, me b'y !" said the jolly Irishman to
our young friend. 1 mld ye not to stand the
ould spalpane’s thricks,”

*“I don’t mean to any longer,” replied Fred.

“Ye has a dale of sparit, for sure. I knowed
it all the time, but bedad and I thought it wad
never start.”

* Now it has started I'll keep it up so far as
Hanks is concerned,” replied our hero, as he
took a basket under his arm and started for a
supply of flocks.

Hanks managed to avoid him the remainder
of the forenoon. No further clash therefore
occurred between them during that time.  That
the scraggly c¢ld man was thoroughly angry
there was no doubt—angry at Fred's triumph

'

over him, and most angry at poor little Carl for
remaining away, and as Hanks believed, for
telling what he had ferbidden him to disclose to
Fred.

About three o'clock in the afternoon Carl came
in, pale and sick, but much better than in the
morning, when despite all his efforts he could
not summon strength enough to go to his work.
Fred was in the drying room at the time, and
Hanks was up after a roll of cloth. He had
just brought down two, and was struggling to
get an exceedingly large roll upon his shoulder.
This he succeeded in doing after one or two
failures, that caused the hands standing near to
laugh at him, and make |rnldung remarks, as is
their custom on such oc

All this had its maddenmg eﬁe«.l upon him,
and it so happened that one of the employees
had just taken up the stairs a bucket filled with
soft soap, and had accidentally spilled some on
the three top stairs. Hanks now came along
with the roll of cloth, twice his own size, upon
his shoulder—an awkward load to handle—and
started to descend. He slipped on the first step,
and in trying to gather, tripped himself, and
tumbled, bumped and rolled all the way to the
bottom of the stairs.

‘The cloth kept along with him. At one time
he was on the top of the cloth, and at another
the cloth seemed to have the better of him. At
any rate they stuck by each other, and landed
well out in the floor side by side.

Jack Hickey indulged in a characteristic shout.
all the employees in the room gathered around
and laughed in a manner very tantalizing to one
in Hanks's plight.

Just then Fred came in and joined the crowd.
The old man saw him, and the fire almost flashed
from his eyes. His two front teeth, that so an-
noyed our hero Jby hanging loose and waving
back and forth, now seemed to shake as if
worked by an electric motor.

He picke 1 himself up, white with rage, and,
parting company with his roll of cloth, rushed
into his corner under the stairs beside the
flockers,

The first object that caught his eye was Carl
Hanks rushed at him like a mad man, and
catching him around the throat, pushed him
roughly against a hard iron frame and demanded
to know why he dared to disobey his orders in
telling what he had been forbidden to mention.

The little cripple cried out with fear and pain,
injured as he was by Hanks's revengeful act.
Fred had now made his way to the flockers, and
his half stifled cry was the first imitation he had
had of Carl's presence.  He rushed to his assist-
ance, and grappled with the boy" ilant,

A fierce struggle now ensued.  Hanks's blood
was up. He was almost like a wild man, and
his strength was nearly doubled. At first our
young friend was hardly a match for the mad-
dened man. They rolled and tumbled, first one
seeming to gain the supremacy and then the
other.

The old man struggled desperately to win the
contest.  Hestruck Fred a telling blow on his
nose that made the blood flow copiously and
added horror to the scene, but this did not
weaken our hero's courage. It rather strength-
ened his determination and purpose. The fire
fiashed from his eyes; all the force of his well
trained physique was at his command, and with
& powerful effort he hurled his antagonist to the
floor and fell upon him,

Still the struggle went on, but soon Hanks's
strength began to fail him, and when he found
himself overpowered by Fred's superior skill and
strength he begged for mercy.

But he did not need to do this, as Fred would
much sooner have been severely punished him-
self than have struck his antagonist while down,
however much contempt he might feel for him.

Jack Hickey and a few others now gathered
around and interfered in the interest of peace.
They saw that Fred had won the contest
and was the master of the situation, Each con-
testant was covered with blood, and presented a
pitiable sight.

Just then Mr. Farrington happened to be pass-
ing through the room on his round of inspection,
and attracted by those gathered at the flockers
he went there also, to learn the cause of the ex-
citement. The first sight that greeted his ey
covered with blood stains,
in the act of rising, scarcely less pre-

was Fred standing,
and Hank:
sentable.

CHAPTER XXVIL
THE NEW EMPLOYEE.

overseer was amazed—could bardly be-
lieve his own eyes, when he saw the
strange spectacle before him.

** What does all this mean ?*
sharply.

‘1 have been assaulted—brutally assaulted,”
whined Hanks,

** And you assaulted him 2" he said sternly,
turning to Fred.

1 have done nothing without good cause,”
replied Fred.

“See, he don't deny it,” put in Hanks.

‘*No, I don’t deny it, if defending a little
cripple against your abuse and cruel treatment
is an assault,” answered our hero, in a way that
carried conviction to the overseer.

* Abuse and cruel treatment ! repeated Mr.
“arrington,

* Yes, hereis Carl. He can tell the story,”
replied our young friend.

anks cowered, for he could see his fate was

sealed.

“Why, my boy
you look so pale ?

' he asked

are you sick 2 What makes
asked Mr. Farrington, with
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feeling, as Carl stepped towards him,
able to stand.

‘1 do feel a little faint,” he said, catching
hold of Fred's hand for support.

** Have you been injured by that man?"
asked the kind hearted overseer, pointing with
scorn at Hanks.

*Oh, I don't know why he did it. I didu't
disobey him,” replied the little cripple, with
tears in his eyes,

The tone of his voice, his tears, and whole
manner touched Mr. Farrington deeply.

** What did he do to you 2" he asked.

Carl told the story in substance as I have
already given it.

1 regret seriously lhat anything of this kind
should have happened,” said Mr. Farrington te
our hero, *but I admire lhe spirit and bravery
you have shown in defending this poor boy ;"
and turning to Hanks he gave him a withering
rebuke, and discharged him on the spot. ** Come
to my desk,” continued the indignant overseer,
**and get a bill of your time, and never show
your head in my department again.”

Hanks saw that further argument would be of
no use to him, as Mr. Farrington’s indignation
was thoroughly aroused. He consequently gath-
ered up his effects with as much celerity as pos-
sible, and, after washing the blood stains from
his face and hands, and casting upon Fred a
parting glance of hatred and revenge, he left
the room amid the jeers and taunts of all the
workmen,

Fred found himself the hero of the hour.
The news spread through the mill with almost
incredible rapidity. His defense of the poor
little cripple touched the hearts of the opera-
tiv

hardly

s uncle told the story of Fred's kindness
to his nephew, as well as his offer to teach him.
Everybody in the mill talked the matter over,
and perhaps magnified to some extent Fred's
bravery and noble hearted conduct.

A little incident often turns the tide of popu-
lar opinion.  This act turned it most effectually
in Fred's favor, and he was now lionized by all
the factory people.

The report was not long in finding its way
throughout the village. Our young friend’s
name was in the mouth of almost every one.
He was discussed and rediscussed as one only
can be in a small village, where little happens
of general interest to form a theme of conver-
sation.  With few exceptions, the verdict of
popular opinion was flattering to him. The
manner of almost every one changed toward
him almost as if by magic.

‘Those people who had but a few days before
cast suspicious, knowing glances at him, as if
to say ** I know your record,” were now most
cordial and painstaking to try and impress him
with a sense of their friendship and their ad-
miration for his bravery and manly conduct.

Fred now thought that he could see his way
back to his old position among his friends, and
the hope made him happy.

He wondered what Nellie thought of him
now, and whether his act that had won the
praise of so many had placed him in a better
light before her eves. How much he wanted to
see her and receive her praise! A single word
from her would have been more highly prized
than the most flattering compliments of twenty
others.

Shortly after Mr. Farrington returned to his
desk from the scene at the flockers, Jacob Sim-
mons entered the factory and approached him.

** Can you give me a job 2" said he, meekly.
*1 have finished my fall werk, and would like
to kel in here during the cold v\edlher

*Yes, I want a man at once.”

*“I'm your man, then," returned Jacob, hope-
fully.

*Can you commence work now 2 I have just
(“\Lh.{rkc(l a man, and must put some one in
lns pl.ltc. or the work will fall behind.”
sho! How fortunate !”
ortunate for you, you mean PR

*That's it ; that's it exactly.”

““But you ha not answered my question,
Can you commence work at once 2"

HYex, sir”

“Then you may have the position.”

Jacob looked happy.

** You may come with me,” continued Mr.
Farrington, as he led the way through the long
hall and down the sta to the flockers. **1
have a bright boy who will teach you the duties
of the position.”

** That will help out, but I shan’t be long in
learning,” replied Jacob.

They had now reached the flockers.

“*Here is your assistant," said Mr. Farring-
ton, as Fred came up from behind one of the
nmdunes. “1 presume you know each other
well.

Jacob took a step back involuntarily, and the
color seemed to leave his face, as if terrified at
our hero's sudden and unexpected appearance
before him.

*“What, don't you know him 2" asked the
overseer, observing Mr, Simmons hesitate.

“*Oh, I see now, it is Fred \\'onhingluu." re-
phcd J\ ob, regaining his self possession.

, and you will find him a valuable as-

Fred, I wish you to teach Mr. Sim-
mons the duties of this position. T will come
down again before the closing hour,” he con-
tinued, as he turned to go up stairs, ** and see
how you get along with the work.”

(70 be continued.)
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auguration was but the exception that proves
the rule.

It is now suggested that the 3oth of April be
adopted, and if this is not considered too close
upon our proverbially chilly "May Day, the
change ought most certainly to be made.

——eee——

IT is a well known fact that should a person
pause on a crowded street and gaze earnestly up
into the air for several minutes, he will soon have

-a throng about him, all looking in the same

direction, striving to catch a glimpse of the ob-
ject that has enchained the attention of their
fellow citizen. But it has lately been demon-
strated that human curiosity is capable of being
played upon in more ways than one.

Two young men in New York City, simply for
their own amusement, hired a small boy to dis-

tribute little squares of blank paper to the

passers on Park Row. These curious cards were
eagerly pted and closely examined by men,

NO NATION’S LAND.

THE ARGOSY printed some time ago an
account of a small piece of territory so situated
on the border limits of three counties that it was
left absolutely without jurisdiction from any of
them. But every winter a locality is created
that not only belongs to no county or State, but
can claim the protection of no nation’s flag,
although it is on the North American con-
tinent.

Although the buildings this ephemeral settle-
ment contains are but rude sheds of boards,
quite a lucrative trade is carried on within them,
as the proprietors have no need to pay rent or
procure a license for whatever they may choose
to sell. But they are obliged to make hay while
the sun shines—or rather before it begins to
shine too strongly—for the region to which we
have reference is in the middle of the ice bridge
that annually forms over the Niagara River just
below the Falls.

RN Sy
WOLK WITH THE HA

‘THERE is at present a considerable amount of
discussion going on in our large cities regarding
the addition of manual training to the curri-
culum of the public schools.

‘The knowledge of how to properly drive a nail,
saw a board, mend a window or stop a leak will
be extremely useful to a boy, no matter what his
after calling in life may be, while if he proposes
to take up as a trade any of the occupations
above indicated, the rudiments thus acquired
would be of incalculable benefit to him.

To the objection that might be raised that
too much time would thus be taken from the
other studies, it may be replied that thetendency
of the age is towards too much headwork, often-
times to the detriment of the pupil’s health. An
hour or so devoted each day to the use of the
plane, the chisel or the saw would furnish a
healthful change of p while at the same
time it would materially add to the learner’s
stock of useful acquirements.
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women and children, and were in many instances
pocketed to be more thoroughly investigated at
home. Thus the trick, though foolish, was em-
inently successful.
e
ALL IN A NAME.

RATHER an extraordinary calamity has be-
fallen a London newspaper. It has met witha
severe loss, not in subscribers, purchasers or
editorial force, nor any of these tangible posses-
sions. It has simply lost part of its name.

It was started on December 21 last as the
Evening Post, but the morning contemporary
of the same name promptly got out an injunc-
tion on the ‘‘ Post” part of the title, so that the
new aspirant for journalistic honors now has
the appearance of a man with one side of his
mustache shaved off, as, pending the settlement
of the legal difficulties the paper's headline
reads as follows :

‘ THE EVENING "

In case the injunction is made permanent, it
might not be a bad idea for the newcomers to
rebaptize their journal ‘‘ The Evening Pillar,”
in the hope that when Londoners have finished
with their Morning Post they will recall to mind
the old adage in their selection of a successor to
it later in the day.

G
TO WOULD BE AUTHORS.

‘WE have abundant evidence that a great num-
ber of ARGOSY readers have literary hopes and
aspirations. To write a story, but above all, to
see that story in print, is an ambition that nowa-
days to a great extent takes the place of the old
time desire to seek adventures as a cabin boy, or
win the nation’s gratitude as an exterminator of
the Indian. That the new passion is the more
laudable one we need not say, but alas, too often
does the possession of the wish to write lead
young men and young women into the belief
that they kncw how to do it.

In a recent article on ‘ The Writers Who
Succeed,” Julian Hawthorne gives most excel-
lent advice to those who are about to try their
wings in this fascinating atmosphere. We quote

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

— e

THE FOURTH OF MARCH.

SuNNY Italy was treated to such an emphatic
touch of the blizzard this winter that her citi-
zens, unaccustomed to such rude blasts, were
quite demoralized thereby. Indeed, an editor
in Parma announced one morning to his readers
that *‘ owing tothe severe cold, no paper will be
issued from this office tomorrow."”

But the weather, however we may affect to
treat it as a matter of secondary consideration,
plays an important part in every man’s, in every
nation’s life. So widely has this latter fact come
to be recognized that serious consideration is
now being given to the question of changing
our Presidential Inauguration Day from the 4th
of March to some more congenial date.

An examination intothe records of the past
shows that for term after term, sheets of rain,
acres of mud and tempests of wind have turned
Washington not only into a dismal but a dan-
gerous city for tender throats or weak lungs on
the day our chief magistrates have been in-
ducted into their high office. The sunshine that
deigned to smile upon President Cleveland's in-

two X d as they are with the
very breath of truth :

‘“ The heart of the writer must be sincerely
involved ; he cannot reach a depth in his reader
greater than that from which he himself speaks.”

‘A thousand things may diminish or com-
promise a writer's success ; but only one thing
can make it impossible, and that is, that he shall
not know what he means nor mean what he
says.”

—_—eee —

WHAT THEY SAY OF THE ARGOSY.
LewistoN, ME., Jan. 27, 1888,
‘The model juvenile paper of America—one of my
treasures. F. S. McDoNALD.
EVERGREEN Park, ILL., Feb. 6, 1888.
Have read a good many different periodicals, but
have found the Arcosy the best.
GEORGE LAKEY.
y BrookLINE, Mass., Feb. 6, 1888.
It is the best paper I ever took, and I have taken
a great many. Pixe.
730 JEFFERSON ST., PHILADELPHIA, Pa., Feb. 7, 1888.
I can recommend it to every young American. I
have taken it for three years, and have never seen
a line in it which should not have been there.
. DE CASSERES.
737 MARKET ST., SAN Francisco, Cat., Feb. 4, 1888.
Allow me to wish you success 1n your endeavor
to make the ArGosy the standard paper for the youth
of America. It is the best paper that I have ever
taken, and I have bought most of the juvenile
magazines that have been published in the United
States during the past ten years. 1 like especially
the editor's department and the biographical
sketches. I will try to increase the number of its
readers out here. [. Mukrny.

- ty, Georgia, on

HON. L. Q. C. LAMAR,
Associate Justice of the Supreme Court of the
United States.

No department of President Cleveland's gov-
ernment has been administered in a way more sat-
isfactory to the country than that of the Interior,
from the headship of which Secretary Lamar
recently retired to become a justice of the Su-
preme Court. His appointment to the latter
office was also greeted with general satisfaction,
although some show of opposition was made
for political reasons by a few members of the
adverse party. High character, spotless integ-
rity, and thorough legal knowledge render him
eminently qualified to become one of the chosen
of guardians and interpreters of the Constitution
the United States ; and the selection, for the first
time since the war, of a Southerner to discharge
the highly impor-
tant function is
welcomed as a
new evidence of
the complete ob-
literation of the
scars of sectional
struggles.

Justice Lamar,
who was chris-
tened Lucius
Quintus Cincin-
natus, was born
in Putnam Coun-

the 17th of Sep-
tember, 1825
He comes of a
noteworthy fam-
ily. His father
was a circuit
judge of high
reputation. His
three uncles, Jef-
ferson, Thomas,
and Mirabeau
Lamar, were all
men of distinc-
tion, the last
named having
at one time
served as president of the Texan republic.

The elder Lamar died nine years after the
birth of his son, and the boy was left to his
widowed mother’s care. His tastes were studi-
ous and literary from the first, and the scene of
the keenest pleasures of his boyhood was his
father's well stocked library. * Franklin’s Au-
tobiography” and ¢ Plutarch's Lives” were
among the earliest books he read, and had no
doubt their influence upon his later life.

‘Then came his school days. He attended the
Manual Labor School at Oxford, Georgia, an
institution conducted on very unusual lines.
Mr. Lamar has himself thus described the train-
ing he received there :

‘T was a delicate boy, never so athletic as my
two brothers, and being put to work strength-
ened and toned up my whole system. We all
had to work three hours every day at the ordi-
nary work of a plantation—plowing, hoeing,
cutting wood, picking cotton and sowing it,
pulling fodder, and every item of a planter's
occupation. When we left that school we could
not only do the ordinary drudgery in the best
way, but the most expert could shoe a horse,
make an axe helve, stock a plow, or do any
plain bit of blacksmithing and carpentry. It
was a great training for us all, for we became
perfectly versed in the details of the work of a
farm. Many of Georgia's most distinguished
men were reared there, but the institution was
not a financial success.”

His studies were continued at Emory College,
where he graduated in 1845. Two years later
he was admitted to the bar of his native State,
but in 1849 he moved westward, and settled in
Mississippi. Here he rapidly rose to promi-
nence in his profession, and in 1856 he was
elected to Congress. At the end of his term
he was reelected.

On the outbreak of the civil war, he joined
the Confederate army as a colonel, and saw
some service, but in 1863 he was dispatched on
a political mission to Russia. When hostilities
were concluded, he returned to his law practice,
in partnership with Senator Walthall of Miss-
issippi.

HON. L. Q. C. LAMAR.
From a photograph by C. M. Bell, Wa-hington, D. C.
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at the University of Mississippi, law, political
economy and social science being the depart.
ments intrusted to him. In 1872 he was elected
to Congress for a third time, and in 1874 fora
fourth ; and two years later he was chosen Sen-
ator from his adopted State.

Still higher honors awaited him. President
Cleveland, in forming his Cabinet, nominated
him as Secretary of the Interior ; and this posi-
tion he has recently exchanged for the more per-
manent and not less dignified and responsible
post of associate justice of the Supreme Court.

During his long residence in Washington—
eight years as Congressman, eight as Senator,
and three as a member of the Cabinet—Mr.
Lamar has been a popular and remarkable figure
in the life of the national capital. Prompt,
vigorous, and impulsive in debate, he took a
foremost part in
many of the
fierce contests of
which the House
o f Representa-
tives was the
scene in the years
preceding the
war. Yet he has
many warm
friends among
his political op-
ponents, as well
as in his own
party.

A's Secretary
of the Interior
he made an es-
pecially good
record. The
headship of one
of the most im-
portant depart-
ments of the
government
gave scope to his
executive talents,
his wide knowl-
edge of law, and
his enormous ca-
pacity for work.
He personally superintended the workings of
the whole department, requiring a report on
every matter laid before any of its divisions.
His insight into cases referred to him was clear
and penetrating, and he would render weighty
opinions and important decisions with a rapidity
that severely taxed his secretaries’ powers.

His home is at Oxford, Mississippi, where he
owns a small and unpretentious dwelling. His
way of living, which is plain and laborious at
‘Washington, becomes simplicity jtself when on
his country homestead. Farming is his princi-
pal hobby, and his herd of Jerseys are his chief
pets. Indeed, a good share of his worldly
wealth is invested in his beautiful cattle. De-
spite his frugal habits, after a long public career
he is not a rich man—a striking testimony to
the fact that he has scorned to make public
office a source of gain.

In person, Justice Lamar is tall and strongly
built, and possessed of great physical strength.
He is an expert at boxing and fencing, and dis-
plays surprising agility in these exercises. Sev-
eral times, it is said, he has crossed foils with
professional fencing masters, and none of them
have ever been able to touch him. His broad
shoulders are surmounted by a large and leonine
head, with marked features and a very wide and

high forehead.
R. H. TITHERINGTON.
*os —
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

To choose time is to save time.— Bacon.

‘THEeRE are souls in this world that have the gift
of finding joy everywhere.— Faéer.

Exrerience keeps a dear school, but fools will
learn in no other, and scarce in that,.—Frankiin.

‘TuE richest genius, like the most fertile soil, when
uncultivated, shoots up into the rankest weeds.—
Hume.

Tue power of fortune is conferred only by the
miserable ; the happy impute all their success to
prucence or merit.—Swi/?.

LEArRNING maketh young men temperate, is the
comfort of old age, standing for wealth with pov-
erty, and serving as an ornament to riches.— Cicere.

Some things after all come to the poor that can't
ﬁct in at the doors of the rich, whose money some-

ow blocks up the entrance way.—George Mac-
donald.

TruE is the observation of Confucius, that we
take greater pains to persuade others that we are

In 1866 Mr. Lamar d ‘a prof:

happy, than in endeavoring to think so ourselves.
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THE SANDPIPER.
BY €. THAXTER.

Across the narrow brook we flit,
One httle sandp|%er and I;
And fast I gather, bit by bit,

‘The scattered driftwood bleached and dry.

‘The wild waves reach their hands for it,
The wild winds rave, the tide runs high,
As up and down the beach we flit,
One little sandpiper and I.

— et

“ [ This story commenced in No. 266.]

HE

LiestGold Mine.

By FRANK H. CONVERSE,

Auwuthor of** Van," ** In Southern Seas," ** The
Mystery of a Diamond," elc., efc.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE MAKING OF A PLACER.

O you know what the Chinook wind of the
great Northwest is ? 1 will tell you. It
is the warm breath of approaching sum-
mer, coming—so scientists tell us—from

currents of air set in motion in the far Japanese
seas.

It sweeps gently across the North Pacific into
the mountain regions of the Northwest ; and lo,
a transformation scene. The icy bands are

from the mountain streams and torre
The everlasting snows themselves feel the re
less power of the Chinock. Here and there
dark rocks are laid bare in great patc
the streams, swollen into rivers, go teari
through the canyon and ravines to carry the glad
news that summer is at hand to the valleys be-
neath,

If the Chinook is a trifle poet-
ical in theory, in fact it is im-
mensely practical. It ought to
be practical, if age brings ex
rience in this direction. I-P;
the Chinook has been blowing
—1 had almost said—since the
upheaval of the American con-
tinent. I will modify that,
however, and say since the
hills and valleys of the conti-
nent began to bud and blossom
as the rose.

Now don't skip the openin,
part of this chapter, because ﬁ
am going to briefly tell you
something about the causes
leading to the formation of a
‘placer.” If you are ever
foolish enough to go in search
of one—which Heaven forbid—
you would have to know what
I am going to try and tell you.
Otherwise you might prospect
alifetime without coming with-
in a gunshot of gold.

The voleanic rocks forming
the peaks of McLary's Range
contained gold bearing quartz
in abundance. During a peri-
od of unknown length, the
rock, yielding to the pressure
of time and the action of the

! -ame disi ed
By a process too long for ex-
planation here, known as de-
nudation, the gold was elimi-
nated from the quartz itself.
In fine sand, in pinhead parti-
cles, spiracles, flakes, threads—
nuggets of varied shapes and
sizes, it lay uncared for, un-
touched, a mass of dull, glit-
tering wealth—for the foot of
man had not then trodden
these solitary regions.

Year after year the Chinook
got in its regular work. The
snow floods swept the shining

metal down the slope into a
rapid stream, whose head was
far up in the hills, With it

went the disintegrated rock,
pebbles and small bowlders.
The heavier gold was gradu-
ally deposited along the stream
bed as the years went on, while the rock worked
further and further down the current, which had
grown to a river toward the mountain base. In
countless decades this river had worn a channel
through the solid ledge, whose frowning sides
looked gloomily down on the noisy onflow of
the waters.

Then came a winter when the snows lay
deeper than the minds of present day dwellers
can conceive, over the mountain tops. But the
Chinook came in its season,

The melted snow masses swelled the stream
to a river—the river to a flood. And its force
was that of a young Niagara. From its head-
waters among the hills the heavy gold deposits
were swept downward with continual accumula-
lions as the tremendous current dashed on and
on.  And so till wealth impossible even to guess
at had been washed. down through the canyon
and into the wider waters of the valley beneath.
. But here the weighty bits of metal began find-
ing their level, so to speak ; notably under those
places where back currents, swirls and eddies
were formed. =

Then, some sudden convulsion of nature sent
thousands upon thousands of tons of rock crash-
ing into the river's bed. The channel being
completely choked, the water diverged on either
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hand, cutting out new channels for its flow, and
thus forming the ** forks."

The original river bed, beginning in the can-
yon at the ** forks,” or divergence of the main
stream, was of course left dry. So, too, the
following channel, which widened as it reached
the valley and wound itselfl away in the distance.
Soil and soil accretions gradually gathered above
the silt and blue clay of the bed of the dead
river. Vegetation sprang up below the canyon,
and in the fullness of time the wide channel be-
came a grassy ravine, above which the larger
bowlders showed their heads.

The cinnamon and occasionally a wandering
grizzly bear had caves among the rocky fast-
nesses at the head of the dry canyon. And so
time went on, till Travers discovered the hiding
placg of the treasure beneath the soil. Then,
after many adventures and many days, Bunyap,
with Rob and Chip, reached the El Dorado of
their hopes.

And here we find them five days after Chip
had bidden adieu to his Indian sweetheart.

First came a Sunday of rest. Then work be-
gan in earnest—not in the prospecting line, but
to erect a permanent shelter while the prospect-
ing was going on. Sleeping on the ground un-
der the stars w! journeying was a necessity,
Now their destination was reached the little
party wanted a roof of some sort over their
heads.

A site was chosen on a gentle slope overlook-
ing the valley bed at the edge of a woodland
belt.  Two axes skillfully handled gave logs
enough for the ends and sides of a twelve by
fourteen cabin, These were notched at either
end, and keyed together by the notches till a
height of eight feet was attained. A door and
window were cut, and a root of rough slabs laid
in a slanting position, which in turn was covered
with bark held in place by poles and twisted
withes,

A rude stone fireplace and chimney was hastily
constructed, clay being used as mortar. Fir
Llips were gathered, and on these, at one end of
the rude inclosure, the blankets were laid. There
was no table, there were no seats, excepting on
the edge of the fir tip ‘' mattresses,” as Chip
designated their sleeping place.

Yet it was a shelter, and fulfilled all their re-
quirements for the time being. This having

been provided, the trio were ready to search for
the gold they so confidently expected to discover.

CHAPTER XXX,
A FRUITLESS SEARCH.

TR AKING their picks and other tools, Rob
§ and Chip followed the old prospector in
silence, There is something fascinating
in the very idea of digging for gold, de-

spite the chances that are against the seekers,
In fancy, Rob and Chip saw handfuls of glit-
tering sand laid bare and pockets of nuggets ex-
I do not think it would have surprised
either of them so very much if they had un-
earthed a monster nugget—say like the one
found in 1867 in Sierra County, California,
weighing nearly five thousand ounces, which at
$18 per ounce netted the fortunate finder $go,000.

ROB MADE A DESPERATE LUNGE AT THE CREAT BEAR WITH HIS HUNTING KNIFE.

The place selected by Bunyap as the base of
his operations deserves a briel description, It
was where the dry watercourse, in its winding
way through the valley, suddenly widened into
a sort of basin, and then as suddenly contracted.

**A good many thousan' years ago there was
a waterfall over the ledges yander," explained
Bunyap, !‘ an’ this here was the pool below it
full of eddies an’ sich, where the gold was most
likel’y to lodge."

Warched with breathless interest by his inex-
perienced companions, Bunyap began loosening
and shoveling out the soil which had accumu-
lated over the original river bottom.

Bunyap had evidently struck a shallow. For
at three feet he came upon '‘ wash gravel "—
so called from having its sharp edges worn off
by friction. This itself was mixed with particles
of black sand.

Bunyap explained that in ordinary prospect-
ing it was customary 10 wash or ** pan " gravel
of this sort, a successful day's work sometimes
resulting in from half to an ounce of fine gold
dust.

‘“Though in old Californy days,” he added,
with a retrospective sigh, ** T knowed two chaps
up in Sutter County that took seventeen thou-
san' dollars’ worth of dust out of a trench a cou-
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ple of hundred feet long by as many wide, an®
eighteen inches deep, inside of three weeks,
That was somethin’ like gold huntin"."”

“ But if you ain't goin’ to pan out any of this,
what do you keep on diggin’ in that one place
for 2" inquired Chip,

“Want to see wﬂnt bed rock looks like, how
far down 'tis, and all that," was the reply.

Then, in the intervals of his work, Bunyap
went on to explain that bed rock was the hard
clay or ledgy surface of the original river bed.
In more extensive mining operations, where hy-
draulic water force is employed, the bed rock is
laid bare in great trenches to find ** pay gravel.”

This is a stretch or belt of gravel varying from
a couple of feet to several yardsin extent, but
twisting and zigzagging in the most eccentric
manner. Containing as it does a phenomenal
amount of the golden grains, the greatest labor
is employed to find the pay
streak in the first instance, and
follow its sinuosities, which not
infrec;uemly break off without
the slightest show of reason,

“*But we ain’t lookin' for

dust nor pay streaks, we ain't,”
said Bunyap. *‘ Thar's a dead
surer thing than that some'res
hereabouts, if half what Trav-
ers told was true, and we've
come to find out whether 'tisor
\ not."
1 “But I should think we'd
see some indications to show
where Travers and those with
him worked,” remarked Rob;
| “‘ sluiceways and—and flumes,
I and that sort of thing."”

Bunyap smiled pityingly.

* D'ye think, my lad, that
Bill Travers and them three
with him brought tools an’
sich for flume buildin'? Not
much they didn't, What Bill
brung back was coarse nugget
gold that somewheres here-
abouts they picked off'n bed
rock by hand. Travers told
Jim Dare so his own self, and
Migglles let it out accidental one

ay."

o discover, if they could,
the exact spot where such won-
derful results had been accom-
plished, was of course Bunyap’s
intention.  Yet his practiced
eye had seen from the first that
the indications for a *find "
were ,of the most favorable
order, g say nothing of the
many advantages of location.

The streams swarmed with
mountain trout. Deer and an-
telope had been seen in the
distance every day since the
%any had arrived in the valley.

heanimals luxuriated in herl
age almost as nutritious as
alfalfa itself. That the valley
was occasionally visited by rov-
ing bands of Indians, there was
no reason to doubt, but as yet
there had been no signs to indi-
cate the presence of hostiles. Not a single na-
tive had been seen since the day of Chip's ad-
venture at Wai-na-mee.

Now, at last, the gold seekers had reached the
spot where they had good reason to believe that
inexhaustible wealcth had been stored in the
earth. They had passed through many dangers
and difficulties on their way tnglhe EI,Dmdn.
and felt that they had deserved success, even
if they could not command it. And every
morning they rose with the hope that the great
find would be made before evening.

Yet day after day passed without any remark-
able discovery. Rob and Chip delved and dug
with pick and spade from early dawn till night-
fall in such spots as Bunyaj sted, but their
utmost efforts only resulted in the discovery of a

. few tiny shining grains washed out at the stream

by Bunyap,

The old prospector himself, accustomed to
disappointment, toiled on, changing from spot
to spot with a patience born of many similar ex-

iences. Yet secretly he felt rather uneasy.

'or they had beat up the river bed, making
thorough search, nearly as far as the mouth of
the canyon, not only without appreciable re-
sults from their own toil, but, what was far
mdre alarming, without having found the slight-
est trace that any one had ever been there before
them.

Rob brought what philosophy he could to

upon the matter. He had held strong
hopes that the difficult journey would have re-
sulted to their pecuniary advantage. But he
had never allowed himself to be carried entirely
away by the dazzling prospect.

“ There's only one sure way of getting what
you want in this world—that is, not to want
what you can't get,” he said, lauﬁhing, as at the
end of a week Chip's usually cheery face grew
longer and his voice took on quite a despondent
tone while commenting on their ill success.

But the proposition didn't strike Chip favor-
ably at all. He wanted the fortune that he had
felt sure was in store for them. He wanted to
meet with some rea/ adventures, beside ; such
as he had read awaited every youth who goes
‘West to explore and grow up with the coun-

Bluuyap gravely suggested thatin all his varied
adventures he'd never been lassooed and taken
prisoner by a pretty Indian girl, who had not
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only taken him to ride behind her, but presented
him with a heavy gold ring into the bargain.

For Chip, in telling of his visit to the valley
of peace, was obhged to go slightly into detail,
though he would much rather have kept the part
relating to Wanita to himself,

CHAPTE
IN THE € N.
& P‘,\l going to let you two fellows keep on

grubbing today, while I see if I can't
find a deer—our fresh meat 1s nearly
gone.”

Such was Rob's remark as he shouldered his
rifle one morning, and started away from the
hut before Bunyap and Chip had finished
eating.

Nor did he wait when Chip, with his mouth
full, called through the open door for Rob not
to be in a rush—perhaps he—Chip—would de-
cide to go too.

The fact was, it happened to be one of those
mornings when Rob felt like being by himself.
Even his friend's hvely talk would have an-
noyed him. He wanted to think.

And this was the cause. The evening before
Rob had got out his violin, and, sitting on the
rude bench by the door, had played some of his
favorite pieces. As a wind up he chose ** Robin
Adair,” the words of which he sang with a great
deal of feeling.

Then the three had retired to their several

bunks. Somewhere about midnight Rob woke
up, as he believed, but it is possible that he only
dreamed that he woke up.
b asserts that he heard his own violin
being played by a master hand. The tune was
** Robin Adair,” but Z¢ had never played it like
that.  And accompanying the sweet chords was
a clear, powerful voice.

But these were not the familiar words he had
so often sung. Listen!

‘What’s the wealth of worlds to me?
Robin’s not here.
Only dreaming can I see
Baby face so dear.
All carly hope and joy
Vanished with tae baby boy.
Shall I never know thy fate,
Robin Adair 7

That was all.  Music and song had died away
into silence, and from the fact that Rob made no
effort to wake Bunyap or Chip, or even grope at
the head of the berth for his violin case, it 1s
pretty obvious that the whole thing was a
dream.

In any case, Rob wanted to think alone by
himself.  Not from the slightest superstitious
feeling in the matter, but because it had
roused a train of thought that had long been
dormant,

Until his discovery of the true characters of
Dare and Miggles, Rob had taken all their stories
about himself for plain unvarmshed fact. When
his eves were opened, he had begun to think
if they could so successfully deceive him on one
point, they would as readily do so regarding the
story of his parentage. Then had begun the
strange succession of events, which, following in
such rapid order, had hardly given him time for
connected thought on any subject.

Without being in the slightest degree super-
stitious, the ** dream song,” if I may term it so,
had made a strong and sudden impression on
R mind.

Call it folly, fancy, or presentiment, he felt
firmly convinced that somewheren the world he
had a father living, who knew not whether the
son for whom he mourned was alive or dead.
And that son was himself, Robin A. Dare—
Robin Adair—or what was his real name ?

Ounly two persons could answer the question—
Jim Dare and Miggles. And the chances of ever
meeting these erratic individuals seemed far
more than uncertain,

It was strange that among the latter's posses-
sions no clew had been found as to Rob's iden-
tity.  There was the tiny birth mark on his
arm, to be sure, but nothing more. So at least
he thought.

And so, while making his way up the valley,
Rob communed with his own thoughts, grow-
ing more and more perplexed and bewildered by
the difficulty of the problem so strangely sug-
gested by his death.

** Well, I might as well give it up for the pre-
sent,” he said with a sigh. ** But if I ever meet
Jim Dare again

Rob did not say in words what would hap-
pen.  But his firmly compressed lips and steady
eye suggested that it might go hard with the
man if he did not yield up his cruel secret. For
that Dare and Miggles had stolen him when a
child —probably with the hope of a ransom—
seemed to Rob the most reasonable way to ac-
count for his e: associations,

It was a wonderfully awe inspiring sight
which greeted Rob's eyes, as with an effort_he
dismissed the bewildering topic and looked
about him,

Long gently sloping hills rose on either side
of the broad valley, changing from green to the
gray of their cragyy and arid summits, Beyond
him lay the mouth of the rocky canyon, as yet
unexplored. and now that he was within easy
distance Rob decided to penetrate it at least a
short It was not unlikely that he might
find mountain sheep among the steep declivities
on either side, if no other game,

But if he had passed through the valley of
silence, what was this that Rob had entered
upor > For, as a little later he penetrated the
deep channel worn through the rock by count-
less ages of rushing water, the stillness became
something almoust overpowering,
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Almost a hundred feet on either side rose per-
pendicular walls of stone, upon whose top a
strip of blue sky seemed to rest like a covering.

But not a sign of life was visible. Not evena
bird high up in air winged its swift flight across
the rock ribbed chasm. Still some indefinable
impulse, as well as a little natural curiosity to
see how far the rocky barriers extended, urged
him onward.

The canyon’s course was eccentric and circuit-
ous rather than straight. Coming round an
abrupt bend, Rob caught his breath suddenly,
a}:ld as suddenly drew back the hammer of his
rifle.

It was the first bear he had ever seen in his
hfe. To Rob’s excited eyes it looked nearly as
big as a yearling heifer. He decided that it
must of necessity be a grizzly, though in reality
it was a cinnamon bear of unusually large size.

The clumsy looking animal was shuftling on-
ward over the loose shale. Before Rob could
collect himself enough to get his gun to his
shoulder, it had disappeared around another
turn 1n the rocky channel.

Rob dashed forward in pursuit, regardless of
possible peril—regardless of everything except-
ing the chance of getting a shot at a real live
bear. .

Hurrying round the bend, he caught a glimpse
of the shaggy monster some forty feet in advance
—in a sort of cu/ de sac, as Rob thought exult-
antly.

For here it was as though a rocky avalanche
had suddenly slid down from the heights above,
and emptied itself in thousands of tons into the
canyon, choking it and bringing the walled in
pass to an abrupt termination.

““Turn round and show yourself fairly!"
shouted Rob, quite beside himself with excite-
ment, d

And as the huge animal, at the sound of his
voice, wheeled half round, the pursuer fired.

A snarl and convulsive start showed that
Rob's ball had struck its mark, though not with
fatal effect. Throwing another cartridge into
place, Rob was raising his rifle to s shoulder
when the bear retreated up over the sloping,
irregular masses which filled the end of the can-
yon, and suddenly disappeared.

““He's got a hole there,” was Rob's natural
thought. He had half a mind to turn back after
Bunyap and Chip, but then he thought of the
glory of killing a bear himself, which just then
he felt perfectiy confident of doing.

So, full of the idea, he started on in pursuit,
and a few moments later was clambering over
the piled up masses of rock thrown together as
though the fabled Titans had been fighting their
battles over again in North America.

The gouts of blood splashed here and there
showed that Bruin must have received a severe
wound. They led directly to an irregularly
shaped orifice in the face of the rocky mass and
disappeared within its depths. On either side
of the aperture were twists of yellowish brown
hair scrubbed from the bear's sides by hisingress
and exit.

For a moment Rob stood undecided at the
mouth of the cavern. Should he advance or re-
treat ? He had no idea of crawling into a cavern
too dark and too small to admit of retreating in
good order. That might do very well for Gen-
eral Putnam in the old story of his adventure
with the wolf ; but not'for Rob.

Between the crevices of the heaped up masses,
stunted and gnarled trees had taken root in the
accumulations of soil. Many of these had rotted,
others blown down, and still others been splint-
ered by lightning.

One of these last was a dry resinous wood not
unlike fatwood or pitch pine. Collecting a great
bunch of the splints, Rob tied them on the end
of a stout limb. Lighting these with matches,
which he always carried in a corked vial, he took
the improvised torch in his left hand. Holding
his rifle in the other, he boldly advanced into the
cavernous passage.

Nature had permitted the rocks to be thrown
together in such a way as to form the passage
in part—that was evident. In the remote past
the way must have been almost entirely obstructed
by huge masses of broken trap and basalt which
had become detached from above and fallen.

Rob had short time to dwell upon this pe-
culiar feature.

The passage suddenly widened. Another
confused heap of rocky debris appeared just
beyond, which undoubtedly was as far as Rob
could go. And half crouching in an angle of
the barrier thus formed, was the animal of which
he had come in quest.

Just as Rob was deciding that discretion was
the better part of valor, Bruin uttered a growl
and half uprose.

Rob dropped his torch, which, fortunately,
blazed up with renewed brightness, and threw
his rifle upward. But before he quite realized
what was coming, a furry mass erected itself
and seemed to strike out like a professional
boxer.

Rob’s Winchester was knocked from his hands
like a straw. He had just time to spring back-
ward and snatch at the handle of his stout hunt-
g knife, for he had left his revolver behind at
the cabin.

There was no retreat now. It was life or
death, with the odds in the bear's favor. Rob
felt almost as sure that he should meet an inglo-
rious fate by a bear'’s hug as he ever was of any-
thing, when with one convulsive exertion of
strength he gave a tremendous forward lunge
with his hunting knife, aiming at the great
beast’s furry breast, just below the paws that
were stretched out to seize him.

(70 be continued.

NEW EVERY MORNING.

Every day is a fresh beginning,

Every morn 1s the world made new ;
You who are weary of sorrow and sinning,

Here 1s a beautiful hope for you—

A hope for me and a_hope for you.
Yesterday 1s a part of forever,

Bound up in a sheaf, which God holds tight ;
With glad days and sad days and bad days, which

never
Shall visit us more with their bloom and their
Kht,
Their fulness of sunshine and sorrowful mght.
| This story commenced in No. 264.]

Liuke Walten;
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CHAPTER XXXV.
A SKILLFUL INVENTIC

HEN he came to think it over, Harold

gradually recovered his complacence.

It was a gold watch after all, and no

one would know that the gold was low

grade. He met one or two acquaintances who

immediately took notice of the watch chain and

asked to see the watch. They complimented
him on it, and this gave him satisfaction.

When he reached home, he went directly up
stairs to his room, and only came down when he
heard the supper bell.

As he entered the dining room his mother was
the first to notice the watch chain.

‘“ Have you been buying a watch chain, Har-
old 2" she asked.

*“ I have something besides," said Harold, and
he produced the watch.

Mrs. Tracy uttered an exclamation of surprise,
and Mrs. Merton and Warner exchanged signifi-
cant glances.

£ me you by the watch and chain ?"
asked Mrs. Tracy, uneasily.

* They were given to me

““But that is very strange. Aunt Eliza, you
have not given Harold a watch, have you "

“*No, Louisa. I think a silver watch is good
enough for a boy of his age.”

“*Why don't you ask me, Louisa?" said
Warner, smiling.

**Idon't imagine your circumstances will ad-
mit of such a gift.”

““You are right, 1 wish they did. Harold,
we are all anxious to know the name of the be-
nevolent individual who-has made you such a
handsome present. 1f you think he has any
more to spare, I should be glad if you would
introduce me.”

I will explain,” said Harold glibly. I
walking along Dearborn Street about two o'clock
when I saw a gentleman a little in advance of
me. He had come from the Commercial Bank,
1 judge, for it was not far from there I came
across him. some carelessness he twitched

a wallet stuffed with notes from his pocket, A

rough looking fellow sprang to get it, but 1 was
too quick for him. I picked it up, and hurrying
forward handed it to the gentleman, He seemed
surprised and pleased.

***My boy," he said, ‘ you have done me a
great service, That wallet contained fifteen
hundred dollars. I should have lost it but for
you. Accept this watch and chain as a mark of
my gratitude.’

**With that, he took the watch from his
pocket, and handed it to me. I was not sure
whether I ought to take it, but I have long
wanted a gold wacth, and he seemed well able to
afford the gift, so I took 1t.”

Mrs. Tracy never thought of doubting this
plausible story.

‘* Harold," she said, ‘T am proud of you. 1
think there was no objection to accepting the
watch.,  What do you say, Aunt Eliza?"

** Let me look at the watch, Harold,” said the
old lady, not replying to her niece's question.

Harold passed it over complacently. He
rathered plumed himself on the ingenious story
he had invented.

““What do you think of it, Warner ? " asked
Mrs. Merton, passing itto her nephew.

‘“ Tt is rather a cheap watch for a rich man to
carry,” answered Warner, taking it in his hand
and opening it.

‘1 am sureitis quite a handsome watch,” said
Mrs. Tracy. .

“Yes, it is large and showy, but it is low
grade gold."”

** Of course I don'tknow anything about that,”
said Harold. ‘* At any rate it is gold and good
enough for me.”

** No doubt of that,” said the old lady dry

“Rich men don't always carry expensive
watches,” said Mrs. Tracy. * They are often
plain in their tastes.”

“*This watch is rather showy,"” said Warner.
It can't be called plain.”

‘“ At any rate Harold has reason te be satisfied.
I am glad he obtained the watch in so creditable
amanner. If it had been your protege, Aunt
Eliza, 1 suspect he would have kept the money.”

1 don't think so, Iouisa,” said Mrs. Merton
i **Thave perfect confidence in Luke's

' In’spite of your lost pocketbook 2
“ Yes ; there is nothing to connect Luke with
that."”

answered Harold.
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Harold thought he ought to get the advantage
of the trick played upon Luke in the morning,

‘1 don't know as 1 ought to say anything»
he said hesitating, ** but 1 met Luke this mom.
ing, and, if I am not very much mistaken, I saw
in his pocket a wallet that looked very much like
aunt’s.  You know he wears a sack coat, and
has a pocket on each side,”

Again  Mrs. Merton and Warner exchanged
glances.

_**This is important I" said Mrs. Tracy in ex-
citement.  ** Did you speak to him on the sub-
Ject, Harold 2

‘* No.”

“ Why not »

** I thought he i ght be innocent, and 1 didn't
want to bring afalse charge against him."

“You were very considerate,” said Mrs.
Merton.

, It was impossible to infer anything from her
one.

** That seems quite conclusive, Aunt Eliza,"
said Mrs. Tracy, triumphantly, “I am sure
Warner will agree with me.”

‘* Asto that, Louisa,” said her brother, *Har-
g‘ldki.«: not certain it was aunt’s lost pocket-

ook

** But he thinks it is,"

““Yes, I think it was—"

*For my own part I have no doubt on the
subject,” said Mrs. Tracy in a positive tone.
““ He is the lpers.un most likely to take the
money, and this makes less proof needful.”

** But suppose after all he is innocent,” sug-
gested Warner,

“You seem to take the boy's side, Warner,
I am surprised at you.”

‘1 want him to have a fair chance, that is all.
I must say that I have been favorably impressed
by what I have seen of the boy.”

*“ At any rate I think Aunt Eliza ought to
question him sternly, not accepting any evasion
or equivocation, He has been guilty of base in-
gratitude,”

** Supposing him to be guilty »”

“Yes, of course.”

“‘Tintend to investigate the matter.” said the
old lady. ** What do you think, Harold? Do
you think it probable that Luke opened my
drawer, and took out the pocketbook 2"

1t looks very much like it,” said Harold,

** Certainly it does," said Mrs. Tracy with em-
SIS,

Suppose we drop the conversation for the
time being,"” suggested the old lady. ‘¢ Harold
has not wholly gratified our curiosity as to the
watch and chain. Do you know, Harold, who
the gentleman 1s to whom you rendered such an
important service "

** No, Aunt Eliza, I did not learn his name."

“ What was his appearance? Can you de-
scribe him 2"

‘“He was a tall man,” answered Harold in a
tone of hesitation.

** Was he an old man or a young man 2"

‘‘He was an old man with gray hair. He
walked very erect.”

Should you know him again if you saw
him 2"

“Yes, I think so.”

** Then perhaps we may have an opportunity
of ascertaining who he was. My broker will
probably know him from your description.”

** Why do you want to find out who heis?"
asked Harold uneasily. **Don't you think I
ought to keep the watch 2"

*1 have a little feeling of curiosity on the
subject.  As to keeping it, I don't think the
gentleman will be likely to reclaim it.”

*Of course not. Why should he ?" said
Mrs. Tracy. ‘‘He gave it freely, and it would
be very strange if he wished it back.”

Here the conversation dropped, much to
Harold's relief. Warner accompanied his aunt
from the room.

**What do you think of Harold's story, War-
ner 2" asked the old lady.

** It is very ingenious.”

** But not true 2"

**No; he got the watch and chain from a
pawnbroker. I saw him come out of the shop,
and going in, questioned the pawnbroker. He
must have got possession of the ticket some-
where,”

*“Then it seems that Harold is not only a
thief but a liar,”

‘* My dear aunt, let us not be too hard upon
him. This is probably his first offense. 1 feel
like being charitable, for 1 have been in the
same scrape.”

*“1 can overlook thett more easily than his
attempt to blacken the reputation of Luke," said
Mrs. Merton, sternly.

CHAPTER XXXVI.

WARNER POWELL STARTS ON A JOURNEY.
HANKS to the liberal compensation re-

ceived from Mrs. Merton, Luke was ena-

bled to supply his mother and Bennie

with all the comforts they required, and
even to put by two dollars a week. This he did
as a measure of precaution, for he did not know
how long the engagement at the house on
Prairie Avenue would last. If he were forced
to fall back on his earnings as a newsboy, the
family would fare badly. This might happen,
for he found himself no nearer securing the
favor of Harold and his mother, The manner
of the latter was particularly unpleasant when
they met, and Harold scarcely deigned to speak
to him. On the other hand, Warner Powell
showed himself very friendly. He often took
the opportunity to J’uin l.uke when he was
leaving the house, and chat pleasantly with him.




MARCH 10, 1888,

Luke enjoyed his companionship because War-
ner was able to tell him about Australia and
California, with both of which countries Mrs.
Tracy's brother was familiar.

‘* Mother,” said Harold one day, ‘ Uncle
‘Warner seems very thick with that newshoy. 1

ave several times seen them walking to-
gether.”

Mrs. Tracy frowned, for the news displeased
her.

* T am certainly very much surprised. Ishould
think my brother might find a more congenial
and suitable companion than Aunt Eliza’s hired
boy. 1 will speak to him about it.”

She accordingly broached the subject to War-
ner Powell, expressing herself with emphasis.

St Li.\len, Louisa," said Warner, *‘ don't you
think I am old enough to choose my own com-
pany 2"

“It doesn't seem so,” retorted Mrs. Tracy,
with a smile.

‘¢ At any rate I don’t need any instructions on
that point.”

** As my guest, you certainly ought to treat
me with respect.”

**So 1 do, but ldont feel bound to let you
regulate my conduct.

You know what cause I have—we both
have—to dislike this boy.”

*“1 don't dislike him.

‘* Then you ought to.

““He isin Aunt Eliza's employment. While
he remains so, I shall treat him with cordi-
ality.”

*“You are blind as a mole I" said Mrs. Tracy,
passionately. * You can't see that he is trying
to work his way imto aunt’s affections.”

‘1 think he has done so already. She thinks
a great deal of him.”

**When you find her remembering him in
her will you may come over to my opinion.”

**She is quite’ at liberty to remember him in
her will so far as I am concerned. There will
be enough for us even if she does leave Luke a
legacy.”

** I'see you are incorrigible.
\ued you to remain in my house

1 was under the unpressmn that it was
Aunt Eliza's house. You are claiming too
much, Louisa.”

Mrs. Tracy bit her lip, and was compelled to
give up her attempt to secure her brother’s alle-
giance. She contented herself with treating him
with formal politeness, abstaining from all show
of cordiality. This was carried so far that it at-
tracted the attention of Mrs, Merton.

*“What is the trouble between you and
Louisa 2" she asked one day.

Warner laughed.

** She thinks I am too intimate with your boy,
Luke.”

** 1 don't understand.”

*I often walk with Luke either on his way to
or from the house. Harold has reported this to
his mother, and the result is a lecture as to the
chuue of proper companions from my dignified
siste

Mr& Merton smiled kindly on her nephew.

“* Then you don't propose to give up Luke 2"

she said.
*No; Ilike the boy. He is worth a dozen
Harolds. Perhaps I ought not to say this, for
Harold is my nephew, and they say blood is
thicker than water. However, itisa fact never-
theless that I like Luke the better of the two.”

1 shall not blame you for saying that, War-
ner,” returned the old lady. ‘1 am glad that
one of the family at least is free from prejudice.
To what do you attribute Louisa’s dislike of
Luke ?"

“1 think, aunt, you are shrewd enuu;,h to
guess the reason without appealing to me."

“Still 1 should like to hear it from your
lips.”

e In plain words, then Louis
will remember Luke in your will."”

“She doesn't think I would leave everything
to him, does she 2"

** She objects to your leaving anytiing. 1f it
wereonly five hundred dollars she would grudge
i

l am sorry Tin-

s afraid you

* Louisa was always selfish,” said Mrs. Mer-
ton, quietly. ** I have always known that. She
is not wise, however. She does not understand
that I am a very obstinate old woman, and am
the more likely to take my own way if opposed.”™

“That's right, aunt! You are entitled to
have your own way, and I for one am the last to
wish to interfere with you.”

“You will not fare any the worse for that !
And now, Warner, tell me what are your chances
of employment ?”

‘1 wished to speak to you about that, aunt,
There is a gentleman in Milwaukee who has a
branch office in Chicago, and I understand that
he wants some one to represent him here. His

resent agent is about to resign his position, and

think 1 have some chance of obtaining the
place. It will be necessary for me, however, to
go to Milwaukee to see him in person.”

*Go then by all means,” said Mrs. Merton.
“I wili defray your expenses,”

“Thank you very much, aunt. You know
that I have little money of my own. But there
is another thing indispensable, and that Iam
afraid you would not Ec: willing to do for me.”

** What is it, Warner "

1 shall have charge of considerable money
belonging to my employer, and I learn from the
present agent that I shall have to get some one
to give bonds for me in the sum of ten thou-
sand dollars.”

"Vtrv well! I am willing to stand your se-
curity.”

Warner looked surprised and gratified.
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“ Knowing how dishonestly I have acted in
the past 2" he said.

‘* The past is past.
I hope and believe.”

* Aunt Eliza, you shall never regret the gen-
erous confidence you are willing to repose in me.
It is likely to open for me a new career, and to
make a new man of me.”

** That's my desire, Warner. Let me add that
I am only following your own example. You
have refused to believe evil of Luke, unlike your
sister, and have not been troubled by the kind-
ness I have shown him, This is something I re-
member to your credit.”

‘“Thank you, aunt. If you have been able to
discover any lhmg creditable in me, T am all the
more leased.”

ow much will this position pay you, sup-
posing you get it ?”

‘* Two thousand dollars a year, To me that
will be a competence. I shall be able to save
one half, for I have given up my former expen-
sive tastes, and am eager to settle down to a
steady and methodical business life.”

** When do you want to go to Milwaukee,
Warner ?»”

*“I should like to go at once.”

‘“Here is some money to defray your ex-
penses.”

Mrs. Merton opened her table drawer, and
took out a roll of bills amounting to fifty dol-
lars.

You are adifferent man,

1 wish you good luck !” she said.

“Thank you, aunt! I shall take the after-
noon train to Milwaukee, and sleep there to-
night.”

Warner Powell hastened to catch the train,
and at six o'clock in the evening landed with a
large number of fellow passengers in the metro-
polis of Wisconsin.

CHAPTER XXXVIL .
THOMAS BROWNING'S SECRET.

ARNER POWELL had learned wis-
dom and prudence with his increasing
years, and, instead of inquiring for
the best hotel, was content to put up

at a humbler hostelry, where he would be com-

fortable. He made the acquaintance on the cars
of a New York drummer, with whom he became
quite sociable.

L suppose you have been in Milwaukee
often,” said Warner.

*¢1 go there once a year—sometimes twice,"

““Where do you stay 2"

‘* At the Prairie Hotel
house—two dollars a day.

¢ Just what I want. I will go there.”

So at quarter past six Warner Powell found
himself in the office of the hotel. He was as-
signed a room on the third floor.

After making his toilet he went down to sup-
per. At the table with him were two gentlemen
who, from their conversation, appeared to be
residents of the city. They were discussing the
coming municipal election.

** 1 tell you Browning will be our mayor,” said
one. ‘*His reputation as a philanthropist will
elect him.”

** I never took much stock in his claims on
that score.”

‘“ He belongs to all the charitable societies,
and is generally an officer.”

** That may be ; but how much does he give
himself 2"

‘1 don't know. 1 suppose he is a liberal sub-
scriber.”

* He wants to give that impression, but the
man is as selfish as the average. He is said to
be a hard landlord, and his tenants get very few
favors.”

1 am surprised to hear that.”

‘¢ He is trading on his philanthropy. It would
be interesting to learn where his wealth came
from. 1 should not be surprised if he were
more smart than honest.”

Warner Powell found himself getting inter-
ested in this Browning, V e really a good
man, who was unjustly criticised, or was he a
sham philanthropist, as charged ?

*C After all, it doesn’t concern me,” he s
himself. ** The good people of Milwauke
choose whom  they please for mayor so far as I
am concerned.”

After supper Warner stepped up to the cigar
stand to buy a cigar. This, as the reader will
remember, was kept by Jack King, an ola Cali-
fornia acquaintance of “Thomas Browning, whose
first appearance in our story was in the charac-
ter of a tramp and would be burglar.

“Is business good?" asked \‘\'amer, pleas-
antly.

It is fair ; but it seems slow to a man like
myself, who has made a hundred doliars a day
at the mines in California.”

*I have been in California myself," said
Powell, ** but 1t was recently, and no such sums
were to be made in my time,”

“That is true. It didn't last with me. 1
have noticed that even in the flush times few
brought much money away with them, no mat-
ter how lucky they were.”

* There must be some exceptions, however.”

 There were. We have a notable example
in Milwaukee.”

“To whom do you refer 2"

“To Thomas Browning, the man who is up

It is a comfortable

They call him so " he answered.

“I am afraid you are jealous of that good
man,” said Warner, smiling.

1 may be jealous of his success, but not of
his reputation or his moral qualities.”

"the Greek T know.

‘“‘ Then you don’t admire him as much as the
public generally,”

““No, I know him too well.”

“ He is really rich, is he not 2"

““Yes; that is, he is worth perhaps two hun-
dred thousand dollars.”

“‘ That would satisfy me."”

““Orme. But I doubt whether the money
was creditably gained.”

“Do you know an)thmv' abuul it ?
you an acquaintance of his 2

““Yes; I can remember him when he was
only a muLh miner. I never heard that he was
very lucky, but he managed to take considera-
ble money East with him.”

‘Warner eyed Jack King attentively.

“You suspect something,” he said, shrewdly.

‘I do. There was one of our acquaintances
who had struck it rich, and accumulated about
ten thousand dollars. Browning was thick with
him, and I always suspected that when he found
himself on his death bed, he intrusted all his
savings to Butler—"

‘1 thought you were speaking of Browning."

* His name was Butler then.  He has changed
it since. But, as I was saying, 1 think he in-
trusted his money to Browning to take home to
his family.”

“Well 27

““The question is, did Brow mng fulfill his
trust or keep the money himself 2

*“ That would come out, vmuldn t it? The
family would make inquiries.”

““They did not know that the dying man had
money. He kept it to himself, for he wanted to
go home and give them an agreeable surprise.
Butler knew this, and I think he took advan-
tage of it.”

** That was contemptible. But can't it be as-
certained ? Is it known where the (:umly live ?
‘What is the name 2"

*“ Walton.”

*'Walton " repeated Warner Powell, in sur-
prise.

“Yes; do you know any family of that
name 2"

“I know a boy in Chicago named Luke Wal-
ton. He is in the employ of my aunt. A part
of his time he spends in selling papers.”

*Mr. Browning told me that Walton only left
a aaughter, and that the family had gone to the
Eastern States.”

“Would he be likely to tell you the truth—
supposing he had really kept the money 2"

‘“Perhaps not. What more can you tell me
about this boy "

Powell's face lighted up.

‘1 remember now he told me that his father
died in California.”

“1Is it possible 2" said Jack King, excited. ** 1
begin to think I am on the right track. I begin
to think too that I can tell where Tom Butler
gotlis first start.”

“ And now he poses as a philanthropist 2"

“Ye

Were

““ And is nominated for mayor ?"

“Yes also.”

““ How are your relations with him ?"

**They should be friendly, for he and I were
comrades in earlier days, and once 1 lent him
money when he needed it, but he has been puffed
up by his prosperity, and takes very little notice
of me. He had to do something for me when I
first came to Milwaukee, but it was because he
was afraid not to.”

Meanwhile Warner Powell was searching his
memory. Where and how had he become fa-
miliar with the name of Thomas Browning? At
lastit came to him,

Y Eureka I" he exclaimed, in excitement.

“What does that mean ? I don’t understand
French.”

‘Warner smiled.

“Itisn't French,”

he said ; ‘* but Greek, all
It means I have discovered
—the mystery of your old acquaintance.”

** Explain, please I" said_Jack King, his inter-
est becoming intense,

“I have a friend in Chicago—Stephen Webh
—a nephew of your philanthropist—who has
been commissioned by his uncle to find out all
he can about this newsboy, Luke Walton. He
was speculating with me“lw his uncle thould be
so interested in an obscure boy.”
uncle told him nothing ?”

*“No, except that he dropped a hint about
knowing Luke's father.”

““This Luke and his family are poor, you
say "

““Yes, you can judge that from his employ-
ment. He is an honest, manly boy, however,
and I have taken a fancy to him. I hope it will
will turn out as you say. But nothing can be
proved. This Browni will probably deny
that he received money in trust from the dead
father.”

Jack King's countenance fell.

“When you go back to Chicago talk with the
boy, and find out whether the family have any
evidence that will support their claim. Then
send the boy on to me, and we will see what can
be done.

‘1 ¢ -ept the suggestion with pleasure. But
I will offer an amendment. Let us write the
boy to come on at once, and have a joint con-
snltation in his interest.”

(70 be continucd.)

—— eee
A THOUGHTFUL MASON, :
*Hi! you dropped a brick up there ! " shouted a
pedestrian, on whose shoulders one of those arti-
cles had fallen from a three story scaffold.
* All nght,” cheerfully res; rundu.l the bricklayer :
‘! you needn’t take the trouble to bring it up.”’
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EXCHANGES.

Our exchange column is open, free o
seribers and weekly purchiasers of 11

but we whlmhL‘(L]mv of 1

e, to sub.
Al

ns birds' euus,
Jable or wortliless
T nor any exchnnzes
ders who wish to ol

uun back

We must, discinim
made thronzh this 1 who intend to
make an exchange xhonid 1 oing so write tor par-
ticulurs to the address given by Lh\' ) n offering the
vxn lml 1y

ve on flle a numberof excha anige, which will be
publmmd 0 thelr SUEn By soork 2 £phes po

George H. Woods, care (ummr Jonci & Co.,
83 Summer St., Boston, Mass. A guitar, for stamps.

F. A. Russell, Box 405, r Haven, Conn. Six
hundred diffcrent postmarks, for a book of adven-
ture.

Henry Rhode, Jr., Box 715, Green Bay, Wis.
Stamps valued at §25, for a 50 inch bicycle of equal
value.

Ed. Williams, Box 2. Amityville, N. Y. A min-
iature steam engine, for a volume of Tne Gorves
ARGUSY,

Geo. W. Coleman, Gratz, Pa. An accordion,
and Webster's Dnlmnar), 1000 pages, for a press
and outfit.

F. L. Bramble, Watertown, Dak. A Jockey
saddle and bridle, for a telegraph kc) and sounder
costing over $s.

C. B. Fuller, 13 Spring St.,
4 keyed ebony’ piccolo, and a p
or a xylophone.

Danbury, Conn. A
ir of roller skates,

William L. Ryan, 41 Ulster St., Syracu: NG
Three books by Rider Haggard, for any wf '\h N
SEV'S POrULAR SERIES,

L. F. Coons, Ellenville, N. Y. A clarionctte,
valued or Nos. 209 to 223 of Tue GoLpen
ARgGosy in fine condition,

Wm. McCormick, 13 North St., Augusta, Me, A
pair of nickel plated half clamp roller skates, size
8 1-2, with bag, for bocks.

K. C. Muller, of Myrtle Ave., Brooklyn, N. V.
Nos. 1 and g of Messey's Porciar SERIES, for No,
210 of Tue GoLpEN ArGosy.

F. K. Conley, Box 44, Shamokin, Pa. A press,
chase 10 1-2 by 15 12, cost when new $7s, for a 52
inch bicycle of good make.

William Myers, Box 350, Savanna, Tl * Rebin-
son Crusoe "and * Five Years Before the Mast,
for ** Atlvat in a Great City.

(Jllmnn 1606 Columbia Ave., Philadelphia,
\nl of The GOLbEN AKGUSY unbound, in
, for any other volume.

Ti: To7 Madisoi, SE., Brooklyn, N. Y.
, with instruction l)uuk:.
al instrument.

for a banjo or other musi

J. B. Beckett, Woodbury, N. J. Eighty five dif-
ferent postmarks, 48 dificrent tin tags, .md a few
paper tags and stamps, for ** Number g1,

Gus Mussot, 162 West_s5d St., New York City
** Robinson Crusce,” ** 'lhc Bad Boy Abroad,'
** Andersen’s Fairy Tales,” etc., for other books.

Walter B. Maynard, 310 Pearl St., Baltimore, Md
A nickel rimmed banjo, and a ten keyed accordion.
for a set of 4 boxing gloves in first rate condition.

N. B. Evans, Cuba, N. Y. A flute, key E, Ger
man silver mmmu Wwith four keys, and a silver

.ml\, for a B flat or E flat cornet, or a clarion
ette

J. C. Ross, Box 3401,
.muun and 550 stamys
14 by 2

Boston, Mass. A stamp
and r(.uluug matter, for a 4
34 press, with ink, roller, and 2 of 3 fonts

of typ
James 1. Blake, Island Grove, Fla. A telescope,
valuec $3. for a l(\(ul"\))h b.uun, key, and

sounder, a pair of roller skates, or a pair of opera
glasses.

Jessie Lowry, Tombstone, Ariz. Twenty difier-
ent foreign stamps, for a triangular Cape 0f Good
Hope stamp, or the triangular 3d. Newfoundland
stamp of 1857,

Jam,
wick,
different "
1for postmarks

Henry 1. Titcomb, 11 Bartlett St., Haverhill,
Mass. “A set of unused War Department stamps,
fora font of long type in good condition, Send
sample impression,

Paul Bronner, 148 Main St., Worcester, Mass. A
concert guitar, a piccolo banjo, a 4¢ bracket banjo,
a violin and nmm. a xylophone, a fifc and an ac-

cordion, for law be

W. R. Barbce, Lum) Va. A pair of No. 10 key
skates, for a Scott’s stamp d\hnm with or without

Also a collection of postage stamps, for
or printing outfit,

Fred D. Crawford, 372 Court St., Brocklyn, N.
Y. Five hundred different foreign stamps,and a
few duplicates, fora pair of 11-z b, Indian clubs
and a set of boxing gloves.

James F. Hare, 2334 Christian St., Philadelphia,
‘u. ix phn[rmmplu of basc ball players, for No.
2601 of Tuk GoLbeEN Arcosy in good condition.
I’lulud(lphm offers preferred,

R. C. Dickson, gof Penn St., Sharpcburg, Pa. A
pair of No. 10all clamp ice skates, nearly new, and
a book by Alger, for a press, a photo outtit, or
a musical instrument, worth

F. A. Cummins, 200 East Market St., Akron, O.
A pair of 1 roller skates, a 4 keyed piceolo, a
magic la n, ete., for a watch, not a Waterbury,
or \nlumnnl Tir. GOLDEN ARGOsY,

Georgre Shmm iker, 122 South River . Wilkes
Barre, Pa. ** The Mystcrious Island ‘ Life of
Kit (nwm," and 3 other books, for Vol l\ of Tn)r
Gorpex AkGosy, bouna or unbound.

Daniel A. Stewart, 173 Gay St., Manayunk. Phil-
adelphia, Pa scroll saw, with ¢mery attach-
ment, and a pair of No. g club skates, for a press
and type. Philadelphia offers preferred.

C. W. Partridge, 522 Roberts St., Baltimore, Md,
One hundred different forcign stamps, a pair of
g 1-2 all clamp ice skates, and cards, postmarks,
and drunnL instruments, for a pair of 11 1-2 Acme
ice skates.

Jacob W. Fox, 407 West Market St., Pottsville,
Pa. An India * service stanp,a Servia, a
tennial envelope, a Special Delivery and a ze
Office Departinent envelope, for a roc. Post Office
Departmgnt.  Also other stamps, tor st amps,

Hoff, 47 Hassart St., New Bruns-
wenry Tevenue stamps, for every so
arks.  Foregn and U. S. stamps,
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THE CITY'S CROWD.
BY JAMES G. HEWLIN,
“Tue city’s crowd ! What a motley throng
Of people compose it, as to and fro,
Laughing and frowning, they hurry along ;
On business intent,
On pleasure bent— .

Laughter with sounds of sobbing blent ;
Where do they come from—where do they go?
What are their hoj and what are their fears ?

How many shall quaff from the cup success?
How many remember the burned out years

Of the past by its bitter wretchedness ¥
Mem'ries of hopes denied, and tears

Shed at the bier of loveliness !

A Rogua. Elephant.

BY GEORGE ORFORD.

o ELL, we have done a pretty good
day's ride since this morning,” said
Phil Trevor, as we drew rein in
front of a small **rest house,” as
the country inns are called in Ceylon. We had
ridden over forty miles that day, and both we
and our horses were tired out, besides the fact
that we had not tasted food since an early start,

Do you think there is any chance that the
coolies and horse keepers will turn up before
dark ?" [ asked.

*+ Yes, I think they know the short cut through
the paddy fields. 1t will save them seven miles,
and so they ought to get here in about another
hour. The best thing we can do now is to see
about dinner, for we shall require a very good
one before we can sleep
well in this place.”

Upon this suggestion
I acted at once, rubbing
down our tired horses
and making them com-
fortable for the night.

‘Within half an hour
we had the satisfaction
of seeing torchlights in
the distance, and hear-
ing the welcome ** coo-
eys” of our coolies and
horse keepers, who had
pressed on quickly in
order to reach the rest
house before it became
quite dark.

‘We soon got into dry
clothes, and sat down
shortly afterwards to a
dinner of the invariable
curried fowl, which is
the stock dish at small
rest houses, and the only
one which can be made
insoshortatime. Elas-
tic as the fowls were, we
managed to finish one
apiece. After the cloth
had been removed we
felt that life was more
worth living than it had
been an hour before.

Philip Trevor and
mysell were two cadets
in Queen Victoria's ser-
vice in India. We had
been dispatched to this
particular district of
Ceylon, which was
known as Bintenne, to
investigate a report that
the Singhalese natives
were stealing large
quantities of valuable
timber from the govern-
ment forests,

‘We had not intended
to do any shooting upon
this trip, but as we knew
that we should most likely see spotted deer and
snipe, had brought a gun and an express rifle
apiece, with which to be able to shoot anything
that might make a change for breakfast or din-
ner.

We heard from the keeper of the rest house
that a small herd of elephants had visited a gar-
den within half a mile of the place only a few
nights previously, damaging all the fences and
ditches, This was especially annoying, as our
rifles were far too light to do much against such
large game except at very short distance. Lit-
tle did we think then how short that distance
was to be

All the next day we were walking about on the
lookout for felled trees. 1 had but little success
as regarded shooting ; but upon my return to
the rest house for breakfast, found that Trevor
had stalked a spotted deer soon after he left me,
and had brought him down with a very long
shot. N

Neither of us had heard or seen anvthing of
the elephants, One of the Singhalese coolies
told us that they had been heard of thirty miles
off, and that they had then left the district alto-
gether,

Upon the next day we started before five a. M.,
having to visit the skirts of a large jungle tract
some eighteen miles off, so we both rode, as the
ground was fairly level. After jogging along
together for some twelve miles we separated,
agreeing to meet at a small tank some two
hours' walk farther on,

Trevor was to take the path to the right with
one cooly, and 1 the path to the left with two
others, By this means we should be able to
judge very well if any ex ive stealing of tim-
ber had been going on,  Our horses were to be
tethered where we separated, and our horse
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ke~pérs told to expect us back there by four in
the afterncon, so that they would have a lazy
day.

It was a beautifully cool morning, and had it
not been that the leeches were so troublesome 1
should have enjoyed my walk immensely. As
it was, whenever I passed through damp herbage
my ankles and legs were covered with lge brutes,
and were itching and bleeding considerably. I
carried my gun, and made the coolies I brought
with me keep the rifle ready in case [ gota

limpse of a deer, but I only saw tioops of
Wanderoo monkeys,

We now halted for a hasty luncheon of some
sandwiches, which I had brought with me. Up
to this time we had not found any trace of tim-
ber felling, and 1 was inwardly grumbling at
our having been sent so far merely upon a news-
paper report. It was quite evident that no vil-
lagers had been through this tract of land for
years. There was no sign of any human being,
nor were there the remains of any fireplaces,
which natives almost always build with a few
large stones.

Feeling certain that neither of us would find
any traces of stolen trees, I now started off to
the right in order to meet Trevor before our ap-
pointed time, and to suggest to him that we
might spend the next two days in looking out
for some better shooting.

My coolies and 1 trudged wearily along
through tangled grass, ferns, and creepers, hav-
inﬁhe‘very now and then to cut our way with a
billhook, as thorny vines caught us round neck,
waist, and legs. Afler having gone some three
or four miles, and while stooping a few minutes

Trevor had taken up his position behind a
fallen tree trunk, and coolly stood there to re-
ceive the rogue elephant’s charge. He held s
express rifle cocked and ready to fire, but it was
useless to discharge so light a weapon except at
very short range. Quite wisely, he had decided
to wait till the brute was close upon him, when
he would have a chance of reaching a vital spot.

A moment later [ was close sbeside him, sta-
tioning myself behind a tree, where I too held
my express rifle in readiness. Our three panic
stricken coolies gathered behind us, evidently
unable to make up their minds whether it was
safer to flee or to rely upon our protection.

The elephant advanced with exasperating
slowness, and I felt my nerves pretty highly
strung. The excitement finally proved too
much for Trevor, and when the & was
about twenty yards off he raised his rifle to his
shoulder and fired,

The ball struck the elephant on the temple.
Swerving suddenly aside, he lifted his trunk
high in air, and trumpeting with rage and pain
dashed straight upon Trevor,

1 fired hastily, but whether my shot took effect
there was no time to see. Yelling with terror,
the coolies fled in various directions into the jun-
gle. Trevor tried to spring aside, but in vain.
The rogue elephant was upon him. Catching
the poor fellow around the waist with his trunk,
he raised him aloft and dashed him on the ground
with such force that he rebounded from the
springy grass. Then, leaving s victim with
another trumpet of rage, the monster trotted off
and disappeared among the trees, followed by a
ball from the other barrel of my rifle,

RAISING HIS TRUNK HIGH IN AIR, THE ELEPHANT CHARGED UPON TREVOR.

to pull off some of the leeches from our legs,
we heard a shot, followed in about hall a minute
by another. I was very pleased to think how
nicely we must have hit off Trevor’s track, as
the shots did not sound more than half a mile
ahead of us.

1 pressed on quickly, wondering what my
friend was firing at. Deer could hardly be
found late in the afternoon in such unlikely
ground as this, but there was no other game,
unless he had been shooting peacocks, which 1
concluded by thinking must have been the case.

The jungle became much more scanty as we
pushed” on, and it was evident that a few liun-
dred yards ahead we should be almost in the
open. A minute later a cry reached our ears,
followed by a double shot, and in getting up
from a fall over a tuft of thick grass the whole
situation burst before me.

About fifty yards ahead of me was a huge
elephant of a dun gray color, with a large flesh
colored scar on his fore quarters. He was slowly
advancing toward Trevor and his cooly, with
his head down, as if he was about to charge
upon them, but hesitated how to open the at-
tack upon his insignificant foe. He was evi-
dently what is called a ** rogue,” or solitary ele-
phant, a bad tempered, dangerous brute that
had abandoned the herd to which he once be-
longed, and was roaming alone through the for-
esls.
If Trevor had not fired upon the elephant, the
great animal might have passed by without no-
ticing him ; but his eagerness for a shot at such
big game had provoked an attack from which
there was no escape. ther of us, as | have
said, carried rifles heav migh to be effective
against our huge enemy, and the situation was
critical enough,

I hurried to the spot where Trevor lay. He
was insensible, but he soon came to himself,
and we found that beyond a terrible shaking he
had received no injury, As soon as the coolies
ventured to come out of the jungle, we man-
aged to help Trevor along to the house of a na-
tive planter which was no great distance away.

But I had not finished with that rogue ele-

hant. [ was determined to have revenge. The
first thing I did, after seeing Trevor installed in
comfortable quarters, and dining with the hos-
pitable planter, was to borrow a heavy smooth-
bore rifle, and sally forth on the bare chance of
encountering the foe again. To hunt for a par-
ticular elephant in the forests of Ceylon was
like searching for the proverbial needle in a hay-
stack, and yet something told me 1 should be
successful.

It was a bright moonlight night, and I strayed
down toward a large pool at the edpe of the
jungle. There, under the shelter of a large jak
tree, 1 waited for a shot at any game that might
come to the water,

I had not been there ten minutes before I
heard a loud splashing noise in the pool, and
saw a large elephant rolling and wallowing in
the shallow water, which he was taking up in
his trunk and pouring over his back. He acted
as if he was wounded, and as in his aimless
movements he came nearer, I could make out
by the clear moonlight a great flesh colored scar
on his fore quarters. He was the very rogue
elephant I was looking for.

Nearer and nearer he drew, coming along the
edge of the pool, At last he stood still for a
moment, so close to me that [ could have
thrown my hat upon his back,

Noiselessly 1 cocked my rnifle, and taking a
good rest against the tree, waited a few seconds

NUMBER 5.

for him .0 become quite still. It was eviden;
that he sniffed something, and it was lucky tha
I had taken the precaution of keeping the wind
in my face.

‘With one foot just upraised from the water,
with his ears strained forward and his trunk
uplifted, he stood as if made out of ebony, wity
the moonlight gleaming on his tusks. 'lookeq
at him but a second, and taking a good sigh
midway between his eye and ear, 1 pulled tr.

ger.

Hardly could 1 believe my eyes when he fell
forward, making a splash in the water tha |
felt upon my face. e was dead.

1 examined the dead elephant carefully, and
found that it was our old enemy the rogue be
yond a doubt. There were three wounds in
his forehead, made by the bullets from our light
iﬁeﬁ: none of which had penetrated his thick

ul

1 knew it was no use to wait at the pool for
another shot, for the sound of my gun had
driven away all other game from the immediat
neighborhood. Consequently I returned to the
ﬁlanur': house, where Trevor was delighted 1o

ear of my fortunate encounter with the brue
that had nearly shaken the life out of him.

It appeared that the slain elephant had been
the terror of the whole district for a long while
Before turning in I happened to hear one of our
coolies narrating to another, in an undertone,
the many evil deeds that the rogue had done—
how he had killed a young girl one eveningata
well, and how the entire village had turned ont
and fired regular broadsides into him from their
old guns. ** But,” said the cooly, “‘it was no
use, he bore a charmed
life. flad it not been
that 1 knew this Jweuld
never have run away"

Afte hearing this ex-
tremely modest and
veracious remark, we
retired for the night,and
slept soundly in spite of
the heat.

Next morning Trevor
felt no bad effects from
his rough treatment by
the e, except a
slight stiffness. We re-
turned to the elephant's
carcass, and, cutting off
his long tusks, ordered
two of the coolies 10
carry the ivory back 1o
the rest house whichwe
had made our head-

quarters,

There is little further
to tell. We saw no
more elephants, and a
couple of days later,
having completed our
inspection of the gov-
ernment  forests, and
failed to discover any
traces of the
theft, we started on our
return journey f{rom
Bintenne, reaching our
station at Kandy with-
out any noteworthy ad-
venture,

— e —

A LITTLE FIRE HORSE.

THE term * iron horse”
as applied to a locomative
isevidently of very ancient
origin, as we find the first
railroad engine, made by
GeorgeStephenson in 1830,
likened wunto a “fire
horse." This was donein
a letter describing a nde
behind it, written at the time by Mrs. Francs
Kemble Butler, and of which a copy is given ina
recent number of the A merican Magazine.

* We were introduced to the little engine that was
to drag us along the rails. She (for they make these
curious little fire horses all mares) consisted of 3
boiler, a stove, a platform, a bench, and behind the

nch a barrel containing water enough to prevent
her being thirsty for fifteen miles—the whale
machine not bigger than a common fire engine.
She goes upon two wheels, which are her feet, and
are muvqro by bright steel legs called pistons.
These are propelled by steam, and in rtion a8
more steam is applied to the upper extremities (the
hip joints, 1 suppose) of these pistons, the faster
they move the wheels, coals, which are her
oats, were under the bench, and there was a small
glass tube affixed to the boiler, which indicated, by
its fullness or empuipess, when she wanted water.

- r—

STAGE SUPERSTITIONS.

SarLors are not the only class of workers who
delude themselves with superstitious fears. Actors
have some very peculiar notions regarding the
**must nots "’ of the playhouse. Among others the
Richmond State prints the following :

The yellow clarionette must never be allowed in
the theater orchestra. It brings bad luck. A dead-

must never be the first to enter the theater.
The tag (the last speech of @ play) must never be
spoken at rehearsal. Thirteen people must never
be on the stage at the same time, A cross eyed
man must never be seen in the audience by the star
of the company.
—r————

TOO TRUE.

A pinex at a restaurant, the other night, tired of

waiting what seemed to be an interminable time

between each course, called the head waiter and
|n& ed ; ** Who waits at this table? "'

th & smile he answered : " You, sir.
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A WELL SPENT LIFE.
BY T. KNOWLES.
His glory still appears
Like to the mem'ry of a well spent life
That’s golden to the last, and when 'tis o’er
Shines in the witnesses it leaves behind.
e

[ Zhic story commenced in No. a72.)

Warren Haviland,

THE YOUNG SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.
By ANNIE ASHMORE,
Author of ' Who Shall be the Heir P elc., etc,

CHAPTER X.
A HOUSE OF MYSTERIES.

URING Captain Burroe's oration Warren

@ had time to recall not only his late suf-

ferings, but the fact that Hawk had con-

spired against his life; and he resolved
for the present to reserve his own name, and let
these strangers call him what they chose. It
could matter little, he thought in his ignorance
of the mighty name of Marvin ; at a convenient
time he would undeceive them, explaining his
reasons for silence. The causeof the blunder
in the name lay partly in Mrs. Haviland's fond-
ness for Old Englisi lettering, surrounded by
floral curves and interlacings, partly in the rag-
ged condition of Warren's shirt front, on the
bottom binding of which the full name ** War-
ren Haviland " had been embroidered most ex-
quisitely by her loving fingers. But the boy's
feverish clutch had torn half the bosom into
shreds, leaving only the word Warren, which
looked like Marvin to Mrs, Burroe's uninitiated
eyes.

Some explanations having
passed as to his present where-
abouts, Warren simply stated
that he had been riding through
that part of the country, and
having left his horse at a way-
side house to rest, had ventured
into the woods and got lost ;
and the captain seemed to be
quite satisfied with the meager
information vouchsafed,

“I guess I've heard before
of you, Mr. Marvin,” said he,
with a roguish wink ; ** Japhet
Marvin's too big a man for his
dashing young scapegrace of a
son to be unknown.”

Warren was startled, This
was more than he had bar-
gained for,

“ But that's a mistake, sir,”
cried he, ** I'm not Japhet Mar-
vin's son.” 4

* All right, my dear fellow,
don't excite yourself at all
You shall be just whom you
choose, only feel at home here,”
returned his host, with another
roguish wink. *' Boys will be
boys, and the best of ’em get
into a scrape now and then.
But mind, you're safe with
Thad Burroe, honor bright |™
and he pressed Warren's hand
so vigorously that the boy al-
most swooned with pain.

“1 wish you wouldn't talk
so loud, Don’t you see how
tired he looks?” interposed
Mrs. Burroe fretfully.

‘“Hello! so he does. Weak
as a kitten, ain't you, sir?"
ejaculated the captain in alarm.
“I must fetch Igack that boy.
He's good at nursing for a won-
der.” And marching to the
door, he bawled, * Sloper | ho!
you Sloper, here sir!"” and then marched back
to stare at the patient.

“Your son, Captain Burroe?" asked War-
ren with waking interest.

“What ? Sloper my son?" cried the cap-
tain, elevating his eyebrows scornfully. ** No
thank you, Mr, Marvin, oh, no indeed. Ii I
had a son I bet you he would be a leetle smarter
than that poor booby. No, no, he's a friendless
boy I took in, moare fool I, t teach him how to
earn a living. But my lord is fastidious, ha !
ha '—turns up his nose at trade, and prefers to
loaf around my house, taking his ease, to turn-
ing to alongside of me. Hey, Sloper, my boy,
how's that ? True, ain't jt 2"

Warren looked round with a start. The
haggard youth was in the room, and must have
heard every word of the slighting speech. His
face was as red as fire, yet he looked straight at
Captain Burroe with asingular expression, un-
der which the man seemed to feel uneasy, for
he impatiently beckoned him forward to the bed-
side, ' See  what he needs, will you? And
mind you—no tricks. I've my eye on you, young
man,"” and bidding a bland adieu to his guest
the captain hurried away.

The boy had brought a small tray of refresh-
ments for his charge. He now began to deftly
arrange the pillows to support him while he ate ;
but he persistently avoided Warren's inquiring
eye.

:rhc lady sat like a statue beside the bed.

‘You are very kind to a stranger, Sloper,
for that's your name, isn't it 2" said Warren,
wha felt strangely attracted by the poor boy.

*“ Call me Sloper, Can you try this chicken
soup 2" was the reply.
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‘“ Thank you. Delicious| What's your other
name ? [ want to call you by it, for we shouldn't
be like strangers to each other,” returned War-
ren, warmly.

“* My other name?" echoed the boy with a
start. **Oh, you mean my first name, Tim's
Eood enough for me; Tim Sloper, Captain

urroe’s skulking shirking chore boy, not worth
your good opinion, I assure you. Best take no
notice of me, Mr. Marvin."

Here the silent lady began to weep and to
wring her hands.

“It's too hard. I can't bear this!" she
sobbed out.

‘Oh, why should you mind ?" exclaimed
Sloper, in a surprised way. *'* You needn't, for
iou‘r! always good to me. And mind this,”

e bent closer to utter the words softly in her
ear, but Warren heard them too. ** If I don't
deserve hard from Captain Burroe, I de-
serve to be punished somehow for doing what I
knew was wrong., I'm a poor spirited rascal ; |
can neither go through with my roguery nor con-
fess and make amends like an
honest fellow, 1 deserve hard
lines, and I'm willing to bear
them."

u are a kind, good
boy,” faltered Mrs. Burroe,
“‘and 1 would give all I'm
worth to find the courage to
help you out of this unlucky
place.”

“Viney | Wife!" called a

of writing to his mother. Consequently he was
feeling very anxious on her account when he
thought of intrusting a telegram to the doc-
tor, who sent it off to Mrs. Haviland, and re-
ceived an answer while he was still confined to
his bed,

The more the latter reflected over the advent-
ures which had befallen him since he began to
investigate the business of the loan, the more he
became convinced that Lawyer Hawk had an in-
terest in getting him out of the way, and in
keeping him apart from his cousin Tom; and
as he was not prepossessed in favor of his pres-
ent host, whose coarse treatment of Sloper had
revolted him, he thought it wiser to retain his
incognito, in case accident might reveal his
whereabouts to Hawk. So far as Sloper was
concerned, the fellow’s persistent avoidance of
an;-thing like a personal turn to their talk made
it impossible for Warren to reveal his true name
and circumstances to him.

One of the first discoveries which Warren
made when he was able to make investigations,

WARREN OVERHEARS AN IMPORTANT CONVERSATION,

stentorian voice, which seemed very near the
door, and Mrs, Burroe started up with a fright-
ened look and hurried to join her husband ;
while Sloper turned to his charge with such an
increase of reserve that Warren dared not ask
him one of the questions which tantalized him ;
and presently fell asleep, wondering over this
house of mystery.

CHAPTER XL
WARREN DECLARES HIMSELF,

<f"ARREN was surrounded with every

comfort and attention. An excellent

doctor visited him every day, his boy

nurse was indefatigable in his services,

though incorrigible i1 his reticence ; and Mrs.

Burroe, though evidently oppressed by some

heavy personal trial, endeavored to entertain

her guest by reading aloud to him in lieu of con-
versation, of which she seemed incapable.

Yet it was over a week before Warren was
able to leave his room— about three weeks since
he had set out on his journey to Chicadie ; and
in all that time he had not had an opportunity

was that he had lost his wallet which contained
all the money he had with him—a small sum
indeed, for he would not accept more from his
mother—but all he had between him and ahso-
lute destitution among strangers. His very
clothes were so torn and defaced in his wander-
ings that he could not appear in the street in
them ; he was to all intents and purposes a pen-
niless waif, whom Captain Burroe might very
reasonably denounce as a tramp.

Yet Warren felt on thorns until he had unde-
ceived the captain, and since he was from home
during his convalescence, the boy took the first
opportunity of being alone with Mrs. Burroe to
tell her that he was not Japhet Marvin's son—
that he was not even in any way connected with
him. She betrayed much uneasiness, and begged
him to say nothing to the captain till he was
ready to leave them ; and Warren guessed that
the poor lady was worn out with her husband's
violence, and dreaded furnishing him with a
cause for a scene. Therefore for her sake he
was silent until he felt strong enough to quit
the house.

‘The first day that he felt sure of his strength,
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he asked Sloj for the loan of a svit of his
clothes, meaning to go forth and seek for work
of some sort whereby he might earn a suit for
himself, and enough to pay his obligations to
the captain. Sloper brought his second best
clothes, as Warren had insisted on it, to his evi-
dent surprise ; and Warren started out on his
quest, carrying with him a letter to his mother,
in which he had given her a cheerful account of
his circumstances, admitting that he had been
laid up sick for a week or two, but assuring her
that he was all right again and meant to resume
his search for Cousin Tom as soon as he had
earned some money.

‘With this letter in his hand, Warren left the
house for the first time, and met Captain Burroe
just coming up the 5(e§s. :

My dear fellow, this is capital!™ cried he,
shaking hands ; then striking an attitude, ** but
what do I see? Millionaire Marvin's son dis-
guised in my chore boy's duds! Tut, tut, this
will never do. What would your esteemed
father say to me if 1 permitted such an indlgnili
to his son—even though he is a bit of a blac!
sheep at present, eh ? Come back with me, and
you will find that I have not neglected you.”

‘“ Captain Burroe, I hope you have not pro-
vided anything for me,” Warren broke in as
5000 as he could get a chance. ** These clothes
are all that I want till—"

“* But I have provided suitably for your station
in life, my dear fellow," interposed Burroe
pompously, ** My own tailor, the best in Port-
soy, had your ruined suit to measure from, and
a handsome copy he has made, I assure you."

Warren felt unutterably mortified. How he
wished he had not allowed this man to affix a
name to him to which he had no right ! Why
had he not told the truth at once and left the
issue with Providence ?

“*You have meant kindly, 1 know, captain,
and have been very kind to me," he faltered,
**but I'm sorry you have done this. In fact, I'm
not the rich Marvin's son at
all, and can't afford to put

eat expense on mysell. You
ﬂ;uwl always told you that
Mr. Japhet Marvin was noth-
ing to me,"”

The captain’s pleasant smile

faded. He stared at Warren
steadily. **You are not the
capitalist’s son?" he said,
slowly.

‘1 am no relation to Mr,
Japhet Marvin, I have no
father, and my mother is very
poor ; while I have nothing in
the world but the will and the
power to work for my living,”
answered Warren, firmly.

The words carried conviction
with them. All Captain Bur-
roe's castles in the air fell with
acrash. He had established no
cause of gratitude on the rich
man through his services to his
son, All his flattery and sub-
servience had been wasted upon
a penniless nobody |

As he thought of it, Captain
Burroe got purple in the face,
his big mustache brictled with
rage, and his fists doubled up of
themselves. For a moment it
locked as if the bland and hos-

itable Burroe would assault
is guest in the open street ; but
something in the cool, search-
ing glance of the youth calmed

_the impulse. He felt obliged
perforce to behave respectiully
to one who so evidently ex-
pected respect, He cleared his
throat two or three times before
he found utterance,

' This is an extraordinary af-
fair, sir. I never was so misled
in my life before,” he grumbled.

Warren fired up a little.

+ / never misled you, Captain Burroe,” said
he, proudly.  *The moment you named me
Marvin, | told you you were mistaken. You
chose to stick to the delusion, and I had no other
opportunity to undeceive you."”

“You knew, however, that you, a poor boy,
were living at my expense under the colors of
being a rich man's son,” sneered the captain,
letting out a little of his venom ; **and for a
poor boy you contrived to give a very strong im-
pression of being arich one, In your fever, 1
mean," he explained, in answer to Warren's as-
tonished and indignant glance ; **all your talk
was about your pony, your dogs, your college
chums and sports, and such like belongings of a
wealthy man's son and heir. Can you explain
all that, sir 2"

‘Warren, realizing that he had been babbling
in his delirium of Eis old life, when his father
was alive, looked so confused and pained, that,
in spite of his shrewdness, Captain Burroe sud-
denly began to hope that after all this boy, who
was so evidently a gentleman in mind and man-
ner, might be deceiving him for a purpose of his
own; might be Japhet Marvin's son all the
while | He had surmised from the character
which rumor gave to the said son—that of being
a reckless spendthrift—that young Marvin had
fled from home after some delinquency, and
Burroe had dreamed of nursing the prodigal
back to health, and then of restoring him to Lis
anxious parent, to his never dying gratitude.

Now he thought, ** Young Marvin has been
in a bigger scrape than I imagined, and is scared
at my recoguition,” Therefore he resolved to



238

bury his belief in his own heart, to humor the
lad into thinking he had deceived him, and to hold
on to him by hook or crook, and trust to time to
make the speculation pay. His manner, so rough
and gruff, changed as by magic, and Warren,
who had remained silent because he dared not
explain who he was, wondered much at the bland
tones which now addressed him.

“ Do you really want to work for your living,
Marvin 2" asked the captain. «

1 must indeed, and immediately, for T lost
my purse during my wanderings in the swamp,
and I shan't feel easy until I have repaid you—
as far as money will go—for your hospitality and
kind care of me when I was helpless.”

**We won't say anything about paying board,
my boy ; you come to my office. 1 wanta booke
keeper, and I'll give you work and good pay.”

Warren could hardly believe hisears ; but after
a minute’s reflection he accepted the offer.

The bargain was concluded on the spot, and
Warren returned to his room to add a postcript
to his mother's letter, telling her of his gooc for-
tune. He requested her to address her letters to
him at the Portsoy post office, During this
period of inaction he prized his incognito as< his
¢ weapon against the machinations of Hawk ;
des, his own name might scare his cousin
Tom away should chance bring him to Portsoy.

CHAPTER XIL
DANGER AHEAD,

ARREN had already questioned the cap-
tain cautiously about the inhabitants
of Storm Rock lumber camp, but had
heard nothing of a boy of his own age

being there as a visitor; indeed, he had long
felt incredulous as to the truth of McDade's as-
sertion that Tom had gone to the camp. He
often wondered how he should recognize his
cousin should he meet him some day.

** Imight pass himin the street and never know
Lim 1" thought Warren, ruefully.

Having begun to exercise in the open air, his
strength soon returned, and he took his place in
Captain Burroe's office, a snug retreat fitted up
on the ground floor of a big warehouse which
stood at the head of a lumber wharf, The
warehouse was crammed with stores for the fish-
ing ves: which crowded the end of the wharf

day by day; and Warren, late college student,

was busy all day long in accounting for hogs-
heads of molasses, quintals of salt fish, barrels

of pork, and beef, and flour, not forgetting
myriads of figs of tobaceo, and pipes ypalore,
And he went into the work with a will, deter-
mined to earn his salary honestly before he took
it; and his employer discovered with amaze
ment that the supposed idle prodigal was **a
master hand to work,” and was **as sharp as
they make 'em.”

All sorts of people came to Burroe's wharf to
do business with its proprietor, but Warren soon
observed that certain rough customers were
treated differently from the rest ; that these held
long confidential confergnces with the captain
apart, and that they belonged to a mean little
schooner called the Snow Flake, but looking
more like a soot flake, which had a way of slip-
ping up to the wharf ** o' nights,” necessitating
the captain’s presence at unbusinesslike hours,
on affairs which were not entered on Warren's
books.

One afternoon, when Warren had been sev-
eral months in his employ, the captain came
into the office where he was poring over his ac-
counts alone, and, throwing himself into his
own revolving chair, bade his clerk **let up a
bit,” as he wanted to have a talk.

\®arren obediently laid down his pen, got off
his high stool, and stood up, tall and handsome,
against his desk, smiling down at his employer,
whose manner was unusually insinuating.

** Look here, Marvin, you suit me first rate,
and I've a mind to put a good thing in your
way," began Captain Burroe.

Warren expressed his acknowledgments.

“You're no greeny,” went on the captain,

‘“and have been using your eyes since you came
here, no doubt, so you can guess what I allude
to without more words,  Now 1 propose to give
you a share in the profits, if you'll take your
share of the risk.”
Stop, Captain Burroe ; please don't go so
fast,” cried Warren, in dismay. ** Just let me
say this : I can’t go into anything except what's
on the square and above board. Keeping ac-
counts accurately is honest work, and I'll do
that for you, and be thankful to get the job;
but anything shady—no, sir, it's not for me,"”

The captain swelled up and grew nearly pur-
ple as he listened.  Disappointment, mortifica
tion and alarm blended together, and almost
choked him. He glared up and down the tall
youth as if he would like to annililate him.

*Well, I'mjiggered if T ever heard of such a
pair of milksops 1" exclaimed he at last, junp-
ing up and making for the door,  ** 1 thought a
sharp fellow like you would have more go in
him than that. To find Marvin's son too
squeamish to do a bit of free trading, for cash,
gets me.”  He checked himself, afraid of going
too far, and went out, slamming the door behind
him till the warchouse reverberated,

““ Now I've done for myself,” thought War-
ren, returning to his desk with a sigh, ** He's
mortally offended, and will turn me off, no
doubt. ill, I could do nothing else than say
no."”

His work kept him late that night, and his em-
ployer went home without seeing him again, so
when he was free it was already dusk. He
strolled down to the end of the wharf for a
breath of air, and a quiet meditation on his
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position. No vessels were moored there on this
occasion, and he chose a niche in a lumber pile,
facing the water, from which a pleasant breeze
was blowing, which threatened, however, to in-
increase to a gale ere long.

He had not be:n there many minutes when
he heard a vessel glide up to the end of the
wharf, and the men tie her to the rings provided
for the purpose ; then they passed up the pier
to the street, with the exception of one man,
who was left on guard, and who lounged about
the deck, smoking. Warren's position screened
him from the schooner, but by craning his neck
round the corner post he could catch a ghmpse
of him now and again, but the increasing dark-
ness prevented him from distinguishing his fea-
tures,

By and by he recognized Captain Burroe's
step as he hastened down the wharf to the
schooner.  The captain shouted a jovial greet-
ing to the unknown, who answered with a grunt,
and the pair conferred together in low tones,
leaning over the outside rail, so that Warren
had almost forgotten them, when he was startled
by a loud exclamation from the stranger—both
men having come nearer him—for the voice was
McDade's,

** The very spy lawyer Hawk telegraphed to
me about 1" snarled he.

The pair had halted at the stern of the vessel,
just round the corner from where Warren sat,
straining his ears to catch every word ; for, since
it was himself who was concerned, and the
speakers were unmitigated rascals, he felt no
scruples about listening to them.

“*And all the time he was no more Japhet
Marvin's son than I am 2" cried Captain Bur-
roe amazedly—** was a beastly spy, a viper, that
I warmed in my own bosom, to sti
made him my clerk !
the concern !™ At each clause his voice rose
higher—the last was a shriek of rage. * But
I'll be even with him; he shall never get the
chance to walk off with the information. Oh!
McDade, why didn't you come along before,
and warn me that a spy was nosing around 2"

* Didn't I think I'd stuck him in the swamps
for good and all? I never heerd about you
pickin' up a lost boy near the camp. I was'way
off up the rive: n't ben to the camp sence
ye was thar, and el I had ben, 'tain't likely
I would hev yarned too much about a chap as
was never seen alive after he parted from me."”

* How are we to fix fum 2" demanded Bur-
roe, impatiently. ‘* He may bolt any minute,
He's got points enough now, I should say, to
bag the lot of us. It must be quick work, and
no sham this time.”

“If 1 git my fingers on him I'll fix him," mut-
tered McDade. **There's none of us safe till
he's out of the way."

* Pshaw! What's the use of talking like
that 2 You know that won't do,” grumbled the
captain; and a keen discussion followed, to
which, as may be mmagined, Warren listened
with breathless interest.

At length the two rascals agreed that the
schooner should be turned into a prison for the
present, and that the treacherous clerk should
be entrapped into going aboard, and then be
carried off to sea, to undergo a taming process
at the hands of McDade and his brother moon-
shiners.

“* He's young an’ soft, for all he's so sperrity,"
quoth McDade. ** He won’t be so sassy when
he's on the high seas alone among mean' my
boys,  We kin pinch hard, we kin, when we've
got an informer between our teeth,”

And Warren felt his blood run cold at the

suppressed ferocity of the threat.
Yes, yes, you would have an immense ad-
vantage under such circumstances,” returned
Burroe, meditatively. * The idea is so good
that I believe I'll give you two young bears to
tame instead of one.”  Warren started, and lis-
tened with redoubled interest.  ** I've told you
about that youngster that stands in the way of
a friend ; luckily for my friend, the boy had
got into a scrape at home, so he had an excuse
to send him up to me, as if 1o keep him safe
from the consequences: but the idea was, to
get him so mixed in with this whisky business
that he wouldn't dare go home again. To
look at the boy you wouldn't believe he could
say boo to a goose, yet that voung one has
stood out against me, all I can do, and I've been
pretty rough, too.  No, sir, he won't be forced
mto the whisky business, and I've gone as far
as I dare in a place where you have neighbors
and reporters prying into everything you want
kept dark.  Now you can try your hand on him ;
get him implicated, somehow, only make out a
a case he can't knock over, and the trick's
done.”

“You scoundrel!" muttered Warren, bit-
terly. *‘It's Sloper you're trying to ruin, is it ?
And he has defied you thus far! Br. boy !
And I thinking him so weak and timid

**Sho! Yank him over to me ; I'll soon show
him a thing or two,” bragged McDade. **\Val,
they're both to be aboard tonight? But how
are ye goin' ter manage 'em 2"

*As to Marvin, he doesn't suspect me at all,
and if I send him down to the office, he'll come
as a matter of course. For Sloper, he's not far
off, poor wretch ; and the fun of itis, wife, she
thinks I sent him off to the country on business.
She'd have gone crazed if she knew all.”

Warren heard him with amazement, for cer-
tainly he, as well as Captain Burroe’s house-
hold, had supposed Sloper to be traveling on
his employer’s business for the past week.
What new cruelty had been dealt the unhappy
boy who attracted Warren so mysteriously ?

({0 be continued.)

[ This story commenced in No. 361.)
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CHAPTER XLL
THE DEFEAT OF LUKE.

NOM Gates saw that Luke had dropped his
'} weapon in the struggle, and it had been
discharged in the fall, but no one ap-
peared to be hurt, though there was im-
mediate danger that some one would be hurt
)on. Tom was not a very bold youth, but the
pistol ha<t hardly gone off before he leaped on
the back of the intruder, and clasped him tightly
around the throat.

Luke turned upon his assailant, whom the
circumstance of position rendered the more dan-
gerous of the two,  But sundry vigorous digs in
the small of the back, inflicted by the bare
knees of Tom, caused him to weaken, and then
to drop on the floor. The engineer succeeded
in twisting the intruder over so that he fel’ on
his face, with the assailant on his back.

John was not an instant behind time in ren-
dering needed assistance, for Tom could nct
have held his own against his more powerful
adversary. Both of them lay down upon Luke,
and held him fast in spite of his attempts to
shake them off. By the light of the lamp John
discovered the revolver on the floor, and picked
it up. He knew that only one chamber had
been discharged, and the ciick of the lock was
heard when he cocked it ready for use.

* Hold on tight, Tom | I'have the revolver,
and that makes it a sure thing for us,” said
John, as he pointed the weapon at Luke'
head. **Let him up now, and I will keep his
head covered with the muzzle of the pistol.”

Tom let go of his prisoner, and Luke sprang
to his feet. He had a dazed expression on his
face, as he saw the pistol in the hands of John.
He had been shot through the hand once by his
cousin—for they were cousins, after all—and
he knew that the boy could shoot. He was not
of the sort who take any steps in the face of a
pistol,

** Shut the window, Tom,"”
let him get off.”

** A ball from that revolver will catch him if
he runs,” added the ‘engineer. ** Your father
must have heard that shot when the pistol went
off.”

id John, ** Don't

1 gave you fair warning, Spotty—"

“My name is no longer, Spotty, but John
Spottwood,” interposed John, still covering the
villain’s head with the pistol. * You are too
late, Luke Spottwood. Your uncle is my
father, and you are my cousin,”

“ Have you been talking about me to my
uncle 2" demanded Luke.

**Not about you particularly ; but my father
and | have come to an understanding."”

At this moment they all heard footsteps in the
hall.  The door was not locked, and Mr. Wing-
gold came into the room, half dressed. He
took in the situation at a single glance, for the
presence of Luke was the key to the scene that
he discovered.

But he asked for an explanation, and John
related all that had occurred in the room.

“This is too great an outrage to be toler-
ated,” said the inspector.  * Can you hold him
while I send foran officer ?”

** The pistol will hold him, or stop him very
quick if he tries to run away,” replied Tom.
** We could hold him without the pistol, but
that does it in the easiest manner for us, if not
for him."

1 will send for an officer at once. Have
you heard anything from your father, Captain
Spottwood 2"

“ Nothing, sir; his room is in the front of the
house, and I don't think he heard the shot or
the noise,” replied John.

“Stop a moment, Mr. Winggold," inter-
posed Luke, who appeared to have come to his
senses, and to have some perception of the
perils of his situation.  ** Don't go for an offi-
cer until you have informed Uncle Paul that 1
am here.”

** I don't mean that he shall know anything
about this business before morning,” replied
the inspector.,

*If you cause me to be arrested, you will
bring disgrace upon him," pleaded Luke.

**The disgrace will be upon you, and not at
all on him, Luke. Do you think he would be
willing to have his son and heir shot in his bed
some night in order to avoid disgrace 2" de-
manded the inspector, severely,

** Don't have me sent off to prison, Mr. Wing-
gold I" begged Luke, who possibly had some
family pride left in him.

‘*You have threatened to take the life of
John Spottwood ; and he shall feel safe about
his own home hereafter, if I canbring it about.”

* 1 didn't mean anything by that.
tended to frighten him so that he would give me
the things I wanted.”

** The things you wanted have done their
work, and proved that Spotty Hawke is the son
of Paul Spottwood.”

**Then that is the end of the whole of it ;"
and Luke could not help seeing that the battle
had gone against him. ** The game is up with
me, and I will promise not to give my uncie or
his son any more trouble,”

**How did you happen to know anything
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about the ring and the locket " asked M
Winggo]d’ his curiosity getting the better of 15
stern devotion to justice.

“T will tell you all about it if you will pro-
mise not to have me arrested. have not beey
a burglar or a robber for the sake of the
der,” pleaded Luke, glancing at John.
you agree to it "

‘T will agree to put off the arrest until yo,
do something out of the way again,” replied 1]
inspector, who was not quite suve that hisf;
the owner of Tonnington, would approve of
summary proceedings, especially as he had
recovered his son indirectly through the ageny
of his nephew. :

“*Shall I tell you here? And am I to hawe
that pistol pointed at my head all the time
asked Luke, glancing at the weapon.

** We will go down into the library, and your
uncle shall hear what you have to say. Put y
the pistol, John. I will go bail for him now. [i
he wants to run away I will send the oficer
after him,” replied the inspector. ** Go dowu
into the library, and I will call your uncle. But
run away if you like I"

Luke concluded not to run away. The bays
dressed themselves, and in a short time all of
them vere in the library,

)

2 CHAPTER XLIIL

LUKE'S CONFESSION

FRHE inspector had informed Mr. Spottwood

) of what had happened since he retired,

and he was quite self possessed when he

entered the room. Jle spoke reproach-

fully to Luke, who assured him that from that

moment he would ‘' turn over a new leaf,” and
be an honest and respectable young man.

‘ While I have been little better than a beg
gar, Uncle Paul, you have reveled in weal:
said Luke bitterly, ** I have been wronged, as
my father was before me, out of what belouged
to me."

‘“What do you mean by that ?” asked Mr.
Spottwood.

“ They say you are worth millions, Uncle
Paul, while I am obliged to live on a pittanceof
three thousand dollars a year. My wrongs have
made me what I am ; and I am not responsible
for it.”

** Your grandfather left your father just a
much of his estate as he did me," replied Mr.
Spottwood, with energy.

* But it was locked up in the hands of 2
trustee, so that he could use nothing but the in-
come of it,” growled Luke.

* Your father led a riotous and dissolute life,
and if your grandfather had not put his share of
the property in the hands of a trustee, it would
all have been spent in a year or two, and you
would have been a beggar without a penny. in-
stead of a beggar with an income of three thou-
sand dollars. I he had not run throughit Iam
sure you would haveé done so.  So not another
word about your wrongs to me,” added Mr.
Spottwood, severely.

* Now about the ring and the locket. If you
don’t want to tell about them you can go,” in
terposed the inspector, significantly.

** Ialways Lkeep my promises ; and I hope you
will do the same,” replied the graceless wretch.

**There is some humor in your nephew,
Paul,” laughed Mr. Winggold. "* But gu on,
Luke, if you wish ; if not, don't do it."

1 will go on. Eight years ago 1 went a
fiching on the other side of the lake, near the
cottage of Mr. Hawke. While I was followin;
a trout brook my boat got adrift, and floated o
into the lake. I had seen several boats nearthe
cottage, and 1 went there to borrow one to go
for mine with.

**Mr. Hawke was not at home, and 1 was
shown into the drawing room, where Mrs.
Hawke was playing on the piano. Assoonas
I went in I saw that picture,” and Luke pointed
to the one which had been brought from the
cottage. ** I saw how wonderfully alike they
were.  Iasked the lady to lend mie one of the
boats to go out after mine. She asked me my
name, and I told her it was Luke Spottwood.

** She sprang off the piano stool as though she
had been stung by a wasp. She repeated the
name of Spottwood, and asked me about my
father and others of the name. I told her
Paul Spottwood lived at Tonnington ; and for
some reason Icould not then understand, she
seemed to be greatly affected.

‘* She asked me to call and see her again.
About a week later I went over again. I had
heard all about the loss of Uncle Paul's wife
and son in the Indian Ocean. But I know those
two pictures were taken for the same lady, and
that lady was Mrs. Hawke. You can judge for
yourselves whether 1 was right or not. She
was very glad to sce me, and asked a hundred
questions about my uncle.”

** Then she knew that I was here in Tonning-
ton ? " added Mr. Spottwood, with the mostin-
tense emotion,

“She did; but don't hurry things, Uncle
Paul. She told me she wished to send a letter
to you. I was willing to be the bearer of it.
Then she wished me to carry a ring and a locket
to Uncle Paul, which she would give me at an-
other time, She walked down to the lake with
me; and then I told her that my uncle was her
husband—T knew
* She said it was so; and_that the ring and
the locket would prove it. She showed me both
of these articles, and talked to me about her
little boy, whom I saw about the house. That
was you, Spotty. Among other things ghetcld
me that she married Mr, Hawke when she sup-
posed her husband was dead. Uncle Paul was
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the father of her son, and she should return to
him as soon as the way could be opened. She
was sorry for Mr. Hawke, but she could not help
it; her marriage to him was not lawful,”

‘‘But the letter—what became of that?"
asked Mr. Spottwnod, breaking in vehemently
upon his nephew,

‘It is still over at the Champlain House. She
said she would give me the ring and locket the
next time I came over, and after my uncle had
had the letter, to which she expected an answer.
You were in New York for the next two weeks,
Uncle Paul, so that I could not deliverit. I
waited a week, and then I went over again,
But the lady was very sick, and I could not see
her. They said she was out of her head, and
did not know even her husband. I went over
again in another week, and then she was dead
and buried,” said Luke, finishing his narrative,

It required the assistance of the inspector to
quiet the unhappy husband. When he was in
condition to hear more, Mr. Winggold dragged
the truth out of Luke. He had not delivered the
letter, as the lady was dead. He believed what
everybody told him, that he was the only heir of
his uncle. If the son came to ‘Tonnington, the
latter would be the heir, and Luke would still be
a beggar on three thousand dollars a year.

From that time to the end, it had been the work
of his life to prevent that boy from coming to
Tonnington. He wanted the ring and the
locket, for they were the only evidence in exist-
ence by which Spotty could prove that he was
the son of Paul Spottwood. That was the whole
explanation of the mystery.

Mr. Spottwood was so.excited about the letter
that the boys volunteered to go to Windport in
the Dandy "with Luke and obtain it. About
four in the morning it was put in his hands. It
contained a request for the forgiveness of her
husband for the wrong she had done him.

In a few days Mr. Spottwood, in the company
of his son, recovered some portion of his former
spirits.  His wife had forgiven him before she
died, and this was a consolation to him. In
time he recovered from the shock, and was ha(rpy
with the gallant boy who had been restored to
him, as it were, from the deep waters of the In-
dian Ocean.

The Dandy still sails all over the lake, with
Captain John Spottwood in the pilot house, and
Tom Gates in the engine room. She carries a
fireman and a deck hand now, so that the work
is not quite so labotious as when the two officers
worked for wages. Tom is as much a member
of the family as though he were another son of
the rich man of Tonnington.

““The cruise of the Dandy,” when she con-
veyed the fugitive from his native land, has
passed into history. The captain has a chart of
the lake in the vicinity of Isle la Motte, drawn
all over with red, blue and black lines, to enable
him to explain to the many who ask him how
he dndgeg the Saranac and the Chaxy in

the famous CRUISE OF THE DANDY.
THE END,

*o

*‘6reat Oaks from Little Acorns Grow,”

and great beneflts ensue from the use of Dr. Pierce's
“ Vleasant Purggative Pellets "—tiny, sugar-coated gran-
ules—which obwiate the necessity of choking and "’gnu-
ging " in the attempt to swallow some )mFTe olus of un-
inviting aspect and disagreeable effect. Their eathartic
action is thorough, yet perfectly gentle, and unlike other
pills, they never react towards constipation. In cases of
sick heiache, and 4s a promoter of digestion, they are
unsurpassed. By druggists.—Adyv,

A G

FITB.—All Fits stopped tree by Dr. Kline's Grent
Nerve Restorer. No Fits after first day's use. Mar-
velous cures. Treatlse and $2.00 trial bottle free to Fit
cases. 8end to Dr. Kline, 931 Arch St., Phila., Pa.—Adv.

—_— e

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician retired from practice, having had
placed in his hands by an East India missionary the for-
mula of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy and

cure of C iy Catarrh,
Asthma and all throat and Lung Affections, also a posi-
tiveand radical cure for Nervous Debility and all Nery.
ous Complaints, alter having tested its wonderful cura-
tive powerin thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to
make It known to his suffering fellows. Actnated by this
motiveand a desire to relieve human suffering, 1 will
send free of charge, toall who desire it, this recipe, in
German, French or English, with full directions for pre-
Panog and using. Sent by mail hg addressing with
stamp, naming this . NOYES, 149 Power's

paper, W. A,
Block, Rochester, N. Adv.

.o

Sudden Changes of Weather cause Throat Dis-
cases. There 15 no more efectunl remedy for
Congls, Colds, ete., than BRowN's BRONCHIAL TRo-
CHES. Sold only in bozes. Price 25 cts.—Adv.

ngizliﬂlgm‘ishes.
FREE

&0

Send stamp for 50 page book.
Dr. J.WooDBURY, Albany, N.Y.

SAMP 3 Blemt;!;dan name cards
ASH Commisslon on Card Orders. Sample
Outfit Ge. Oak Card Co., Northford, Conn.

| What Sotts Emulsion Has Done! g__w

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Over 26 Pounds Gain in Ten Weeks,
Experience of a Prominent Citizen.
ON OF VICE.

BaN Fraxcisco, July 7th, 18864;

I took a severe cold upon
my chest and lungs and did
not give it proper attention ;
it developed into bronchitis,
and in the fall of the same
year I was threatened with
consumption. Physicians or-
‘dered me to a more congeni-
al elimate, and I came to San
Francisco. Soon after my
arrival I eommenced taking
Scott’s Emulsion of Cod Liver
Oil with Hypophosphites reg-
ularly three times a day. In
ten weeks my avoirdupois
went from 188 to 180 pounds
and over; the eough mean-
time ceased. C R. BENNETT.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS,
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

TELEGRAPHY |

1f you wish to know all about learning Telegraphy, con-
structing and operating Short Lines of Teley raph, &ec.,
send yol dress by postal card or letter, an J. H.
BUNNELL & C0.’s Manual of Instruction for Learners of
Telegraphy. latest edition, which we will send free of
charge to all who lpEIy by mall or otherwise. It is the
plainest and best book of instruction in Telegravhy ever
published, being complete in deacriﬁtlou, explanation
UNNELL & Ci

and illustrations, . H. o 20.,
106 & 108 Liberty St., New York.
In replylne to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
el S
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THE CALIFORNIA SOCIETY FOR THE

CHROMO or 25 . CARDS, 14

ame CARDS, r,
Sample Book 4c. o 1%

All Hidden N
Crown Ptg.

and satin neckties. Send 12c, for Ai{“"
THE TIE CO., Augusta, Me. |

OO £t §7uEol58e

Month aud

§7§ .Samplss free.

= s Fine Gold dden Name,
y J2 CARDS {in 5, ke, fiidden Neme,

or 15¢c. Sample book 4c. Crown Ptg. Co.,Northford,Conn,

25 FLORAL, CARDS
30O Games, Recipes, S,
Oc. T Card C
to this ad:
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Igen". New goods,
ugusta, Maine,

expenses
J?.i". HILL,

Habit Cured. Treatment senton trial, |
HUMANE REMEDY Co., LaFayette, Ind.
e O U

1 AUTOGRAPH ALBUM,

ample Cards, Pictares, Ring

‘0., Clintonville, Conn,
mention Golden Argosy.

sod ik, 1
In replying
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HAT
AILS

YOU?

Do you feel dull, languid,

, low-spirited, life-

less, and indescribably miserable, both physi-

“ms'n-:n_,s few Boys and Girls in each place to do | CAlly and mentally; *experience a sense of
scultni o SODGT Y Mway 5 "0 o | Lile28 OF bloating attet cating, or of *gone-
par . H. 3 N, Y. -
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy. ing, ‘rﬁonlgue coated, lgt T dj% bad i in
mou rmﬁular appetite, ness, uent
LATEST STYLES, head.lwheo. blurred eyeslgl;t. “‘floating spgcks X
om"' PREMIUMS. before the eyes, nervous prostration or ex-
W o‘x’.n'.g‘r)oom"" e h tability of temper, hot flushes
415 to this adv. tlon @old 3 ™ | alternating with ch sensations, shar ),
8 adv. mention Golden Argosy. bluncdm pains here and there, cold
100 NICE CARDS, Yourname | f6€6 wningu after meals, wakefulness, or

on all. 100" lovely scrap b 0

he-

L tures, 1 autograph album, 3 olher*rlmn.

allm e for . Sénd d. Tor booke"elecant NEW sam:
16 ards and biggest terms aver offere agents.

po curds and I LEY CARD CO.. Meriden: Conn,

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argos;

EVERY MONTH.
0%
a

LIVE AGENTS WANTED
once. lonnuen Ountfita

beautiful SATIN-LINED

VYERWARE, sent free.

WALLINGF({{LD SILVE.
In repl. to adv. men

t's

T Addrese
R CO.,Wallingford, Ct.
tion Golden Argos;

GOLD.Take YourChoice GOLD.
. + For 10@¢. we will send you 250
Games, Songs and Fancy Pictares,
3 nt's Sample Book of 80 Latest
;l)-lo\’llmng Cards, 1 game Authars
i) ni 1 Popular Book with Grand Preminm
List of Watches, Rings, e,
Card Co., Clintonvilie, Conn.
this ady. mention Golden Argosy.

GRAND GIFT.

I

Ivy
n replylng to

To introduce our
wonderful _Self-
Wash-

al eep,
indescribable feeling of dread, or of impend-
Inf calamity ?
t tgou have all, or any

of these sy 8, you are sufferin,

that most common of American maladios—
Bilious Dyspepsia, or Torpid Liver, associated
with Dyspepsia, or Indixeeﬁion. The more

complicated your a8 become, the
r the number and diversity of symp-

No matter what it has reached,

Dr. Plerce’s Golden Medical Discovery

will subdue it, if taken according to direc-
tions for a reasonable length of time. If not
4 oomﬂallcauons multiply and Consump-
tion of the unlguaSkin Diseases, Heart Dj 5
Rheumatism, Ki ne{ Disease, or other grave

les are quite llable to set in and, sooner

ination.

r. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery acts powerfully upon the Liver, and
through that great blood - purif:
cleanses the system of all blood-f
purities, from whatever cause arising,
equally efficacious c!x?et acting upon t!

or

ealin,

ing Machine we will GIVE ONE away in every town.
Bestin the World. No labor or rubbing. " SEND
FOR ONE to the NATIONAL CO., 23 Dey St., N. Y.

Co., Northford, Ct.

m. on sheets.

auuwnnw;] ;’MI'CQHL €0l
200, Philadelphia, Pa.

TAMPS. A 3
TAMP CO. Box

KEYSTONE

18tone Ring, I Plain Ring, 196 Cards & Pictures, Frin
Hidden Name &c., 155 n:nu, Songsand A‘\';"Bools:
30cards, 10¢. IVY CARD Co., Clintonville, Conn,

r Name and Address In
Tots g1, CONN: NOVELT

1d letters, 95c., 12 for
CO., Meriden, Conna

|

on 25 Fringe, Gilt Edge and Florai I

g Cards, 1 Pocket Peacil and ben, 1 Auto. Albon,

of 130!

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

saso A MONTH. No capital required, A good
chance to make money. Apply for territory at

once. vk, N, J.

|
Pencils with
4c.,six 25c.
i >
‘ards & Novelties, 10¢. King Card Co., No. Haven, Ct.
B. 8. Lauderbach Co, nm,..t’m.,xm.
In reply! to entlor Golden Argosy.

WANTED 50 Agents for our Rubber Stamps. Sam.
Yle Pen and Pencil, Stamp with name, Agents terms, Ind.
nl . NOVELTY STAMP CO., Alexa., Va.
Tn replying adv. mention Golden Argosy. |
Its Nature, Caus

to thi |
DYSPEPSI Prevention and Crre,
being the experience of an actual sul enr,"by JOHN H.

McALVIN, Lowell, Mass.,, 14 years Tax Collector. Sent
free toany address.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

GETS your address in the “ Agent's Directory."”

It goes'all over the U. 8., and you will get lots” of

samples, books, papers, novelties, &c., free from

publishers and those who want agents. entl 10 cts.
to E. M. AGENCY, Drawer 202, Rochester. Y.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden

An active Man or Woman in every

WANTED connty to sall our geods. Sanry
I

'Ar‘c-y.

$75 per Month and Expenses. Canvassing Outfit
and_Particul
WARE CO.

ars FREE. STANDARD SILVER-
. BOSTON, Mass,
eplying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

12Souvenir name cards, Great 13 Pnnh,Ax{’lSnmphBonk,l Stone
Ring, and Pencl, all for 10e. E. H. PARDEE, Now Haven, Conn,
In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

200 [mp'd German Pictures, Puzzles,
| Transfer Plctures, 16p. Sample Book om
Fringe Cards & Solid 18k, Rolled Gold Ring,
11for 10e. Bird Card Co., Meriden, Conn.
udv. mention Golden Argosys

In replying to t!

ud $1.25, §2.10, or $3.50 for a box of

Se:
CANDY &uiss g or suaofor o boxor
en

of Denver and west of New York.
Suitable for presents

NTHER, Confectioner, Chieago.

to recelve thousands of
&m les, Bool
o 8,

In replylng to this aav. mention Golden Argosy.
‘al
tures, &c., free by mail?

Do you wantto keepposted? Do you want to Ret
the largest malil that comes 10 your office? 0 you
'want good chances tomake money? _If you do, send
us Ten Cents, silver or stamps, and have: your name
inserted in the Agents’ Annual; it is sent to Pub-
lishers, Novelty Dealers, Card Co.’s and Manufacturers
all ®ver the U. 8., and they will send you Samples, &e.
Address, F. O, wmfosxl-;y. Providence, R. I.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
PIMPLE BLACKHEADS AND
9 FLESH WORMS.
*‘MEDICATED CREAM " |8 the ONLY KNOWN harmless
pleasant and absolutely SURE and infallible cure. It
positively and effectively remova 8 ALL, clean, completely
and FOR GoOD IN A FEW DAYS ONLY, leaving the skin
clear and unblemished always. For those who have No
blotches on the face it beautifies the complexion as no-
thing else in the world can, rendering it CLEAR, FAIR
and TRANSPARENT, and clearing It of all muddiness
and coarseness. Itisa true remedy to cure and NoT a
aint or powder to cover up and hide Dlemishes. Mailed
n plain wrapper for 30 cents in stamps _or two for 50 cents
by GEORGE th‘l‘()DDARD.Dnlzm!ll,lm Niagara Street,
Buffulo, N. Y. My FRECKLE-\WASH cures Freckles,
T: s the hands white: t po st-paid for Soe,
In replying to this adv. menti olden Argos

READ THIS!

A 85 DAISY WRINBER FREE!

A 82 WASHING MACHINE FREE!
Last year we placed upon the market the great-
st labor-saving invention of the 19th century,
It was a self-operating Washing Machine, Tt
I '"L.E

washes the clothing "ciean WITHOUT
WASHBOARD OR ANY RUBBING WHATEVE

neys, and other ex: y O cleansing,
and h g &r%‘;n%seuee As

an o v nic,
digestion and nutrition, thereb, building up
both flesh an nrexé%th. n mal{rial districts,
this wonderful medicine has ned great
celebrity in curing Fever and ‘;fue. Chills and
Fever, Dumb Ague, and kindred diseases.

Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery

GURES ALL HUMORS,

from & common Blotch, or Eruption, to the
worst Scrofula, Salt-rheum, * ‘ever-sores,"

y or Rough BSkin, in short, all diseases
caused by bmg blood are conquered by this
powerful, rifying, and invigorating medi-
ine. Great Eating tI]cers rapidly h under
ts benign influence. Especially has it mani-

its potency in curing Tetter, Eczema,
Erysi Boils, buncles, Sore Eyes, Scrof-

pelas,
ulous Sores and Swellings, Hip-joint Disease,
“White Swelli " Goitre, or Thick Neck,
and Enlarged Glands. Send ten cents in
stamps for a large Treatise, with colored
glatee. on Skin Diseases, or the same amount
or a Treatise on Scrofulous Affections.

“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE."
Thoroughl;lcleanse it bly using Dr. Pierce’s
Golden edical Discovery, and good
digestion, a_fair skin, buoyant spirits, vital
strength and bodily health will be established.

CONSUMPTION,

which is Scrofula of the Lungs, is arrested
and cured by this remedy, if taken in the
earlier stages of the disease. From its
velous power over this terribly fatal disease,
when first offering this now world-famed rem-
edy to the publie, Dr. Pierce thought seriously
of calling it his ** CONSUMPTION CURE,” but
abandoned that name as too restrictive for
a medicine which, from its wonderful com-

of nic, or alterative,
or blood-cleansing, anti-bilious, ral, and
nutritive properties, i8 unequaled, not only
a8 a rem lﬁ for Consumption, but for all
Ch i of the

We advertised a few hundred free to
them, and through these free samples sold over
80,000. One lady in Chicago (Mrs. McDer.
mott, 338 W. 15th 8t.,

her sample that she

‘»eca.me an agent and sold

£

Y 1000 samples.
ask of those who receive one is that they will
give it a g trial, and if satisfactory recom-
mend it to their friends. Agents are coinin,
money. We have several who are_making $1
r day and upwards. ** First come, first served.’*
if you want one the lot we are going to

C. F. G
In replying to this

GET THE BEST 1 5 sehool Speaier,

Edition of" Acting_ Plays |
stand at the head of their class. Descriptive Cataloghe
Senton application to A. T.B. DE WITT, Publisher,
Vork,
Is

adv. mention Golden Argosy,

8 School Speaker

hidden name and Silk Fringe Carda, with | a
223; |vllge lﬁan;‘p]l' book, lUcts. 40 mixed, and solid | 3 Rose Street, New ¥
Miver Ring, 20cts.  Clinton Bros., C Coun. In to th!

STYLO AND FOUNTAIN PENS,

mﬂeqd for circulars. Agents wnnwdizl l;'uu‘nlmi L) Hn:d‘er.
ted withibest quality Gold Pen. Stylo, $1; Fountain,
$19 ang 'u";f’ O LEIGH % CO™Mi06 Liberty Bt.oN. Y.

FOR
CURE "2t DEAF

the Hearing, and perform the work of
drum, Tnvisible, eomeo 8

)l d alws In n. All
il Somioriable sad alyays in posifion Kl
etratod e o e i
FHISCOX 'S5 Broadway, cor. 14th 8t., New York.

Ia replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy,

dv. mention Golden Argosy. |

AGENTS WANTED

vass their own town for a first class Young People’s |
Monthly paper. If you mean business and want to make |
money, write at once for particulars.
DASILVA & CO., NEW LOXDON, CONN.
In replying to thi: adv. mention Golden Argosy.

$3.16 ST e

in every town in the
United States to can- |

glve away, sendx'our name and address at once,
Address, MONARCH LAUNDRY WORKS,

420 Wabash ave.,Chicago, Ill. (Mention this paper),

A Special

Jour name atonce, we will m
he first party in each State and Territory who answers
our advertisement we will send as a free gift, oneof the
Celebrated DAISY WRINGERS, retail price, $5.00 cach,

ment. for it is indeed ““the chance of a lifetime.

During the past year our
$100 Reward., Dric s riyearou
ments have been copied by other concerns who are
Jealous of our great success. BEWARE OF IMITA.
TIONS | We have been in the laundry supply business
for 6 years and will pay $100 reward for any infringe
menton our Washer,

READ THIS! mioreryon iy

Wewantan active and zent man
Or woman to represent us in each town.
To those who are willing to work we
promise large profits. Cooker and
Outfit free. APPLY AT ONC

WILMOT CAS'|

: a
ined a great many letters received
from all sections of the country from those wh are using
this wonderful Washing Machine, and a1l anite 1n cont
mending itin the highest terms.” _We also have sim.
ilarreference from the “'Farm and Fireside,” the “Home
arm,” and scores of other papers.

Liver, Blood, and Lungs.

For Weak Lungs, Spitting of Blood, Short-
i c

medy.
Druggists, at $1.00, or Six Bottles

Sold by

fosii.ﬂo.

Send ten cents in ntamdpu for Dr. Pierce’s
book on Consumption.  Address,

World's Dispensary Medical Association,
663 Main St., BUFFALO, N. X.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

A BINDER FOR THE ARGOSY.

We have now ready a neat binder Sor filiny
the successive issues of THE GOLDEN ALGOSY
as they appear from week to week. Il is not a

re device for fastening the papers together at
the back, bul takes the form of a regular book
cover. with the name “THE GOLDEN AR-

SY,” stamped in_gilt lettering on the side,
Each binder holds fifty two numbers, or a coni-
plete volume; il keeps the paper neat and clean,
and is extremely handy.

We are prepared to furnish it in two styles;
flexible press board, price 50 cents, or stiff ma-
roon cloth, 60 cents.

When ordered by mail, fifteen cents additional
must be inclosed in eacl case to prepay postage.
directions  for use accompany each
Address,

FRANK A. MUNSEY,
81 Warren 8t. New York,
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STICKING TO THE TRUTH.
MoTHER—" Didn’t I tell you not to go on the ice, sir?
Ive been under it.”

SoN—** No, I hain’t.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

- DN
S
s —
s

P A

Pt

You have been on it!”

ANYTHING TO OBLIGE.

Our own government is willing to show visitors
the working of its reformatory systems in the shape
of its prisons and penitentiaries, but luckily for the
inmates of these institutions, the spirit of accom-
modation is not carried so far as it is in Morocco.

Not long ago. says a writer in the Cosmopolitan,
the keeper of one of the prisons was asked by an
American traveler, who for some reason he was
anxious to please, what the punishment of the bas-
tinado was like. The answer was that he should
see for himself. In a few minutes a man was

‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
‘When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,
‘When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

brought_in, fastened to the floor face
and xernbly beaten upon the upturned soles of his
bare feet. The screams and entreaties of the poor
wretch were so heartrending that our countryman
interfered and begged for mercy, when the punish-
ment was immediately stopped.

< Whal has this man done?” said he to the

“ No(hm " was the rcplg

“Then what are you whipping him for?” was
the amazed question, which was answered in a tone
of c&xal astonishment :

.. 7

HORTHAND 5,5

ituations procured all s when competent.”
O P e AR EE. Osmern, B .

Why Drag Out

A miserable existence, when a few bottles
of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla would certainly give
the strength and energy you need ? Thou-
sands are proving its virtues daily. So may
you. Mrs. Alice West, of Jeflerson, W. Va.
writes : * I was all run down before I began
to take Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, but am now
gaining in strength every day.”

“Being very weak and despondent after a
long illness, I tried Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,
and two bottles have restored me to my
former health.” —Miss Blanche 8. Brownell,
4 Boylston Place, Boston.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,
ared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mags.
Sl.)l(;J by all Druggists. Price 81; six bottles, $5.

Worth $5 a bottle. -

and PEhchL STAMP, AT

M 1 name in rubber letters, 25¢.post
paid. Circulars Free. Agts wu!ed 25
Morgan, Crossman & Co., snr|"rﬂ8M. Mass. CTS.

Ip replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

[P YU WANT 10 KNOW |~

1,001 Tmportantthings you never knew or thought
of about the human body and its curious organs,
Howlife is perpetuated, health saved,disease induced
How to avoid pitfalls ujmrmranre and mdmcrelmn
How to apply Home-Cure to all forms of dise

How to cure Croup,Old Eyes, Izuyture Ph tmarﬁ ela
Howtomate,be happy in marriages have prize bavies
picked lot of Doctor’s Droll Jokes, rntunely illus-
trated. Send ten cents for the ** Ln“gh Cure”’ Book
MEDICAL SENSE AND NONSENSE.
Murray Hill Pub. C., 129 F. 28th st., New York.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

NUMBER 215,

Beautiful New Upright

Bormooa o only G16s, s,
Organs, only #31. Greateut Bar-

g-a!n" Ever Offered. Est. 28 Years.
PIANO & ORGAN CO.

gton, N.J., U.8. A

'oﬁn
replying to this adv. -nt-ll- ﬂolde- Argosy

Pen, Pencil and Rubber Sfamp.

Your name on this uRful article for
marking linen, books, cards, etc.,

Agents make money as they sell on sight.
EAGLE STAMP Wonxs, New anen, Conn.

In replying to this adv. mention Ar:—:
$3 Printing Press! Type
For cards. &c. Circu- Setting
lar size ress for easy
small_newspaper, $44. by
Send 2 stamps for List
presses, type, s, to printed
— actory. Tules

Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn. given
1In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

500 s:‘PL ERB dPAl’m
an

,, .“! Y‘.l ’IllA l E'

i from firms all over u:e worlu if you
N send w cents to have your name in
American Directory. Copy sent you
with name inserted. Always midrm

American Di; recwry Co., Buffalo,

ES, BOOKS, ©

Jawon Va., Dee. 21,188
Genta—T ba m::! more than 1,60 par

ccd ot wmal, mny NEWSEAPERS, st 1 foe whica 1
ad often exch befors. adviss evry bnty

nos vour 4 Sl obers. ll g
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COTT’S FLOWERS

THIRTV NINE YEARS' EXPERIENCE IN
NG AND RELIABL

'nosEé' went

it NOW.

E
FREE TO ANY AD
I

IlllBEﬁT SI}OTT & SON, 757 0, 19th

N REPLYING TU THIS ADV. MENTION GOLDE'V ARGO:!

GRAND SPECIALTIES IN PLANTS, BULBS
. AND FLQWER BEEDS of extra choice Dll%
with a lonchL R

st Pllll., P

to $150. EASY
%BIGYC'GS $8 PAYMENTS.
Tricycles. $7.50 up. Standard makes. 2d-hand
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hy, didn’t you ask to see aman

They had gone into the street, seized a passer by,

and severely whipped an inoffensive man merely to
gmu(y the curiosity of an amiable foreigner.

0 you want the best garden you have
ever had, you must sow

MAULE’S SEEDS.

There is no question but that
Maule’s Garden Seeds are unsur-
passed. Their present popularity
in almost every county in the
United States shows it, for I
now have customers at more than
22,500 post-offices. When once
sown, others are not wanted at
any price. Over one-quarter of
a million copies of my new Cata-
logue for 1888 have been mailed
already.  Every one pronounces
it the most original and readable
Seed Catalogue ever published. Tt
contains among other things cash
prizesfor premiurm vegetables, etc.,
to the amount of $2500, and also
beautiful illustrations of over 500
vegetablés and flowers (15 being in
colors). These are only two of
many striking features. You
should not think of Purcha-
sing any Seeds this Spring
before sending for it. It is
mailed free to all enclosing stamp
for return postage. Address

WM. HENRY MAULE,
9711 Filbert St. PHILADELPHIA, PA.
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o Writ ordinary letter with one dipping into the ik
In replying to this ady, mentivn Golden Argosy,

) -
f‘ l\nt’lBuslnessCollege
of NEWARK, N. J.. gives the best,
uhonenl, chennesc and” most thorough
course of business training of any scliool
in America. Write for Catalog
H. COLEMAN. Pres.
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MAGIC LANTERNS

M‘u
McALLIsT!R. om-n. 49 Nannu StegNa Yo
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Send 6c. for Samples and rules

"By reason of large purchases of Woolen
we can surprise you 1‘\ thl .!uﬁr or

eung 1Ing Sunnsse .10;

Coats,
$8.00.

By Mail or Express.

s Co. order a pair,
to wear anywhere.

s Co., Bos

BAY \Tm' PANTS €0, Cston ol

34 Hawley 8t., Boston, Mass.

JURPEE

1N ) SEEDS, &=

of re I vu.lue whk:h
Do B he host compiets Cat:

W. A'I‘I-EE BURPEE

FARM ANNUA
Will un%golklEE to
iR G

and Valuable New
velties -anEGE'l‘AB

logue publlshed,P to

CO., PHILADELPHIA

scored a greater success. than
literature for young people.

is sold for 25 cents a copy.

made a marked success.

No. 6.
Captain David Southwick.

No. 7

MUNSEY'S POPULAR SERIES is is
which includes twelve numbers,
dealer, pnoe 25 cents ;
receipt of 25 cents 1n stamps.

5 $3.

Quhs‘rrllw to THE GOLDEN
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een a subscriber to or a weekly p'lrdu[s(r of

handsowely illustrated, with the finest of paper and printing,
covers. While fully equal in value to the $1.25 cloth bound books, the PoPuLAr SERIES

Of course there is a tremendons demand for the first numbers,
Those now issued are:

Of the many * libraries " or series of books that have recently appeared, none bas
Mounsey's Porurar Series. This is a new departure in
It will include the best stories of the favorite authors,

neatly bound with puper
which have already

or, THE MYSTERY OF THE

No. 1. “Tae Mouxtain CAVE;
Srerra NEvapa,” by George H. Coomer.
No. 2.

“ A Voyase To THE GorLp CoAsT; OR, JACK BoxD's
Quest,” by Frank H. Converse.

«Tge Boys 1v THE FORECASTLE; A STORY oF REAL
by George H. Coomer.

s Trrumpns; or, THE FORTUNES oF A YouNG

No. 3.

Barps AND REAL Sarrors,”
No. 4. “ Barpa

Artist,” by Mary A. Denison.
No. 5.

“ NuMBER 91; or, THE ADVENTURES OF A NEW YORK
TevecraPH Boy,” by Arthur Lee Putnam.
« Jack WHEELER; A Story oF THE WrLp WEst,” by

¢« Tae MysTERY oF A Diamoxp,” by Frank H. Con-

« Tag YouNs ACRoBAT OF THE GREAT NORTH AMERI-
” by Horatio Alger, Jr.

Ready shortly.

sned monthly, and the price of a year's subscriplio.
Single numbers can be ordered from any news
or they will be sent direct from this office, postage paid, ou
Address yonr letters to

FRANK A. MUNSEY, S1 Warren Street, New Yok

7589 Any four of these six boolks will be qgiven to any reader whowill oblain for us a new $3 yerl
N By a new sub.

ber we mean one who has not preku!’!’
the ARGOSY.
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