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CROUCHING LOW IN THE BUSHES, BIG BEAVER AND 1 SAW FIRST ONE MOUNTAIN
LION AND THEN THE OIHER SPRING FURIOUSLY UPON
THE BIG SILVER TII' BEAR.

By WILLIAM

VF day in October. several yearsago,
Big Beaver and I were out looking
for game, in the Powder River

district of Montana, Big Beaver was a

Crow Indian, an old and skillful ht

and white at heart, though his s

copper ¢ olored I was at that t

ployed at the Powder River agency, to

provide game for the mess table of the
detachment stationed there.

Big Beaver and I, mounted on our
broncos, were leisurely making our way
along the right bank of the river, which

me em-

F. HARVEY.

was pretty thickly grown with shrubs
and bushes, with here and there a clump
of tall pines, when we caught sight of a
big bear on the other side of the stream.
He was a grizzly, « = varicty known
as the silver tip bear. He was s ing
on his hind legs, digging the tou
out of a hollow tree. orite
pastime of bears, and particularly brown
bears and silver tips, who, have a keen
partiality for the big, fat inch grubs that
make their home in the decayed wood.
The bear was so absorbed in his pur-

This ica fa
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suit that we had no trouble in wheeling
our horses around and retreating out of
sight without attracting attention. It
was about two hundred yards from
where we stood to the bear, and Big
Beaver and I both agreed that to fire at a
silver tip at that distance would be merely
a waste of good ammunition.

‘“ What had we better do, Big Beaver?”
said I.

*“Ugh, heap kill," replied the Indian,
and, pointing down the river, he led the
way in an almost opposite direction from
the bear.

We continued on down to a ford, where
a bend in the river hid us from the bear,
and crossed over. Riding on up the
other side a short distance, we hitched
the broncos behind a clump of box
alders and proceeded cautiously toward
the bear. The immediate edge of the
river was thickly fringed with box alders
and mountain willows, and through these
we at length began to crawl on hands
and knees, with the idea of taking the
silver tip by surprise at close quarters.

This part of the proceeding was easy
enough. Rig Beaver wormed and
twisted through the thick willows as
noiselessly as a snake without even
snapping a dead twig. All I had to do
was to crawl along close behind.

We had almost got to the point where
we had been expecting to be able to use
our Winchesters with some certainty,
when Big Beaver halted, and without
uttering a grunt reached back and tapped
me cautiously on the back with his moc-
casin. As the old Indian looked back
over his shoulder and raised his finger as
a warning for me to lay low, his piercing
black eyes glowed and twinkled like a
pair of black diamonds with excitement.

Of course I naturally supposed he was
merely worked up over suddenly catch-
ing sight of the bear, perhaps a little
nearer than he had expected. Seeing
me peer inquiringly through the brush
in the direction of the touchwood tree,
Big Beaver raised one dusky finger, and,
without moving another muscle in his
body, pointed it toward a clump of wil-
lows standing, I should say, thirty feet
to the right of the tree, and about three
times that distance from us.

The space between our ambush and
the clump was quite open, and was trav-
ersed by a deer path that led up from the
water. The deer path led straight
through the willow clump, and, following
the direction of Big Beaver's finger, I
saw in the narrow, alley-like deer path a
long, cat like tail waving to and fro.

It was the tail of a full grown mountain
lion, an object familiar enough to me,
for I had killed a round dozen of the
creatures in my time. No part of the
lion was visible save his tail, for the
willows were thick between us and his
body.

Big Beaver seemed to comprehend the
situation at once, for when I glanced at
his finger the next moment it had turned
like a weather vane and was pointing in
the direction of the bear. With the keen
perception of a savage, the old Indian
hunter knew at a glance that the moun-
tain lion was lying there watching the
movements of the bear, and hadn't the
least suspicion of our own presence.

Our situation was a thrilling one, even '

for an old hunter. For where we lay,
scarcely daring to draw breath for fear of
betraying our presence, we could see one
side of the silver tip's big hairy body as
he stood up and clawed away at the hol-
low tree, and on the other hand there
was the mountain lion’s four foot tail
waving to and fro in the narrow deer
path like the tail of an angry cat.

All of a sudden, biff! went a bigtawny
object through the air, as quickly and
noiselessly as if it had been the flash of
a shadow.

But now the silence, which had hardly
been violated at all by the industrious
bear at the tree, was rudely broken by a
perfect pandemonium of savage roars,
youfs, snaps, snarls, and stand offs,
Under the dead tree stood a big moun-
tain lion in an attitude of defiance, scowl-
ing at the bear, which looked anxious to
attack him and yet half inclined to back
awad \

There is always something unspeaka-
bly comical about a bear to me, which-
ever way you take him, and even under
the exciting conditions of the occasion
the old silver tip seemed to me to wear a
clownish look.
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He stood there a few moments weav-
ing his big lumbering body backward
and forward, as though he didn't care a
pine needle whether the lion intended
tackling Him again or not. Yet we could
see the blood gently oozing out of the
long silvery wool on his shoulder, where
the mountain lion had wounded him
when he made the spring ; for the tawny
shadow we had seea flash through the
air was the lion as he sprang on the un-
suspecting bear.

The next minute an excited grunt from
Big Beaver, and another expressive
movement of his finger, caused me to
glance again into the clump of willow
where I had seen the mountain lion's
tail. It was still there, and thrashing
furiously. Not one, but two lions were
on the scene !

The situation was becoming most ex-
citing, and Big Beaver and I watched it
eagerly, without thought of the possible
danger to ourselves from three such pow-
erful wild animals all close to us. Be-
fore I could collect my ideas, biff! An-
other shadow sprang out of the willows.
The second lion- had made its spring
upon the big bear.

And now a wild battle began. The
silver tip's new antagonist alighted
squarely on the big brute’s shoulders,
aud well nigh toppled him over. The
other lion, which had evidently been
waiting for his partner to come on, sailed
in at the same moment, and they made
old Bruin's movements pretty lively for
a while. The three splendid animals
rolled over and over on the ground ina
heap, struggling, biting, roaring, and
clawing away at each other like mad de-
mons of destruction.

First one party seemed to be getting
the best of the fight and then the other.
The lions were on the top most of the
time, however, for the silver tip seemed
to think he would stand a better chance
if he kept down on his back and fought
with all four of his paws at liberty.

The way he worked those paws was
wonderful to behold. Once or twice dur-
ing the first few minutes the lions came
in for vicious scrapes that ripped long
red gashes in their hides, and they backed
off a few paces and uttered dismal howls,
as though bewailing their hurts.

This gave the old bear time to pull
himself together, and he stood up and
weaved back and forth and moaned, as
though he would rather see his assail-
ants turn around and walk off than come
at him again. This was in the early
stage of the fight, before Bruin had his
fighting instincts thoroughly aroused.

It was a pretty even match, consider-
ing everything. A mountain lion can
walk all around a bear for quickness,
and two of them together are able to
make things uncomfortable for almost
any kind of an animal. But, on the
other side, their hides are far tenderer
than a bear's, with no wool to speak of ;
and an old silver tip has more lives than
a dozen mountain lions.

After snarling and grinning at each
other awhile, ‘‘wor r-r-r! quow-r-r!
psssss ! spit! yeaow-r-r ! whoof ! zippp!”
they were at it again, the bear down on
his back, doing his best with paws and
teeth to keep the lions away.

But his two enemies, badly lacerated
as they were after the first two rounds,
seemed determined to conquer the big
silver tip. They flew at him like twin
furies, biting and tearing away with such
demoniacal ferocity that more than one
gutteral “Ugh!” involuntarily escaped
Big Beaver's lips as we lay there and
looked on.

Ten minutes after the commencement
it became very evident that the fight
couldn’t last much longer. The skin of
one of the lions’ left side was hanging
in ribbons, and the other seemed to have
half its face torn away. Owing to the
bear’s heavy coat it showed less signs of
injury than the lions at this stage of the
struggle.

All three were becoming somewhat
weaker from loss of blood, but the silver
tip was in by far the best condition of
the three. As the fight progressed he
got madder than a hornet, and instead
of weaving and moaning when the lions
drew off for a breathing spell, he began
to chase them savagely around. The
lions kept clear of him until they got
ready to attack him again, when they
made the fur fly for all their teeth and
claws were worth.

When the lions drew off for the'fourth
time, one of them had his sides and
breast so terribly ripped and gashed that
the poor brute seemed almost torn in
pieces. He was still alive and full of
fight, but so weak that he could not keep
out of the old bear’s reach. The silver
tip ran him down, and with one blow of
his great paw he nearly struck the lion’s
head off his body. Then he flung him-
self upon his helpless foe and finished
him oft in a wild burst of savage fury.

The bear was now master of the field,
but he was growing so weak that he
fairly staggered as he moved off after
the other lion. This last had had all the
fight he wanted for one dose, and was
plainly on the point of clearing out. He
didn’t seem to understand that his part-
ner was slain, though, and he sat down
on his haunches out of the bear’s reach,
as though expecting the other one to
join him.

‘“Hi!” said Big Reaver at this point.
*“Now kill um!”

It was an act of mercy to putan end to
the two brutes, for their wounds were so
frightful that they could not have recov-
ered, but would have crawled off intothe
woods to die a lingering death. Big
Beaver shot down the surviving lion, and
I toppled over the bear.

We then strode out upon the field of
battle and surveyed the slaughter pen.
The old silver tip staggered to his feet
as we moved out of cover, but it was all
he could do; another shot laid him out
for good.

We examined the carcasses with a good
deal of curiosity to see which had fared
the worst. There wasn't much to choose
between them after all. Beneath the fur
there was hardly an inch of sound hide
on the silver tip's body. Oneof hiseyes
had been torn out, and his tongue bitten
off, while the lion was even more terri-
bly mangled than the bear.

In my life as hunter, guide, and trap-
per in the far West I have seen some
strange and wild combats both of men
and animals ; but it never fell to my lot
to witness a more desperate and exciting
battle than that between the two lions
and the big silver tip on the Powder
River.

— e ——
ON A SCRAP OF PAPER.

THERE is no danger but that before a man
becomes President of the United States he will
have timely warning of the impending honor.
In Europe, on the other hand, the news that
one has been made king of some famous coun-
try has once, at least, been revealed to the per-
son most nearly concerned with startling sud-
denness.

An amusing story is going the rounds of the
foreign papers about the king of Greece, who is,
as is well known, the Princess of Wales's young-
est brother. When Prince George was chosen
king of the Hellenes, in 1863, he was a lad of
seventeen or eighteen, and in a state of tutelage
at the royal navy school of Denmark. His
father had not attained to kingly honors until
some months later than the time of which we
are writing.

The story goes that the young prince one day,
when luncheon time arrived, flung down his
books gayly and rushed out to the pastry cook's
in schoolboy fashion to buy some tarts, and sat
on a bench eating them and swinging his feet,
without any thought, doubtless, beyond the
present moment. The tarts had been wrapped
up in a piece of newspaper, and Prince George
was just in the act of shying the paper at the
head of a schoolfellow when he saw his own
name in big letters at the top of a column.
George carelessly read it, and it is not difficult
to conceive the Jad's amazement when a few
lines in a scrap of paper acquainted him with
the destiny before him, and that he had been
chosen by the great powers as the king of Greece.

e
NEGATIVE LUCK.

“ WHAT makes you look so happy today,
Charley 2"

‘I had the most glorious piece of luck im-
aginable last night. 1 made $200 clean cash.”
**You don't say so! How did you do it 2"

‘“ Why, you see, a thief broke into my stable
and stole my horse, and he rolled my buggy
out, too, but he got frightened at something or
other and left it. It isn’t often a fellow can
make $200 without so much as turning his
hand over.”

—— e —
A JOB'S COMFORTER.

CONDEMNED man (to his lawyer)—It's a long
sentence, sir, to be sent to State’s prison for
life.

Lawyer (inclined to a more hopeful view)—
Yes, it does seem long, but perhaps you won’t
live a great while.
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BELIEVE IN MAN.
BY JOAQUIN MILLER.

BELIEVE in man, nor turn away,

Lo! man advances year by year :

Time bears him upward, and his sphere
Of life must broaden day by day.
Believe in man with large belief,

The garnered grain each harvest time

Hath promise, roundness and full prime
For all the empty chaff and sheaf.
Believe in man with proud belief ;

Truth keeps the bottom of her well,

And when the thief peeps down, the thief
Peeps back at him, perpetual.
Faint not that this or that man fell ;

For one that falls a thousand rise

To lift white Progress to the skies ;
Truth keeps the bottom of her well.
Fear not for man, nor cease to delve

For cool, sweet truth, with large belief,
Lo! Christ himself chose only twelve,

Yet one of these turned out a thief.

> —
[ This story commenced in No. 266.]
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By FRANK H. CONVERSE,

Author of ** Van,” ** In Southern Seas,” ** The
Mystery of a Diamond,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE LAST CHANCE.

UN\'AP‘S declaration that he meant to

give up all further attempts at finding the
lost gold mine seemed to discourage the
new arrivals,

““Ef ol' Bunyap ain't struck no placer after a
couple of weeks' prospectin’ hereabouts,"” said
Pike, disconsolately, as he watched the little
party filing off down the ravine toward their
camp, ‘*it ain’t much use fer us to hang round.
I wish’t you and that black lookin' pardner of
yourn "—addressing Dare— ** had been furder
afore you got us away from St. Joe on this thun-
derin’ wil’ goose chase.”

And then all hands joined in, after the man-
ner of mankind in general. Dare and Miggles
were reviled and roundly abused by each one in
turn—Thorp excepted—till, between the dubious
outlook for finding the El Dorado and other
worries, they were nearly wild.

Bunyap had generously left one of the bear
haunches with the prospecting party. From the
other came a hearty meal for our three friends,
who had built their camp fire by a running
stream on the opposite side of the valley.

As yet Bunyap had not disclosed his further
plans.

** Tell ye what I perpose bime by,” he said,
briefly. And as both Rob and Chip felt confi-
dent that he did not intend leaving the locality
without a more extended cearch for the gold
they still hoped to find, they waited patiently
for Bunyap's disclosure.

Rob was rather downcast. He saw how small
were his chances of discovering his true parent-
age from Dare or Miggles, after all his previous
determinations of what he would say and do in
case of meeting them. He /Zad met them thus
unexpectedly without being any wiser than be-
fore.

Chip, easily conjecturing the cause of his
friend’s silence, seemed several times on the
point of saying something consolatory, yet as
often checked himself.

‘It won't spile by keeping a spell longer,”
he told himself, though not without a little self
reproach.

‘‘Saddle up,” was Bunyap's brief order, as
the afternoon shadows began to lengthen, and
the command was unquestionirgly obeyed.

In full sight of the newcomers, who could be
seen scattered about the distant cabin, Bunyap
and his little party made their way directly up
the valley slope, in a direction that would
indicate the intention of leaving it entirely.
And Chip, fearing that this was his actual pur-
pose, began loudly protesting.

** We've come all this ways gold hunting, and
now you're going to take us back to Bragg City
with just the little Rob and I have found,” he
grumbled. *'1 won't stand it—I'll strike off on
my own hook.”

‘*Same’s you did buffler huntin’,” dryly sug-
gested Bunyap, a retort which effectually closed
Chip's mouth for the time being.

But as the faraway cabin was lost sight of
behind the sloping ridges, Bunyap swung off
almost at right angles.

**1 want to look over that hole in the rocks
afore we give up for a bad job,” was his brief
explanation, which, I need hardly say. was just
what Rob and Chip themselves wanted.

Taking a course back parallel with the river
bed, and entirely hidden by the bends of the
valley from danger of detection by the aid of a
field glass, the party arrived near the entrance
to the choked canyon.

In a secluded spot, hidden by the growth of
trees upspringing from the rocky crevices, the
animals were properly secured for the night.
‘Taking a blanket each, with such other articles
of their outfit as Bunyap selected, the three
clambered over the rough declivities to the cav-
ern entrance, near which part of the bear meat
had been left hanging.

This was taken inside, after which a store of
wood from the fallen and splintered tree trunks
which lay in every direction was secured.

** Greatest place for trees to be struck by
lightnin' ever 7 run acrost," remarked Bunyap,
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as he looked about him vhile they were gath-
ering up the final armfuls. And indeed there
was something remarkable in the number of
blasted pines and tall hemlocks whose seared
and twisted trunks showed the track of the elec-
tric fluid from top to bottom. It is not unlikely
to suppose that the presence of iron ore may
have constituted a local attraction, though of
course this is purely conjecture.

Half an hour later the rocky interior was lit
up with a cheerful glow from a big blaze, over
which bear meat steaks were sputtering from
pointed sticks. The shadows cast by the fire-
lig'ht danced weirdly against the rocky sides of
the canyon, which was about fifty feet in width.

Over their heads were the great ragged masses
of rock which roofed the chasm in—a long, irreg-
ular seam, nearly midway, showing where the
two immense {ra.gmenls rested transversely
against each other. 7

**If the whole thing should happen to kind
of cave in, nobody'd be to the expense of buy-
ing cemetery lots for any of us,” cheerfully re-

marked Chip, as he finished the last of some-
thing like two pounds of bear steak, and wiped
the blade of his hunting knife on his bootleg.

Rob involuntarily shuddered as he glanced
upward. Yet there were no fragments scattered
agout to suggest cleavage from overhead, and
the entire roeg: , if I may so term it, had prob-
ably remained immovable for centuries — per-

ha es.

gfx:?ap. who had been more than usually un-
communicative, gave no heed to Chip’s agree-
able suggestion, nor to the subsequent conver-
sation kept up in a desultory sort of way be-
tween the two boys.

His eyes were bent upon the silt and hardened
soil composing the floor of the cavern.

It is almost needless to say that this had re-
mained unchanged since the drying up of the
waters whose switt current had once coursed
above it. No soil or debris could collect here as
in the open river bed of the valley. Thus may
it not have lain undisturbed for years innumer-
able ?

Undisturbed ? Bunyap was asking himself
this question in a half doubtful way. What if
between the narrow walls of the canyon the gold
washed down from the heights above had lodged
for some unknown reason, in place of being
swept two or three miles further down the dead
river's bed ?

And what if, in the days of the unknown
people whose race is now extinct, the canyon
bed itself had furnished the precious metal
which had served as an adornment to their en-
tombed dead ?

And still further—what if Travers and his
companions had penetrated the cavern depths,
finding here the golden nuggets which had
fallen into the hands of Dare and Miggles?
What if this were the El Dorado ?

But if the wonderful placer lay in the bed of
the choked canyon—in the cavern itself—would
not Travers have so stated in his dying utter-
ances ? Possibly he had, and Dare and Miggles
were keeping this part of the secret to them-
selves, biding their time when they might seek
out the spot unknown to their companions.

Bunyap turned these conjectural possibilities
over and over in his mind, as he puffed away at
his short black pipe, while Rob and Chip talked
of the strangely unexpected appearance of the
two very men who shared the old prospector’s
busy thoughts.

Suddenly the latter shook the ashes from his
pipe, placed it in his pocket, and without speak-
ing pulled some of the larger fatwood splints
from the pile, binding them loosely together to
make a large torch.

This he lighted and handed to Chip, after
which, taking up the pick and spade brought
with them, he signed him to follow.

** Bunyap's going to have a hunt for the gold
1said I believed was hidden away somewhere
in the cavern, after all he turned up his nose at
the idea,” was Rob's half exultant thought, as
he followed the two uninvited.

It was a strange scene indeed, and one that
always remained photographed on Rob's mem-
ory. The solemn silence was only broken by
some low remark which itself was echoed from
the rocky walls with a rather ghostly effect. Oc-
casionally a frightened bat would flit like a
sable spirit through the gloom overhead, or sud-
denly dash in the direction of theblazing brand,
to the great discomposure of Chip’s nerves.

The uplifted torch threw a lurid glare across
the shrunken features of the entombed warrior,
who to Chip's excited imagination seemed to
wink and grin derisively as they passed. The
only sound from without was the dull murmur
of the river's unceasing flow.

To Rob’s surprise, Bunyap, in place of going
10 the extreme end of the cavern, stopped about
midway. He tried the mingled gravel and
clay, hardened by the action of time and the air,
in several places with the point of his pick, and
then moved from place to place, preceded by
Chip with the burning fatwood torch.

‘*Ts it possible Bunyap thinks that the people
of past ages buried their store of treasure ?"' was

Rob's muttered reflection.

All at once, he saw a gleam of something like
excitement flash across the prospector's weather
beaten face.

His pick had penetrated the gravel without
resistance. It had been disturbed before.

Dropping the pick, Bunyap commenced using
his prospector’s spade with fierce energy. The
loosened soil was not above four inches thick
over the bed rock itself, and foot after foot was
Jaid bare by the successive thrusts of the spade.

Suddenly Rob sprang forward, and dropping
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beside the widening excavation grasped at some-
thing his quicker glance had discerned.

** You've hit it, Bunyap,” he said, as calmly
as he could. But the uplifted hand, in the
open palm of which lay a nugget about the size
and nearly the shape of a peanut, quivered like
an aspen leaf.

Another and still another nugget was thrown
up with the loose soil. Then Bunyap, taking
his pick again, made his way further to the
right.

‘1 guess we've struck the placer at last,” he
said, drawing a long breath, *‘ but it's no use
winnerin' over an gravel that's been worked
first by them of hundreds of years ago, an’ later
on by Travers and his crowd.” Begin here, Rob.
Git some more fatwood splints, Chip, an' then
bring along yer pick.”

The sharp click of the picks echoed through
the dim recesses, as, nerved with an excitement
too great for words, the three began loosening
the soil untouched since thg river bed ran dry.

A space some three yards square was thus
broken up. Then the spades were brought into
requisition.

*I thought I'd seen rich placers,” gasped
Bunyap, *but I've never aremp' of anything
like this, anywheres 'round the Sierras even ! "

The even surface of the bed rock of hard blue
clay, when laid bare, was literally studded with
nuggets of various sizes and shapes, from that
of a buckshot to a small new potato.

Some of these lay actually imbedded in coarse
grains and nodules of the precious metal, inter-
mingled with a black sandy gravel. And every
spadeful of earth thrown out of the shallow ex-
cavation exposed more or less of the virgin gold,
rounded and worn by its former attrition with
pebbles and sand.

It was not until the supply of torch stuff gave
out that the three toilers reluctantly abandoned
their fascinating employment. The delights of
anticipation were in this instance far exceeded
by those of realization, though to convince
themselves that it was realization was for a long
time impossible to excited Rob and Chip.

“This,” exclaimed the latter, running his
fingers through the nuggets heaped on a corner
of one of the blankets, ‘* is what I used to dream
about, but I've never dremp’ I'd be one of three
to dig gold nuggets by the han'ful—never !

CHAPTER XXXVI.
CHIP'S ADVENTUREF.

T was near noon of the following day, which
was sultry and overcast. The small émpty
store sacks had been taken from the big
canvas grub bag and filled with placer gold.

These in turn were carried to the spot where the
animals had been left.

Everything that could be discarded was
thrown out from the burro's load. The pros-
pecting tools were left behind, the blankets dis-
tributed round to be strapped at the backs of the
saddles, and so on.

Bunyap had a new idea regarding the return.
McClary's Range, as will be seen by a glance at
a topographical map of the West, bends in a
southerly direction till it reaches and almost
joins the northern span of the Paniment Range,
which forms the western boundary of Death
Valley.

““If we can cross over the divide betwixt the
Bald Knobs to t'other side of McClary's Range,
an' then strike south, there’ll be two advan-
tages,” said Bunyap, thoughtfully. ‘‘Fust an’
foremost, we'll get clear of goin’ back through
Death Valley. And we'll be likely to strike
tradin’ or immigrant teams that we can git sup-
plies from. Then mebbe we can take in that
there Nez Perce reserve on the way, an' Chip
here can see his little Injin girl agin.”

For the only thing in any way approaching a
joke that Bunyap ever known to indulge in,
was to gently chaff Chip as to the little episode
with the pretty dark skinned maiden who had
given him the ring which he had never removed
from his little finger.

Bunyap's idea was well thought of. But it
was late in the day before the party succeeded
in reaching the south fork of the stream at its
junction with the main body, which, it will be
remembered, divided at the further entrance of
the choked canyon. Thus they were forced to
eamp hastily for the night within a stone's
throw of the spot where presumably the shaft
of the old smelting furnace at the back of the
canyon cavern came out on the mountain side.

““T almost wish't we'd taken the risk of tryin’
bne more night in the cave an’ makin’ a start
by early daybreak," remarked Bunyap, a little
anxiously.

For more than once during the afternoon
they had heard a far away rumble of thunder
among the mountain ranges. Not that this of
itself was anything new, but the edges of some
ominous looking black clouds lay along the top
of the distant divide, as though undecided
whether to advance or retreat.

But it was too late to work their way back
over and around the rugged tree grown declivi-
ties, so a brush camp was hastily built, and
some cold bear steak as hastily devoured. Then
Bunyap and Rob, pretty well worn out with the
fatigues of the previous night and following
day, lay down for a nap, leaving Chip in charge
of the animals that were contentedly browsing
close to the camp.

Now, ever since Bunyap's mention of the Nez
Perce reserve—the ** valley of peace,” in fact—
Chip had been cherishing certain vain regre.s.

“If I'd only known we was to take z4af in,”
he muttered, discontentedly, *“T'd a' slipped
them bracelets off the dried up party in the cave

and carried Wi nita—they ain't doin' him no
good, and they'd tickle her to death if she's
like most girls.™

I myself don’t see the harm under the circum-
stances, any more than for scientific men and
historians to take rings or similar ornaments
from the Egyptian mummies, or Dr. Schlie-
mann to search for these things among the ashes
of the dead of ancient Troy.

If there had been an hour more of daylight,
Chip would have made his way back to the
cavern entrance, in spite of opposing obstacles,
As it was, another thought occurred to him—the
shaft to the primitive smelting furnace.

For only that morning, Chip had peered up-
ward from the partly demolished furnace at the
back of the canyon cavern. The shaft, or
chimney if you will, had been built to adapt it-
self to a wide sloping crevice between the looser
lying masses of rock extending at an angle of
about forty five. The fresh current of air which
came pouring down had convinced Chip of
communication with the upper atmosphere. If
he could find the mouth of this—

Even while thus reflecting, Chip, leaving the
camp, was picking his way slowly upward among
the great fragments of disjointed granite, carry-
ing in his eye and memory a pretty accurate
estimate of where the mouth of the shaft ought
to be.

And it is nothing very remarkable that he
stumbled upon it—almost’ into it, five minutes
after leaving his sleeping companions. There
were traces of smoke at the mouth, which was
partly hidden by a growth of mountain spruce.
The bottom was of rough slabs of stone laid in
cement. Whoever laid it had to work up or
down, and so there was room enough for Chip
to enter,

Leaving his rifle and haversack behind, Chip,
whose impetuosity was very apt to overrule his
judgment, inserted himself cautiously into the
narrow shaft, feet first. To his delighted sur-
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‘‘ you managed to steal the secret of Travers's
lost placer. Of course you've been digging
here while we thought you were on your way
back to Bragg City. Now you had better just
own u, "

Here Dare stopped abruptly.

““Where did you get that ring 2" he asked,
hoarsely, as he flashed the rays of the bull's eye
full on Chip's brown hand.

‘1 don't know as that's anything to you,”
was the spirited reply.

‘It happens to be—I mined the gold at
Boise City and hammered it out myself,”
sharply returned Dare. ** Look inside if you
doubt it—there’s a ¢ D' scratched with a knife

int."

Chip slip, off the ring and drew close to
the light, Sure enough it was as Dare had
said. Dare the counterfeiter must have been
Wanita's father—the husband of the deserted

‘ Indian wife.

** Give it here, I say,” exclaimed Dare, as he
saw Chip hastily replacing the ring; *‘ give it
here, and tell where you stole it, or—"

Chip's foot flew suddenly up against the bot-
tom of the lantern, which went flying like a
rocket through the air, just as Miggles ap-
peared with a bunch of blazing splinters at the
entrance.

Dare turned to regain his lantern, supposing,
of course, that he could wreak vengeance upon
Chip at his leisure, as the entrance was guarded
by Miggles.

A livid ligh flash suddenl li d
through the crevices of the rock overhead. Its
momentary light enabled Chip to locate the
smelting furnace at the further end. In another
moment he had groped his way thither, and
was crawling upward out of the way of danger,
asa Keal of thunder went crashing and rumbling
overhead.

By the successive flashes, Chip, chuckling at
the ish of Dare and Miggles when

prise, he found that though in total darkness he
could worm himeself easily down the gradual de-
clivity. And in an incredibly short time Chip
was back in the cavern left but a few hours be-
fore.

. Lighting the remains of one of the partly
burned torches, Chip, not without inward com-
punction, removed the curiously wrought gold
wristlets from the dried and shrunken wrists of
the thousand or so year old warrior. But as he
has since said, it seemed almost impossible to
realize that the strange effigy before him had
ever been as himself.

Placing them carefully in the breast of his
shirt, Chip stood for a moment half undecided.
There was the circlet about the forehead. Why
not take that also ? Asa modern day ornament
it was hardly up to the requirements even of a
pretty Indian girl. Still it would be regarded
as a great curiosity. But at that moment—

Suddenly seized from behind in a grasp like
that of a vise, Chip drop the torch and
uttered a yell of terror which made the walls of
the cavern echo.

CHAPTER XXXVIL
A CATASTROPHE.

OR the time Chip felt sure that some one
E‘ of the entom! ones had risen to avenge
the insult offered to their dead.

** Took you rather by surprise, didn't
we, Chip ?" remarked a smooth, even voice,
which Chip at once recognized as Dare's. At
the same moment, a shaft of light was projected
upon captor and captive from the bull's eye of a
dark lantern held in one of Miggles'shands. In
the other was a formidable revolver, the muzzle
of which was pointed at Chip's head. The two
had stolen softly upon him—their moccasined
feet making no sound on the hard gravel. An
now what ?

‘* No need to keep that thing pointed at me,”
said Chip, rapidly recovering from his fright,
and taking in the situation at a glance. ‘‘ Two
full grown men ought to be able to take care of
a seventeen year old boy without pointing a re-
volver at his head.”

“Um,” returned Dare, doubtfully,
something on who the boy is.
what are you doing here 2"

‘“ Studying ancient history," gravely returned
Chip, this being the only answer that then oc-
curred to him. He knew of no reason why
either of the two should wish to harm him, and
so felt no particular fear. And then, too, he
wanted to gain time,

Dare's reply was drowned in a loud exclama-
tion from Miggles, who turned the rays of his
lantern upon the heaps of gravel thrown up in
every direction.

“ Diavolo!™ he fiercely interjected, ‘' we're
too late, Dare. Them three been ahead of us,
sure's you born ! "

Dare’s teeth came together with a sharp snap.

“If I thought it was so,” he muttered, vin-
dictively, ** I'd murder this one of them where
he stands !” And Chip began to think his po-
sition anything but an enviable one.

‘¢ Get some of that splintered wood that we
left at the entrance of this infernal hole, and let’s
have more light on the subject," said Dare,
sharply. ** What are you frightened at ?" he
continued, as Miggles, with a half fearful glance
at the open tomb, seemed to hesitate. ** Didn't
you ever see an Aztec mummy before 2"

Miggles muttered something inaudible, and
began groping his way toward the entrance.
Dare, holding the lantern and revolver, stood
still, eying Chip in anything but a friendly man-

‘‘ depends
And now—

ner.
‘‘ Between you and that Rob,” he growled,

they should discover his escape, recovered his
rifie and made his way with many stumbles
back to the brush camp, where he hastily told
what had occurred.

But Bunyap scarcely listened.

‘* Thar's too many trees hereabouts, and too
many's been struck by lightnin’ to suit me,” he
said, as peal after peal went echoing along the
heights,  ‘* Let's shift our quarters a bit furder
down the stream, nigh where we'll have to ford
it in the mornin'—better git a“*wettin' than be
knocked stiff by electricity, in my way of
thinkin".”

‘* Especially now we're so near being million-
" suggested Rob, who, as may be imag-
ined, was in the highest possible spirits.

But the advice seemed good. Though as yet
no rain had fallen, a thunder tempest was evi-
dently upon them, and one of no small magni-
tude.

So the burro with his precious burden, to-
gether with the three horses, was led away from
the dangerous locality. The almost continuous
glare of electricity served to guide them to the
lower ground, where a substitute for a shelter
was offered to the travelers by a cluster of half
grown willows.

Chip had just begun to say that he'd rather
be out in the hardest rain he ever saw than shut
up in a cave during a thunder tempest along
with a lot of dried up dead folks, when all at
once the black arch above them was rent as it
were by a fiery seam.

A bolt of zigzag blue flame shot downward
directly to the earth—into their very midst, as
for the moment it seemed to their blinded half
stunned senses.

Immediately following the crackling thunder
peal came a dull reverberating crash. By the
glare of the succeeding lightning they saw the
rocky eminence close to which they had first
camped settling and rushing downward into the
canyon cave—'‘like wheat in a mill hopper,” to
use Bunyap's comparison.

The thunder bolt had riven in sunder the
massive roofing of the gulch, which itself had
gone crashing into the cavern, followed by thou-
sands of tons of shattered fragments. The
living and dead, crushed out of the slightest
semblance of humanity, lay buried till the judg-
ment day with the remaining gold of the El
Dorado placer.

(70 be continued.)

Ask your nmewsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GOSY. [He can get you any mumber you may
want.

e T
WRITING ON A ROSE.

Tue frailty of the rose is onec ot the greatest
charms of this queen of flowers. A breath seems al-
most sufficient to shatter itin pieces, hence the sur-
prising nature of the fact that it is possible to have
one’s name written on a rose leaf. The process
was thus explained to a Mai/ and Express re-
porter :

It is done by an electric needle. The needle
consists of a very fine piece of platinum wire, and
is connected with a very powerful battery. The
rose must of course be handled very carefully or
the entire flower will be destroyed.

Take one of the leaves of the ower—one of the
most prominent ones and a perfect one, and place
under it a piece of glass, hen with the needle
quicl Lewrile your name over the leaf. The needle
must held very lightly, but it must touch the
flower. The electricity conveyed through the
needle kills the parts that it touches and drives all
the color out, leaving the name distinctly written.
This will show best on colored flowers, like the
se, or on a yellow flower. It can be done on
a white leaf, but does not show as well as on the
color. Al
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MAN IS MORTAL.
BY JAMES SHIRLEY.

THe glories of our blood and state

Are shadows, not substantial things ;
There is no armor against fate;

Death lays his icy hands on kings.

—e

Mary Anderson.

A SKETCH OF THE FAMOUS AC-
TRESS'S LIFE.

EAME comes lo very few so early in

life as it has to Mary Anderson.

She is not yet thirty, and has not
only won a rank in her profession sec-
ond to none in her own country, but for
four seasons has charmed London audi-
ences in the leading theater of A
England, which has been ten-
dered to her by its famous man-
ager, Mr. Henry Irving. Her
talent, therefore, has not only
had the indorsement of the
masses, but has gained recogni-
tion for its breadth and genuine-
ness from the highest authori-
ties on the actor'sart. America
may well be proud of the
achievements of one whose pri-
vate life is as irreproachable as
her public triumphs have been
substantial and deserved.

The story of Mary Anderson’s
life is an uneventful one, or
eventful only in the succession
of theatrical triumphs that it re-
cords. She was born at Sacra-
mento, California, on the 28th
of July, 1859, her father being
of English, her mother of Ger-
man descent.

She was only six months old
when her parenis moved to
Louisville, Kentucky. The fol-
lowing year, on the outbreak of
war, her father joined the Con-
federate armies, with which he
fought till in 1863 he fell in bat-
tle before Mobile, Alabama,

In 1867 her mother was mar-
ried to Dr. Hamilton Griffin, of
Louisville, Like her mother,
Mary Anderson’s stepfather was
a member of the Catholic
church, and the young girl's
schooling was at the Ursuline
convent and the Presentation
academy, in Louisville. But it
was not continued beyond her
thirteenth year, Her early
years were prophetic of her
future, and her unconventional
and poetic nature could not
stand the prosaic routine of
school life. Her wildness gained
her the name of ** Little Mus-
tang.” She was generosity it-
self, and a great favorite among
her companions; but to her
teachers she proved a veritable
torment, ‘‘ Many of her school
hours,"” says one of her biogra-
phers, in narrating this period
of her life, * were spent in a
corner, face to the wall, and
with a book on her head, to re-
strain the mischievous habit of
making faces at her compan-
ions, which used Lo convulse
the class with ill suppressed
laughter, She would sally forth
in the morning with her little
satchel, fresh and neat as a
daisy, to return at night with
her frock in rents, and all the
buttons, if at all ornamental,
given away in an impulsive
generosity 1o her schoolmates.”

School was now abandoned,
and the young girl's studies
were continued at home, and pretty
much, it seems, at her own sweet will,
The passion for a theatrical career had
already taken a strong hold on her, and
her favorite books were Shakespeare's
dramas and ** Rush on the Voice.” Un-
der the guidance of the latter she taught
herself to recite passages from the for-
mer, even arranging her room lo repre-
sent the appropriate scene.

When Mary Anderson was fourteen,
she saw for the first time a great actlor.
This was Edwin Booth, who was playing
**Richard [11" in Louisville, and it may
he imagined what a revelation she re-
ceived. She went home from the theater
full of excitement, and set to work to
study the part which Booth had imper-
sonated. She even gavea drawing room
representation of the play, taking upon
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herself the title role, and winning enthu-
siastic applause from the friends who
witnessed the unique performance.

Soon after this Mary Anderson had an
opportunity which to her was precious
indeed.
most actress of the time, was at Cincin-
nati, and the young aspirant went thither
to recite before her. Miss Cushman's
verdict was very encouraging. ‘‘You
have,” she said, *‘three essential requi-
sites for the stage—voice, personality,
and gesture, With another year's study
and some training, you may venture to
make an appearance before the public.”

Miss Cushman named Vanderhoff, a
dramatic teacher in New York, as one

Charlotte Cushman, the fore-

an actress, A benefit performance had
been organized at one of the Louisville
theaters for a financially distressed mem.
ber of the profession, and Mary Ander-
son was requested to act the part of the
heroine in '*Romeo and Juliet,” She
flew to her home, to gain her parents’
consent, so eagerly that she broke the
bell handle in her haste to enter., The
consent was granted. It was Thursday,
and the play was billed for Saturday,
There was time for only one rehearsal.
There was not time to have a costume
made for the occasion, and she had to
borrow a dress from the manager's wife,
who happened to be of about the same
size as hersell,

MARY ANDERSON AS GALATEA.

qualified to give the necessary training,
and after some discussion in the family
it was decided that Mary Anderson
should visit the metropolis with this pur-
pose in view. Of course she was p oud
and delighted at a step which opened to
her the theatrical career on which her
whole mind was set.

With her mother Mary Anderson went
to New York, where she paid Vanderhoff
a hundred dollars for ten lessons in the
technicalities of the stage—the only pro-
fessional training which she ever re-
ceived. Although, of course, she has
witnessed and been influenced by the
great actors of the day, yet her art is
quite her own, and she is nothing if not
original.

The 27th of November, 1875, is the
day memorable as that of her dvéut as

Mary Anderson was announced thus in
the playbills :

JULIET . Bv A LouisviLLE YousG Lapy.,
IHer first appearance on any siage.

The announcement attracted a curious
crowd, but their curiosity soon gave way
to admiration and astonishment at the
rare powers displayed by the young ac-
tress. The principal journal of Louis-
ville thus concluded a lengthy and com-
mendatory criticism published the next
morning : ** We see that with but little
training and experience Miss Anderson
will stand among the foremost actresses
on the stage.”

Miss Anderson did not appear on the
boards again till February, 1876, when
she played for a week at the same theater
in Louisville, acting the parts of Jufia in
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““The Hunchback,” Bianca in ‘‘ Fazio,"
and others. From this point we may
date the brilliant carcer which in a few
seasons lifted her to the topmost rank of
the English speaking stage.

St. Louis was the first city, outside of
her own home, where the young actress
found a welcome. Sheaccepted a week's
engagement at the St. Louis Opera
House, which proved only partially suc-
cessful, though Miss Anderson gained
the warmest praise from the best judges.
Among them was General Sherman, who
has ever since been numbered among
her friends.

The popular verdict at New Orleans,

_which city she visited next, was more

decided. The tHeater at which
Miss Anderson played was not
a fashionable or well attended
one, and on her first night she
appnreﬂ to a house of just forty
eight dollars. So great, how-
ever, was the delight of the few
spectators present, and so rap-
idly did the young actress's fame
spread, that the audience was
larger every evening, and on
the last night of the week the
takings were over five hundred
dollars,

An engagement at the Varie.
tes, the leading theater of New
Orleans, was then offered to Miss
Anderson, and here, as Meg Afer-
rilies in **Guy Mannering,” she
achieved a wonderful triumph.
The part was one that had be-
come almost identified with
Charlotte Cushman, who had
died shortly before; but the
young actress, not yet eighteen
years old, showed that she had
nothing to fear from compari-
sons with her veteran predeces-
sor.

The uncertainty of fortune
and of the critics was illustrated
by Miss Anderson’s next experi-
ence. She was invited to San
Francisco by Jonn McCullough,
who wasthen managing a theater
there ; but she failed to gain the
favor of the California press and
puiblic, and her only consolation
was the praise of Edwin Booth,
who happened to be in the Gol-
den Gate City.

The rehuﬂywas but a tempo-
rary one. The following season
was spent in a long tour through
the Southern States, under the
management of John T. Ford,
of Washington and Baltimore,
Her salary—three hundred dol-
lars a week—was far less than
her fair share of the money her
talents drew into the treasury.

The approval of the great
Eastern cities was now alone
needed to stamp Miss Ander-
son’s reputation as the foremost
American actress of the day.
This was not long delayed. In
1877 she appeared in Philadel-
phia, and then in Boston, re-
ceiving a warm welcome in each
city. In the latter she met
Longfellow, and formed a
friendship with him which lasted
until the great poet's death, and
which she highly prized.

Her first appearance in the
metropolis was as Parthenia at
the Fifth Avenue Theater, on
November 12, 1877, She was
now firmly established as Amer-
ica’s representative fragedicmns.

It was in 1883 that Miss An-
derson, seeking fresh worlds to
conquer, made her first professional visit
to Europe, through which she had already,
inthe summerof 187g, traveled forrecrea-
tion. At the Lyceum Theater in London
she duplicated her American triumphs.
She first appeared there as Parthenia in
Ingomar, and afterwards in several other
characters, the most noteworthy of which
was Galafea in the classical play '* Pygma-
lion and Galatea.” The critics praised
her somewhat coldly, but London society
greeted her with enthusiasm, and crowd.
ed to hear her. Indeed, the British pub-
lic has, as it were, sought to adopt her,
and affectionately terms her ** Qur Mary."

Miss Anderson, however, has not for-
gotten her native land. She visited it
for the season of 1885-86, and is expected
to return to America during the present
year,
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FATHER TINE’S SONG.
BY WILLIAM WHELLDON,
Asove the world I sit and sail,
Moving on, moving on ;
“The things 1 pass no more avail
They hide their years, decay a
Wgﬁk I keep moving on.
Down on the world I look and smile,
Moving on, moving on ; 3
The scythe I bear smites all the while,
Cuts as it may for good or guile,
il keep moving on.
O;;r ?e world I glance my eye,
oving on, moving on
Good dnegdu mllnre.nﬁu
‘The just alone shall never
ile I keep moving on.

fail,

- g

ful try,

[ This story commenced 1n No. 272.)

Warren Haviland,

THE YOUNG SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.

By ANNIE ASHMORE,
Author of ** Who Shall be the Heir P" efc., etc.

CHAPTER XVI
A MIDNIGHT DISCOVERY.

ARREN and Sloper had a little talk be-
fore they fell asleep.

It was Sloper who began it.

“ Marvin, I can’t let you delude
yourselfl about me—and others, too,"” said he in
a low, trembling voice. They were lying in the
dark, except for the faint glimmer that came
through the transom from the cabin lamps,
which were turned low. Warren was in the
upper berth, Sloper in the lower,

““ What's that ?” cried Warren, leaning over
to catch the timid words. "

* You praise me for refusing to break the
laws," continued Sloper, more firmly. * You
let Mr. Walsingham call me a hero for suffering
rather than doso. But what would you think of
a fellow who had been such a mean coward that
he let another commit a wrong—almost a crime
—that would be to his advantage ? "

““Was that your case, Tim?" asked War-
ren, pityingly.

"'F:) my bitter shame 1 own it," faltered the
poor boy. ** It was my own
guilt that sent me from
home into power of
Captain Burroe, my own
guilt that kept me silent
under his abuse. All that
1 suffered I deserved. And
is it / who should be called
a hero ?"

** But, Sloper, if you re-
gret the wrong you have
done and atone for it," be-
gan Warren, when Sloper
interrupted him in a voice
of distress :

“But 1 can't atone—I
can't set it right. The

wer has out of
power passed s

my hands into a wi
man's, who cares nothing
for honor. That's what
hurts me most. What's
the use of my remorse or
penitence, as long as repa-
ration is not made 2"
Warren recognized the
sting in the situation.
Sloper had done a wrong.
The consequences had
fallen upon the guiltless ;
the power to undo the
wrong was no longer his,
so that some one was suf-
fering through him this
very moment. Of what
use then to bid him re-
pent ? Repentance would
be good for himself—true,
but what about the injured

?

paf“{l's hard, Tim, very
hard,” said he, ** but you
must not give up hope of
the future. You don't
know what chances may
be given you yet to set that
past wrong right. Meanwhile, my dear fellow,
begin anew with a brave heart—as indeed you've
already done. We are both poor boys, and
must work for our living. So we'll try to work
together and encourage each other.”

* But I'm fit for nothing but to be * a hewer of
wood and a drawer of water,’ as the Bible puts
it,” returned Sloper, with a deep sigh. *I'm
not like you, educated to take a high position in
life. While I had a happy home, before father
died, I flung away my chances. [ hated hard
work and wouldn’t study. I was willful and
{ooled my time away ; and when he left me I
found how weak and worthless 1 was when
temptation came.”

+* Have you no relations who might helpyou 2"
asked Warren.

He heard the quick drawn, gasping breath of
the startled boy.

* No—oh no, no,” stammered he. ** At least
I have none that I could all)pul to, My own
act has cut me adrift from all.”

:* Except me, Tim Sloper—except me,” ex-
claimed Warren earnestly.

+* You've done enough for ine, until you know
the whole story,” murmured Sloper, sadly.
Then silence fell, and Warren sank to sleep,
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thinking about his comrade’s trouble, and guess-
ing that it must be connected with those rela-
tions whom he dared not appeal to for aid in his
friendlessness.

** As long as he has committed no crime—and
he intimated as much—I shall stick by the poor
fellow,” he vowed within himself, and in an-
other minute was sound asleep,

He awoke to hear these words ringing in his

ears:

' Twenlty five thousand dollars 1"

He sat up in his berth, startled wide awake,
Who had spoken ? The cabin was dimly lit by
the saloon lamp, and Warren swung himself to
the floor and bent over Sloper, whose sharp
white face he could hardly discern. Sloper was
deep in the land of dreams, his breath coming
regularly. It couldn’t have been he.

Had he himself dreamed the words ? Impos-
sible | The voice still rang in his ears, shrill,
terrified, like a frightened cry.

‘' Sloper "  whispered Warren,
‘' Sloper | Are you awake ? "

But the boy slept on, and never stirred a
finger.

The noises on deck were all lulled, the wind
appeared to have fallen almost toa calm. He
heard the measured step of the captain as he
paced the bridge, and the slow swash of the
water brushing past the side of the cabin.

But hark ! Is there not another sound—the
stealthy tread of unshod feet in the saloon ?

nervously,

Warren went to the door, noiselessly turned
the knob, and peered out through the crack.
Two men stood almost within reach of his hand.
‘They were Dupont the mate and one of the
crew, a snaky eyed, mean faced French Cana-
dian of the lowest class, They were standing
at the saloon table, Dupont engaged in examin-
ing the bottles which were socketed in the swing-
ing tray above it, and the sailor running his eyes
about the luxurious little place with a covetous

rin.

** He does live well here, our captain,” whis-
pered the last described worthy in a villainous
patois, of which, however, Warren could gather
the meaning pretty fairly, having been a good
French scholar when at school. ** But our time
is coming, eh, monsieur our chief 2"

** Not to loal about here, you dogs,” retorted
Dupont higher class French, and very scoff-
ingly. **As chief I take the cream off first. |
use the luxuries, which befit me as superior, and
you may be thankful for such morsels as [ pitch
you in your lower station. Ha! here is what [
want."  The sailor, who was about to retort
angrily to this bit of superciliousness, to judge
by his lowering brows, checked himself, as Du-
pont took an open bottle of brandy down.

4

‘Warren thought the skulking pair were merely
about to steal a drink of the captain’s liquors,
when Dupont made a sign to the other, who
stole to the companion way, ascended till his
head was above the deck, and returned as

stealthily,
“* All safe, Monsieur Dupont ; he still marches.
on the bridge,"” reported he.

Dupont then sent his keen eyes all round the
saloon, gared fixedly at the cabin door, which
Warren had closed as soon as he perceived his
intention ; and then the boy saw by the dimin-
ished ]ighl which came through the transom
that he had turned the lamp still lower.

THE POISONED DRAUGHT WAS ALREADY AT MR, WALSINGHAM'S LIPS,

Warren ventured to open his door again, for
these movements were far too cautious to pres-
age anything else than some evil deed, and was
just in time to see the miscreant mate shaking
the bottle of brandy vigorously up and down,
while the other watched the captain from the
companion ladder.

CHAPTER XVII,
A CRISIS,

HE bottle having been shaken to his mind,
Dupont took it close to the lamp and
held it between his eye and the flame,
turning the latter up for a moment to

assure himsell of what he wished to know.
Then he poured a spoonful into the glass and
tasted it, carefully spitting it into his handker-
chief afterwards. As if satisfied that all was
right, he then restored bottle and glass to their
piaces, and picked up a piece of paper from the
table, which he put carefully into his pocket.

**He must have drugged Mr. Walsingham's
brandy ! " thought Warren, in tingling excite-
ment. ** What a mercy that he confided his
suspicions to us last evening! I should never
have watched these fellows but for that.”
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Meanwhile Dupont summoned back his con-
federate by a low hiss, and on his joining him,
whispered :

‘' It's done, and well done; monsieur our
hrni ionaire captain will never inow what hurt

1

All the better for us,” !:rinnr:d the other,
“Oh! the murderers!” thought Warren,
turning cold with horror.  ** It's porson they've
put in the brandy ! "

“ Nor will these intermeddling garcons ever
guess what killed him ; they will suppose he
died in an apoplectic fit,” continued Dupont.

**Aha ! our captain had suspicions, had he ?
And he wanled guests on
board to keep Dupont in
check, did he ? e was
rash—he but hastened his
fate. And that oversmart
boy who caught me on the
watch up there—he, too,
suspects, and may give
trouble by and by ; but we
shall consider his case pres-
ently. Pardienrs 1 shall
not suffer trifles to balk

e,

‘* Shall we lock them in
now, mate ?" asked the
other, .

‘* No, no, Petipas, Mon-
sieur the captain might
wish 1o visit the sick gar-
con before he turns in.
We must run no risk like
that, On ard again,
comrade, while I explore,”
Thus whispering, nt
waved his accomplice back
to the companion way, and
himself disappeared into
Mr. Walsingham's cabin,
carefully shutting the door
behind {lm.

What was he doing
there ? Scarching for the
treasure, no doubt; or
was there another scare to
be set, where Warren could
not witness its prepara-
tion ?

. Quivering wiith mingled
indignation and excite-
ment, the boy snatched
the rtunity while bath
scoundrels were out of ear-
shot to throw on some of
his clothes, but was only
half dressed when the mate
passed quickly through the
saloon and went on deck,
taking Petipas with him.
‘Warren was now about to
awake Sloper and tell him
the state of matters, when
he heard Mr. Walsingham
come down the ladder. He
walked right over to the
lamp and turned it up,
then—oh, horror | ar-
ren heard him clinking the
glasses on the swinging

:ra%l

he boy darted to the
door to stop him, put caught the shadowy out-
line of Dupont's watching face at the skylight,
and paused in an agony of irresolution. To
warn Mr. Walsingham would be to show the
wretches that their plot was discovered, and to
precipitate the issue—which might be a regular
onslaught of all the crew on three unarmed
persons.  And yet Mr. Walsingham must not
drink a drop of that poisoned draught which he
was pouring out ! But how to prevent him ?

Now he is adding water from a pitcher—and
now he has the tumbler at his lips. Warren's
heart seems bursting, his brain reeling. The
unconscious victim has swallowed a mouthful
whesi-the tortured boy utters a choking cry, and
shouts, in Latin: **Drink not| Treachery!"
‘Then, panic smitten at seeing the two fierce
faces pressing closer to the skylight, he begins
10 roar and snort, as if struggling in mghtmare,

But Mr. Walsingham has dashed down the
glass upon the table. He is saved,

An amazing sight it must have been to him
when he burst into his guests’ room, to meet
‘Warren, half clothed, white as ashes, yet smil-
ing and making vigorous signs of caution, while
Sloper sat up in bed, looking wild and scared
from his rude awakening !

Fortunately, the skulking watchers could not
see into the stateroom, but doubtless they could
hear what was said, and Warren cried out:
“What? Who isit? Oh, you, Mr, Walsing-
ham, Oh, sir, such a horrid dream 1 had.”
Then he shot a whislxr into his ear: *' 7hat
brandy was poisoned ! and went on, aloud, 1
really thought I was choking. Did I bawl? It
must have been your good supper. Dugont did
#f!" he whispered, as before.

Mr. Walsingham, horribly shocked as he must
have been, having just swallowed tome of that
same poisoned brandy, carried on the ruse with
great presence of mind, appearing to chat in an
ordinary way with his guest, but putting in here
and there a word for himself. In this way he
bade Warren and Sloper dress and follow him
to his cabin as soon as he had put out the saloon
lamp; but could say little before Dupont was
heard coming down to satisfy himself that all
was as he would have it.

Warren bounded into his berth and covered
himself up in the bed clothes, for his being half
dressed might have told too significant a story,
and all the mate saw was poor, mystified Sloper,
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sitting up staring about, while his host was bid-
ding him lie down again, as he left the room.
Dupont politely hoped the young gentleman
was not sick, and explained his presence there
by saying that he had heard cries. Then he
loitered about the door of the saloon, affecting
to talk of the weather, which,” he said, was
threatening, but greedily watching for his em-
ployer to take his accustomed allowance.
Mr. Walsingham understood. Dﬁ»nt‘s guilty
i made him suspicious. e could not
let his victim out of his sight until he had drunk
the fatal draught. He, however, forced tlb'ne
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over the captain's body, crying out that he was
dead—that that was his last throe, and what
could have killed him ?

Petipas—lean, dark, evil eyed and smooth
spoken—sneaked into the cabin as if to offer his
valuable help, but his glances ran hither and
thither like a ferret’s, in greedy search of the
hidden treasure, and he forgot to speak, till a
hoarse voice recalled attention to the mate, who
was staggering to his feet in a towering pas-
sion, one eye closed and one arm hanging help-
less at his side.

mate to lose sight of him for a y
sending him into his own cabin for the chart
of the ship's course, and in his absence dashed
the liquor, which he had already poured out,
under the table, and filled up the glass with
water,

‘When Dupont returned he was setting down
the drugged bottle as if he had been pouring
from it; then, while the mate was smoothing
the sheet flat on the table, he drained the glass
and put it down empty.

Dupont fled with a ghastly face.
not witness the expecleﬁ tragedy.

Mr. Walsingham put out the saloon lamp,
and the two boys softly joining him in the dark,
he closed their door and led them into his own
cabin.

** This door I shall lock; it will give us time
to form our plans,” said he, turning the key.
Both boys were now dressed, and Warren had
managed to enlighten Sloper on the present
crisis, finding, to his surprise, that the goy be-
came calm and ready when he comprehended
that danger was to be faced.

Mr. Walsingham lit his lamp, and, to War-
ren's unutterable dismay, he saw that his face
was contorted with pain, while beads of sweat
glistened on his brow ; he sank upon his sofa
with a groan.
~ *‘Little as 1 swallowed, it sickens me,” he
murmured, as the lads hung over him in alarm.
** Get out the revolvers—you may have to defend
your own lives over my dead body. Heaven
forgive me for tempting you into such peril.”

Warren had gone to the locker for the pistols,
and Sloper answered earnestly :

““You need not regret that, sir, for we could
not have left you alone among enemies after
your kindness to us, even if we could have
guessed the danger. But I hope this may be
only a passing fit of nausea ; you will feel better
soon. Oh, Marvin! what isit2?”

“‘ Dupont has stolen the revolvers,” whispered
‘Warren, coming toward them with empty hands
and troubled looks. ‘ What can we do now ?
We are defenseless.”

For a moment Mr. Walsingham sat silent,
overwhelmed by the discovery ; his strength was
gone, his brain confused, and everything swam
before his bleodshot eyes; every instant the
baneful was gaining a surer hold upon
him. But with a great effort he shook off the
deadly paralysis of mind and body for a time
and forced himself to think and plan.

He dared

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE BOY CAPTAIN,

LU ES, we are defenseless ; we cannot fight
the rascals !"" began Mr. Walsingham,
after a moment, ‘‘ but we may outwit
them, if we can gain time enough.

They think me disposed of. If they find their

mistake, and see that you are with me, they will

know that their plot is discovered, and may
murder us all. But if I feign death, and you
act out the deception, seeming quite unsuspi-
cious of foul play, I don't think they will at-
tempt your lives, but will probably sail to some
obscure port, and abandon you om the yacht,
carrying off the treasure with them. But listen!

Ha! I thought so ; Dupont is coming to view

his work. Courage, dear lads! act your parts

cunningly, and may Heaven protect us! Fly,

Marvin ; unlock the door. Sloper, hang over

the dying man.”

RapidFy whispering the last words, Mr. Wal-
singham sank back on the sofa with a groan so
convulsive, so full of suffering, that Sloper did
not need to feign the terror with which he bent
over him.

Warren noiselessly threw off the lock, then
rushed back to join Sloper. The next instant
the door was slowly opened, and the mate
Jooked in with a cowardly air, but, seeing the
boys, uttered a snarling exclamation and strode
forward.

Mr. Walsingham was writhing in apparent
convulsions, foam on his lips, his eyes set and
vacant of expression.

++ Oh, Mr. Dupont, he is very ill ; we fear it is
apoplexy,” cried Warren, looking confidingly
up in the villain's face. ** We heard him groan-
ing, and came to see. Can you suggest any-
thing 2"

Dupont's apprehensions fled, and he boldly
walked up to the sofa and bent over his captain
in eager anticipation of his instant death. This
act inflamed the suffering man's smoldering
indignation to sudden fury, and, pretending to
act unconsciously in a frightful paroxysm of
agony, Mr. Walsingham seized "the wretch by
the throat, shook him weN nigh senseless, and
dashed him from him with such violence that
he reeled backward and fell crash against the
corner of the table, and from thence to the deck,
where he lay quiet. Then Mr. Walsingham
twisted himself round on his face, and moved
no more.

By this time several of the crew were peering
in from the saloon in perplexity at the unex-
pected scene, and the boys posed dramatically

‘‘Morbleu! Monsieur Dupont. What has
happened to you ? " jabbered Petipas, in his own
mongrel tongue.

“Scoundrel ! He have blinded me ; he have
broken my arm ! " howled Dupont, in English,
for the boys’ benefit. Then he raved on in
French to his confederates: ‘ Take my knife,
Petipas, and finish him. I will have revenge
for this.” And he stamped in mad impatience
and called upon all the heathen deities to avenge
him.

But Petipas had his wits about him, and said,
warningly : ‘‘Bah! Monsieur, is this a time
for rash conduct ? These boys—will they not
suspect murder whén the mate curses the dead
captain, instead of weeping over the best of
masters ? Is all not well—the captain dead, the
boys suspecting nothing 2"

““But me—am I well ?” moaned Dupont,
holding up his broken arm, while a shudder of
deathly pain shook him visibly, and he tottered
into a chair. *‘1am hurt—put out of the bat-
tle—rendered helpless just when I most need all
my wits and all my powers. Oh, I faint—water,
for Heaven’s'sake!” His head fell on his
breast; he was indeed almost swooning with
pain, yet not one of his worthy confederates
took the least notice of him; they were all too
busy crowding into the captain’s sacred cabin to
stare greedily around for the coveted gold.
‘They hardly glanced at the supposed dead man
even, so ready were they to believe what they
wished true, namely, that the owner of the
treasure was out of their way. It was Warren
who, with grim malice, brought in the poisoned
bottle of brandy and a tumbler, and, despite
Sloper’s warning nudges, poured out a generous
draught and offered it to Dupont, who was not
too far gone to take it in his own hand. To be
sure Warren turned very pale when the guilty
wretch put it to his lips, but he let him drink
about as much as he thought Mr. Walsingham
had drunk, and then, by a clumsy motion, jerked
the glass from his hand as if by accident, and it
fell in fragments at his feet.

‘The men turned to look, and with a yell, Pe-
tipas darted upon the bottle and held it up be-
fore the horrified eyes of the mate.

“ You drank of this?” cried he, shaking it in
his face.

“ Mon Dien! 1 am a dead man!" shrieked

d he

“You navigate a sheep-before?” exclaimed
Petipas, eagerly turning from Dupont; ‘‘ver’
good, you come along now, an' be captain.”

Warren had already received Mr. Walsing-
ham’s barely perceptible sign of consent, and
he bounded up the ladder, and a moment after-
ward his voice rang out in clarion tones :

“‘ Port your helm ! hard aport ! all hands aloft
to shorten sail "

All night a heavy gale drove the Water Sprite
before it, she running under bare poles, and
hardly then eluding the tremendous billows
which roared after her, threatening to topple
over the fairy craft and ingulf her in a moment.

The crew were completely tamed by terror,
and willingly obeyed the boy captain; and no
doubt most of them heartily regretted the crime
which they believed had been committed, and
would have thankfully escaped from the ship
without the plunder if they had been near any
port, looking upon their present plight as a
retribution upon them for their guilt.

A fierce red dawn ushered in a threatening
day, the wind changed abruptly, and lashed the
swollen seas into a world of boiling foam and
dangerous billows, which met and broke upon
each other in a manner that seemed to wrench
and strain every bolt in the yacht. Warren or-
dered the well to be sounded, and it was discov-
ered that a leak had started. So the already
exhausted men were obliged to relieve each other
at the pump instead of resting as they had
hoped.

Warren never left the deck all night, and
still remained at his post, worn and pale with
1atigue, yet resolute to show the crew an exam-
ple of endurance as long as the danger lasted.

Sloper had not slept either, for he had his
work below ; both Mr. Walsingham and his
enemy had been violently ill all night, and were
now reduced to a state of weakness from which
the boy feared they could never rally. Fortu-
nately Dupont in his panic had called for certain
remedies which {)roved to be antidotal to the
poison, and as Mr. Walsingham had them in
his medicine case, he also benefited by them.
But the morning found him sunk in a stupor,
while the mate, being a younger and conse-
quently stronger man, slept from exhaustion,
and seemed a shade better than his victim, in
spite of his bodily injuries. Sloper had been
obliged to fetch Petipas to set the broken arm,
as he would not venture to tamper with it in
his ignorance. And very roughly Petipas did
set it, and with small compassion for the suffer-
ing he caused.

At daylight Sloper hunted out the captain's
steward, a mulatto lad named Julius, whom he
at last discovered cowering in a corner of the
pantry, stupefied with terror of the storm—and
set him off to cook a hot breakfast for Warren,
which he himself carried up to him, meaning to
have a talk about the situation. The yacht was
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Dupont, in craven terror. ‘‘I drank—di
not give it me ?” And he fell on the deck and
writhed there, enduring by anticipation the tor-
tures he had so calmly provided for his kind and
generous employer.

A fierce jabbering broke out among the men,
to which Warren listened with great edification,
as it informed him of many facts which it
hooved him to learn.

. Petipas was sure that Warren suspected the
cause of the captan’s sudden death, and had
wittingly given Dupont the poisoned drink, and
he insisted that both boys should be *‘ knifed "
or thrown overboard without loss of time, while
some of the men shrank from bloodshed which
might be useless. At all events it was repug-
nant to them unless their own blood was up.
Thus there were two parties who were squab-
bling over the lives of the defenseless lads like
dogs over a bone, when all at once the surround-
ing calm was invaded by a long, pealing roar.
Something crashed like a solid mountain against
the little ship, which instantly heeled over to a
frightful angle, hurling the inmates of the cabin
across the floor in a heap, sound and wounded,
living and guass dead ; and then came the stag-
gering run of heavy feet above, and the man
who had been left at the wheel bellowed down
the companion we:iy i

** All hands on deck ! The gale has taken us
aback ! "

All the men scrambled out as fast as they
could, except Dupont and Petipas. The two
boys were busily intent on dragging Mr. Wal-
singham back to his sofa, fearing Petipas’s as-
sistance. But their fear was groundless ; Peti-
pas was kneeling over Dupont in a panic.

‘Can't you come on deck and give your or-
ders if I carry you?" he besought the prostrate
scoundrel, who was suffering intolerable anguish
from broken bones and poisoned throes, for he
was far sicker than Walsingham had been.

*'I cannot go—let me die in peace,” groaned
Dupont,

““But we shall go to the bottom,” howled
Petipas. ‘‘ Now the captain is gone, who is to
navigate the ship if you will not 2"

Warren had met the anxious eyes of Mr.
‘Walsingham, who was much troubled for the
safety of the yacht; he now interrupted the
Canadian’s entreaties by saying :

* Look here, Petipas, I've sailed a yacht many
a time before. Will you give me command till
the mate is able to take his post again 2"

Cries of terror and impatience rang from the
deck ; they had been at sea all their lives, yet
not one of them knew anything of their calling
except practical seamanship—that is, they could
obey orders, but they never thought of the rea-
sons for these orders, They were simply the
hands, and could do nothing with their own
ship without a head.

P S0 ily and the decks were so wet
that he found it no easy task to reach his friend,
who was too busy sweeping the plain of waters
through a glass in longing search of a ship or
steamer that might at Jeast eucourage him by its
vicinity, to see Sloper's erratic approach. But
at last he heard his voice calling him, and, lead-
ing him with his welcome load to the lee of the
wheel house, they leaned their backs against it
and eagerly began their consultation.
(70 be continued.)
CORRESPONDENCE.

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

Ve have on file a number of queries which will be an
swered in their turn as s00n as space permits.

DecLinep with thanks : * Our Flag,” ** How He
Paid the Mortgage,’ ** It 7aught Him a Lesson,"
**An Eventful Voyage, ‘' At the Heart of
Fashion,” * The Boys' Deer Hunt."” ** An Exten-
sive Cache,”” ** Incidents in the Lifeof a Surveyor.”

T. P. G., Chicago, Ill. A story by Wilton Burton
appeared in No. 243 of the ArGosy.

W. A. G., Milwaukee, Wis. The average height
of a boy of sixteen is 5 ft. 3 in. ; weight, 107 Ibs.

J. A. P., Brooklyn. The way to become a loco-
motive engineer was pointed out in No. 245, eighth
page.

CurLy, Detroit, Mich. Joseph Smith, the foun-
der of Mormonism, dated his first ** revelation”
from Sep. 22, 1827.

Inouiker, Baltimore, Md. No. 8 of Munsev's
Porviar Sewies is Mr. Alger's delightful story
** The Young Acrobat.”

C.L.W. The rook or castle, in chess, moves
straight forward, backward, or toeither side, but
cannot move diagonally.

C. D., West Chester, Pa. 1. Harrly:l Castlemon
lives in New York State. 2. **The Boy Broker”
appeared in Nos. 218 to 233.

F. H. C., St. Johnsville, N. Y., and F. C., Toledo
0. "The shortést verse in the Bible is the 35th of
the 11th chapter of St. John's Gospel.

F. F., Jr., New York City. Certainly, residents in
New York City can subscribe for the Axcosy, and
have the paper mailed to their addresses.

Harry C. Foca, 93 South 8th St., Brooklyn, E.
D., N. Y., would like to have the address of all
commanders of cadet corps in the United States.

Y. T.C. We should not recommend a young
fellow of 16 to become a cowboy. We cannot pub-
lish the addresses of Texas or Dakota ranchmen.

Constaxt Reaner, New York Citv. Itis not il-
legal to carry a revolver in the Western es and
Territories, though it is usually quite unneccessary.

Nonre, Washington, D. C. Something on the
subject of ** A” tents will be found in No. 235 of
Tue GoLpEN Akcusy; ** A Cheap Shanty™ in' No.
252.

G. H. G., Avoca, lowa. 1. Your State’s area is
56,025 square miles. Its population was 1,753,080
at the census of 1885, and is now estimated 1,824,
860, x

NUMBER #,

Ryvzre, Taunton, Mass. The problem can easly
be solved algebraically, but we have not space icr
an explanation. The tree must be cut 3 it frg
the ground.

C.F. L. 1. Neither of the stories named wi|
appea;l in ML sEY's PopuLAR SERIES. 3. If joy
growth continues, you may yet secure an engsg
ment with Mr. Barnum. %7 ek

B.B. M. "“The Mystery of a Diamord,"
Frank H. Converse, is No. 7 of MUNSEY's Puix ..
SkriEs, A V(R'age to the Gold Coast,” by e
same author, is No. 2.

Bovs s ft. 2 ir. 1n height, or over, wishing to joir
gu:’npany B, Seclond %Calmlion ofl;:l: amufr %

adets, can apply to Capt. Dougl is, 75 Eax
109th St., New \?ork City. 43

Canorist, Oak Park, IlIl. * How to make :
Canvas Canoe" appeared in Nos. 243 and 2,
**Wooden Canoes'’ in No. 245. We wxﬁ send these
numbers post paid on receipt of six cents each.

Buktwick, Cleveland, O. The scene of a pa:
** Eric Dane" is laid in a theater, but we haven
published a serial wholly theatrical in characte
Such a story would scarcely be suitable for tbe
ARGOSY.

Luke Bennerr, Fitchburg, Mass. Most cer.
tainly you should not ask a lady to dance when vu
have not been introduced to her. What you shouid
say upon being introduced we must leave to jour
own conversational powers.

F.C. A, Lowell, Mass. You would find it very
difficult to learn to telegraph by practicing with 2
key and sounder. The best course is to get some
operator to give you a few lessons ; and then prac-
tice will make you competent.

Sxip, Troy, N. Y. 1. Lieut. Hamilton may be
addressed at Governor's Island, New York Cuy
2. The States may grant arms to a cadet corps, if
the request is backed by influential citizens. Sec
No. 232 of the ArGosy, fourth page.

Comrany G., Forty Seventh Regiment Cadet
Corps, will assemble at the armory every Wednes-
day evening at 8 o'clock for drill. "Any young men
wishing to join the corps can apply to Frank A.
Miller, 274 Penn St., Brooklyn, Npg'

). T. T., Richmond, Va. Price lists of old coins
will be found by referring to our advertising col-
ums.  We expect shortly to publish an article giv-
ing the value of American coins, which will an-
swer a great many questions recently received.

W. 1., Stafferd, Kan. 1. To make a cement that
will glue rubber together, soak pulverized gum
shellac in ten times its weight of strong ammona,
allowing it to stand for some time. 2. The jewelry
business is one where large profits are frequently
made.

P. L. W, St. Joseph, Mo. All arrangements for
sending articles exchanged through the exchange
column must be made by the parties to the trans-
action. You might offer the articles you menticn,
though their value is perhaps hardly equal to that
of a volume of the ArGosy.

Arcosy Reaber, North Brookfield, Mass. You
will find price catalogues of stamps offered for sale
in our advertising columns. We cannot find space
in this department to give the value of your spec-
mens, but will reply by mail if you will send a seif
addr stamped envelope.

F. L. H,, Jersey City, N. J. We have already
given a good deal of information about West Point
and Annapolis. See the editorial pages of No. :1:
and 264 for the latter, and the lourlg e of No.
237 for the former. As to which we should advise
a boy to enter, that must be left to himself to de-
cide.

L. D. B. L., Homewood, Pa. 1. No premium on
the half dollar of 1829. 2. Consult our advertising
columns for dealers who sell coin lists. eti‘ The
time needed to gain a thorough knowledge of
mechanical engineering and drafting varies 0
much, according to circumstances, that we can give
no definite answer.

READER, Circleville, N. Y. 1. Years such as 130
or 1900 are not leap years simply by an arbitrary
rule devised by Pope Gregory XIII to keep the
calendar in correspondence with the seasons.
We have a few copies of Vol. I on hand, which sell
at $5 each. 3. To keep a steel pen from corroding,
be careful to dry it after using.

J. M. H., San Angelo, Tex. 1. You might cll
your base ball club** Highfliers " or ** Daisycutters.
2. Address £/ Comercio or La Libertad. Buenss
Ayres, S. A. 3. Cornet playing, in moderation, 15
good for the lungs. 4. No, we do not think thata
very large sale for wild cats could be worked up it

ew York. Few of our citizens, we think, would
care to purchase such a luxury.

Cuarrie, New York Cix?'. 1. Information about
Sweden can be gleaned from any standard cyclo-
pedia. A Swedish-English dictionary can be or-
dered at any bookseller's. The Swedish stamps
can be obtained from stamp dealers. Consult ouf
advertising columns. 2. This is a free country,
and our readers may ask us as many questions 35
they like ; we will answer as many as we can.

S. P. C.,, New York City. 1. No license is r

uired to keep a sailboat on the Hudson or East
%n‘er. Both of these are good places for sailing, i
you are too ambitious for the Harlem River, bul
the number of steamboats renders them dangeros
for the inexperienced. 2. There are no very bapp¥
hunting grounds near New York. Many sportsmet
resort_annually to the Jersey meadows, of inl¢
Long Island or Westchester County, but their bags
are generally small.

B. E. L., Boston, Mass. To make marsh mallow
candy, dissolve half a pound of Tum arabic in 3
pint of water. Strain and add half a_pound of fine
sugar ; then place over the fire, stirring constatly
until the sugar is dissolved, and the misture s ol
the consistency of homey.' Add _gradually th¢
whites of four eggs well beaten. Stir the mixtur®
till it becomes etﬁmner. and does not adhere 10!
finger. Flavor according to taste, and pour ino?
tin dusted with powdered starch. When cool d*
vide into squares.

J. F. H., Philadelphia, Pa,_ 1. The larges bt’}
in the world is the ** Tzar Kolokol,” or King ¢
Bells, of Moscow, Russia. Itis 1 ft. 3 in. high ®
ft. around the rim, and weighs over 200 tons. *
Among the tallest steeples are those of Calg:([ﬂ‘
Cathedral, St. Stephen's at Vienna, and S3/*
bury Cathedral, England. 3. The most hmﬂ";
leaning tower is that of Pisa, which is 17q ft. b
and 13 ft. out of the perpendicular. There arema?y
other less remarkable leaning towers, in Bol
and other Italian cities,
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INDEPENDENCE,
15V SIR HENRY WATTON,

How happy is he, born or taught,
That serveth not another’s will ;
hose armor is his honest thought,
And simple truth his utmost skill.

—_— e

| This story commenced ','n No. 264.)
Lukke Walton;
OR,

THE CHICAGO NEWSBOY.
BY HORATIO ALGER, Jr.,
Author of ** The Young Acrobat)" ** Bob Bur-
4 ton,” ** Ragged Dick,” ** Luck and
Tuck,” ete,

CHAPTER XLI.
MR. BROWNING COMES TO TERMS,

FRHE destruction of the letter, and the
;%‘ open exultation of the man who
had in intention at least doubly
wronged him, did not appear to dismay
Luke Walton. He sat quite cool and
collected, facing Mr. Browning.

‘“Really I don’t see how the letter hap-
pened to slip from my hand,” continued
the philanthropist. ““I am afraid you
considered it important.”

*“1 should if it had been the genuine
letter,” said Luke.

‘“What?" gasped Browning.

‘It was only a copy, as you will be
glad to hear.”

* Boy, I think you are deceiving me,”
said Browning sharply.

‘““Not atall! Ileft the genuine letter
in the hands of my lawyer.”

‘“Your lawyer 2"

“Yes. I have put this matter in the
hands of Mr. Jordan, of this city.”

Mr. Browning looked very much dis-
turbed. Mr. Jordan was a well known
and eminent attorney. Moreover he
was opposed in politics to the would be
mayor. If his opponent should get hold
of this discreditable chapter in his past
history, his political aspirations might as
well be given up. Again he asked him-
self, ‘“ How much does this boy know ?”

‘If you are employing a lawyer,” he
said after a pause, ‘T don't understand
why you came to me for advice.”

‘1 thought you might be interested
in the matter,” said Luke, significantly.

‘‘ Why should I be interested in your
affairs? I have so many things to think
of thatreally I can'ttake hold of anything
new.”

“I will tell you, sir. You are the man
who received money in trust from my dying
Jather. 1 look to you to restore it with
interest.”

‘*How dare you insinuate any such

thing ?” demanded Browning furiously.
“Do you mean to extort money by
threats ? "

**No, sir. I only ask for justice.”

“There is nothing to connect me with
the matter. According to your own letter
it was a Thomas Butler who received the
money you refer to.”

“True, and your name at the time was
Thomas Butler.”

Mr. Browning turned livid.
seemed to be closing about him.

* What proof have you of this ridicu-
lous assertion?” he demanded. .

*The testimony of one who knew you
then and now—Mr. King, who keeps a
cigar stand at the Prairie Hotel.”

““Ha! traitor!"” ejaculated Browning,
apostrophizing the absent King.

“ This is a conspiracy,” he said.
“King has put you up to this. Heis a
discreditable tramp whom I befriended
when in dire need. This is my reward
for it.”

*“1 have nothing to do with that, Mr.
Browning. Mr. King is ready to help
me with his testimony. My lawyer has
advised me to call upon you, and to say
this: If you will pay over the ten thou-
sand dollars with interest, I will engage
in my mother’s name to keep the matter
from getting before the public.”

““And if I don’t agree to this?"

‘*“ Mr. Jordanis instructed to bring suit
against you.”

Drops of perspiration gathered on the
brow of Mr. Browning. This would
never do. The suit, even if unsuccess-
ful, would blast his reputation as a phil-
anthropist, and his prospects as a pol-
itician.

“I will see Mr. Jordan,” he said.

*“Very well, sir, Then I will wish you
good morning.”

The net
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Within two days Thomas Browning
had paid over to the lawyer for his young
client the full sum demanded, and Luke
iett Milwaukee with the happy conscious-
ness that his mother was now beyoad
the reach of poverty.

CHAPTER XLIIL
CONCLUSION.

“AELICIE reflected over Harold's dis-

‘7 honest suggestion, and concluded

to adopt it. She meant to charge
Harold with the second robbery, and to
brazen it out if necessary. Accordiagly,
one day she stole into Mrs. Merton’s
sitting room, and with the keys supplied
by Harold succeeded in opening the
drawer. Inside, greatly to her surprise,
she saw the identical pocket book which
it had been understood was taken at the
time of the first robbery. She was hold-
ingitin her hand, when a slight noise
led her to look up swiftly.

To her dismay she saw the old lady,
whom she had supposed out of the house,
regarding her sternly.

‘“What does this mean, Felicie?” de-
manded Mrs. Merton.

‘* I—I found these keys, and was trying
them to see if any of them had been used
at the time your money was stolen.”

‘Do you know who took my money on
that occasion ?” continued the old lady.

‘“Yes, I do,” answered Felicie, swiftly
deciding to tell the truth,

‘““Who was it?"

“Your nephew Harold,”
Felicie, glibly.

“You know this?”

“I saw him open the drawer. I was
looking through a crack of the door.”
‘“ And you never told me this?"”
“I didn’t want to expose him.

begged me not to do so.”

‘“That is singular. He warned me
yesterday that he suspected you of being
the thief, and that he had reason to think
you were planning a second robbery.”

‘““He did?" said Felicie with flashing
eyes.

‘“Yes; what have you to say to it?”

‘“ That he put me up to it, and gave me
these keys to help me in doing it. Of
course he expected to share the money.”

This last statement was untrue, but
Felicie was determined to be revenged
upon her treacherous ally.

‘“ And you accepted ?”

‘“Yes,” said Felicie, seeing no way of
escape. ‘I am poor, and thought you
wouldn’t miss the money.”

‘“ My nephew accused Luke Walton of
being the thief.”

‘It is untrue,
suspicion from himself.
hates Luke.”

“Do you?"”

‘“No; Ithink him a much better boy
than Harold.”

““So do I. Where did my nephew get
his gold watch?”

‘It was bought with the money he
stole from the drawer.”

‘““So I supposed. Well, Felicie, you
can go, but I think you had better hand
me that bunch of keys.”

** Shall you report me to Mrs. Tracy ?”

‘I have not decided. For the present
we will both keep this matter secret.”

answered

He

He wanted to divert
Besides, he

Luke’s absence was of course noticed
by Mrs. Tracy.

‘“ Have you discharged Luke Walton ?"
she asked, hopefully. ‘I observe he
has not come here for the last two or
three days.”

‘“ He has gone out of the city—on bus-
iness.”

““1 am surprised that you should trust
that boy to such an extent.”

At this moment a telegraph messenger
rang the bell, and a telegram was brought
up to Mrs. Merton.

It ran thus:

To Mrs. MekToN, No—Pratrie Avexve, CHicaco.

I have recovered all my mother's money with
interest. Mr. Powell 1s also successful. Will re-
turn this evening. UKE WALTON.

‘“Read it if you like, Louisa,” said the
old lady, smiling with satisfaction.

‘“ What does it mean?”

‘* That Luke has recovered over ten
thousand dollars, of which his mother
had been defrauded. It was Warner who
put him on the track of the man who
wrongfully held the money.” X

““Indeed!” said Mrs. Tracy, spite-
fully. *“ Then the least he can do is to
return the meney he took from you.”

“‘He never took any, Louisa.”

‘“ Who did, then?"”

“Your son Harold.”

‘*Who has been telling lies about my
poor boy?” exclaimed Mrs, Tracy an-
grily.

‘“ A person who saw him unlocking the
drawer.”

‘“Has Luke Walton been telling false-
hoods about my son?”

**No ; it was quite another person. I
have other proof also, and have known
for some time who the real thief was.
If Harold claims that I have done him
injustice, send him to me.”

After an interview with Harold, Mrs.
Tracy was obliged to believe, much
against her will, that he was the guilty
one and notthe boy she so much detested.
This did not prepossess herany the more
in favor of Luke Walton, whom she re-
garded astherival and enemy of her son.

It was a joyful coming home for Luke.
He removed with his mother at once toa
nice neighborhood, and ceased to be a
Chicago newsboy. He did not lose the
friendship of Mrs. Merton, who is under-
stood to have put him down for a large
legacy in her will, and still employs
him to transact much of her business.
Next year she proposes to establish her
nephew, Warner Powell, and Luke in a
commission business under the style of

PoweLL & WaALTON,
she furnishing the capital.

The house on Prairie Avenue is closed.
Mrs. Tracy is married again, to a man
whose intemperate habits promise her
little happiness. Harold seems unwilling
to settle down to business, but has de-
veloped a taste for dress and the amuse-
ments of a young man about town. He
thinks he will eventually be provided
for by Mrs. Merton, but in this he will
be mistaken, as she has decided to leave
much the larger part of her wealth to
charitable institutions, after remember-
ing her nephew, Warner Powell, hand-
somely.

Ambrose Kean never repeated the
mistake he had made. Still more, by de-
ligent economy he saved up the sum ad-
vanced him by Mrs. Merton, and he of-
fered it to her. She accepted it, but re-
turned it many times over to his mother.
Her patronage brought him another ad-
vantage; it led his employer to increase
his salary, which is now double that which
he formerly received.

Felicie lost her position, but speedily
secured another, where it is to be hoped
she will be more circumspect in her con-
duct.

Thomas Browning after all lost the
nomination which he craved—and much
of his wealth is gone. He dabbled in
foolish speculations, and is now compar-
atively a poor man. Through the agency
of Jack King, the story of his breach of
trust was whispered about, and the sham
philanthropist is better understood and
less respected by his fellow citizens.

His nephew, Stephen Webb, has been
obliged to buckle down :io hard work at
ten dollars a week, and feels that his
path is indeed thorny.

Luke Walton is not puffed up by his
unexpected and remarkable success. He
never fails to recognize kindly, and help,
if there is need, the old associates of his
humbler days, and never tries to conceal
the fact that he was once a CHIcAGO

THE END,

EXCHANGES.

Our exchange column is open, free of charge, to sub-
scribers and weekly purchasers of THX GOLUEN ARGOSY,
but wecannot publish exchang ex of firearms, birds’ egus,

n hemicals, or_any objectionable or wortliless
or exclianges for “offers,” nor any exchanges
except those xentby readers who wixh to ob-
numbers or volumes of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

e must disclaim all responsibility for transactions
made through this department.  All who intend to
make an exchanze should before doing 8o write for par-
ticulars to the address given by the person offering the
exchange,

We lave on file a number of exchanges, which will be
published in their turn as s00n as space perinits.

A. A. Young, Port Chester, N. Y. Six hundred
different foreign stamps, for a press and outfit.

F. W. Peoples, 1315 Vine St., Philadelphia, Pa.
Two thousand square cut postmarks, for a piccolo.

T. C. Bacon, Middletown, Conn. Foreign
stamps, for rare U. S. postage or revenue stamps.

T. R. Porter, Greenfield, Mass. Four games and
two books, for postmarks. Postmarks, for the
same.

Frank B. Milnor, Frankford, Philadelphia, Pa.
** Christmas Times,” for back numbers of the
ARGOSY.

T. W. Hayes, Box 81, Anaconda, Mont. Miner-
als, for rare’stamps, and about 1500 foreign stamps,
for stamps not in his collection, or foreign post-
marks.

a
articles; n
of paper)
tain b
w
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Frank J. Hall, 182 East 76th St., New York City.
Stamps for stamps. Correspondence with collectors
solicited.

Dana E. Heck, Hazleton, Pa. A toboggan, 10
books, and games, etc., for a 3 by 5 press with 4
fonts of type.

F. A. Landry, 315 Detroit St., Cleveland, O. A
magic lantern with 12 slides, for a font of script
type, 3 A 6a.

John Fulton, care of N. S.S. Co., 37 Faneuil
Hall Square, Boston, Mass. Postmarks and tin
tags, for stamps.

William H. Glatt, oo John St, Utica, N. Y, A
zither, some reading matter, and 4ou tin tags, for a
set of boxing gloves.

Charles H. Roskam, Gouverneur, N. Y. An -
International album and 300 stamps, for a photo
camera or curiosities.

Georgie A. Selleck, Nashville, Mich. A pair of
8 1-2 Vineyard roller skates, valued at $2.50, for
U. S. or foreign stamps.

Theo Pardee, 72 Jones St., Detroit, Mich. Five

stmarks, for every tin tag not in his collection.

in tags, for the same.

George Oberg, 182 East Washington St., Chi-
cago, Ill. Five books, and a pair of 3 1b. dumb
bells, for electrical goods.

Thomas C. Wambach, 22512
Brooklya N. Y. " The Boys in the
for **The Mountain Cave.”

Carl A. Settinger, Delphos, O. A self inking
press with 2 fonts of type, and 2z pairs of clamp
skates, for a Remington typewriter,

¥ Gnllxigan 473 Sackett St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
pair of No. 10 1-2 nickel plated all clamp roller
skates, for a pair of No. 10 ice skates.

John A. Ward, 156 6th St., Brooklyn, N.Y. A
model beam engine, 1-2 horse power, in good order,
for a good row boat, bicycle or watch.

George Hindenach, Jr., Box 133, Marshall, Mich.
Fifty different tin tags, and sco foreign stamps, for
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E. N. Schwartz, 1113 Clay San Francisco,
Cal. A number of articles to exchange for a good
printing press and a bicycle. Send for list.

S. P. Kirkpatrick, Virden, Ill. A pair of No. 7
roller ‘skates, a pair of No. 101-2 all clamp ice
skates, and a piccolo, for a self inking press.

Arthur Gallagher, 1 Astor Place, Jersey (‘ilh, N.
J. Four hundred and fifty stamps in an album,
tor U. S. Department and rare foreign stamps.

T. H. Harris, 76 West Bay St., Jacksonville,
Fla. Forty acres of Florida land, valued at §; to

an acre, for a sz inch bicyle, Columbia pre-
erred.

Charles C. Coates, Custer City, Pa. A self ink-_
ing press, with 1o fonts of type and outfit, 100
songs, and a pair of No. 11 ice skates, for 4 banjo
or guitar.

H. Tucker, Box 646, Mexico, Mo. Two books, a
stamping outtit, and sheet music, all valued at
$0.50, for Mrs. Browning's poems and other stand-
ara books.

A. G. Bonney, 27 Pearl St., Hornellsville, N. Y,
Forty different foreign stamps, for a Cape of Good
Hope triangular ; also over 200 different postmarks,
for stamps.

Wallace Cox, 245 West 124th St., New York
City. A hand in&ing card press, chase 2 1-4 by
3 3-4, with outfit, for a magic lantern with slides
valuedat $3.

Webster Wright, Huntington, Ind. A 23 ft.
steamboat, with engine and boiler complete, valued
at $250, for a rotary press, chase not less than 7 by
9, with outfit.

N. S. Milton, 237 East Madison St., Louisville,
Ky. A telescope, cost S;go and 2 gold fountain
pens, for a pair of 11 inch B & B\ Iceking or Amer-
ican club skates.

Mortimer L. Harris, Melrose Highlands, Mass.
A pair of B. & B. American club skates, valued at
$5. for a spy glass with j slides, or a pair of opera
glasses of equal value.

F. C. Brightman, care of J. S. Sisson, New Bed-
ford, Mass. A scroll saw with patterns, valued at

Wyckofl  St.

Forecastle’!

$6, for a No 1t inking press with outfit. Sender
to pay express charges.

R. Berli, 1608 Madison Ave., Covington, Ky. A
Fenney's * Zoology," Steele's ** Chemist and

baoks on bookkeeping, ete., for Roman or job type
or other printing materials,

W. A. Boyd, Jr., 2086 Sixth Ave., New York City.
Fifteen photos of ball players, soldiers, etc., and
125 foreign and U. S. stamps, for No. 1, 2, 3,  or 6
of MUNSEY'S POFULAR SEKIES,

A. R. Pike, Marion St., Brookline, Mass.
books, a small p
lathe and scroll saw, for a 5
a self inking press and outfit,

Walter C. Van Derveer, New Brunswick, N. |
A pair of No. 10 nickel plated patent lever roller
skates, with 2z scts of wheels, valued at $6, for a
pair of 15 or 20 Ib. dumb bells.

Louis Briggs, 313 2nd St., Jersey City, N. J. A
pair of P.&S. No. 11 Clipper skates, and 275 U. S.
and foreign stamps, for any bound volume of TwE
GorLpeN ArGosy except Vol V.

Eight
. a font of type, and a Demas

y 8 pLoto camera or

-r, W. Va. * Sportsman
4 mon, 3 books by Optic, and
one by Verne, for the ** Gunboat Series “ or** Rocky
Mountain Series,”" by Castlemon.
. Nornis, 182 East 76th St.,, New VYork City,
“ How to Row, Sail, and Build a Boat," 125 differ-
ent U. S. and fo.eign stamps, 300 duplicates, and 7
foreign coins, for a fishing rod and reel.

C. W. Lockwood, Jr., Box 28, Middle Hope, N.
Y. A pair of No. 10 Union all clamp skates, and a
magic lantern, for a pair of catcher's gloves with
full left hand and sole leather fingers tips.

Axel Anderson, Box 835, Red Wing, Minn. A

air of No. 11 Winslow club ice skates, a pair of

ndian clubs, valued at $3.50,a book by Kingston,
and a steam engine, for a guitar worth $1o.

John Wetherbee, Athol, Mass. A Philatelist's
stamp album, stamps, postmarks, a book, and a

air of No. 10 ice skates,all valued at §z for an

nternational stamp album worth at Jeast $2.so.

JeanJ. Tartter, care of C. P. Bechtel, 306 Sackett
St.. Brooklyn, N. Y self inking 6 by o press,
with 6 fonts of type and outfit, and 2z scts of steel
dies, A to Z and 1 to o, for a steel spoked rubber
tired bicycle.

Harry Wood
Club Seres,”

d, K
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A NEW STORY.
A story of novel character and unusual in-
terest will be commenced in next week's num-
ber of 'THE GOLDEN ARGOSY. /¢ i5 entitled

THE CASKET OF DIAMONDS ;

OR,

HOPE EVERTON'S INHERITANCE
By GAYLE WINTERTON. _

The sceme is laid in the city of New York,
and the story is full of incident and movement.
The plot chiefly hinges upon a casket contain-
ing two hundred thousand dollars’ worth of
diamonds, which is strangely brought to the
house of Mrs. Everton in a time of great need,
and as mysteriously disappears before the dis-
tress is velieved. Our readers will become
deeply interested in the brave and clever efforts
of the hero, Rowly Parkway, to solve the mys-
tery and right the wrong.

e ——
W g el Tt oy
for four months. For $5 we will send two
%ﬂa, to different addresses if desired. For

we will send The Golden Argosy and Mun-
sey’s Popular Series, each for one year.
‘e

HOW TO GET A BINDER.

ANY reader of the ARGOSY can obtain a
sixty cent maroon clcth binder free in this
manner : 1f he will get one of his friends, who
has not previously taken the ARGOsY, to send
us in $3 for a year's subscription, we will mail
him the binder free, if he will send us 15 cents
to pay the postage upon it.

.o
HEAD VERSUS HANDS,

THE ARGOsY printed in these columns two
weeks ago an article regarding the introduction
of manual training into the public schools,

By way of supplement, we herewith quote
from a contemporary the resulis of an advertise-
ment for occupants to fill two positions in his
establishment, which a New York merchant in-
serted in the papers.

To the first, which was for a bookkeeper at a
salary of not over ten dollars a week, he re-
ceived over three hundred answers, while to the
second (**a chance for a bright boy to learn a
a trade in my shop”) there was but a single re-
sponse.

When the ranks of the head workers are so
crowded as this incident indicates, it certainly
seems time that all possible encouragement
should be given to skilled labor with the hands,
for which there is always a market.
>rr——

A PEN PLAINT.

*The pen is mightier than the sword” isa
proverbial assertion that the vast majority of
mankind most unreservedly indorse. Can it be
possible then that a writer in the London Sa/z-
day Review is endeavoring to boom the sales of
some fresh complication of the typewriter order
when he plaintively inquires, ‘* Will mankind
ever invent an endurable pen ?"

The old fashioned quill, he claims, splutters
ink over paper and fingers like a small shower
bath, while the steel pen is an exasperation un-
til it is broken in, and no sooner is it ** in" than
rapidly accumulating rust causes its speedy con-
signment to the ** outs.” As to fountain pens,
our grumbler is supremely disgusted with the
thumps and shakes that he asserts must be in-
variably administered to set them into action.

« Nature may wisely desire to handicap
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authors,” he concludes, ** but it is the business
of science to thwart nature, and to invent and
perfect all that is necessary to the process of
writing."

Whether the rest of us coincide in these opin-
ions or not, the foregoing should surely be en-
couraging reading to young inventors.

e
THE TEST OF CHARACTER.

“1 have sometimes thought that we cannot
know any man thoroughly well while he is in
perfect health. As the ebb tide discloses the
real line of the shore and the bed of the sea, so
feebleness, sickness and pain bring out the real
character of a man."”

So said the late President Garfield, little
thinking that he himself would be called upon
to show to the world in his own case how a
great soul can triumph over the sensitiveness of
the flesh. And most nobly did he pass through
the ordeal, enduring patiently, uncomplain-
ingly, all the agonies of that two months and a
half of dying. €

It is easy to be generous when giving costs us
nothing, and not so very difficult to walk in
virtue's path if the way to vice does not éntice
us. In short, when the sun is bright and all the
wheels of daily life run smoothly, ‘‘being
good," as the children call it, is a comparatively
simple matter. It is when the clouds of adver-
sity gather or the storm of temptation assails
that the wholeness or hollowness of the char-
acter's structure is proven.

—_—————

THE YOUNG ACROBAT

OF' THE GREAT NORTH AMERICAN
CIRCUS.
A Story by Horatio Alger, Jr., in Munsey's
Popular Series.

THE March issue of this attractive and suc-
cessful library for boys and girls is now ready,
and the combination of Mr. Alger's name with
the fact that the story deals with circus life will
be certain to make the demand for this number
something phenomenal.

The hero, Kit Watson, is an orphan living
with his uncle, who determines to apprentice
him to a blacksmith, To this Kit objects and
accepts an offer to join a circus company, with
the proprietor of which he has become ac-
quainted through a thrilling episode, described
in the fifth chapter. He has hard work to elude
the blacksmith’s vigilance, but finally manages
to do so, and starts on his travels as an acrobat.

His experiences in the ring, adventures when
taken captive by a rough gang of miners, his
friendly intercourse with Achilles, the giant, and
Madame Morella, the fat woman, these and
countless other episodes of the narrative will
prove most interesting and fascinating.

We would advise our readers to procure the
book at once, either of their newsdealer or by
sending 25 cents to this office, as the immense
demand may speedily cause the supply to run
short.

SAMPLES FROM OUR MAIL BAG.

THE following are specimens of letters it
is truly delightful to receive. We are always
glad to hear our readers’ opinions of the AR~
GOsY, what stories they like and the help they
may obtain from any particular style of ar-
ticle.

Newark, N. J., Feb. 19, 1888.
1 have taken THE GOLDEN ARrGosy over a year,

and it beats all the weekly papers 1 have ever read.
. K. Dana.

‘WorcesTER, Mass,, Feb. 17, 1888,
I can only speak of your paper in the highest

terms.
E. F. Corrin.

ALTOONA, Pa.

I have been reading the ArcGosy for three years,
and find the stories of the best, purest and most in-
teresting nature.

Jounn C. Corsurn.
Avoca, Pa., Feb. 19, 1888,

I have taken your valuable story paper now for
over a year, and 1 find it the best paper of its kind
I ever saw, and I do not doubt that it is the best
one published. 1 am always very eager m&et it,
and generally do get it as soon as possible. ** Under
Fire " is a splendid story.

GEeORGE H. GARDNER.

Youxcstows, O., Feb. 17, 1888,

I write to tell you something you will like to
hear. I have got you three new subscribers who
have been taking another weekly paper, and now
they declare that they never read six stories better
(or as good) varren Haviland,” * The Cruise
of the Dandy,” ** Under Fire,” " Luke Walton,”
“The Lost Gold Mine,” and ' Mr. Halgrove's
Ward.” And now comes my time toget some more
as soon as I can,

Ray FassetT,

HON. WILLIAM F. VILAS,
Secrctary of the Interior.
‘THE career of Mr. Vilas, the newly appoi

NUMBER 277,

prominent in the National Democratic Conven-
tion of that year, and was deputed to act ag
! of the i which inf d

Secretary of the Interior, has been pointed out
as a distinguished instance of good fortune.
Less brilliantly gifted than many who fail in
life, with no special endowment of oratorical
power or personal magnetism, he has risen to
one of the highest posts of our government,
and is recognized as being among the most in-
fluential statesmen of the great and growing
Northwest.

Surely it would be truer, as well as better, to
point to his well trained practical ability, his in-
dustry and persistency, as the true secret of his
success, and to find in his history an example to
show how much those of fair average capacity
can accomplish by well directed effort and dili-
gent self improvement.

William Free-
man Vilas was
born at Chelsea,
Vermont, on the
gth of July, 1840.
He comes of an
old Vermont
family. His
grandfather,
Moses Vilas,
owned an eight
hundred acre
farm in the
Green Mountain
State, and ac-
cumulated a mo-
derate fortune.
His father, Levi
Baker Vilas,
married the
daughter of Na-
than Smiley, a
prominent Ver-
mont Democrat,
who ran so fre-
quently for Gov-

Grover Cleveland of his nomination,

His subsequent share in national politics is
doubtless fresh in the memories of our readers,
President Cleveland, in forming his cabinet,
nominated Mr. Vilas as Postmaster General, u:
office that he has recently exchanged for the
still more important post of Secretary of the In.
terior, from which Justice Lamar retired.

His talents make him an admirable head for
an executive department of the government,
His knowledge of the post office was most
thorough and comprehensive, his mastery of its
details being wonderful. He corrected 50 many
petty abuses and extravagances that captious
critics called him * picayunish.” He worked
hard himself, being at his desk from nine o'clock
to six, and ex-
pected his as-
sistants to work
hard likewise,
He put a stop to
absenteeism
among the
clerks, thereby
saving no less
than five thou-
sand working
days to the de-
partment.

He was mar-
ried in 1866 to
Anne Matilda,
daughter of Dr.
William H. Fox,
a prominent
Wisconsin phy-
sician, and has
four children,
He lived for
many years on a
farm near Madi-
son, riding in

eznor that every morn-
though always ing to his of-
unsuccessful he HON, WILLIAM F. VILAS, fice; but he

was known as
GovernorSmiley.

In 1851 the family moved westward to Madi-
son, the capital of Wisconsin, and when young
Vilas was thirteen years old he went to the
Wisconsin State University. He wasa studious,
earnest boy, gifted with no specially brilliant
genius, but endowed with good common sense
and a firm resolution to make the best of his
powers, Besides his routine studies, he learned
to set type as an amusement during his vaca-
tions, to write like copper plate, and to keep
books accurately—good training for one who
looks forward to a practical career.

After two years at a law school, he was ad-
mitted to the Wisconsin bar in 1860, and on his
twentieth birthday he opened a law office in
Hewas b ing well blished in
his profession when the civil war broke out,
but he abandoned it, raised a company, and
joined the Twenty Third Wisconsin regiment,
with the rank of captain.

In February, 1863, he became a major, and
soon afterward a lieutenant colonel. He was in
command of his regiment during the siege of
Vicksburg and for two months after the surren-
der of the Southern fortress. During that year,
however, his father’s health began to fail, and
Colonel Vilas resigned his commission to return
home.

He now resumed the practice of his profes-
sion, and rapidly became a successful lawyer.
He amassed a comfortable fortune ; his habits
were thrifty, busi 1ik and hodical,
while his practice was lucrative, much of it
being connected with railroad matters.

But he did more than mere money getting.
He has always had strong literary tastes, and
taken an active interest in education and other
kindred subjects. For many years he was a
lecturer in the legal department of the Wis-
consin State University, and is still a member of
the Board of Regents of that institution.

Like his father, Mr. Vilas stood high in the
councils of his party, though he uniformly de-
“clined the many offers of political advancement
that he received. In 1884, however, he ac-
cepted a nomination to the State Legislature,
and was elected without opposition.

Madi.

He was

From a photograph by C. M. Bell, Washington, D. C.

now owns a
handsome resi-
dence on the banks of Lake Mendota. His
library, which overlooks the lake, contains five
thousand volumes. He is well up in the litera-
ture of the day, and dips into French, German,
and the classics.

He is fond of outdoor sports too, He still
plays base ball, and pitches quoits, besides
boating and fishing on Lake Mendota, and
flying over its frozen surface in an iceboat in
winter time, He is known as a great walker in
Washington, where he lives in a three story
brick dwelling near the homes of Secretary
Bayard and General Schenck.

As already stated, he has laid up a comfort-
able fortune, which has been greatly augmented
by shrewd investments. One of the best of
these, it is said, is his purchase of a large tract
of land in the Gogebic iron region, south of
Lake Superior, which is destined to be im-
mensely valuable in a few years.

Mr. Vilas is strongly and compactly built,
with erect figure and stalwart muscles. His
weight is about a hundred and sixty pounds.
His hair is slightly curled, and he wears a full
beard. His appearance is typically that of a
successful and self respecting man of affairs.

R. H. TITHERINGTON.
e e
GOLDEN THOUGHTS. 5

NothiNG is troublesome that we do willingly.—
Jeferson. i

Censure is the tax a man payeth to the public
for being eminent.—Swi/?. .

VicE stings us even in our pleasures, but virtue
consoles us even in our pains.

CHEERFULNESS or joyfulness is the atmosphere
under which all things thrive.—Richter.

A wuiFe spent worthily should be m;uurcd bya
nobler line, by deeds not years.—Sheridan.

MobERATION is the silken string running through
the pearl chain of all virtues.—Biskop Hall.

Tue man who minds his own business and con-
stantly attends to it has all his time employed. .

v away i . hine own aid,
i B L%"&"fii.,-i‘éﬁ‘,‘ while [t is in thy
power.—Marcus Aurelius.

We seldom regret havi
cautious, or too modest ; but we often re
ing been too violent, too precipitate, or t

Trat which we acquire with the most difficulty,
we retain the longest ; as those who have earned
fortune are usually more careful of it than thos¢
who have inhérited one.

been too mild, too
pent hav-
0o proud.
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THERE STOOD JESSIE DEANE AND HER FRIEND ON THE CROSS WALK FAIRLY PETRIFIED WITH AMAZEMENT.

[ This story commenced in No. 275.]

Three Thirty Three ;

"ALLAN TRENT’S TRIALS.
By MATTHEW WHITE, JR.,

Author of ** Eric Dane," ** The Heir to White-
cap,” ** The Denford Boys,” ete.

CHAPTER VIIL
TRACKING THE THIEF.

W HE boys came to a halt at the corner of

) Exchange Place and New Street. The

¥ latter thoroughfare, looking north, was

a shifting mass of brokers, bankers, of-

fice boys, telegraph messengers, and street ven-

dors of various kinds, in the midst of which it

would be quite impossible to distinguish at any
distance a particular individual,

“It is worse than useless to fool away our
time here,” said Allan. *‘ The thing to do is to
rush over to Beaver’s boarding place in Brook-
Lyal;:'kmd head him off there when he comes

B

“hﬂu! do you know where he lives 2" objected
ur.

*“Yes; father gave me his address among a
lot of other papers last night,” returned Allan.
“Quick, back to the carriage. We can get
David to drive us straight over. It's in Ray-
mond Street, not far from the—jail.”

Once seated in the brougham, the boys had
an opportunity to recover their breath, and dis-
cuss calmly the new complication which the
affairs of lge ‘Trent family had taken on.

‘“From what father said last night,” began
Allan, **the loss of those bonds will just about
bankrupt us. Business has been poor with him
the past year, and he had counted on this $200,-
oo to tide him over. I wonder if I shouldn’t
have put the matter into the hands of the police
9?"the detectives as soon as we found out about

. "Yes, and lost a lot of precious minutes hunt-
mgvlhem up,” responded Arthur, promptly.
““We can do our own detecting best up toa
certain point, in my opinion. Besides, we
couldn’t prove now to the police that that note
was a forgery, whatever we may #4:nk about it.”

“That’s so,” assented Allan, and putting his

head out of the window he called to David to
drive faster.

*I wonder if Beaver didn’t recognize us as
we went in the Mills Building,” said Arthur, a
moment later.

““Us?"” repeated Allan, curiously.
should he know you ?”

Arthur then Trelated the incidents of the
dropped cane and eye glasses, which Allan met
in turn by an account of his midnight interview
with Beaver on the Heights. Just as he finished
the brougham Raymond Street Jail.

‘I wonder if I can't manage to see father,”
he mused ; then turning to Arthur, he said, half
hesitatingly : ““ Art, you said you wanted to do
something to help me. Now I think I ought to
see father about this, get his denial that
he wrote that note, and ask his advice.
T'll only st a few minutes, and if you
wouldn’t mind going on to Beaver's meanwhile,
so we shouldn’t lose any timerand finding out
if he's there, or where he's gone—"

“Wouldn’t ask anything better, Allan, m{
boy ! ” exclaimed Arthur, enthusiastically. *‘ I'll
wait there till you come, and try to have Beaver
cornered all ready for you. And by the way,
hadn’t you better bring an officer from the jail
with you, so we can have him clapped into a
cell straight away ?”

“T'll ask father,” returned Allan, with a faint
smile, as he gave the necessary directions to
David.

Half a minute later Arthur was left alone in
the carriage, which presently halted in front of
a tolerably respectable looking brick dwelling,
several of the window sills of which were be-
decked with bottles or cans, sufficiently attest-
iu%_ils character of boarding house.

he stop of the imposing brougham in
front of this caravansary created no small
amount of excitement within the windows just
mentioned. Female heads, of various hues,
black, blonde and gray, were pressed close to the
Ui,/ panes, while a maid servant with a red
plaid shawl over her head, who was in the act of
turning in at the area, kept her eyes fixed so
steadily on the wonder that she fell over a
bucket she had herself placed in the gateway.

‘1 hope you didn’t hurtzourself,“ said Arthur,
leaning over the railing of the stoop to bestow a
sympathetic glance on the victim of her own
curiosity. At the same time he had all he could
do to keep his face straight.

The girl, who seemed more concerned at the
loss of the water than atany bodily injury she

‘ How

may have sustained, only opened her mouth in
amazement at the idea of being addressed by the
occupant of ‘‘sich a coach” and forthwith
dived in at the bascment door, ‘‘to answer my
ring,” as Arthur rightly surmised.

his she did in due course, with an officially
solemn countenance and evident disposition to
disregard her late mishap that was supremely
ludicrous, in view of the fact that her skirts were
still dripping.

“ Does Mr. Beaver, Mr. Paul Beaver, live
here 2" inquired Arthur, striving to strangle his
sense of the humorous in a realization of the
imporiance of his mission,

“ He did but he don't,” was the laconic

reply.

‘*“When did he go away ?" went on Arthur,
who, although he had tried to prepare himself
for this information, was nevertheless eonsider-
ably staggered by it.

‘' Early this mornin’. Here comes a wagon
for his trunk now,” and the girl, extending one
hand, which still clutched the shawl over her
head and thus presented the similitude of a bat's
wing, pointed to a wagon that had just come to
a halt E:hind the brougham. .

It was similar in build to a huckster’s cart, in
which service it had evidently seen its best days.
On its side was tacked a strip of white canvas on
which in shaky letters were scrawled the words :

PIXEY'S EXPRESS.

‘The horse, in one , was not unlike the
style of shirt front affected by the dude of the
period, i.e., conspicuously ribbed, while the driver
was an undersized youth'in a man's overcoat and
a pair of well ventilated gloves.

“ Get out o' the way with that ’ere_cherriot,”
he called out gruffly to David. ‘‘Don’t be a
blockin’ the way fer de United States trans-
portin’ business.”

At this instant a bright idea struck Arthur,
causing him to rush down the steps and give a
hurried direction to David.

* Drive on to the next house,” he told him,
“out of this fellow's way, and watch there till
Mr. Allan comes to the one I've just left. Tell
him the gentleman we've called for has gone,
but that I'm on his track and will telegraph or
write to Columbia Heights in an hour or two.”

David touched his hat in token of compre-
hension, although he looked considerably mys-
tified, and drove on a few steps, just as Master
Pixey was preparing to hurl a fresh volley of ob-
jurgation at the ** plug hatted ribbon holder.”

Arthur reascended the steps and resumed his
interview with the maid servant.

‘“Did Mr. Beaver leave word where he was
going ?” he asked.

‘“No, he didn't, for Mrs. Pennyboy wanted
him to tell her where she could send any letters
that might come for him, but he said there
wouldn't be any and that he would be travelin’
a good _deal, so they wouldn't find him if there
was. Yes, the trunk’s fourth floor back.”

This last was addressed to the youthful ex-

ressman, who after takini the precaution to
anchor his jaded steed by a brick tied to a rope,
walked up the steps and demanded the baggage
for Mr. Beaver.

“‘ De fourt floor |” he grumbled, bracing him-
;edf against the railing in order to complain at

ease. ‘‘ Does he expect a elephant to do his
trunk n’ for him ?»”
“‘ They

enerally do their own,” intergosed
Arthur with a laugh, adding quickly, as a blank
look on the part of both his listeners attested
their inability to see the joke: *I'll tell you
what I'll do though. I'll help you down with
the trunk if you'll give me a ride.”

**What does the likes of you want to be a
ridin’ with me fer when ye kin sail about in a
kerridge like that ‘ere ?” ded young
Pixey, pointing a grimy thumb in the direction
of the brougham,

¢ But that carriage doesn’t belong to me,” re-
turned Arthur, with great presence of mind.
1 came over with a friend, and I've got to let
it wait here for him. And perhaps, if you're
going a gond distance my way, I can pay my
fare to you as well as to a car conductor,” and
the artful Seymour jingled some loose coin in
his trousers pocket suggestively.

‘“Come on then,” exclaimed the conquered
‘ baggage smasher.” ‘ Show us the way to the
Saratogy,” and ﬁreoeded by the amazed servant,
the two began the ascent of the narrow stairs.

“I'm in for it now,” murmured Arthur to
himself. ‘‘But this is a case where one stroke
when the iron is hot is worth a dozen when it be-
gins to cool.”

CHAPTER IX.
FOLLOWING UP THE CLEW,

HEN the maid stated that Mr. Beaver's
trunk was in the fourth floor back
room, she failed to confine herself
strictly to facts. For this apartment

was a tight fit for the bed, bureau, washstand
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and solitary chair with which it was furnished,
so that the introduction of a trunk thereinto
would have necessitated a sort of Fifteen Puzzle
series of calculations on the part of the occupant
to effect it.

Mr. Beaver's trunk, a small, flat topped one
painted yellow, stood in the square hall imme-
diately outside his door, and this Arthur and
young Pixey had but little difficulty in carrying
between them.

Their passage was blocked several times,
however, by the ladies who had been looking
out of the windows suddenly discovering that
they wanted to visit one another's rooms, and
5o timing these visits that they encountered the
trunk, the expressman, the late occupant of the
brougham and the still dripping maid servant in
the narrowest part of the hallway. But the
street door was reached at last, and although
Arthur felt a little queer as he became conscious
of David's wondering stare, he only laughed to
himself and boldly did his share in placing the
trunk in the wagon.

*“1f Al would only come along now,"” he said
to himself, ** I could explain to him what I mean
to do, and then we might both follow this old
shebang in the carriage. But if wishes were
horses, beggars would ride, or rather one
boy wouldn't ride in an ex huckster's cart.
It's ail in a good cause though; so here
goes,” and with a final glance at the
horrified David, our young amateur detective
swung himself up to a seat beside Master
Pixey.

‘* Gee-up,” called out the latter, slapping the
lines on the back of Pegasus, who had been
taking a nap at his anchorage. Off they started,
and Arthur felt that he was now fairly on the
home stretch to the recovery of the bonds.

Suddenly he recollected that he had not yet
ascertained where the trunk was to be taken.

‘“How far are you going with this ?” he in-
quired, in as careless a tone as he could
assume, and throwing a glance over his shoulder
towards the trunk.

** Over ter the Grand Central Depot, an’ all
I'm give fer it is half a dollar.”

** Whew !” whistled Arthur under his breath.
*“1t'll be lunch time before we get there ; but no
matter, I'm going to stick to that piece of
bagrage like a leech, till I see its owner.”

As'they passed the jail he looked eagerly for
some sign of Allan, but in vain. His companion
was evidently not given to reading the papers,
and the news of Mr. Trent’s arrest was still too
fresh to have permeated to him through the gos-
sip of his mates. Hence, to Seymour’s relief,
the youth made no allusion to the affair which
was causing a vast deal of talk among a large
part of Brooklyn's best citizens.

His discourse was confined principally to his
horse, of which he evidently had a high opinion.

*“ He don't look to be much,” he confided to
Arthur, **but that’s owin’ to the low diet he
gets. We has to feed him on skimmin's mostly,
an’ that ain’t the fattenest food. But it'd only
need a little oats to fit him for the track.”

** The track ? " gasped Arthur, trying to stifle
a laugh in an artificial yawn. ** You mean the
street car track.”

* Go 'way wid ye, no," retorted the other,
rather indignantly. **I mean the race track,
down to Coney Island, yer know. I'veseed lots
©' horses that run there an' they've got just the
slimmest legs, and yer can see their ribs 'most as
plain as Peter’s here.”

* Have you ever speeded Peter?” inquired
Arthur, endeavoring to recover the favor he
feared he had been in danger of losing.

* Speeded him is it? Ye should have seed
the way he got over the ground last Fourt’ o'
July ! A lot 0’ fellers near where we stables him
tied a pack o' firecrackers under the front of de
wagon. as a goin' ter git a trunk in Union
Street, an' jist as [ was a takin’ up de lines, one
o' them fellers crawls under de wagon from de
back and touches de pack off. Whoop, bang,
spoom, spat, went de crackers, one after anud-
der, an’ Peter he jist got over de ground like de
Mayflower. De boys didn’t enjoy de fun as
much as dey expected to, fer we was out of
sight’in a jiffy. Down Court Street we went
like de very wind, wid de boys rushin’ out an
whoopin' it up fer us like all possessed.”

* How did you stop him, and weren't you
frightened—or "hurt 2" asked Arthur, shaking
with laughter.

“Hurt did ye say 2 Not a bit of it," returned
Master Pixey, allowing the lines to caress Peter's
sharp spine with affectionate daintiness. ‘1
hadn't had so much fun sence de sugar house
burned down. All I was afeared of was that he
would stop too soon, an’ he did git tired out
long afore I was ready for it. G'lang Peter.”

Arthur's sides were still quivering with mirth
waked by the picture of the bony nag's z2:40
gait which his fancy conjured up, when the
wagon swerved into Fulton Street, and a sight
met his eyes that suddenly turned him as grave
as a judg

This was nothing more nor less than the
spectacle of Jessie Deane and her friend, Dora
Grange, standing at a crosswalk, waiting for
** Pixey's Express " to pass.  They were on his
side of the wagon, too, and the expression of
astonishment on their faces was so intense that
it very nearly caused them to forget all propriety
and stand with their mouths open. They re-
membered to bow at the last minute, and Arthur
took off his hat without the shadow of a smile.
Then the ludicrousness of the thing came over
him, and he began to laugh again till young
Pixey nudged him with his elbow, winked one
of his small eyes, and said slyly : ** Pretty nice
lookin' girls them friends o' yourn.”
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This sobered proper Arthur in an instant, and
he at once turned the conversation back to Peter,
by affecting to be deeply interested in the
length of the animal’s tail.

When they came to the bridge he lavishly
paid the toll, congratulating himself as he took
out his purse that he happened to have with
him twenty five or thirty doilars with which he
had intended to pay a tailor's bill after leaving
the Trents.

‘“That snug little sum may come in very
handy before I'm through with this business,”
he reflected. How near he struck to the truth
he did not then realize.

Now that the novelty of the ride had worn off,
and young Pixey's anecdotes respecting Peter
had likewise lost their freshness, the trip was
beginning to grow monotonous. Whatever the
said Peter's accomplishments in the way of time
making may have been on the occasion of the
firecracker episode, it is certain that his pace was
now both limping and languid.

Pixey, too, was evidently growing impatient
to know when his self invited passenger was go-
ing to get down and pay up.

** Goin’ much farther ?” he inquired, as he
pulled on the right rein at Union Square and
guided Peter towards Fourth Avenue.

‘“Yes, I want you to take me as far as you're
going,” replied Arthur, and taking a quarter
from his pocket, he slipped it into the itching
fingers of his companion.

** Thankee, thankee, sir,” exclaimed Master
Pixey, who had evidently not expected to receive
so much.

‘“ Perhaps I'm a bit reckless with father’s
cash,” reflected Arthur, ‘“‘but I'm certain he
would approve my motive. It may come in
handy up at the station to have made a friend
of the trunk transporter. *

In due course, Peter came to o halt in front of
the baggage room of the New y.:“ Central
Road on Vanderbilt Avenue. Arthur vaul::
hastily to the pavement and hurried inside. A
hasty glance around the apartment assured
him that the man of whom he was in search
had not yet arrived.

‘“ He may be in the waiting room, though,
buying his ticket,” reflected Arthur. * But I
may miss him if I go to look, so my best scheme
is to wait here.”

By this time Master Pixey had given Mr.
Beaver's trunk in charge of one of the railroad
porters, with the report that ‘‘de boss would
come an’ claim it.” He then drove off, with a
farewell nod to Arthur, who now that he had
finished examining every trunk in the place, as
though looking for one that belonged to himself,
began to wonder how he could account for his
longer lounging about the baggage quarters.

But again one of his buight ideas came to his
aid,

od

CHAPTER X.
THE CHASE LENGTHENS,

TEPPING to the doorway, Arthur gazed
first intently down Vanderbilt Avenue,
then steadily out through Forty Fourth
Streef. He shook his head, frowned,

tapped his toe impatiently on the floor, took out

his watch, and in short, manifested all the signs
of a nervous passenger fearing the train would
go off and leave him before his trunk arrived.

*“There, 1 guess they can account for my
presence here now,” he said to himself, after he
had gone through with this little pantomime.

He was put to some confusion, however, a
moment or two afterwards, when one of the
porters stepped up to him and respectfully in-
quired :

*Your baggage late, sir? If you'll tell me
where it's for, I can get a check ready and carry
it in for you soon as it comes.”

“I'm waiting for a gentleman,” replied
Arthur, with a sudden gasp following the half
minute pause he had been obliged to make be-
fore answering the question, Then he added
mentally : **I hope I haven't prevaricated too
much in applying that term to a fellow like
Beaver. Wouder how long he's going to keep
me waiting, though. A little lunch would be a
refreshing variety to the performance just now,
but I don't see how I'm going to get any and
keep on guard duty here.”

Ten, twenty minutes passed, a half hour
had dragged itself by, and still no signs of the
flowing whiskers and impressive eye glasses of
the wily Beaver.

One by one the men employed in the baggage
department went off for their dinner, or sat
down to eat it out of the cans or baskets they
had brought from home.

Arthur began to feel as though his stomach
was a sort of bottomless pit, and the fact that
his pockets were as full as that organ wasempty,
only served to make his situation the more tan-
talizing.

* Perhaps this is a wild goose chase after all,”
he said to himself. *“What if Beaver has gone
on ahead and left somebody else to look out for
his baggage !

But even as personal convenience urged this
argument for abandoning the search, loyalty to
his chum reasserted itself with fresh vigor.

**I've got so far on towards a success that
will mean so much to Al, that I zon't give up
now,” and as if in reward for his self sacrifice,
a bootblack approached him at that moment
and furnished him with an inspiration.

** I say, boy,” he called out, **I don't want a
shine, but I'll give you ten cents if you'll take
this quarter and go over to that restaurant just
above the corner there, and buy me a sandwich
and a piece of pie. Is it abargain?"

The boy stopped short and looked at his
would be employer with a blank stare, as much
as to say: " You're not lame or blind, look
rather healthy, and seem to have nothing on
earth to do. What do you want to run the risk
of a chap like me bolting with the quarter for ? "

Arthur comprehended and hastened to ex-
plain.

“I'm waiting for somebody,” he said, ** and
have to stand right heie.” "Then, as his eyes
fell on the shoeblack's grimy hands, he added :

‘“Be sure and have the things done up in

r"

** Ki-rect,” retorted the boy, taking the
qua ter and depositing his blacking box at Ar-
thur’s feet as a sort of surety for his return.

‘**Sing Sing ?  Yes, sir.”

Arthur turned like a shot. Somebody had
come to check a trunk. It was not Beaver, but
that was certainly Beaver’s trunk on which the
stranger's hand rested.

Instantly all thought of empty stomach and
pie and sandwich in transit vamished from Sey-
mour’s mind. He was all eyes and ears for
what was going on at the baggage counter.

What his eyes took in was the following: A
medium sized man, with a crop of reddish hair,
which stood out in crisp curls from under his
square topped derby. He wore a conspicuous
plaid ulster, and was as great a contrast in ap-
pearance to Mr. Paul Beaver as could well be
imagined.

He seemed to be in a great hurry, and Arthur
caught only a fleeting glimpse of the fellow be-
fore he vanished through the small passageway
leading to the Hudson River waiting room.
But of one thing Seymour was positive :

He had laid claim'to Beaver's trunk, and the
latter was now being run out on a small truck
with the other baggage.

Arthur thought rapidly, and ere the small
door had banged to behind the stranger, he had
opened it again, and was following him,

‘‘ Beaver may be in the waiting room,"” he re-
flected. ** Pie or no pie, I can't drop the threads
I've gathered up now.”

Just as he entered the narrow hallway, the
red haired man disappeared through the door-
way at the farther end of it.

““If he gets mixed up with the crowd I may
lose him,” he said to himself ; and the next in-
stant he shot into the waiting room with such
impetus that he very nearly collided with the
man he wished merely to watch,

‘1 beg your pardon,” he murmured, and
dropped back under the shadow of the news
stand.

*1f he'd only sit down,” he mused, ** I might
have a chance to pop out the door and beckon
that bootblack down this way."

But the red haired gentleman was evidently
in a hurry, and had joined the throng that was
surging through the doorway leading into the
station proper,

‘‘Here's a go,” muttered Arthur. *‘That
Sing Sing train is evidently going to start. I
don't see Beaver anywhere about here. He may
be on the cars, and he may not. Wonder if 1
can't go in and find out ?”

But he now remembered that no person with-
out a ticket was allowed to pass by the man at
the door ; so, while the plaid coated gentleman
was still at some distance from the exit, Arthur
hurried to the window and asked for a Yonkers
ticket, the nearest place on the route he could
call to mind at the moment.

This, of course, delayed him somewhat, so
that by the time his turn had arrived to pass out
on the platform the object that had drawn him
thither had disappeared.

“T'll have to board the first car and walk
through the train,” Arthur decided, and suiting
the action to the word, he hurried to the smoker
and began his trip from there.

But the station was dark, and it was not the
easiest matter in the world to recognize faces,
some of which were buried in newspapers,
while others were turned from him to attend to
the storage of satchels or coats.

Arthur was pretty positive, however, that Mr.
Beaver was not in the smoker, and before he
had gone more than half through the next car
the train had started. Then the long tunnel
under Fourth Avenue put a stop to his investi-
gations. He dropped into the first vacant seat,
and then had a chance to remember the com-
mission he had given the bootblack.

1 wonder if he's waiting there with the pie
and the sandwich for me yet ?” he asked him-
self.  “*T'll have to make up for it at Yonkers.”

As soon as the Harlem River was reached he
resumed his tour through the train, at the risk of
being blown off the platform, but no sign of
Mr. Beaver greeted his rigid scrutiny of each
and every passenger. In the fourth car he
came upon the red haired gentleman.  He was
sitting near the window, reading the Swun, and
the aisle seat was occupied by a very stout lady
with a huge basket on her lap.

Arthur made a mental note of his where-
abouts and hurried on, although the fact that
the ‘*agent” was traveling alone seemed almost
conclusive proof that the ‘‘ principal” was not
aboard.

“T1I try once more in the smoker before I
give up,” Arthur resolved, and started forward
again, somewhat discouraged but by no means
undaunted.

Meeting the train boy on the way, he invested
twenty cents in chocolate drops and cocoanut
cakes, which tended somewhat to appease the
cravings of appetite, whatever direful effect they
might have, under the circumstances, on his di-
gestion,

But a second search through the smoking car
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yielded no better fruit than the first, and just a5
the train rushed out of the cut at Spuyten Duy.
vil and swung around parallel with the Hudson,
he sought the fourth car agair and took a «w.
in the forward corner of it, from which he o
comfortably observe the stranger in the plud
coat.

The latter was now asleep, with his head
braced against the paneling and his newspaper
sliding off his lap towards the stout womas,
who took advantage of the fact and tredigo
read the news on the bias as one might say.

* What am I to do now ? " muttered Atthur,
wondering what fascination a certain class of
bO{'S could find in the profession of a detective,
‘I can't very well go and wake the fellow up
without making a scene in the car. But therell
be a scene some time before this business is
through with, so it may as well come one way
as another. Let me see now, how can I man-
ageit?"

Arthur thought a minute ; then exclaimed to
-himself: *‘Thaveit. I'll pretend to take bim
for Beaver. That will sort of break the ice, and
then I can Elunge in and ask questions.”

Nerving himself as well as he could on a din-
ner of chocolate diops and cocoanuts, Seymour
marched down the aisle, apologized to the stout
lady for bending over her, and then touched the
red haired gentleman on the arm.

He awoke with a start, and Arthur fancied
that atremor passed over his face as he looked up.

o your pardon,” said Seymour, ** but
are you not Mr. Paul Beaver ?

(70 be continued.)
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FRED WORTHINGTON'S CAMPAIGN,
By FRANK A. MUNSEY,

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

CHAPTER XXXI.
WORKING OUT A CLEW,
RED'S story was a surprising revelation to
Nellie Dutton, who now, for the first

@ time, saw Matthew De Vere's conduct in

its true light.

** How could he be so mean ?” she exclaimed.

‘' It was his revenge,” replied Fred.

“PB"ul why have you never told of his treach-

** I thought it best not to till I could get proof
of it, for if I had he would have denied it."

‘“ He ought to have been punished.”

‘‘ He will be in time, I think.”

“‘1 hope so; but that will not make up for
all you have suffered. So he was the means of
youry!osi{:g your position in the store ?”

“Yes.

I will never speak to him again 1" said Nel-
lie, indignantly. ‘' He is too mean.”

‘1 felt sure the time would come when you
would say so,” replied Fred.

The color came to Nellie's face.

*‘Yes ?” she answered, after a pause.

Fred saw that she was slightly embarrassed,
and knew she was thinking of the somewhat
sarcastic letter he sent her touching upon this,

i

point.
** Nellie, I hope you will forget my letter," he
said,
‘1 should be glad to, if I could.”
"

*‘I am sorry I sent it.

‘1 am sorry you had a cause to send it."”

‘T was hasty ; but it is t now. I hopeyou
will not let it trouble you.”

‘1f I will forget the letter will you forget
what caused you to send it ?"

‘1 shall be only too glad to do so."”

“Truly ?”

*‘ Here is my hand on it,”

‘* Shall we now be as good friends as ever?"
asked Nellie, as she withdrew her hand.

** 1 sincerely hope so, and—even better,” he
added, hesitatingly.

Nellie's eyes dropped, and a sweet blush stole
over her face.

‘*We were very good friends before, |
thought,” she answered.

“*So we were, but—but—well, 1 shall prize
your friendship more highly since learning how
much I missed it.”

Nellie now brought her fan into requisition.

** And you will never write me any more sar-
castic letters 2"

wNo.™

** Nor call Gracie Bernard a better friend ?"

Here the conversation was interrupted by
Dr. Dutton, who opened the library door and
stepped in.

**Ah! good evening, Fred. 1 am sorry to
have kept you waiting so long, but I hope Nellie
has entertained you well.”

Fred arose, blushed, and took the doctor's
hand. Why he blushed he didn't know, but he
could feel his cheeks burn,

**Oh, yes, I have been well entertained, thank
you, but I didn't realize that I was waiting for
you.

** Why, didn't Nellie tell you 2"

“No, sir.”

‘1 forgot to say you wanted to see him, we
were so busy talking," put in Nellie.

**Oh, that's it ; well, all right. But, Fred, |
have been hearing goed reports of you," the
doctor continued.
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“Iam glad to know that, and hope I merit
them,” replied Fred, modestly.

“1 think there is no doubt of it.”

“It is refreshing to hear you say so after
knowing all the reports that have been cir-
culated against me during the last few months.”

“ Never mind, my boy; you have stood the
fire nobly, and are surely winning the fight.”

Fred's heart leaped with joy at these reassur-
ing words from the doctor.

** Do you think so ?"” he asked at length.

‘* There is very little doubt of it, and I think
I have a surprise here for you,” taking from his

et the paper Nellie had found and placing
it in"Fred's hands.

Our young hero quickly ran his eye over it,
and was amazed at its contents, It ran thus:

MarLeroN, November 17th, 187-.

Matthew De Vere and me was waitin' behind the
old Booker barn to club Fred Worthington. Mat-
thew hired me to help him. We both had a club.
'Twas 'bout twelve o'clock in the night I gess.
Matthew sed he was goin’ to git square with Fred.
Matthew told me to strike you on the leg, and he
sed he would do the efecktive work and fix him so
he wouldn’t interfear with him any more. When
you come along we darted on you thinking you
was Fred. 1 hit you a hard clip on the leg. at-
thew was reddy to strike you on the head, but saw
his mistake and stopped jest in timeand run away.

(Sig'ner:?)e T SHokT.

The above statement is true.

MarrHew De VEke,

‘* Have you ever seen this paper before ?"
asked the doctor.

‘*‘ No, sir, never.”

¢ Knew nothing of the affair ?"

“ No, sir.”

‘“ You little realized, then, how near you came
to being waylaid and—" but the doctor didn’t
finish the sentence.

* I am sure I never had the slightest suspicion
of it.”

‘It was a bold plot.”

““And a wicked one,” added Mrs. Dutton,
who had now joined the group in the library.

* But what kept you out so late that night >
asked the doctor.

Fred examined the date ofe Mr. Simmons’s

T.
pageh was the night of Gracie Bernard's party,”
he replied.

“Yes, so it was—I remember the date now ;
but in going from Mr. Bernard’s to your home
you could not pass the old Booker barn.”

Fred's face grew suddenly red. The tempera-
ture of the room seemed to him suffocatingly
warm. He stood on one foot, embarrassed,
trying to think how to explain.

His color very strangely seemed to be re-
flected upon Nellie's cheeks. Just then she ap-
peared to be much interested in the evening
paper, and held it much nearer to her eyes than
was her custom;

““ You shouldn't ask so many questions,” said
Mrs. Dutton to her husband, smiling at the
young folks’ embarrassment.

““Ah, ha! I see now. Jealousy, was it "

‘It looks like it,” answered Fred, comically,
whereupon the doctor and his wife laughed
heartily, and, the ice being broken, Nellie and
Fred joined in the merriment, though it was at
their own expense.

- *“Well,” said the doctor seriously, *‘this
paper records a very grave matter. The boys
should be punished.”

‘ Why, I wonder, didn't Mr. Simmons have
them punished ?” asked Nellie.

“ The case looks suspicious,” answered her
father.

“He has never reported it, or we should
have heard of it,” said Mrs. Dutton.

Fred rested his head on his hand in deep
thought.

‘““He must have had some object in getting
this paper,’’ he at length answered. ‘* It looks
to me as though he had been bribed—been paid
to keep the matter a secret.”

‘“That seems very probable,” returned the
doctor.

“Would Matthew’s father have
Simmons anything for such a pu

“No, indeed. He would be the last man
imaginable to allow himself to be fleeced in such
a way.”

‘1 thought so; but now, supposing our
theory of the bribing is the correct one, how
and where could the boys have got the money
to pay him ?"

*“They couldn’t have got it at home.”

““Do you feel sure of that ?”

“1am almost certain.”

‘“Mr. Simmons could have brought a strong
pressure to bear upon them.”

‘‘ However strong, Mr. De Vere would never
have paid one cent. But he would have pun-
ished Matthew unmercifully.”

“You have never known of his being pun-
ished

“No.”

““Would any one outside of the family prob-
ably have known it ?”

‘1 think so.”

A theory concerning this matter had sug-
gested itself to Fred, and he was working it out
like a young logician.

“Suj se,” he continued, ‘ Mr. Simmons
shou!dpggvc forced the boys to do something

towards paying him, and Matthew dare not
speak to his father or mother about it, what
would have been the result 2" 3

“I can hardly imagine,” returned the doc-

paid Mr.
ot

tor,
“I think they would have got it from some
other source by some means or other,” said
ellie.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Fred's face brightened. This was the an-
swer that seemed natural to him, and he was
pleased that Nellie should be the one to give it.

“That is my idea," he replied.

‘“Why, Fred, you talk exactly like a lawyer,”
remarked Mrs. Dutton.

‘*Oh, I don’t know about that,” he laughed,
‘‘ but this paper has strengthened a suspicion
that I have had for a little time—strengthened it
so much that I feel almost convinced I'am right
since hearing what tlfe doctor says about this
matter."

CHAPTER XXXII.
FRED'S THEORY,

b HAT is your theory, Fred ?” asked
Dr. Dutton, with interest.
‘1 think I may as well take you
all into my confidence,” answered
our hero.

‘“ And why not ?" replied the doctor.

‘¢ Of course you will, Fred,” said Nellie.

‘“ Yes, 1 think you can help me in working
up the case.”

‘' We will surely do all we can,” said Dr.
Dutton. ‘* But what is the nature of your sus-
picion 2"

‘It is so grave a matter I hate to breathe it
to any one till I have further proof, therefore
llnu:s! ask you all to keep it strictly confiden-

‘¢ It shall be treated as such,” replied Dr. Dut-
ton.

‘I think it probable,” said Fred, ‘*‘that John
Rexford's store was robbed and burned, and it
is not altogether improbable that it was done
to raise this money for Mr. Simmons."

‘* Oh, that can't be so,” returned the doctor,
amazed at the thought.

"‘"I‘here are reasons that lead me to think

S0.

‘* And Matthew might have done it to try and
injure you,” put in Nellie, as she thought how
far De Vere had carried his malice.

‘“ That might be so,” replied Fred, ‘‘but I
reason from the belief that Matthew was forced
to raise the money.”

‘“Is that the only point on which you found
your theory 2" asked Dr. Dutton.

‘“No, sir. I thought something was wrong
when Jacob Simmons first met me in the mill.
He seemed fairly startled on seeing me. I de-
cided then to keep my eyes open. In a few days
I saw him wuse a peculiar knife—called "a
mechanic's pocket knife—which is in itself quite
a kit of tools. I managed to have Jack Hickey
borrow it so I could examine it. The minute T
had it in my hands I recognized it as the very
one that was in Mr. Rexford’s show case when T
left his store. It was an expensive knife, and I
don’t believe Simmons ever bought it."

“ That is a good piece of evidence, surely,”
replied the doctor, ‘‘ but can you get the knife
when you need it ?”

‘1 have bought it;” and he explained his
method of getting it. ‘* Moreover,” continued
Fred, ‘I remember when I was tried for burn-
ing Mr. Rexford’s store, Matthew and Tim were
both present. They sat together and showed
a very keen interest in the trial, and when it
went in my favor, their disappointment was
plainly to be seen.”

‘¢ Did it occur to you then that they possibly
had anything to do with burning the store ?

**No, but knowing what 1 do now, it seems
to me probable. This paper furnishes just the
evidence I was waiting for.”

‘1 admire your bold reasoning, Fred,” said
the physician.

‘ His theory seems plausible,” added Mrs,
Dutton, ‘‘though I can't believe Matthew would
think of doing such an act.”

Fred felt much pleased at the good impression
he was evidently making upon Nellie's parents.

** I may be entirely wrong,"” he replied, ‘* but
1 have sufficient confidence in the 1dea to feel
warranted in testing the matter.”

*“1 would advise you to do so,” said the
doctor, 3

Presently Fred arose to go, and after receiving
a cordial invitation from the doctor and his wife
to call often, and a <heerful good night from
Nellie, he withdrew, happy over the warm wel-
come given him, and full of enthusiasm in his
purpose to bring the guilty parties to justice.

He first went home and got the knife in

uestion, and then made his way straight to Mr.
exford's room, where he found him alone.

*“Good evening, Mr. Rexford,” said Fred,
heartily.

‘“Good evening,” returned the merchant,
wondering what the boy's object could be in
calling. 4

‘This was the first time they had met alone to
speak since the trouble at the store when Fred
was discharged.

**1 suppose you have learned nothing new
relative to the cause of your store's burning,”
remarked our hero.

“* No, nothing.”

**You were not very generous with your old
clerk to have him arrested, charged with such
an act.”

The merchant winced.

“1 think I have a chaunce now to do you a
favor in return for your generosity,” continued
Fred.

This sarcasm cut deeply, but there was some-
thing about the boy's manner that kept the mer-
chant from answering angrily.

*“What is it 2" he at length asked.

“1 have a clew that would perhaps lead to
the arrest of the parties who plundered and
burned your store.”

Rexford’s interest was now fully aroused.

‘‘ Have you ?” he asked, eagerly.

““Yes, and I have sufficient evidence, I think,
to warrant you in making an arrest.”

“Is it possible ?*

‘* Yes, there is no doubt of it.”

Fred now took the knife from his packet, and
passed it to his former employer.

The merchant recognized it instantly by its
peculiar handle. He said, in answer to Fred's
questions, that the knife had not been sold, and
that.it must have been taken from his show case
the night of the fire. He remembered showing
it that evening to a customer, and distinctly re-
collected putting it back into the show case.

This, then, constituted a strong piece of
evidence to show that the store was robbed.

Fred then explained how the knife came into
his possession.

‘You have worked up the case skillfully,”
said Mr, Rexford.

:dl hope I have made no mistakes,” answered

T

““You have shown care and ingenuity, and
have succeeded in getting evidence that will
have some force. his is better than Sheriff
Coombs has done.”

‘1 have other evidence also in my possession
that makes this much stronger,” replied our
hero, and he showed Mr. Rexford the paper
that Nellie Dutton had found, and gave him
his theory of the robber{.

** 1 agree with you fully. It looks very reason-
able,” said the merchant, whose enthusiasm was
well aroused. *‘ 1 can hardly wait till morning
before taking action in this matter.”

CHAPTER XXXIIL
JOHN REXFORD'S REPARATION,

R. REXFORD was very grateful to our
young friend for the trouble he had
taken in working up this case.

** It hardly seems possible, Fred, that
you should do so much for me, after being
treated as you were by me,” said he, warmly.

‘1 hope I have been able to do you a favor,”
returned Fred, sincerely, ‘‘and besides it may
prove of service to me."”

“You have, indeed, done me a favor.
is this the way you seek revenge ? "

*1 think it is the best sort of revenge.”

“1 believe you, Frea; but very few ever
practice it.”

‘It is more satisfactory in the end, and more-
over is right.”

*‘Very true, but it is hard to act upon such
a theory. Suppose Simmons is guilty, should
1 forgive him and do him a kindness ?”

** That would be quite a different case. His
act would be a crime and should, therefore, be
punished. You could feel sorry for him, though,
that he had acted so unwisely.”

“Yes, I think you are right,” answered the
merchant, mechanically, while his mind seemed
to be struggling with another problem.

‘“Fred, I have wronged .you—wronged you
cruelly,” he continued, ‘‘and your kindi and
generous spirit have touched me as nothing
else has since I was a boy like yourself, before I
had given myself up entirely to business and
money making ;” and the merchant’s eyes grew
moist, which showed plainly his emotion.

‘This confession from his old employer, and
his manner, so changed and sympathetic, dis-
armed Fred for the moment, and he could make
no reply.

b | ci'lscharged you, practically accusing you
of dishonesty, but now I know you were in-
nocent,” continued Rexford. ‘‘ You must have
felt keenly the mortification of your position,
with every one talking about you and consider-
ing you guilty. Not only this, but your reputa-
tion was so injured by me that you could get no
position in a store, and were obliged to seek
employment in the factory to keep from being
idle. Then, too, I must go further and have
you arrested, charged with the grave offense of
burning my store out of revenge. Can you for-
give me, Fred, for having wronged you so—for
all this injury 2"

‘1 can and will do so, cheerfully,” answered
our hero, *“ for I believe you acted from your
honest belief at the time.”

“Yes, I did, but I should have had more
charity and more consideration for your wel-
fare.”

“It was a hard blow to me, I assure you.
But tell me, have you found the missing
money ?"” asked Fred, eagerly.

" Yes."

““Was it lost, or was there some mistake
about the amount ?”

“No, it was not lost, and the amount—
eighteen dollars—was right. The error wasin
making change.”

““Was it my error?”

‘‘ No, I am satisfied that it was my own mis-
take.”

“1 am so glad the mystery is solved,” an-
swered Fred with a long breath, ‘‘and that you
have the money again. But who had it, and
how did it happen ?”

‘“An eccentric old fellow, a farmer, up in
Martintown,  had the money—the very same
twenty dollar bill.”

“Do I know him ?”

**No, I think not. He seldom comes here,
and I cannot recall his name now. He said he
gave me a five dollar bill, and I handed him
back in change the twenty dollar bill and seventy
five cents in silver.”

‘‘You must have taken it for a two dollar
bill,” said Fred.

‘“Yes, that is the only explanation, as he

And
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said his goods came to two twenty five, but I
cannot imagine how I could have made such an
error.”

“Did he say you, personally, gave him the
bill?”

“Yes, and I remember the transaction since
he called my attention to the facts.”

““But why didn’t he speak of the matter at
the time 2"

‘1 suppose he didn’t notice it.”

* Farmers usually count their change very
carefully.”

‘* Yes, and it seems that he counted this after
he got home. He said he put it by itself in his
wallet, so he knew at once where it came from.”

** When did you learn about it ?

“ Two or three weeks ago.”

“ And you have known it all this time and
said nothing about it ?”

“Yes, Fred, 1 have, and I feel condemned
for doing so. 1 felt so guilty over my treatment
of you, and so humiliated when I found the
error was my own, that 1 have hardly had the
courage to tell you about it. Almost every day
I have decided to send for you and explain all
as I now am doing, but I so dreaded meeting
you, supposing you were very bitter towards
me, that I kept on putting it off from day to
day, against the dictates of my conscience, and
knowing all the while that 1 was adding more
and more to the wrong I had done you.”

“‘I can imagine how you felt about it,” said
Fred, ** and your apology makes it all right.”

‘“1am glad to hear you say so, and I assure
you that a big burden is off my mind now,” re-
plied Mr. Rexford, gratefully.

“If the old farmer only had returned the
money earlier, much of this trouble might have
been saved,” remarked our young friend.

‘“Yes, that is true.”

““Why did he keep the money so long ? ”

* He said he thought he would keep it till he
had occasion to come this way again.”

** But he might have written you about it.”

*“ He should have done so, but many people
look upon the matter of writing a letter as a
tremendous task.”

*‘Yes, that is so. 1 suppose he imagined
ou knew all about it, so long as it was plain to
im.”

‘“ That is evidently the way of it.”

‘It was fortunate he was an honest man.

Had he been otherwise we should never have
solved the mystery, and the stain would have

clung to me always.”
“Yes, Fred, I am afraid it would. But all
suspicion is removed from you now. This

shows the value of honesty, and of what vital
importance honesty, even in small matters, may
prove to an individual.”

‘1 can certainly realize that now, as it applies
so forcibly to my own case.”

** But what amends can I make for the injury
I have done you ?” continued Mr. Rexford,
whose heart seemed to show a tender nature,
which 1t had apparently hitherto not possessed.

‘“ You have done all I ask,” replied our hero,
‘“ except, perhaps, to explain to others about the
money.”

*That I will do gladly, but I ought to do
more."”

“No, I would not accept more.”

* Then I shall make it a point to help you in
some way. My store will Eg rebuilt within a
few weeks, and you shall have your old position
as clerk again, if you wish it.”

Fred's heart leaped with joy.

“You are very kind, Mr. Rexford, and I
thank you sincerely."”

“The position is due you, and I should be
very glad to have you again. I have never had
a clerk who did his work so well.”

“‘T am glad to know that my services were
satisfactory, and I may want to work for you
again. I will let you know in time."

“Very well. I hope you will decide to come
with me,” said the merchant, as Fred arose to

0.
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NATURE'S HERCULES.

Nor long ago the Arcosy printed an account of a
monster magnet, which Major King, the com-
mandant of the post graduate school for West
Pointers at Willett’s Point, Long Island, has con-
structed out of two unused guns which he found
lying about. %

The Ewvening Sun recently related some new
tests that have been made with it, two of which we
herewith reproduce.

The most amusing experiment was made with a
sledge hammer. When one tried to wield it in a
direction opposite to the magnet he felt as though
he were (rym} to hit a blow with a long feather in
a gale of wind. There is nothing in the world that
could take the conceit out of a strong man so much
as this simple experiment,

Another amazing test was made with a number
of carpenter’s spikes. A spike was put lengthwise
on the end of the magnet, then another spike was
attached to the first and so on until a line of them
stood straight out from the magnet at least four
feet in length. 1

Aside from their interest to science, the experi-
ments were so novel and startling that they were
entertaining even to those who were not interested
in the wonderful developments of electricity.

R
BUSINESS BEFORE PLEASURE.

A LAWVER gives as a reason for not going abroad

this summer that a rich client of his has just died,

and he is afraid the heirs will get the property un-

less he stays at home and looks sharply after his
own interests.
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+>Pecoy.<«

BY CAPTAIN HENRY F. HARRISOXN.

HAT, my boy there? He is a pure
blooded East Indian, aren’t you, De-
coy ? You see, sir, he speaks pi|
English tolerably well, though. hat

is because 1 brought him up from a lnhyr: ‘Why
did I give him such a peculiar name ? Thereby
hangs a tale, While we're sitting here under
the awning on deck I'll spin you the yarn.

Calcutta's much improved since my young
days. Then there was hardly any steam nav-
igation. The big East Indiamen came to anchor
at Kedgeree, thirty miles down, and sent
freight and passengers up in lighters.

1 had never been up country any distance,
So as the rice wasn't coming in very lively, I
made arrangements for a little jaunt up the
Hooghly after peafowl. 1 hired a native boat
owner who spoke fairly good pigeon English to
take me some fifty miles up river.

The boat had a roofing over the stern to keep
off the sun, and [ enjoyed the day part of the
trip very well. But what with the stifling air and
mosquitoes, at night it was almost unbearable
So alter we gotas far up as Bramapore—a small
native village on the leﬂ bank of the Ganges, 1
paid off the boat vwner and his men. Then,
taking my gun and a few traps [ had brought
alang, I went ashore to the only thing like a
house of entertainment the village afforded,

It was a long low structure with thatched
roof and mud walls, divided up into perhaps a
dazen sleeping rooms the size of a closet.

I hired a native 1o sit_by my canvas cot all
night and keep a big palmleaf fan going.
Sleep ? Well, there wasn't much for either of
us, Big lizards, singing out ** ghek—hoe " as
plain as I can say it, chased beetles and mice
in the cloth ceiling overhead all night long. 1
could hear big toads ** flop" along the floor
every moment., Mosquitoes sung inside, and
outside the bullirogs kept up a roaring chorus—
jackals and owls joined in, i

Next day another man landed from a native
boat and hired one of the rooms. He wasan
East Indian, rather well educated, and spoke
English with fluency. 1 soon discovered that
he was an agent for the English Zoological
Society in London.

His business was employing natives to catch
for him different birds and animals. These he
sent to a Calcutta agent in a big lighter which
he had chartered. The tiger cats in the yard 1
soon found belonged to Nana—the only name 1
knew him by. And the same day a boa con-
strictor was captured in the reeds by the river,
and was boxed up and put aboard the lighter,

Of course | was greatly interested in what he
had to tell me of his various adventures. He had
assisted in the capture of elephants in Ceylon,

RESTING MY GUN ON THE BOWLDER, 1 AIMED AT THE ADVANCING MONSTER AND FIRED,

lions in South Africa, and had taken tigers in
the jungle pitfalls.

**What I look for, sahib,” he said, as we were
talking together the morning after he came, *'is
the big crocodile, that has slain more men of
Bramapore than I can count upon the fingers of
both hands.”

““To capture him ?" [ asked, in surprise.
For I had supposed that only the young or hall
grown monsters were taken for the purposes
Nana represented.

** The sahib has said it," was the cool reply.
“‘Nana has men who throw the noose with
skill ; I hope by tomorrow to lure the crocodile
far enough from the rushes so that we can over-
pawer it,"

** But Aot P 1 questioned again.

Now at the best Nana hadn't a very prepos-
sessing face, His features were regular enough,
and he was no darker than a Brazilian as to the
color of his skin. But there was something
cruel and sinister in his expression. And when
I asked the last question the yellowish center in
the pupils of his eyes expanded and contracted
like those of the tiger cat's in the cage.

**1 have that my secret,” he said. But noth-
ing maore.

Of course I was curious to find out his secret.
But I said nothing, and presently took my gun
for my daily tramp.

How hot it was! Not a breath of air stir-
ring, and the sun pouring down from a cloud-
less sky. I began thinking that ] had been a
thousand times better off under the ship's awn-
ing, drinking cool sangaree, than potting pea-
fowl with the thermometer at 1029 in what little
shade there was,

Then, 100, it was so terribly still. The sharp
chirp of a big species of cricket was the only
sound, excepting the soft gurgle and flow of the
muddy Ganges a few rods distant—till all at
once [ heard a baby giving tongue most lustily,

1f this had sounded in the direction of the
village, it would not have seemed anything un-
usval, Fut Bramapore was halfl a mile distant,
and the noise proceeded from somewhere near
the river, whose parched and sunbaked banks
were barren of verdure. A few beds of rushes
and a big bowlder or two were in sight, and
nothing more, till at the edge of the rushes I
saw a black baby crawling on its hands and
knees as fast as it could, and shrieking like a
little demon.

Well it might! For all at once, as I hurried
forward, 1 saw the enormous snout of the very
biggest Indian crocodile 1 ever saw before or
since, poked up through the rushes a little in
the rear of the baby.

Before I could pull myselfl together the mon-
ster's shoulders and part of his mud caked body
were clear of the sedge. There would be no
time to rush forward, grab the little one, and
beat a retreat.

Dropping behind the bowlder I cocked my

right hand barrel, which was loaded with heavy
swan shot.  The crocodile, in clawing himsell
upward over a clay hummock, exposed for one
brief moment the dingy white patch of flesh be-
hind the fore leg, which, next to the eye itself,
is considered a vulnerable spot. Resting m

gun over the bowlder, I aimed for this and fired.

The swanshot at such short range clumped to-
gether with deadly effect. The immense rep-
tile uttered a sort of bellow, and keeled half
over on its side. At the same moment a shout
from a jungle patch a few paces away caused me
1o turn suddenly, :

Nana, followed by half a dozen natives car-
rying small coils of flexible coir rope, came
running toward me, Nana's face was distorted
with rage, and as he neared me I saw him snatch
his short fufwar, or native sword, from its
sheath.

Of course there was only one construction to
be put upon his action, though for the moment
I did not understand what my cause of offense
had been.

‘' Stop, you black scoundrel I" [ shouted, but
he was as wild as a Malay running amuck. He

‘never paused an instant, despite my leveled

gun; and seeing that in another moment he
meant to cut me down, | aimed at his upraised
arm and fired.

‘Well, the barrel was only loaded with bird-
shat, but it was quite eflectual. Nana dropped
his fulzvar with a yell of pain, and two or three
natives behind him, who were slightly peppered,
turned and ran for dear life, followed by their
uninjured companions.

1 had aimed hastily, and only about half the
charge had struck the East Incrian in the fleshy
part of the arm. He snatched off his turban
and bound it up, cursing me the while in the
choicest Hindostanee,

“You brought it on yourself,” 1 said as
coolly as T could, while I was reloading—for 1
didn’t fancy his fiendish look in the least.

Nana didn't seem to hear what 1 said at all.

“Five thousand rupees I have lost by this!"
he yelled, pointing with his left hand to the
crocodile, which was in the agonies of death,
** Five thousand rupees that [ was to have for
taking the big man eater alive !"

“Would you have had him swallow that
baby 2" [ said indignantly, as I turned toward
the little one 1 had nearly forgotten. If you'll
believe me, sir, the black child, certainly not
over a year old, had one end of a rope round its
little waist, while the other was made fast to a
dead stub.

Then I saw it all. 7#4is was the brute's sec-
ret for decoving the crocodile from his muddy
bed! 1 don't get mad very often, but when I
do I'm mad clear through

** Geet out of this, you copper skinned hound 1™
1 shouted, throwing up my gun. ** Quick time,
too, or I'll put a double charge of shot through
your worthiless carcass.”
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‘Well, Nana was wise enough to take the hint
without any delay. And he didn't go back to

the inn either. 1 untied the naked young one
and carried it up lo the village, © one pre-
tended to know anything about it. The brute

had probably bought the baby for a few rupees
of some of the very poorest and most degraded
of the natives, and they of course would not let
themselves be known. The man whom I em-
{Jloycd as an interpreter told me very coolly that

mustn't think anything of such little affairs—
they were common enough in this part of India.
1 think he rather was inclined to blame me for
spoiling Nana's plans.

I congratulated myself on having prevented a
foul murder, but 1 could get no thanks for it
from any one—not even from the rescued infant.

So, quite disgusted, [ packed up, hired an-
other boat, and took the young one back to the
ship. My stewardess was a Mahrattah woman,
and her husband, my cook, ded her 1o
take care of the child.

‘We went back to the States and loaded for
Shanghai, the stewardess and her husband stay-
ing with us for three round deep water passages.
1 got quite fond of Décoy, who grew fat and
tough every voyage. When he was three years
old he would follow me about like a little black
dog, and at five he could go up the rigging like
a monkey.

Time went by, and when Decoy was ten 1
came to Calcutia with him as my cabin boy in
the old Akbar Castle. We were ashore for next
day's marketing one evening, and Decoy, I
noticed, was very uneasy as we started back for
the landing place,

** Sahib Cap'n got him
he came trotting up behin:
basket. And I said, ** No.

‘ Bad man keep watch Sahib Cap'n all time
we to market—man one arm no good,” he said,

We had just got to the upper end of Garden
Reach as Decoy said this, and 1 was making
some careless answer, when some one ran up
behind me with aknife in his left hand.

Decoy sung out, and, dropping his basket,
grabbed the man round both knees, just as 1
turned in time to dodge the knife blow, which
gashed poor little Decoy quite badly in the
shoulder.

But he hung on like a trump, and a minute
later 1 had the fellow disarmed and handed over
to the native police.

As you may have supposed, it was Nana, who
had managed to recognize me after all those
years. And when he appeared before the mag-
istrale next morning when my complaint was
entered, you should have seen his face when it
came out in the examinaton that little Decoy
was the hlack haby he intended as crocodile bait,

He was sentenced to hard labor for ten years,
I think. I hope he got it too—the hardest kind.
Decoy has been with me ever since. Please God
he always will while I live—eh, Decoy ?

istol 2" he asked, as
with the vegetable
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TRUE WEALTH,

BY CHARLES MACKAV.
SeEx your treasure, and you'll find
It exis’;s but in the mind.
Wealth is but the power that hires
Blessings that the heart desires ;
i\nrl if these lArc fminﬁl 1o hold
ndependently of gold.
Anmr gifts it can bestow,
1 am richer than I know!

[ This story commenced in No. 270.]
Mr. Halgrove's Ward;

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

CHAPTER XXIII,
SCARFE BEGINS WORK.

EFFREYS knew what was cnminﬁ. and
had resolved on the part he would play.
‘Whatever he ought to feel, he knew ex-
actly what he did feel ; and he was deter-

mined he would not be hypocrite enough to
pretend anything miore.

Whereupon he walked defiantly forth and
opened the draw-
ing room door,
this time without
knocking.

“Mr. Jeffreys,"
said Mrs, Rim-
bolt, feeling that
the present was
an ‘‘occasion,”
and worked uj
accordingly, **
havesent for you,
as 1 have no
doubt you will
with to express
to Mrs. Scarfethe
feelings you en-
tertain with re-
gard to her son's
brave conduct on
the ice today."

* Hear, hear,
ma!" cried the
irreverent Percy,
with mock heroic
applause. “1
beg leave to sec-
und that.”

* Percy, be si-
lent, sir ! Louisa,
my dear, this is
Mr. Jeffreys,
whose life your
son saved.”

Mrs. Scarfe
putup her glasses
and inclined her
head languidly in
response to Jef-
freys's stifi bow.

An awkward
silence ensued—
so awkward that
Percy began to whistle. Mrs. Rimbolt, having
made a wrong start, had not the tact to mend

ed to hear, Mr
minute or twn,

Jefireys,”
**your impressions of the accident.

**The only impression [ had,"” said Jeffrevs,
solemnly—and he too was worked up, an
master of his nervousne *was that the w,
was very cold.”

Percy greeted this with a boisterous laugh,
which his mother instantly rebuked

*Surely, Mr. Jeflre " said she, sever
**this is hardly an occa for a joke!"

*It was no joke," replied he, with dismal em

phasis. "
ain Percy enjoyed the sport.
] should rather think it wasn't by the lonks

of you when you were fished out 1"

** Percy, cease your vulgar talk in this room,
please I'"" said Mrs. Rimbolt, whose equanimity
was beginning to evaporate. ‘' Mr. Jeffreys,
as we are not likely to be amused by your
lMlZ‘f"

“Excuse me, madam, 1 am quite serious,"
said Jeffreys, on whom the apparent jocularit
of his last remark had suddenly dawned; **
had no intention of being rude, or treating your
question as a joke,"”

“Then," said Mrs. Rimbolt, slightly appeased
in the prospect of gaining her object, ** when
Itell you Mrs. Scarfe is kind enough to desire
10 hear about the accident from your own lips,
perhaps your good manners will permit you to
tell her about it.”

“Get upon the chair and give us a speech,
Jefi,” said the irrepressible Percy ; ‘ that's what
ma wants.” ;

Jeff proceeded to give his version of the
affair, distributing the credit of his rescue in the
order in which he considered it to be due, and
Er!a‘ly disappointing both Mrs. Rimbolt and

er guest by his evident blindness 1o the hero-
ism of Scarfe. He acknowledged warmly Per-
cy's readiness to come to his help, and his
promptitude in going for the ladder, and he did
full justice to Julius’s share in the affair. Asto
Scarfe's part, he stated just what had happenei!,
without emotion, and without effusiveness

He despised himself for feeling so chilly on
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the subject, and would have been glad for Mrs.
Scarfe's sake had he felt more warmly his obli-
gations to her son.  But he spoke as he felt.

“You have had a narrow escape from a watery
grave," said Mrs. Scarfe, anxious to sum up in
the hero's favor, **and my son, I am sure, is
thankful to have been the means of saving your
life."

Jefireys bowed.
ing in,"” said he.

“* He had no thought of himself, T am sure,”
said Mrs. Rimbolt, severely, **and claims no
thanks beyond that of his good conscience.”

“We're going to get him a Royal Humane
medal, Jeff," added Percy; ‘‘a lot of fellows
get it for a good deal less,”

“1 hope he may get one," said Jeffreys.
“You and Julius should have one, too. I
thank you all.”

This was all that could be extracted from this
graceless young man, and the unsatisfactory in-
terview was shortly afterwards terminated by
Mrs. Rimbolt requesting him to go and tell
‘Walker to bring some more coals for the fire,

“T am glad he escaped fall-

‘CTHIS

“1LOUISA,” SATD MRS. RIMBOLT,

His conduet was freely discussed when he was
gone. Mrs, Rimbolt looked upon it as a slight
put upon herself, and was proportionately wrath-
ful. Mrs. Scarfe, more amiable, imagined that
it was useless to look for gratitude among per-
sons of Jefireys's class in life. Scarfe himself
said that, from what he knew of Jeffreys, he
would have been surprised had he shown him-
sell possessed of any good feelings. Percy,
considerably puzzled, sugpested that he was
*‘chawed up with his ducking.” And Raby,
still more perplexed, said nothing, and hardly
knew what to think.

The next day, as Scarfe was smoking in the
park, Jefireys overtook him. A night's rest had
a good deal softened the librarian’s spirit. He
was ashamed of himself for not having done
his rescuer common justice, and had followed
him now ta tell him as much.

“Searfe,” said he, ** you will have considered

“You were j at 1 expected.”
“1 am sorry,” d Jeffreys, beginning to feel
he had better far have said nothing, vet re ed
now he had begun, to go through with it
I wish to thank you now.”

*and

“ It is I should be grateful for this condescen-
sion,"” said he, ingly. ‘' So disi d.
foa.

““ What do you mean? How could it be
otherwvise 2"

“You have a short memory, Cad Jeffreys.
Possibly you have forgotten a little event that
happened at Bolsover 2"

**1 have not forgotten it."

‘“1 dare say you have not thought it worth
while to mention it to your employer, Mr. Rim-
bolt.”

‘1 have not mentioned it.”

**Quite so. That is what I mean when I say
it is disinterested in you to come and make
friends with me."

“ That is false," said Jeffreys, glowing. “I
neither want nor expect that.”

““Kind again. At the same time you are not
particularly anxious that people here should
ever hear the tragical history of young For-
rester 2"

‘' For Heaven's sake, be silent, Scarfe,” said
Jeffreys, to whom the mention of the name

1S MR. JEFFREYS WHOSE LIFE YOUR SON SAVED,”

after so many months came like a blow, *'I
cannot bear it."”

Scarfe laughed.

* Apparently not, All I want to say is that I
believe less in your gratitude than in your fear.”

1 am"not afraid of you," said Jeffreys, draw-
ing himself up. ** Of my own conscience I am :
and of the memory of poor young Forrester—"

“ Hold your tongue. I have no wish to hear
my friend's name on your lips.™

Jefireys turned to go.

* Look here,” said Scarfe, calling him back,
“1 want to say one word. [ am sufficiently in-
terested in Percy Rimbolt to diclike the influ-
ence you use upon him, Your influence upon
young boys is not to be trusted, and I warn you
to let Percy alone,  You are doing him no good
as it is."

*“1s that all you want to say ? " said Jefireys.

““No. I have my own reasons for choosing
that you cease to offend Miss Atherton by your
attentions. You are no fit companion for her ;
and she and 1—"

Jeffreys turned on his heel, and did not hear
the end of the sentence. He marveled at him-
self that he had not struck the fellow contemp-
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tuously to the ground ; and he absolutely smiled
in the midst of his misery at the idea of Scarfe
taking vpon himself the moral wpbringing of
Percy and the protectorship of Raby !

In the midst of these reflections he became
aware of the presence of Raby-in the walk in
front of him,

‘The meeting was unexpected on both sides,
and promised to be embarrassing for Jeffreys.
Raby, however, came to the rescue.

o Klr. Jeffreys," said she, holding out her
hand, 1 do hope you are none the worse for
yesterday. 1 was greatly afraid you would
catch cold.”

“You took the kindest possible way of pre-
venting it," said Jeffreys. ‘'I never enjoyed a
meal as much as the one Walker brought me
yeslerdag‘ and 1 thank the kind sender.”

Raby blushed.

“It was a shame no one else thought of it.
But, Mr. Jefireys, you are thanking me, when
it is I who ought to thank you for risking your
life for me.”

““That is a new version of the story,” said
Jeffreys. ** It was somebody else risked his life
for me, and 1 know you despise me for appear-
ing so churlish about it."

**1 was very sorry indeed for you in the draw-
ing room last night.”

** I deserved no sympathy,”

*1 fancied you might gmve shed a little
en you saw
how much
auntie's heart
and Mrs. Scarfe's
were set on it.
It would not have
hurt you,"

“1 cannot
gush, Miss Ath-
erton ; but I can
value your kind-
ness to me, and 1
do.”

Raby smiled
one of her pleas-
antest smiles,
and just then Mr.
Rimbolt came up
with papers in

-his hand. He
looked rather
anxious.

Raby, witha
daughter's in-
stinct, rushed to
him,

* Uncle, have
you news from
the war ? Is any-
thing wrong ? ™

“Nothing
wrong,” said her
uncle, reassur-
ingly; ‘I brought
you this paper to
see, It reports
that there has
been an encoun-
ter with the Af-
Ehans near Kan-

jahar, with com-
plete success on
the British side
and comparative-
ly trifling loss.
Particulars arc
expected almost
immediately. I
have telegraphed
to town to get
the earliest .
sible deta ipl“:.
Meanwhile, Ra-
by, don't alarm
yourself unduly.”

“I won't, un-
cle; but where
exactly was the
battle 2"

“You will see
the names men-

tioned in the telegram. Jefireys can
show vou the exact spot in the atlas;
we were looking at it the other eve-

ning.
Jefireys  thankfully accepted the
task. He and Raby spent an hour

over the map talking of the absent

soldier, and trying, the one to con-
real, the other to allay the anxiety which the in-
complete telegram had aroused.

At the end of the hour Scarfe walked into the
library. His face darkened as he saw the two
who sat there.

* Miss Atherton,” said he, looking not at her
but at Jeffreys, ** have you forgotten we were to
have a ride this morning ? ™

“1 am so sorry, Mr. Scarfe, but 1 have a
headache, and don't feel asif T could ride to-
day. You will excuse me, won't you 2"

' Oh, certainly,” replied Scarfe; “don't you
think a turn in the park will do you good ? May
1 have the pleasure of escorting you 2"

Raby said, * Thank you.” ~She was very
sorry to disappoint any one, and had no valid
excuse against a walk,

** Miss Atherton,” saig Scarfe, when they had
gone some distance, chatting on indifferent
topics, “T am anxious just to say a word to you,
not in_my own interest at all, but your own.,”

** What is it 2" said Raby, mystified.

“1 wish to rul you on your guard against
Jeffreys, who, I see, presumes on his position
to annoy you, You may not perhaps know,
Miss Atherton, that not two years ago—"
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* Excuse me, Mr. Scarfe,” said Raby, quietly,
stopping in her walk, ‘* I hate talking of people
behind their backs. Mr. Jeffreys has never an-
noved me; he has been kind to me. Shall we
talk of something else 2"

‘‘ Certainly,” said Scarfe, startled at her de-
cided tone. He had laid his plan for a little
revelation, and it disconcerted him to see it
knocked on the head like this.

However, just then he was not in the humor
for making himself obnoxious to Miss Atherton.
It was a deprivation, certainly, to find his tongue
thus unexpectedly tied with regard to Jefireys,
of whose stay at Wildtree he had calculated on
making very short work.

The one comfort was that there was little
enough danger of her seeing in the ill favored
Bolsover cad anything which need make him—
Scarfe—jealous. Doubtless she took a roman-
tic interest in this librarian; many girls have
whims of that sort. But the idea of her pre-
ferring him to the smart Oxford hero was pre-
posterous.

CHAPTER XXIV.
AN OFFICER'S NAME,
[ EFORE breakfast on the following morn-
ing, Scarfe, in fulfilment of a long stand-
@ ing engagement with a college friend to
spend the day with him, rode off t
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*“ Why, what is the matter, Mr. Jeffreys?"
said she, suddenly alarmed herself ; ** itis good
news, isn't it 2 and he has only got a scratch !"

““Yes, it is good news; and I congratulate

"

‘* But you look—perhaps you know some one
who has been killed. \}:zsu never told me you
had any friend out there.”

“1 have not. I think I must be not quite
well ; will you excuse me ?”

And he went out into the open air, leaving
Raby very much perplexed and concerned.

She was relieved, however, to see him half an
hour later starting off with Percy for what, to
judge by their mountain boots and the luncheon
Lox slrageped across Jeffreys's shoulders, pro-
mised to be a long walk.

Jefireys's first sensations on finding himself
alone had been those of stupefaction. Although
all that he knew of Forrester’s father was that
he had been in India, it never occurred to him
now for a moment that the gallant officer men-
tioned in the ~legram could be any other than
the father whom he had so cruelly and irrepar-
ably wron, And now once more he seemed
suadenly face to face with his crime. He saw
before him that fatal scene in the Bolsover
meadow ; he heard his comrades’ howl of exe-
cration and saw the boy's white face on the
grass turned up to meet his. It seemed but
yesterday. Nay, it seemed all to be there that
: he could feel the keen breeze on his

catch the train at O , ant 1
was not present when the post arrived, and with
it a telegram from London for Mr. Rimbolt.

Raby, who had been on the watch, could
scarcely allow her uncle time to examine its
contents before claiming it; and had it con-
tained bad news, the chance of breaking it
would have been out of the question. But it
did not contain bad news. On the contrary, as
Raby devoured the few official lines she became
radiant with pride and happiness. The tele-
gram was a copy of a dispatch received the
evening before at the War Office :

News is to hand of a sharp brush with the
Afghans on the 4th inst. at —, two days march
from Kandahar. About midday the — Hussars,
commanded by Major Atherton, in advance of the
main body. encountered and dislodged from a de-
file on the right bank of the river a considerable
body of the enemy, who fled to the plain. It be-
coming evident the enemy was at hand in force, a
battery of field guns was pushed forward, under
the escort of a troop of Hussars: and the main
body followed in two columns. The cavalry mean-
whl{e, having cleared the defile and chased the
encmy into the plain beyond, became involved in a
desperate scrimmage, the Afghans having de-
scended in full force into the plain with the evi-
dent intention of cutting them off from the main
body. Major Atherton, compleldx hemmed in,
made a desperate stand, in which upwards of
twenty of his men perished, the gallant officer him-
self having his horse shot under him. The ns
meanwhile, escorted by Captain Forrester, of the

- Hussars, gained the head of the defile, where
they were immediately surrounded by the enemy.
A brilliant resistance here ensued, in which more
than half of the escort were killed in their effort to
save the guns. Towards the end, Captain Forres-
ter nearly single handed kept the enemy at bay un-
til the cavalry, breaking through, and joining
forces with the two columns of the main body as
they emerged on to the plain, effectually turned the
position and saved the guns. The loss of the

cheek ; his eye rested on the boy’s cap where he
had flung it.

Strange, that the mention of an officer’s name
should call it all up thus! Butso it was. He
even seemed half guilty of that gallant death in
Afghanistan. Had he not wronged him worse
than death? And now if anywhere the friend-
less boy, whose whole hope was in his father,
should read those lines and find himself or-
phaned as well as crippled!

Jefireys in his misery groaned alive.

** Hullo,” said Percy in the path before him,
“‘you in the blues too! What a jolly sell | Here
am I as miserable as an owl, and everybody 1
meet’s miserable too. Scarfe's gone to Shrap-
field and won't be back till late. Raby's so
taken up with her precious telegram that she
won't look at me. Ma and Mrs. Scarfe have
bagged the pony trap and Appleby, and now
here are you looking as if you'd just been
hun%‘

*“What are you in the blues about?" said
Jeffreys, brightening up a bit.

* Oh, everything. It's so slow here, nothing
to do. Can't play games all day, and you won't
let me smoke, and the library hasn't a single
story worth reading, and it's beastly cold ; and
upon my word,” said the boy, who was genu-
inely miserable, ‘‘I'd as soon go and sit on the
top of Wild Pike as fool about here.”

*‘ The best thing you could do—I'll go and si('

with you,” said Jeffreys.

‘‘ What 1" said the boy, ‘‘do you mean it ?
Wil you come ?”

* Of course I will; 1 have nothing special to
do today, and I've never been up a mountain in
winter before.”

“We shall get a splendid view. Sure it won't
grind you ?” said the boy, who, under Scarfe's
infl had come to look upon every exertion

enemy was very and it is

that this action clears the way to Kandahar, which
the troops are expected to bccury in two days
without further Our loss.

the perilous position of the cavalry and gunners,
was comparatively sl'{zhl‘ Captain Forrester at
the last moment fell after a resistance as heroic as
any witnessed in the course of the campaign.
Major Atherton received a scratch on the wrist ;
which, however, 1s not likely to disable him even
wmporari[{. The main y never came into
action at all, and suffered no casualties. A full list
of the killed and wounded is appended.

Jeffreys, who found himself almost as eager
for news as if he had been personally inter-
ested, found it difficult to wait patiently until
Mr. Rimbolt came after breakfast to the li-
brary.

¢+ Is there news from the war 2" he asked.

‘‘Yes—good news, Miss Atherton has the
telegram.  Her father took part in a very bril-
liant engagement a day or two ago which ap-
pears to have cleared the way to Kandahar. He
was scratched, but not seriously.”

Jeffreys received this good news with great
satisfaction. It was a relief to him to hear itin
the first instance not from Raby's lips, for he
never knew what to do or say on such occa-

iss Atherton must be very proud,” said he,
returning to his work.

He was not, however, destined to remain long
undisturbed.  Raby, radiant and excited, en-
tered the library a few minutes later.

**Mr. Jeffreys,” said she, ‘‘such splendid
news! Has uncle told you? I thought you
would like to read the telegram ; here it is.”

Jeffreys looked his congratulations as he took
the paper.

“Read it aloud, Mr. Jeffreys," said the happy
girl, **1 should like to hear how it sounds.”
Jeffreys smiled and began to read, Raby, who
knew it all by heart, seeming to check off every
word.

Suddenly, however, in the middle of the nar-
rative the reader started and changed color, and
became unaccountably breathless.

* The guns meanwhile, escorted by—" he
had got so far.

““Captain Forrester of the — Hussars." Go
on," said Raby.

It needed all his self command to finish the
reading, and when he came to the end and
handed back the paper, Raby perceived that
his hand shook and his face was deadly pale.

as a thing to be shirked.

‘* My dear fellow, I shall enjoy it, especially
with you.”

‘“Huzzah! Bring Julius too, and I'll get
some grub to take. It’s only ten now, and it's
not dark till after four, so we have a good six
hours."”

A few minutes later they started, Percy leav-
ing word for his mother that they were gone for
a long tramp, and would be back for dinner.

It was a perfect winter's day. The air was
keen and frosty, and promised magnificent
views. The wind was not strong enough to be
benumbing, and the sun overhead was cheering,
and now and then even warm.

“ Hadn't we better take overcoats, in case it
comes on cold at the top ?" said Jeffreys, as
they were starting.

**Oh, no; they're a frightful grind to carry,
and we are sure to be baked before we get up.”

1 think I will take mine,” said Jeffreys, **and
it will be no bother to carry yours."

Percy protested, but, luckily for them, Jef-
freys carried his point.

The walk, as they ascended the moor and
gained the lower slope of the mountain, was a
wonderful tonic to the spirits of both.

Jeffreys insensibly shook off the weight that
lay on his heart ; and Percy, emancipated from
the slothful toils which had been beginning to
ensnare him, stepped out like one who suddenly
finds himself a free man. Julius, of the three,
was the least amenable to the influence of the
day. He had a cold, and was out of sorts, and
did not like the look of the mountain. So he
trudged on silently, and kept close in to his
master’s side.

CHAPTER XXV.
IN PERIL.

JEER things, the blues ! " observed the
philosophic Percy, stopping in the
midst of a whistle; ** they come and
go for no earthly reason. I don't

know how I got mine; but I was uncommonly

down in the mouth, and now they're nowhere."”
** Singular case of spontaneous combustion,”
suggested Jeffreys. ‘1 fancy people get blues
because nature abhors a vacuum.”
‘* That means,” said the irreverent Percy,

‘‘that you've been very lazy and wasting your

time lately, Jeff.”

Jeffreys laughed.

‘1 dare say you're right, though, " said Percy.
“I've been loafing a lot lately. I don't know
how it is, but Scarfe, you know- By the
way, I say, what makes Scarfe and you hate one
another as you do ?”

**Who said we hated one another ?"

““ Any fool could see it. Look at the way you
got on in the drawing room the other day.”

‘“ 1 was ashamed of myself afterwards. For
all that, I'm not in love with Scarfe, and he is
not in love with me. One of my grudges against
him is on your account,”

““You mean I've been a low cad to you some-
times, when every one has been down on you?
Jeff, I'm awfully sorry."”

** My dear fellow, I know you far too well to
think twice about anything of that sort. But
you have been down on yourself. You've got
it into your head that Percy Rimbolt cannot be
manly unless he gives up his old boyish ways,
and takes to loafing and aping the ways of fel-
lows who are far older and not half so honest
and innocent and good natured as himself. [
don't call that being fair to Percy Rimbolt.”

““In other words, you think I've been making
a puppy of myself, Jeff ?” said the boy. ** Upon
my honor, perhaps I have ; but I never noticed
it myself. Scarfe’s a decent enough fellow, but
he doesn't pull a fellow up when he's making a
fool of himself, as you do.”

This was no small tribute for a boy who rarely
liked to admit' that he was in the wrong ; and
Jeffreys telt grateful.

They were now at the top of the lower slope
of Wild Pike, and needed all their breath for
the stiff climb before them.

Percy used to boast that he could find his way
to the top bhindfold, and Jeffreys had already
made the ascent once or twice, so that they were
in no doubt as to what course to take.

Wild Pike was one of those mountains, not
uncommon in that district, which are approached
from the back by a long gradual slope, but on
the front present a scooped out precipitous face,
as if broken in half on that side. It was this
steeper side which faced Wildtree, and Percy
would have scorned to approach the monster from
any other quarter. From where they stood the
narrow path zigzagged for about one thousand
feet on to one of the upper shoulders of the
mountain. Following this, the track brought
them to what seemed like a basin of some old
volcano hollowed out under the summit. It was
necessary to cross this depression, and by a nar-
row ledge at the foot of the great cliff, gain the
other side, where another zigzag ascent brought
them on to the rocky slope leading over a quar-
ter of a mile of huge bowlders to the summit.

The guide books, which were Percy’s abomi-
nation, spoke of Wild Pike as *‘a difficult ascent
from the west, and not to be undertaken with-
out a guide ; " but those who were used to the
venture saw nothing in it which need present
difficulty to a steady head and a sure foot in or-
dinarily clear weather.

At the top of the first zigzag they haited. The
fresh frosty air and the hard work they had ac-
complished exhilarated them.

“* Splendid old fellow, isn't he ?"" said Percy,
looking up towards the summit. ‘I love him
more every time I go on to him, don't you 2"

‘I think so. He is certainly grander in win-
ter than he was in the autumn.”

**Rather. We shall get to snow over there ;
but it never lies on this side.”

‘1 noticed the path we came up was slippery
with ice in one or two places. It will bother us
going down.”

‘“All the more fun. I hate going down
Places you might drive a carriage and pair down,

say, Jeff, what about grub, old man?"

‘“We've not earned it yet,” replied Jeffreys.
““Wait till we get across the dip and on to the
other side.”

“You old griffin! I vote we make tracks at
once, then, for I'm peckish. Come on, Julius,
old man. You're in the blues too. It's time
you perked up with this fine walk.”

“ Julius caught cold that day on the ice, and
he's been seedy ever since,” said Jeffreys.

Julius gave a sniff as he looked up.  He had
not enjoyed the walk so far. The slippery path
had bothered him ; and the mountain ahead did
not tempt him. However, he responded to his
master’s caress by wagging his tail and putting
on a show of briskness as the march recom-
menced.

The passage across the face of the mountain
was the most difficult part of the ascent. It lay
along a narrow ledge hanging, as it seemed,
half way down the perpendicular cliff which rose
out of the hollow, crater-like basin sheer up to
the summit. It was tolerably level, but the nar-
rowness of the track and the precipitous heiehts
above and below called for a cool head and a
steady foot. In frosty weather like the present
it needed special caution, and every step had to
be carefully judged on the treacherous path.

However, they passed it safely. Julius alone
seemed to find it difficult.  The dog was
strangely awkward today. He slid about where
the others walked steadily, and whimpered at
obstacles which they seemed scarcely to heed.

** Now for the grub,” cried P as they
landed safely on the other side. **Isay, Jeff, I
call that something like a mountain, don't you ?
I'm quite sorry we're over the worst of it, aren't
you 2"

““We've got the view to see yet,” responded
Jeffreys.

** We shall be up in half an hour.”

** And it will take us as long to come down as
to go up today." said Jeffreys, ** so we ought
not to lose much time.”
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Off they started again after a hurried but
highly appreciated meal, in which the dog took
only a very moderate share.

‘The remaining portion of the ascent was sim-
ple enough. The zigzag on to the top shoulder
was if anything less steep than the lower one,
and the path, being rougher under foot, was less
treacherous.

‘The scramble over the loose rocks at the top
tothe cairn was not altogether plain sailing. In
summer it was easy enough, but now, with the
surface of the great bowlders as slippery as glass,
it was hardly to be traversed except on hands
and knees,

But *‘ the end crowns the work,” especially on
a mountain.

**Isn't that scrumptious ?” exclaimed Percy,
as he flung himself breathless on to the cairn.
“If we had waited a year we couldn’t have
picked out such a day. Why, that must be
Snowdon we see over there, and the high
ground out at sea, Holyhead ! ”

Thus they went on, delightedly recognizing
the landmarks north, south, east and west, and
forgetting both the hour and the rising breeze.

‘“ Why, it's two o'clock !"' cried Percy, pres-
ently, looking at his watch, and shivering at the
same time.

** Put on your coat," said Jeffreys, ** the wind's
getting up a bit, and we shall have it in our faces
going down.”

As they started to descend they became aware
of a sudden change in the hitherto cloudless sky.
The western horizon, which had just now been
unfolding its distant beauties, seemed lost in a
fine haze, which spread north and south, blot-
ting out one after another the glories of land-
scape on which they had scarcely ceased to feast
their eyes.

*“There's a mist out there,” said Percy, as
they scrambled down the bowlders ; ‘1 hope to
gooduess it will keep away from us."

** The wind is a little northwest ; it may drive
it south of us, but it is spreading at a good
rate.”

*“ Never mind; it will be rather a joke if it
comes. I could find the way down with my
eyes shut, and I've often wanted to be in a reg-
ular fog up here,” said Percy.

‘I don’t know what you feel,” responded
Jeffreys ; ‘‘but I'm rather glad we brought our
coats. Isn'titcold 2"

The wind which met them seemed charged
with cold, and after a while began to scatter a
feathery sleet in their faces.

Percy whistled.

‘“We didn't bargain for that, I say,” said he.
‘1 hope it shuts up before we cross over the
ledge J:)wn there.”

Julius howled dismally. He, too, guessed
what this blinding shower bath foreboded, and
stumbled along, miserable and shivering.

The higher zigzag, which had seemed easy
enough two hours ago, tried them sorely now.
The sleet half blinded them, and the fresh
moisture, freezing as it fell, caused them to slip
and slide at every step. Still they got down it
somehow, and turned to face the narrow track
along the cliff.

Percy, much as he repined at the change in
the elements, felt no doubt as to the possibility
of getting over.

‘“We may have to crawl a bit of the way if
this sort of thing goes on,” said he, *‘ but it's
straight enough sailing.”

“* Would it be better,” suggested Jefireys, ‘‘to
go to the top again and get down by the Shar-
penholme track 2"

‘“We shouldn’t get home till midnight if we
did ; besides, I don’t know the way. We'reall
right this way if we look sharp.”

The wind had now increased to a tempest,
and beat against the side of the great cliff with
a sound like the sea breaking on an iron bound
shore. They could scarcely hear one another
speak ; and poor Julius’s whines were drowned
in the great clamor.

‘* Do you mind my going first ?” said Percy;
‘1 know the path better than you.”

Jefireys nodded, and they started.

The first step they took on that ledge threat-
ened for a moment to be their last. he wind,
gathering fury every moment, beat Percy to his
knees, and nearly sent Jefireys staggering over
the edge.

*“We shall have to crawl,” said Percy. *‘It's
no use waiting. The wind and sleet are going
to make a night of it, and we shall gain nothing
by waiting.”

The start was begun again—this time cau-
tiously and on all fours. Even so the wind
seemed once or twice as if it would sweep them
from the ledge.

Yard by yard they crawled on. The driving
mist fell hke a pall over the mountain, and in a
few minutes they could not even see a yard in
front of them. Had the wind blown crosswise,
or in any other way than that in which it came,
they would have been swept off before twenty
yards was accomplished. As it was, they were
almost pinned to the clifi by the fury of the
blast.

They must have proceeded a quarter of the
way across, and had reached a spot where the
ledge rose slightly. Even up this slight incline,
with the mist freezing under them, it was im-
possible to crawl ; and Percy, drawing himself
cautiously to his feet, attempted to stand.

As he did so. the wind, gathering itself into a
furious blast, caught him and hurled him against
the rocky wall.

He recoiled with a sharp cry of pain, and next
moment would have fallen into the abyss be-
neath, had not Jeffreys's strong arms caught
him and held him. His legs were actually off
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nt it seemed asif both
mhdl:k';:,{“ = me oomed. But with a
effort the prostrate Jeffreys swung

led.
“I'm afraid I can't

gt'Bul the auempt only called up a fresh exclam-

" said Jem—eys. “Try to sit

. I'll help you.” <
“Pftnhlal:“endem that the boy's arm, if not
broken, was SO severely damaged as to render

3
3 m?ds.stay here, I think,"” said he, “*if you
went o, Jeff."
+ Nonsense
us to fetch help.

he, pamng the
1ey.

" said Jeffreys, ¢ we'll send Ju[i-
e He;’e. Julius, good dog,” said
dog’s head and pointing down

and fetch them here. Fetch

alkcr, and Mr. Rimbolt. Go
f ow.”
dog, who had been crawling behind
them, looked wistfully at his master and licked
the hand that im. Then, stepping
carefully across them as they sat with their
backs to the rock and Lléur feet beyond the edge
th, *he de;
dg:::s out of a?;nhl almost a yard away, but
heard him whine once as the wind dashed
hum against the cliff.
o B it
into the mist.
Jeglzxsnt answering bark came back.

Next moment, through the storm, came a
wild how, and they heard him no more.

Jeffreys guased only too well what that howl
meant ; but he never stirred, as with his arm

round Perv:y. and his cloak screening him from
the wind, he looked hopelessly out into the night
and waif

fetch them!" shouted

(70 be continued.)
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Scrofula

Probably no form of disease is so generally dis-
tributed among our whole pepulation as scrofula.
Almost every individual has this latent poison
coursing his veins. The terrible sufferings en-
dured by those afflicted with scrofulous sores
cannot be understood by others, and their grati-
tude on finding a remedy that cures them, aston-
ishes a well person. The wonderful power of

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

in eradicating every form of Scrofula has been so
clearly and fully demonstrated that it leaves no
doubt that it is the greatest medical discovery of
this generation. It is made by C. I. HOOD & CO.,,
Lowell, Mass., and is sold by all druggists.

100 Doses One Dollar
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CONSUMPTION CURED.
An old physician retired from practice, having had
placed in his hands by an East Indl"l missionary the for-
ﬂho(lllm le vegetable remedy for the speedy and
D'rnumn Consamption, Bronchitis, Catarrh,
ARhms ang all throat and Luna Affections, also a posi-
tive and Mlcll cure for Nervous Debility and all
ous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful cura-
tive powerin thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to
Itknown to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this
motiveand a desire to relleve human suffering, I will
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lhuun. French or Bn;nnh with full directions for
Sent b, mnll bg addressin,

YES, 149

fanng and e with
#amp, naming this paper, ower's
Block, Rochester, N. Ky,

1 Scarf or Lace Pin, 1 Stone Ring, 1 Chas-
ed Band Ring. 275 Scrap Pictures & Ver.
®es, & Eleg:

ant Samples, 10c. F. Austin,
Ct.

of the Throat and Lungs, a
WASTING OF THE FLESH, and a WANT
OF NERVE POWER, nothing in the world
equals this palatable Emulsion.

SOLD BY ALL DRUCCISTS.

TELEGRAPHY !
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published, being complete in_description, explanation
and illustrations, NEL &
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earlier stages of the disease. From its mar- -
velous power over this terribly fatal disease,
when first offering this now world-famed rem-
edy to the puhllr‘ Dr. Pierce thought serfnualy
of calling it his ** CONSUMPTION CURE,” but
abandoned that name as too restrictive for
& medicine which, from its wonderful com-
bination of tonic, or strengthening, alterative,
or blood-cleansing, anti-bilious, pectoral, and
nutritive properties, is unequaled, not only
as a remedy for (‘onsumptmn, but for all
Chronic Diseases of the

Liver, Blood, and Lungs.

For Weak Lungs, Spitting of Blood, Short-
ness of Breath, Chronic Nasal Catarrh, Bron-
chitis, Astlmm, Severe Coughs, and Kkindred
affections, it is an eflicient remedy.

RKold % Druggists, at $1.00, or Bix Bottles

for} .
[ Send ten cents in st'lmps for Dr. Pierce’s
book on Consumption. Addre:

World’s Dispensary Medical Assumation,

663 Main St., BUFFALO, N. X.
_In replylng to this adv. reentlon Golden Argosy.
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All Hidden Name CARDS. 10¢

Crown Northford, Ct

ANTED An active Man or Woman in every
county to sell our goods. Saiaty
per \lv»mh and Expenses assing Outfit

W
8T \\I\\I‘Ib SIL

nd icul VER-
WARE (0. BoetoN,
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BLACKHEADS AND
’ ]-‘l ESH “()R\

clear and un
Ilotches on the
hing elae In the world ean, rent m.n
and TRANSPARENT. and cle
e Ttisatruer
to cover up

e |1 AR,
of all muddiness
+ enre and NoT a

by
Buffalo, N. ¥
Tan, and makes the hands

white p
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He tried this racket,
But it wouldn’t do,

THE GOLDEN

Uy 100

= N —— e

A wioked boy with an old tin pail

T, Qe
So they buried that boy
Where the dasies grew

FRIDAY FACTS.

Tue New York Evening Telegram reproduces a
card sent out by a Philadelphia printer, who, hav-
ing started in business on a Friday, boldly takes
the bull of superstition by the horns, and glories, |
so to speak, in his temerity.

The card referred to sets forth certain world
famous events that have taken place on *‘ Hang-
man's Day,” and reads as follows -

FRIDAY.

Wzshlnglon born on Friday.
gueen ictoria married on Friday.

apoleon Bonaparte born on Friday.
Battle of Bunker Hill fought on Friday.
America discovered on_Friday.
Mayflower lanced on Friday.
Joan of Arc burned at the stake on Frlday
Battle of Waterloo fought on Fri
Bastille destroyed on
Declaration lndependence sl
Battle of Marengo fought on Friday. «
Julius r assassinated on Friday.
Lee surrendered on Friday.
Fort Sumter bombarded on Friday.
Moscow burned on Friday.
Shakespeare born on Friday.
King Charles I beheaded on Friday.
Richmond evacuated on Friday.
Battle of New Orleans fought on Friday.

cd on Friday.

MAGEE'S EMULSION
we  COD
LIVER
OIL

IN COMBINATION WITH
Extract of Malt,& C: d 8yrup of Hypophosp
(LIME AND SODA), A RELIABLE REMKDY FOR
Pulmonary Diseases, Coughs, Colds, anchnlu.
Dyspepsia, Scrofula and General Debility

Very enr totake Doesnot prndnet \anten
and is eas|

are pn!scrlbinr itn their regular pnwuoe, ‘and many
aswert th

THE BESTEMULSION IN THE MARKET.

Ask your Druggist for it, and take no other.

J. A. MACEE & CO., Mfrs.,

anrence. Mn- Toronto. ada
In to this adv.
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T H E c H A M P 1 0 N
Blood-purifi leads
all others in age, meﬂt, and popularity. It

THE GREAT MODJESKA

eloquently indorsed a principle important to all, in the
Denity and proservation of 1he teeth:
“*1 purchased, last October, while in T
sevorhl boken of our Fels Tabiets (Wont Footh Fliah:
ers) for the teeth, and have been using l.hem ever since.
I cheerfully add my ummony to others as to their
value, and believe them to te an invention that will, in
time, nlmmu entirely supersede the brush of bristles.”—
Yours y, HELENA MODJESKA.

= “IDEAL FELT TOOTH POLISHER” 225" <%
| HORSEY MFG. CO. UTICA.N.Y.
R — — 2
LASTS 10 DAYS. um-m mmmml.

lnent novelist, Mr. Cable,
Kindh presses his u Sprw‘llﬂon o ions: T hase
your in use, and thank you forit. It certainly
Fives the teeth an extremely pleasant feeling of polisi.”

A M ttle fammllingicy I Vea Gad hown i4s superiont y orer
bristles in the polish, beauty and benefit im 0 the
eth. " Sald by all eaters or matled prepaid.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

tones up the system, improves the
strengthens the nerves, and vitalizes the
Blood. Just what you need. Try it.

‘T am selling your goods freely, and more
of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla than of all other blood-
medicines put together.”—R. A. McWilliams,
Grand Rapids, Mic

Ayer s Sarsaparllla,
Prepared by Dr.J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Price 81; llxbou]eu, . Worth $5 a bottle.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
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|EMBROIDERY SILK

Factory hait
ux—.umamr':uam'

WM. HARLAN PAGE, Gen’l Agt, 22yrs.)
Office : 120 Broadway, New York.
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EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY.
(ASSETS OVER 88 MILLIONS,)

Equal to 3 to4 per cent. compound interest on
Deposits and Life lmurlnceemﬂm\;hllc

In replying to this adv. rgosy.
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NUMBER 2.

ILBOR’S

COMPOUND OF

Pure God Lwer Oil And Phnsphtes

il Ph tes so that they woakd
o F become (hh:;mughly eMcacious

e
add v-sll¥ to

ualitiesof the pre;
he perfect

CURES

CONSUMPTION,
COUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA,
BRONCHITIS, DEBILITY,
WASTING DISEASES, and all

SCROFULOUS HUMORS,

Almost as palatable as cream.

It can be taken with
pleasure by delicate

rsons and children, who, after
using it, become u? 'ond of it. Tt assimflates with the
food, increases the flesh and appetite, bullds up the ner-
vous system, restores enerry to mi d body, creates
nev;érlch and pure blood, in fact, n‘ju\ inates the whole

system,
FI;EHH BI.OOD,
NERVE, BRATN.

pnrn((nn h far superior to all other preparations of Cod-Liver
AS many lmltnturx but no equals. The results following its un
ne m best recommendat; Be sure, as you value your health. an
the genuine. Manufactured. only B. “;;"‘“

(‘hemln Bo-mn. Mass. %ml {nr uhmmml circular, which will bé
§#Sold by all druggists. &3

'l"hls %
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Coleman Nat’l BusinessCollege
of NEWARK. N. T.. Eives the b
ortcn., cheavest and
n{llvlehm
AN .Pm.

1 Your Name on this Pencil Bt&mp.zbc.

rse of business train
ln Amerlcn Write for
4 H.COLE
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‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,

When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,

‘When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

J wuhlndmlnk,m:t slcms&outm
Agts. are selling hundreds ofthesest T“

Thalman Mfz. Co., Baltimore, Md,, U.5-4.
Lndmglmpomvs [ Wholanle Stamy Hm.
In replying to e e

%. JSCROLL SAWS T!]UI.S

o for a
pago Cata

McALLlSTER, Opllclln. 49 Nanuu St.. N. Ye
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Send 6c. for Samples and rules

‘By reason of large purchases of Woolen

Cloths, we can surprise you by the sugerior

guality of our Custom-made 83 Pants.
Suits, $13.25 to $30.00.

IF YOU WERR

Vests,
82.25.

Coats,
88.00.

By Mail or Express.

From the Bay State Pants Co. order a pair, |
They'll prove good enough to wear anywhere. |
Reference, Amer. Express Co., Boston.

BAY STATE PANTS €0, Ciston Clt fhiers,

84 Hawley 8t., Boston, Mass.

Tmmg 1N g BuLmsse .mj

n replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
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GREAT CH‘IZNA TEA co

a8 premiums to those forming clubs for
8, Dinner. Tea
HIT

and town.
BIG COMMISRION

JHE

Ask Your Stationer For It.
We want AGENTS in avery eity

| oes the work of one costl
I\[l“li SE H [‘.A DING

un\«’rn % |
STATE STREET BOSTON MASS-

An replying to this adv. nl(n(lon Golden' Argosy.

FARM ANNUAL FOR1SSS8

Will bo sent FREE w.uwhnmutwlt '"
indreds of

BEST

Hand:
lndulhdlM
Bulbs, Plunts, and Valuab

trations, ( nlored Pla Plure:
AR
' sEEDs scribes Rare Novelties i

of real value, which cannot be biained
on a postal for the most complete Cat one Dllblllllb‘v o

ATLEE BURPE CO., PHILADELPHIA
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