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Tl IN ADVANCE,

By FRANK H.
Luthor of ** The Lost Gold Min

CHAPTER 1
THE CHEMICAL TEST,

1 SAID MY TURN WOULD COME,” EXCLAIMED RAYMOND HOARSELY, THEN RhDUkI‘:TOI‘: L} oked :P f‘O“"h‘h"
- o 3 £ reakfast table as his nephew
1 ) b AS 16 3 N—
THREW HIMSELF FORWARD AS THOUGH TO DRAG RAFE DOWN Rafe, a tall, pale young feHow of
WHICH HE CERTAINLY WOULD HAVE DONE, BUT FOR sixteen, sauntered into the room.
A STRANGE THING WHICH HAPPENED, "' Late again, Fafe,” he said suavely.

* Did you ough murh last night?” he
add d, as Rare vouchsafed no response

beir to a Mllllon,

The Remarkable Experlences of Rafe Dunton.

CONVERSE,
Y ant T Seuthern Seas,” ele
' No,” L Uv monc /11 eply.
Mr, Du vas i slee o i.:hyaven
get ntleman, wi Ih cnid. I-u\.,ung eyes,

iron gray hair brushed back from ahi igh,
white forehead, and a square projecting
jaw.

At the curt negative, he glanced fui-
tively up from under nid heavy eyebrows,
showing a double row of very white
even teeth after a peculiar fashion he had,
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If Mr. Dunton intended a smileit was a mirthless
one.

** You may thank' the medicine you are so
unwilling to take for that," he said, as Rafe
nibbled daintily at his toast.

I didn't take any—as it happens.”

Rafe's curt, cold responses came little short
of rudeness. John, the colored waiter, who
stood respectfully behind Mr. Dunton's chair,
shook his head sorrowfully.

“The way dat 'ar bay redresses his Uncle
Phil is somethin’ puffic'ly scand'lous,” he re-
marked on his return to the kitchen. ‘" An’ Mr.
Dunton sech a perlite, gen'rous hearted gen'le-
man too.”

Polite Mr. Dunton certainly was on all oc-
casions. It cost nothing and was invaluable as
an aid to his legal practice. As to his generous
heartedness, we shall see further on.

**1 am very sorry, Rafe,” observed his uncle,
after a short pause, ** very sorry that you show
such opposition to—er—my wishes. Health is
—a—paramount to almost every other consider-
ation, Dr. Heintz's last orders before we
left Germany were that the medicine he had
presc}ribed”should be taken regulariy, as your
cough—

** Look here, Uncle Phil,” interrupted Rafe,
setting down his cup of coffee untasted, ‘* my
cough, as you and Doctor Heintz called it,
was simply the result of a severe cold. My
lungs are as sound as yours today.”

“Dr. Heintz, who examined them, told us
otherwise. Possibly the judgment of a phys-
ician with years of experience is better than that
of a headstrong boy.”

‘It is curious,” said Rafe, fixing his eyes stead-
ily on his uncle's face, ** that no one of whom I
inquired while we were staying in Hamburg
seemed to know this Dr. Heintz you recom-
mended so highly.”

There was a shadowy significance in Rafe's
tone, but Mr. Dunton’s imperturbable visage
showed no signs that he had noticed it.

** Possibly,” he coolly replied, ** but I was not
aware that yeur acquaintance was so vary ex-
tensive in a German city of 400,000 inhab-
itants.”

With this gentle sarcasm Mr. Dunton finished
his breakfast in a silence emulated by his
nephew, who ate little and seemed absorbed in
thought.

The meal ended, Rafe followed his uncle to
the handsomely appointed library. It was a
large, well lighted room, whose sides were com-
pletely hidden by well filled bookshelves. A
large writing table stood in the middle of the
apartment, littered with papers and legal look-
ing documents, For Mr. Dunton was a lawyer,
and the library was used as an office,

1 want ten dollars, Uncle Phil."

Mr. Dunton raised his eyebrows in a peculiarly
exasperating manner.

‘1 gave you five the—" here Mr. Dunton
glanced at the open cash book—'* the thirteenth
of last month. What have you done with that,
pray 2"

It was evident hat Rafe was keeping his
temper by a great effort. It was rather humil-
iating for a young fellow having a million dol-
lars held in trust for him until he came of age,
to give account of so small an expenditure.

““ I have spent it in various ways."

“ Such as what, for example 2"
ry smooth and even was Mr. Dunton's
voice as he sat nursing his chin with a slim white
hand. But Rafe had always noticed that in
their brief conversations Mr. Dunton’s eyes had
a trick of avoiding his own,

Rafe choked down an angry reply.

““1can't give you the items., Can I have the
money or not 2"

Very deliberately Mr. Dunton took a closely
written document from one of the table drawers.
It purported to be an exact covy of Rafe’s
father's will, which itselfl was on file in the pro-
bate office for Suffolk County.

“ Oh, for gncdness sake don't bring ¢Zal out
again,” Rafe exclaimed impatiently. For when-
ever any discussion arose as to money matters,
Mr. Dunton was accustomed to produce the
document in question.

Calmly ignoring the remark, the
turned to a particular paragraph

“* Hereby leaving the income said ward shall
receive during his said minority entirely at the
discretion of said guardian my said brother,
having, as before stated, the fullest confidence
in his good judgment.”

Rafe's quick temper got the better of him for
the moment.

“* My father had a confounded sight more con-
fidence in you than I have” he said boldly,
And then as though he feared to trust himself
to say more, Rafe turned abruptly away, leav-
ing Mr. Dunton displaying his teeth to the very
gums.

Going up to his own room, Rafe stood for a
moment looking about him with tightly com-
pressed lips. The furniture was rich and ex-
pensive.  Handsome pictures adorned the walls,
an claborately carved bookcase contained a col-
lection of Rafe’s favorite authors, there were
lounging chairs, a neat roll top desk and a
small upright p.ano.

His boxing gloves, with foils and masks, hung
on one side of the marble mantel with its open
grate. Over it were the branching antlers of a
deer he had himself shot in the Adirondacks
the previous summer. The antlers supported a
fly rod in its case, rifle and donble gun with their
separate cartridge belts.  Under them hung a
Fair of long barreled dueling pistols that had be-
Jonged to some bygone Dunton, It was just
<uch a room as would dehight the eye of most
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young fellows of sixteen. But just then Rafe
saw nothing of its luxury and comfort.

‘* Everything but money—and happiness,” he
muttered.

Stepping to his dressing case, Rafe took up a
foreign looking bottle half filled with a colorless
liquid.

ks I wonder if it is the evil 1n myself that has
suggested what I almost shudder to think might
possibly be true,” was his thought. Then as
though moved by some sudden impulse, Rafe
filled a small vial from the larger bottle. This
he dropped 1nto his pocket, and, taking his hat
left the house.

Every one had acrleasant word or greeting for
Rafe as he passed along the streets. *‘The
young fellow worth a million,"” to quote a local
expression, did not want friends, as may
naturally supposed. But apart from his pro-
spective wealth, Rafe was liked by all with
whom he came in contact. He was genial, un-
affected, clean mouthed and truthful. A rare
combination of virtues in these days.

Added to Rafe’s popularity ‘was an undercur-
rent of sympathy for his delicate health. Mr.
Dunton had hinted with a sad sigh at his
nephew's weak lungs—inherited, he asserted,
from Rafe's mother. And in like manner Mr.
Dunton gave people to understand that their
late trip to Europe had been more for his ward's
health than for pleasure.

Main Street comprises the business center of
Mapleton. Here are handsome blocks of build-
ings with stores and shops innumerable. Be-
fore one of these last, over the door of which
was a weather beaten pestle and mortar with
the words, ** Morier, Druggist and Chemist,”
Rafe stopped.

The shop which he entered a moment later
was small and one of the humblest of its kind.
Everything had a dingy, old fashioned look.
Mr. Morier had once done a good business, but
the rapid growth of the town into a small city,
and consequent competition, had reduced his
trade to a minimum.

No one was in the front part of the shop.
Guided by acheerful whistling and the steady
buzz of a small lathe, Rafe stepped into a little
room, half laboratory half workshop, at the
rear.

“ So glad you're alone, Dick,” he said, dm(g-
ping into a chair and pausing for breath. f
late, walking fast, or indeed any slight exertion,
had brought on a curious dizziness and short-
ness of breath

The lathe stopped. A tall and rather lanky
young fellow of sixteen or seventeen, with ab-
normally long arms, a shrewd, homely fate and
the keenest gray eyes imaginable, turned to greet
him.

‘Without speaking, however.
times was singularly chary of speech. A nod
and a smile did duty in this instance. But at
the same time he eyed Rafe's pale face with a
searching look. After which, stepping to his
side, he took Rafe's wrist in his fingers with
quite a professional air.

For Dick Morier, who had a smattering of a
score of varied accomplish knew ider-
able about the healing art in its simpler forms.
He could even set a broken limb or reduce a
simple dislocation with a fair degree of skill.

‘* Feel better now, old chap ?" he said after
a moment.

Rafe’s face took on its rare smile such as he
vouchsafed to few. For the affection between
these two young fellows of such dissimilar
station in life was as strong as that between
David and Jonathan of old.

“*See here, Dick—we're alone, eh 2"

Ves.!

“Ye

Dick Morier at

“You've seen a copy of the prescription my
medicine that 1 brought from Germany was put
up from 2"

Dick nodded.

** There was arsenic in it, you said. In fact
1 knew that myself, for Doctor Heintz trans-
lated it into English. How much arsenic should
there be to a dose—for safety, I mean ?"

** Father never prescribes over a thirtieth of a

grain.  People sometimes take more—some-
times less, But /7 shouldn't want to go above
that.”

Rafe paused half irresolutely for a moment.

Then he drew the vial containing the mixture
from his pocket.
" he said, quietly, *‘if the druggist, or
whoever put this up in Germany, had made any
mistake—put in too much arsenic, I mean—
analysis would show it, eh 2"

“Of course.”

“ Will you test this for me 2"

Dick took the vial from his friend’s hand, un-
corked it, and touched his tongue to the con-
tents.

** What's put this notion into your head "
he asked, curiously.

“T'll tell you some time," Rafe replied, after
a short pause. ** But it's enough to say now
that I don't think the medicine agrees with me.”

Dick pushed aside a perfect chaos of bottles
of various shapes and sizes from a square deal
table on which stood a spirit lamp. Having
lighted this, he filled a retort with a colorless
fluid taken from a glass stoppered receptacle,
and placed it over the flame.

**What's that 2" inquired Rafe, who was
watching his friend with eager interest.

** Hydroghloric acid.”

Into the rapidly heating acid Dick then poured
the medicine Rafe had submitted to him. When
the wholé had reached the boiling point, the
embryo chemist thrust into the retort a thin
strip of brightly scoured copper.  Letting this
remain an instant, he withdrew it and extin-

guished the lamp. The original brightness of
the copper was changed to a dark iron gray—
almost black.

“Well 2” said Rafe impatiently. For Dick’s
lips had suddenly compressed, and Rafe fancied
Dick looked rather pale.

* Don’t take any more of the infernal stuff,”
he said, shortly. ** There’s five times as much
arsenic at the least calculation as the prescrip-
tion called for. Whoever made such a blunder
ought to be indicted.”

“*If it was a blunder,” muttered Rafe.

CHAPTER 1L
RAFE'S HEROISM,
oy ?@HERE'S one thing I want to say now,"

went on Dick, after a pause, ‘*and

that's about this talk of your weak

lungs. It's pure nonsense. 1'd trust

father's judgment as quick as any physician's in

Mapleton. He's tested yours with the stetho-

ic?jpe. You don't need medicine any more than
0.7

*“ I know it,” was the quiet reply.

‘“ But you're preciously run down—thanks to
that confounded stuff you've been taking as
much as anything else.  Why don’t you go off
somewhere—take a sea voyage, for example 2"

**With Mr. Dunton for a companion? Nou
if I know myself.” And a sort of half shud-
der passed through the speaker’s frame.

* No—alone,” returned his friend, gravely.

1 might as well think of a trip to the moon.
According to the terms of father's will, Mr.
Dunton exercises his own judgment about giv-
ing me money. And in his judgment I'm not
to be trusted with more than five dollars at a
time. Not often even that.”

‘* Curious will. Everything goes to your
uncle in case you die before you come of age
said Dick, abruptly.

** Father was one of those big hearted, honest
men who believe every one else to be as honest
as himsell. He thought Uncle Phil was the
salt of the earth. 7 don’t, though."”

*Nor I,” shortly responded Dick.

* Hullo, what's the row ? " suddenly exclaimed
Rafe. For confused shouts and cries were
heard from the street.

Both boys started simultaneously toward the
door, Rafe rather in advance.

‘ Mad dog! Mad dog!"

Down the busy thoroughfare a dirty white
bull terrier came tearing, with bloodshot eyes
and slavering jaws, snapping and biting at
whatever opposed.

* Mad dog! Mad dog!"

Boys caught up the cry with quavering voices.
The drivers of various vehicles whipped up their
frightened horses, turning wildly to the right
and left. Pedestrians dodged nimbly up the
nearest street or alley. Females gathered their
skirts and fled, shrieking in sore dismay. All
but one—a young girl of sixteen, who was
crossing the street in the direction of the drug
store.

Just as she reached the pavement the infuri-
ated animal swerved from his mad career, and
with a snarl rushed for the girl, who sprang
toward the shop door which Rafe had thrown
open an instant before.

** Quick, miss ! shouted Dick.

But before the girl could reach the haven of
security the bulldog made a sudden leap, and
fastened his fangs in the skirt of her dress.

‘¢ Rafe—great Heavens !

For with a lightning-like movement, Rafe,
alike forgetful of himself and his ailments,
grasped the dog by the throat, and, wrenching
away his hold, bore the savage animal (o the
ground.

In vain the brute writhed and twisted, mak-
ing convulsive efforts to seize his captor. Rafe,
whose knees were pressed heavily on the dog's
broad chest, clutched its throat with a vise-like
grip, born in part of his nervous excitement,
and glanced around him.

A hundred people had gathered, but at a re-
spectful distance. .

** Choke the life out of him, Rafe. RBully for
young Dunton! Hang on, old chap!™ This,
and much more gratuitous adv to simlar
effect, was offered him.

Briggs, the stout policeman, came puffing
down the street, revolver in hand. But before
he got half way to the spot, Dick Morier darted
bareheaded out of the shop door with a blue
glass bottle in his hand.

‘“ One second longer, Rafe.”

Tilting the neck of the bottle, he suffered a
few drops of its contents to fall vpon the dog's
tongue, which, covered with froth, was thrust
from the widely distended jaws.

A sudden cessation of the frantic struggles,
then a quiver ran through the dog's gaunt frame,
and he was dead. Hydrocyanic acid had done it.

A shout went up from the excited throng, who
pressed forward to the spot.

But before either Rafe or Dick could escape
from the chorused congratulations of those
about them, a tall, broad shouldered man, with
‘“tramp " written in his face, as well as im-
printed on his dusty clothes, elbowed his way
rudely through the crowd.

At the sight of the dead brute, a torrent of
fearful maledictions broke from his lips.

** Who killed my dog—show me the man, will
you ?" he savagely demanded. And then the
tramp flung a very much battered hat on the
ground, expectorated on the palms of his grimy
hands, tucked up the sleeves of a ragged coat,
and executed a sort of war dance un the pave-
ment.

** Point out the white livered party, willyou 2
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he yelled, as the crowd shrank back. *‘ Peint
him out while I pulverize him "

“7 had as much to do with it as any one;
your dog was mad, and you look as though you
were!” said Rafe, coolly. For, curiously
enough, neither his exertion nor the excitement
had affected him as it ordinarily would.

** Oh, you did ! " viciously growled the tramp.
‘* Well—take that for your pains !

But Rafe's quick eye, trained by his gymnas-
tic practice, had not Jeft the infuriated face of
the man who was speaking. He felt by intui-
tion that a blow was coming, and, making a
half stride forward, he dropped his head, over
which the huge fist of his opponent shot harm-
lessly.

1f Rafe had been content with the defensive
alone it would have been wiser. But, say what
you will, there is an inherent ** fight” in almost
every nature, which is sure to be roused by open
demonstration on the part of another.

Almost instinctively with his ** ducking,"” Rafe
turned his body a little, and suddenly swung his
clincned knuckles up and outward.

The roar that ascended from enthusiastic and
delighted spectators drowned the voice of the
approaching policeman, who had shouted out
something of a threatening or warning mnature
at the sight of the combatants.

For, as much by good luck as skill, Rafe
caught his antagonist directly under his chin,
sending him on his back in the middle of the
street.

‘* Hooray for Rafe Dunton:” yelled a de-
lighted youth, as the astounded tramp sprang
to his f’eet with a dazed look on his repulsive
features.

** Rafe Dunton !

The tramp's face changed almost as by magic.
It was as though the name he had heard had
turned his fierce anger into astonishment.
Snatching his battered hat from the ground, he
slunk away through the crowd, which fell back
with alacrity to let him through, while the burly
policeman wisely concluded not to foliow.

‘*Say,” the tramp paused to inquire of a red
nosed lounger on the outskirts of the throng,
** who's this young Dunton, any way ?
throttled my dog and gave me the clip under the
jaw—accidental like. Mebbe it'll be my turn to
do the clipping some other time. What's his
father’s name, do you know ? "

The dissolute looking loafer thus addressed
shrugged his shoulders.

‘‘Rafe Dunton? His father's dead. Name
was John, I b’lieve. He left Rafe over a mil-
lion, they say, but he ain’t to have it till he's
twenty one. His gardeen hol's it for him.
They live in the big house you see yonder up
High Street. If Rafe should happ'n to slip his
wind 'fore he comes of age, everything goes to
his guardeen—Philip Dunton, the ;awyer.”

Philip Dunton! The tramp had neard all he
wanted to. He turned abruptly away, while a
look of exultation crossed his face.

**For once in ten years fortune favors you,
James Raymond,"” he muttered, in a stagy sort
of way, quite in contrast with his previous
coarse, slangy manner of speech. ** To think,”
he went on, exultantly, **that I should have
found Phil Dunton living in ease aud comfort
-after all this time. How glad he will be to see
me, though—how truly glad,” he added, with a
sneer.

Leaving Mr. Raymond te his self commun-
ing, let us now return to the prominent charac-
ter in my story—Rafe Dunton.

He was too much surprised at the very unex-
pected result of his blow to heed the applause
with which it was greeted. Cesting one aston-
ished look at the departing tramp, he dodged
into the little drug shop.

Dick Morier had observed all that passed,
through the window.  But seeing that his inter-
ference was not needed, he had witnessed the
tramp's downfall with a rapturous chuckle, and
given his attention to the young girl, who, very
pale and quiet, was evidently fighting downa
feeling of fantness.

“ Drink this, and you'll feel better," said
Dick, in his abrupt way.

The young girl, whose small white fingers
trembled visibly, drank the contents of the glass
Dick had extended, and the color began to come
back to her face.

As she was about to speak, Rafe came sud-
denly in in a state of high glee.

** Who says sparring lessons are no good >"
he cried, laughingly. *‘ Why, the big fellow
would have given me no end of a thrashing
only for that lucky cross counter old Kiralf
used to drill me on. Though it's the first time
I ever struck a blow in anger in my life. And
I'm sure I didn't mean—"

Here Rafe became conscious for the first time
of the presence of the young girl whom, for the
moment, he had nearly forgotten.

She rose to her feet at once.

** I do not know who it is who was so brave
to save me from the terrible dog,” she said, in
a voice to which a slight foreign accent added a
certain charm, ‘‘and I cannot say the words of
thanks—"

‘* There isn't any need to thank me," inter-
rupted Rafe impulsively, *so please don't say
any more. I am Raphael Dunton. This is my
friend, Dick Morier.”

The young girl's color deepened under Rafe's
respectfully admiring gaze. She had charming
brunette features, dark eyes shaded by long,
curling lashes, and clustering dusky hair cut
short, and parted on one side like a bo:

**And I am Natalie Forest,” she said 3

* Natalie Forest 2" exclaimed Dick, with a
sudden show of interest. * Why, you, then,

He that -
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must be the famous girl violinist who is to play
at the opera house tonight."

1 am Natalie—yes. But famous—ah, no.
1t is only that I love the music so, and have
known to play since I was very young.”

**You are not very old now, Miss Natale,"
remarked Rafe, smiling.

**1 have the age of sixteen,” answered Nata-
e, returning the smile. ‘ But now I must go
back to the hotel; Monsieur Reynard will have
anxiel{) that 1 am so long away.”

To Dick’s secret annoyance, Rafe immediately
volunteered to accompany her.

‘* As though she couldn’t walk half a dozen
blocks without some one for an escort,” he told
himself, contemptuously. But, as I have said,
Dick was no lady’s man.

CHAPTER IIL
RAFE GETS AN ALLOWANCE.

EMEMBER about the medicine, Rafe,”
called Dick, as the door closed behind
them.

** Medicine ? It is not that you are
sick, Mr. Raphael Dunton ?” said Natalie, with
surprised eyes.  For, excepting his extreme pal-
lor, there was certainly no suggestion of inva-
lidism in the tall, wellbuilt young fellow beside
her. He was straight and strong looking, for
the excitement had made Rafe forget his lassi-
tude. *

But the simple question brought back Rafe's
half formed suspicions—if such they might be
called—in full force.

““No, Miss Natalie,” he answered, with at-
tempted lightness, **I don’t think Iam in the
least.  Only my guardian thinks so—or I sup-
pose he does. And—the medicine he wishes
me to take doesn’t seem to agree with me.

**Then 1 would take it not any more," said
Natalie, promptly. And Rafe responded with
considerable emphasis that he didn’'t mean to,

** Guardian ?  remarked Natalie, inquiringly.
**Is it then that you have not parents as my-
self 27

Rafe shook his head sadly.

“PF cannot remember my mother or father,”
was his reply.

“* And I recall mine but as in the dream of
night,” said Natalie, in a low tone. ‘‘ But we
are at the hotel.  And you must meet Monsieur
Reynard, that he may thank you for this you
have done.”

No, Rafe thought he would not. Miss Nata-
lie had thanked him more than enough. Per-
haps he should have the pleasure of listening to
her playing that evening.

**1 had rather play for you some time not in
the public,” responded Natalie, simply. But
there was no chance for further talk. Rafe had
accompanied the graceful girl to the staircase in
the large hall of the Mapleton hotel, and there
bade her good by. Many eyes followed pretty
Natalie as she tripped up stairs to her room,
but Rafe’s mind was too full of more serious
matters just then to think further of the young
musician.

By this time the story of his encounter with
the four legged brute, as also with the two
legged one, had reached the hotel.

Before Rafe could get out of the door, half a
dozen young men of his acquaintance laid forci-
ble hands on him and dragged him into the
large billiard room at one side of the hall.

‘“Here's the fellow himself, Mr. Reynard,”
cried young Fowler, addressing a well dressed
gentleman who was leaning against the bar
counter at the rear.

It would seem that the news of Natalie's res-
cue had but just been received by Mr. Reynard.
For, as Rafe very unwillingly suffered himself
1o be urged forward, the gentleman addressed
by young Fowler gave a theatrical start.

“Do I indeed behold him—the preserver of
my cheyld,” he exclaimed, melodramatically.
And Mr. Reynard, who was tall, sallow, and
whose ferocious mustache looked purple in a
strong light, shook Rafe's hand as though he
were a long lost friend of his youth.

Rather ruddy was the tip of Mr. Reynard's
Roman nose, which, with a certain bagginess
under his eyes, spoke of habits the reverse of
abstemious” in - these his later years. He had
once been a somewhat famous actor, but of
former gifts only a remarkably fine baritone
voice remained. Many of his stage manner-
isms Mr. Reynard still clung to.

Rafe, considerably embarrassed, murmured
something inaudible, and would fain have fled.

But the ex actor, after vainly pressing Rafe to
drink, held him buuonhulecr to the infinite
amusement of young Fowler and his compan-
ions, \:'ho were poking the billiard balls about.

“* When 1 say ‘ my child,” Mr.—er—Dunton,”
went on Mr. Reynard, in a deep voice, *I
would not have you misapprehend my meaning.
Natalie is—if I may so express it—the child of
mystery. Fourteen years ago she was left a
*}‘falrleis infant at the foundling hospital in

18.

“M'- Reynard's speech and manner were so
stagy” ‘that Rafe fancied he might be re-
dearsmg something from an old time melo-
lfﬂll'{a: But the ex tragedian, coming down to
b? stilted language, went on to explain that,
ing chlldless.. he and his wife, who were then
maktl‘ﬂggconunemal tour, took Natalie from
etl'osi)ual and formally adopted her. Very
rarly in life she developed a wonderful musical
tlent. This they had fostered to the utmost
extent,
pI:“_iShe d charm the bird from a tree with he:
e ng," said M.r, Reynard, forgetful, in his
"isiasm, of his usual high flown speech,
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But, mindful of the relapse, he added in a
deep bass ;

‘* And the day may come when Natalie shall
wear a coronet. Wait! We shall see;"” and
Mr. Reynard nodded with an air of gloomy
mystery.

Rafe was considerably amused at the pecu-
liarities of his new acquaintance, and at the
same time he felt a curious sensation of relief
to know that Natalie was not the red nosed
actor's daughter.

But as Rafe had no taste for lingering in such
laces, he excused himself and took his leave.
n fact he was anxious to hear what his guar-

dian would say when he came to speak of the
gross mistake of the German druggist. At
least he presumed the prescription had been put
up by a druggist. Mr. Dunton, who had
brought the medicine back to the hotel, had so
stated. So he hastened home.

But if he had cherished any secret idea that
his guardian would betray signs of surprise or
stronger emotions upon learning the result of
the analysis of the German medicine, he was
doomed to disappointment.

Beyond the faint elevation of his eyebrows
which Rafe so disliked, not a feature of Mr.

_Dunton’s imperturbable visage moved.

Leaning back in his office chair the lawyer
tapped his glistening teeth with a paper cutter,
and looked over Rafe's head at the whitewashed
ceiling.

‘‘ May I inquire the name of the—a—know-
ing individual who made this remarlable dis-
covery 2" he asked blandly.

** Dick Morier.”

‘T thought as much,” was the contemptuous
response. ‘* An idle young fellow—jack-of-all-
trades and master of none—trying to make
capital out of his intimacy with you, because
some day he expects you'll be worth a million !
A very interesting person to make a chemical
test, I must say.”

** Perhaps you'd be better satisfied if I took
the medicine into Boston to an expert,” coolly
returned Rafe.

Was jt fancy, or did Mr. Dunton give a half
perceptible start at the suggestion 2 Rafe was
not quite sure.

““There is no use continuing this discussion,”
he said in a voice which trembled with anger—
or some other emotion. ‘' The whole thing is
simply an excuse to disregard my authority. I
shall say no more. If you choose to leave off a
medicine prescribed and put up by a—one of the
most celebrated doctors in Hamburg, the con-
sequences are on {uur own head.”

““I thought Dr. Heintz only wrote the
prescription—you said that a druggist put up
the medicine,” quickly returned Rafe.

A faint red spot appeared on either side of
Mr. Dunton’s smooth shaven face.

“Dr. Heintz is a physician and pharmacist
both—you misunderstood me,"” he hurriedly
responded.

Rafe had done nothing of the kind, but he
made no answer,

“* You—a—Ileft the room so hastily this morn-
ing,” went on Mr. Dunton with an’ assumption
of mildness, **that I had no chance to dis
money matters with you further. I have de-
cided, after deliberation, to make you an allow-

ance of twenty five dollars a month for ket
money. Here is the first installment. I hope
you will make a good use of it.”

Mr. Dunton took bills to the amount men-
tioned from a well filled pocketbook and ex-
tended it to his nephew.

**Thank you,” coldly returned Rafe. The
money was his own, hence he felt .o particular
gratitude. And further than that a remembered
line of Virgil flashed through his mind: ** We
fear the Greeks even bearing gifts.”

But as may be supposed, Rafe kept his
thoughts to himself. Putting the money in his
pocket, he bethought himself of his morning’s ad-
venture, and, with becoming modesty, gave Mr,
Dunton the particulars of the affair.

“You are perfectly sure the dog didn't bite
you—that his teeth didn’t even scraich you any-
where 2" hastily asked Mr. Dunton.

“ Perfectly.”

Thus assured, Mr. Dunton crossed his legs
and his finger tips. Then he cleared his throat.

Rafe's familiarity with the—er—lower classes,
he said, troubled him exceedingly. The—a—
unfortunate events of the forenoon were directly
resultant from his ward's intimacy with young
Morier. Thus he (Rafe) had—er—imperiled his
life for a—a—stage performer. He had en-
gaged in a street row with a tramp. What did
he (Rafe) expect to cometo? And soon, till
Rafe's patience gave way and ke left the room
as abruptly as in the morning.

And once by himself, Mr. Dunton threw off
his mask. His face took on a look compounded
of fear and anxiety. After a few moments of
indecision, he went up to Rafe's room. Taking
the medicine from his nephew’s dressing case,
he carried it back to his office. Then with a key
from the writing table drawer, he unlocked a deep
burglar proof closet let into the brickwork on one
side of the open fireplace, and pushed the bottle
back on one of the shelves. This done, he be-
gan pacing the office floor as was his wont
when engaged in deep thought.

A peremptory ring at the door was followed
by John's voice in seeming expostulation or ar-
gument. Then approaching footsteps were
heard.

““ Dis indivigel 'sists on seein' you, sah,”
said John, throwing open the door, “ but 1 tole
him you was busy—"

John's expostulation was cut short by the
door being slammed in his face, Not by Mr.

Dunton, but the visitor, who had entered the
office uninvited. After which he sat down ina
richly upholstered chair and returned Mr. Dun-
ton's majestic frown with one of unabashed
effrontery.
CHAPTER 1V,
AN ENCOUNTER IN DEEP WATER.

EALLY,” began the lawyer, with a

glance at the newcomer's face and

dilapidated clothing, ‘‘really, you

seem to make yourself very much at

home."
** That's a way I have, Phil Dunton,” was the
cool reply.

At the voice, Mr. Dunton’s usually immovable
features took on an ashy pallor. He dropped
into his office chair as though he had been shot.

** I—thought—you—were—dead—James Ray-
mond ! " he gasped as with dilating eyes he sat
staring at the trampish looking visitor.

“ No thanks to you, I ain't,” was the bitter
response, and then there was a pause.

Mr. Dunton rose and staggered rather than
walked to the closet. Unlocking it, he poured
himself out a glass of brandy, which he drank at
a draught.

“Well, that's cool. Just fill me a little of
that stuff,” remarked Mr. Raymond with an ap-
preciative smack of his lips, ** and see that you
don’t poison it, Phil," he added, with easy
familiarity.

“I'd like to,” muttered the lawyer under his
breath.

But he made no audible reply, and having
served his visitor as requested, sat down again.

* Well, what do you want ?" he asked with
an effort, as Mr. Raymond placed the empty
tumbler on the table.

His visitor rose, opened the door and peered
out. Then he closed it and turned the key in
the lock. *

“ Money. Don't I look as though I need it 2"
was the significant response.

As a matter of fact, he did. His hair and
beard were long and straggling. His clothing
torn and dirty, his shoes broken at the sides.

1 want out of you, Phil Dunton,” he went
on in a louder tone, *‘the sum of five thousan'
dollars in clean cash, and I want it mighty soon,
too!"

** And supposing I don't happen to have so
much money in the world, what then 2"

*There's no such supposing. This house
and the way it's fitted up, don't look as though
you were very poor.”

** The house and everything in it belongs to
my ward and nephew, Rafe Dunton. 1 don't”
own so much as the chair I'm sitting in.”

“ The young fellow who throttled my dog
this morning >" returned Raymond fiercely.
‘1 like to have my fingers about Ass neck a
moment or two."

** Ah,” said the lawyer with a peculiar expres-
sion, ‘it was yowr dog my nephew was brag-
ging about killing, eh? And he gave you a
thrashing to boot, if 1 understood him cor-
rectly 2"

The man uttered an execration so vindictive
and full of. ferocity that Mr. Dunton mvolun-
tarily shuddered.

**So he brags of thrashing me, does he ?”
growled Raymond, clinching his huge fist.
**'Well, wait a little.” Then suddenly chang-
ing his voice and manner he said :

** But to get back to business—how about the
money 2"

1 couldn't raise five thousand dollars to save
my life,” was the short reply, ** especially to pay
blackmail.”

Raymond’s coarseness of speech and manner
seemed to drop suddenly away from him as he
rose to his full height.

* Blackmail you call jt, eh > Then you pre-
fer being exposed ? You would like to have
your record shown while you were living by
your wits in Europe some filteen years since,
perhaps. Especially one particular transaction,
in which I was hired by you to—"

Mr. Dunton, whose face was almost livid,
threw out his hand.

** Hush, for Heaven's sake ! he exclaimed,
half imploringly, *“I'll see what I can do for
vou,"
© +1 thought you would," said Raymond, seat-
ing himself again, with a repetition of his un-
pleasant smile,

“The world doesn't seem to have used you
very well in all these years,” remarked the law-
ver, after a short pause.

**I have had my ups and downs, like other
men,"” was the moody reply. *‘Idrifted over
here last fall. Hunted high and low, but couldn’t
hear of you. Got very hard up for cash, and
started to tramp down "to Vermont, where I've
some foiks I haven't seen for years. Struck the
town here this morning, but never dreamed you
were living here on the fat of the land.”

The lawyer took a fifty dollar bill from his
wallet, which Raymond eagerly clutched.

*“That must last till I can raise some more
for you," muttered Dunton.

**Lasy enough to raise it with a million or so
belonging to your ward in your hands,” was the
jeering response. Then Raymond continued :

‘“Some one told me if this Rafe, as you call
him, died, the whole property would fall to you.
Is that so 2™

Mr. Dunton nod. :d coldly.

There was a suggestive pause. As though
some familiar thought of similar nature was in
the mind of each, their eyes met, but only for a
brief moment. Each knew the other thoroughly.
Each believed the other capable of any villainy
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that could be accomplished without fear of de-
tection. Only the one covered his designs with
a cloak of respectability ; the other did not.

Ra{/mond rose and unlocked the door.

** When shall I come again ? " he asked.

*‘ Well--day after tomorrow," was the hesi-
tating reply. ‘*And for goodness sake, Ray-
mond, make yourself look half respectable
before you do come, or I shall be accused of
barboring tramps.”

“T'lIl attend to that,” briefly answered the
other, and then took his leave.

An hour later a complete metamorphosis had
taken place in his outward appearance. A bath,
a barber, and a suit of second hand clothing,
clean linen, new hat and shoes, had effected
the transformation.

That evening, drifting aimlessly about the
street, he came upon the brilliantly lighted
opera house. Glancing carelessly at the names
of the performers, both vocal and instrumental,
one in particular seemed to arrest his attention.

*¢* Miss Natalie, the wonderful girl violinist,""
muttered Raymond. **Natalie—why that was
the name of—" And here he stopped. ** But
of course it's only a coincidence,” was his next
connected reflection.

Now in early life, James Raymond, who, let
me say in passing, was well born and well edu-
cated, had a passionate love of music.

Through the long windows drifted the notes
of a piano as an accompaniment to Reynard's
deep baritone in ** Rocked in the Cradle of the
Deep. *

This it was which decided Raymond. Buy-
ing a ticket at the door, he was shown to an
orchestra seat. Curiously enough the chairs
next him were occupied by Rafe and his friend,
Dick Morier. Absorbed in the music they gave
no heed to the newcomer, who ground his
teeth viciously at the sight of unconscious Rafe.

** Violin obligato—Miss Natalie ” followed the
baritone solo on the programme. Agrace{ul
young girl in white, with short dark hair crisp-
ing about her well shaped head, appeared on
the stage.

“The living image of another Natalie," was
his excited thought.

And if his newly aroused suspicions proved
correct, Mr. James Raymond saw how he might
turn his knowledge to profit in the future.

There was excellent sea bathing at Devere
Beach, some two miles distant from Mapleton.

On the day following the concert Rafe Dun-
ton was one of the throng of pleasure seekers
who made their way thither.

‘The sea was blue and sparkling in the warm
sunlight. Scores of noisy bathers were frolick-
ing in the surf, while a few of the more adven-
turous struck boldly out beyond the surf line.
Nearly an eighth of a mile from shore was a
large black ‘* can” buoy—the extreme limit for
even the most expert swimmers. Indeed on ac-
count of the danger from cramps and undertow
few ever ventured so far.

But on this particular morning the sea was
unusually smooth and the water warm ; and
Rafe, seeing a swimmer evidently headed for the
buoy, took the same direction mmself,

Though since his presumed illness other
forms of exertion often brought on shortness of
breath or slight faintness, swimming never af-
fected him in that way. Ratherthereverse. The
chear, cool salt water seemed to strengthen and
stimulate him.

He easily gained on the man ahead of him,
who wa: mming very leisurely. As the latter
heard Rafe's steady strokes behind, he turned
his head. A second glance showed Rafe that
the swimmer was the person who had occupied
the chair next his own at the concert of the pre-
vious evening.

‘“But where have I seen him before that 2"
thought Rafe. And he wondered a little that
as he drew still nearer, the man scowled at him
in a mann«r that to say the least was discourte-
ous.

The buoy, rising and falling with the ocean
swell, was only some twenty feet away. Iron
rings were attached at intervals to the sides, to
which the swimmer could cling while resting.

Rather to Rafe's surprise, the swimmer, who
seemed perfectly at home in the clear element,
suddenly ceased swimming, and still facing him,
began treading water as though waiting for
Rafe to come up. His tightly clinging bathing
shirt displayed the proportions of a perfect
athlete,

‘* Nice day for bathing," said Rafe pleasantly.

Raymond—for it was he—did not immediately
reply. There was a strange sinister look in his
eye which Rafe could not in the least under-
stand.

**You are the young follow who choked my
dog to death and—struck me,” he said in a cun-
ously repressed voice—but Rafe recognized it at
once.

Keeping himselfl afloat by slow motions of
arms and hands, Rafe stared at the speaker n
surprise.

**Oh, it’s you,” he coolly returned. **Yes, I
did both the things you mention. But your dog
was springing at a young girl1f you remember.
And you—struck at me first.”

Raymond glanced swiftly about him. The
two were as much alone as in a desert in one
sense. All the swimmers were beyond the surf
line.

* I said my turn would come,” he exclaimed
hoarsely, then threw himself suddenly forward
as though to seize Rafe by the throat, which he
certainly would have done but for a strange
thing which happened.

(70 be continued,)
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PANSIES.
BY RUTH MOORE.
On lhe;iarlin[f]liu}e [:ml \
Rising from their lowly places,
i n the ﬂD{rrr bed.
Royal purple with heart of gold ;
Saucy yellow ones to unfold, :
And nod to dainty white.
Always the one message sending
To the lonely heart when bending
‘Neath its Iuadlol care,
“ I am thinking now of you,”
Is the message sweet and true
Which they send to all.
— e

Bait versus Flies.

RY JOHN V. CONDIT.

TUHE average boy likes to go fishing
i% whenever he can get the chance.
Meaning of course the genuine
boy. The make believe man, given to
cigarettes and high collars, is above such
trivialities. Nothing belowa professional
base ball match for him.
But to the healthy, sensible boy read-
er of the Arcosy, fish-
ing is always a source cf
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morning and late at night. They [re-
quent certain places along the shore in
preference to others. All these facts are
known to Dick and Tom with others of
similar import. And taken advantage
of as well.

Now I know that in thus making men-
tion of bait fishing, the professional may
sneer at what he calls my unsportsman-
like method.

But [ am not writing for professional
fishermen. [ couldn't if I would and
wice versa. There are dozens of books
written for them by men who know
whereof they speak. Fly fishing is of
course the truly scientific method in
brook, lake and pond fishing.

But suppose, in the first instance, the
boys I am talking to have not the means
of buying a fly rod nor the skill and ex-
perience for tying the various wonder-
fully hued flies employed. Then again

take the average brook fishing, as it is
found in the country—for there is some

tity. But a bit of fresh meat from a
newly killed ** mutton " did the business,
and | brought back a string of trout that
turned the tables on my two friends. I
may add that 1 didn’t use a fly for
two simple reasons, I had none, and
shouldn't have known how to use it if ]
had, And in Labrador streams Lrout
will bite almost any known bait from
sultperk to a trout’s eye, which the aver-
age Labradorian thinks best of all. I
may add in passing, that the black flies
and mosquitoes are more particular,
They bite only the skin of the stranger,
but with a fierce eagerness that makes
up fo: all seeming fastidiousness.

A boy handy with tools might enjoy
making his own rod for bait fishing. 1
have in mind a nephew of mine who
thus got up a very neat one whichserved
his purpose far better than such as his
means could afford to buy, to say nothing
of the pleasure in using a rod of one's
own manufacture.

pleasure, whether ‘n the
shape of flounders in the
cove, smelts in the har-
bor, pickerel and perch
in the pond or trout in
the brook—all are fish
that come to his net—
meaning of course the
hook.

Almosl any one can go
fishing. To catch fish is
quiteanother thing. That
is, to make anything like
a success of it:  You will
hear boys speak of Dick
or Tom being a ** lucky "
fisherman. Emerson
wrote : '* Shallow men
believe in luck—strong
men in cause and effect.”
And nine times out of
ten you will find that
Dick or Tom’s *‘luck”
arises from knowing that
certain causes produce
certain effects.

For example. You
perhaps strike a trout
brook at a favorable
losking spot. There is
a swirling eddy at the
foot of a miniature Jall.
Assuming that you are
fishing with bait you
hurry to the brookside
regardless of the fact
that the morning sun is
at your back. In con-
junction with your rod
you announce tlo the
wary trottthat *coming
events cast their shadows
before,” And your ef-
forts are in vain,

Half an hour later Dick or Tom ap-

pears. In view of the sun’s position he
has chosen the opposite bank. lle ap-
proaches with cautious step. Nor docs
hook and sinker strike the water with a

splash. Easily it sinks under the eddics
of foam. Suddenly his linc tightens
Habet! He has it! Only a brook trout
weighing three or four ounces, but yor
couldn't catch it.

Again. With a vague idea that the

trout won't know the difference, you have
roughly knotted a stout mackerel line
about the shank of a hook you used in
flounder fishing. Rits of the frayed end
are sticking out. A rusty nail or a split
buck shot serves as sinker; even the
worms ia the tin mustard box are dull
looking, lifeless things.

Dick uses a fine silk line and buys
small hooks, " pauged” on gut leaders.
If he uses a sinker at all it is a single
split BB shot. His angle worms were
dug the night before and allowed to scour
themselves bright in wet moss. Cause
and effect again. He brings home half
a dozen trout to your one,

So too in pickerel and perch fishing.
Dick or Tom has taken pains to study
the thing up a bit. In ** skittering™
among the lily buds for the former he
knows a cloudy sky with a light breeze
ruffling the surface is by far the best
Even the strip of salt pork or the frog's
hinder extremities he uses for bait, look
more alluring somechow than your own.
He throws it too in such a ¢ that it
lights gently on the surface, while its sub-
sequent movements are easy—natural if
you will. Perch bite best early in the

real country left in
the interior of New

the

nishing most
SpOTE  are  narrow
and alder fringed.
Above the alders ex-
tend the branches
of various forest
trees.  The first cast

of a fly in nine out
of ten cases entan-
gles the outfit half a
dozen feet over the fisherman's head, just
about the time it may be when he has
seen a half pound trout break water in
the pool beneath, And oh what * bitter
burning thoughts ™ come to the wrathful
amateur as, with a swarm of bloodthirsty
mosquitoes about his head, he “shins "
the tree torecover the tackle. Bait fishing
comes in best here every lime—speaking
more particularly for the amateur,

Then there are certain conditions of
water and weather when the fly fisher-
man may whip the pools or ponds in
vain, while the bait isherman has ex-
cellent success, I remember on a cer-
tain midsummer trip to Labrador, how
two friends, having expensive rods and
elaborate tackle, toiled all the day, follow-
ing stream after stream in vain, They
had gently chaffed me by reason of my
simple outfit costing somewhere in the
neighborhood of two dollars, for I had
taken the trip for health, not trout.  But
to make a long story short | went
ashore by myself. Angle worms in
Labrador scem to be an unknown gquan-

TWO STYLES OF FISHING—COMPARING RESULTS,

Ned first procured from the local car-
riage maker a straight grained cut of
seasoned ash about seven feet long by
an inch and a quarter in diameter or
thickness. This he planed down square,
tapering it gradually till the smaller
end was a trifle over a half inch in thick-
ness. Then from the same place he ob-
tained two lancewood strips about half
an inch thick. Planing down about six
inches of the end of each to make a
“lap,” or overlapping splice, he glued
the two together. In a longer pole three
or even four pieces may be thus joined.
When the jointing was dry, Ned planed
his lancewood to a taper—its thicker end
being the same diameter as the smaller
one of the ash piece or butt.

Then, uniting the ash and lancewood
with the glued lap splice, Ned, when it
was perfectly dry, began at the smaller
end and planed each side with an even
taper downward, having due reference
to the “swell " or fullest part of the butt
where it is grasped by the hands.

Then placing the whole in position, he

NUMBER 2

planed down each of the sof edges, thus
giving an octagonal form. After genis
**springing " it he shghtly reduced thos
parts which seemed a trifie stiffer, planed
the whole down tosuch proportion as b«
eye suggested, after which the file and
sand paper came into use—perfect ever.
ness and roundness being observed s
that the spring should be equal.

With stoutly waxed thicknesses of
shoemaker's threads, Ned ‘‘woolded
(I use the old fashioned term) the buit
and lancewood termination. For the
splice in the two lancewood lengths, he
used four parts of waxed silk. Thus s
rod was in itself complete. Or so &
would have seemed to myself, 1 not hav.
ing the slightest mechanical ingenuity.

But Ned was not content until he had
neatly affixed a wired loop at the end of
the lancewood tip, and placed rings at
intervals along the rod underneath in
the same manner as those on what he
called the *boughten” ones. Alsoa
brass ferule that he ham-
mered out himself, on
the extreme end of the
butt 1o prevent it from
splitting. I might add
that Ned, in place of var.
nishing the butt thus com-
pleted, first rubbed in a
thorough filling of ol
and after it was dry var-
nished over that. The
lancewood itseli—so he
told me—may occasion-
ally be oiled.

Of course Ned useda
reel, but one of the most
inexpensive pattern. ln
fact he did not really ure
one, still it looked wellas
an appendage. Like
myself, he knew nothing
of the fly fisher's turn of
the wrist in hooking—oar
**striking”  the finny
prey, nor of playing it
afterward. A reason for
this of course was the
comparatively small size
of the trout in the brook
which I have used as
typical of New England’s
interior resources. A
sudden “*yank " — that
was the only requirement
after the four or possi-
bly six ounce trout was
hooked, Then a will
scramble 10 secure the
finny prey. That ended
it—ull the cleaning and
subsequent cookery.

Well, speaking from
personal remembrance,
I don't know but we

bait fishers enjoyed nat
only our primitive meth-
ods and their fairly satis-
factory results, quite as
well as the amateur pro-
fessional of the pre
day, if I may
him,

1 mean the young fcl-
low of means whose oul-
fit costs him anywhore
from twenty five 02
hundred dollars. You
hear of him during sum-
mer vacations as bring-
ing to the hotel it m:y
be two—perhaps three—
hundred rout.  Size not  specified—
weight averaged. The general average
rather large, 1o speak mildly.

Still, there are the two broadsides to
be discharged atevery disputed question,
Even after I became the poorest kind of
an amateur fly fisher (and that is saying
much) I began to wonder why the aver
age bait fisher wouldn't allow the grub
to evolute into the winged lure—partic-
ularly in the case of the trout. Yel
presume [ caught one *‘on the fiy "0
half a dozen by the primitive method
first mentioned.  And perhaps some day
I may try to explain the whys and where-
fores. 7

so call

e
A CASE OF DASHED HOPES.
STRANGER (in drug store)—**You seem 10
carry an extensive line of good
Proprietor (affably)—* Yes,
** I've been told that you are a reliable manto
deal with,"
** You will find everything just as represented,
sir, What can 1 have the pleasure of doing
for you 2" .
*+1 guess I'll take a look at the directory,”
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NIGHT.
BY E. W. LUMMIS.
WheN the sweet breath that fills
The heart of sunset o'er the west is rolled,
And dissipates the imperishable hills
To haziness of gold ;
When Titan Night anew 4 y
Heaves o'er the globe her starry link’d chain
From lonely Sirius in the southern blue
Round to the frozen Wain:
Then the vivacious air i
Is filled with sprites ; beneath its dusky stole
Far spaces through the opening hemisphere
Flush crimson with a soul.
-

[This story commenced in No. 280.]
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The Treasure Cave of the Incas.
By G. M. FENN,
Author of ““In the Wilds of New Mexico," elc.

CHAPTER XIV.
LOST IN THE CAVE.

E pushed off, poling ourselves along
under the arch, the stream widening
and not being very rapid after we had
passed the first dozen yards.

The navigation proved so easy that we were
able to glance about at the sides and roof,
which often nearly touched us, compelling us to
stoop, while at other times the tunnel opened
out and we seemed to be making our way
through a narrow lake. But it soon contracted
again, and I should think our onward progress
must have been through the damp, dark, wind-
ing way for quite a couple of mil

After seeing nothing but shining glistening
rock above us for hours, we seemed to have
come to the end of our uneventful journey in a
large irregularly shaped chamber whose roof of
veined rock was about forty feet above us.

The stream had widened out into a little lake
again, leaving on one side a sandy shore some
six or eight feet wide. The waters
were troubled, and for a while we sat
wondering and listening to a loud
moaning roar coming apparently
from a distance. Then pushing on
by the side, we coasted around the
place till we reached the sandy shore
and rested; for though the water
flowed out through the arch by which
we had entered, there was no way of
further exit from the great vault.

This, then, was the extent of the
cavern river, and it was with disap-
pointment that I went slowly round
once more, poling the raft over the
troubled waters, to find that there
was no likelihood of a discovery here.
The sandy shore was the only land-
ing place, and unless the treasure was
buried there I could see no other spot
where a search could be made. As
to the lake’s depth, of that we could
tell nothing, only that at every at-
tempt to touch bottom we withdrew
our poles with a shiver.

Here, then, was the source of the
river, which rose from springs some-
where far below—springs which
caused the bubbling we saw, making
our little raft to rock terribiy in one
part we passed over, so that we
gladly sought the sandy shore and
there remained listenin to the
lapping of the water and the faint
distant roar.

“There must be another cavern
beyond this, Tom,” I said aftera
thoughtful use. ‘‘Look!" I
added eagerly, as 1 stood on the
sandy slip of land and held up the
light above my head, pdinting the while to the
end of the vault ; ** there's a rift up there, Tom,
if we could climb to it, and that’s where that
roaring noise comes through.” %

We landed, and fastened the raft to one of
the poles, which we drove firmly into the sandy
beach. Then, stepping cautiously along over the
sand, which gave way and seemed to shiver be-
neath our feet, we reached the end of the vault,
and with very little difficulty climbed from
cranny to cranny till we gained the opening—a
mere slit between two masses of rock.  Through
this we had to squeeze ourselves, and then wind
up and up between block after block, that
%mke«l as though they had been riven asunder
In some convulsion of nature.

Two or three times we were for going back,
50 arduous was the ascent ; but determined to
see our adventure to the end, we pressed on,
ever higher, till the noise became almost deaf-
ening, while a cold dank wind ma'xde our lights
to f_huler. and once they threatened to become
extinct.  But five minutes later we were stand-
Inginavast vault stretching out as far as our
feeble light would show us, while about fifty
feet to our left, in one black, gloomy, unbroken
torrent, a cascade of water, black as night, fell

Tom some great height above, till it reached
the basin below us, which, even with our
trembling lights, shone forth in a silvery irides-
cent foam.

We could hardly hear the words we uttered
fom time to time, but we felt but little inclina-
tion to speak, so awe inspiring was the scene
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before us; and it was not until we had been
gazing for some time that we ventured to climb
down lower and lower, to find that the bottom
of the cavern was a basin of restless water, from
which it was evident some portion escaped
through a natural conduit to the vault below,
while probably the rest made its way to the vast
gulf we had before seen.

Then up and down—now near the great foam-
ing basin, then with arduous climbing close tothe
dome that formed the roof—I searched about,
well aided by Tom, who seemed to think that I
was looking for something precious, though he
said nothing.

‘With the exception of the bright veins I have
mentioned there was no trace of gem or precious
metal. The sides and roof sparkled and glis-
tened again and again, but it was only with
some stalactitic formation—beautiful to the eye,
but worthless ; and at last I felt that this was
labor in vain. There was no treasure there

Then we ‘urned to
go, but only to en-
courter an unex-
pected difficulty. The
chamber was so vast
and the rift by which
we had entered the
sloping side so high
uy midst crags re-
sembling one another
that we had great dif-
ficulty in finding it,
and ! remember shud-
derin, as I thought of
the “onsequences of
being 'ost there in i
the dark.

We had to set our- /1
selves determinedly

OUR SEARCH FOR

THE

BUKLIED

to the task of finding our way back. and after a
weary climb Tom pointed it out.

If anything, the descent was more laborious
than the climbing up; but at last, tired out, we
reached the vaulted chamber with its troubled
lake and narrow sandy strip of shore—a wel-
come place, gloomy and horrible as it was, for
it meant rest upon our raft, and the gliding out
with the stream to the entrance arch, and then
not so very long a journey to the blessed light
of heaven.

HARLY

That cry burst from our lips simultaneously,
as, climbing down to reach the sand, we held
our lights low to see—what ?

There must have been a sort of tide in the
lake, small as it was ; for the water was bubbling
up more fiercely with a hissing noise. There
was no sand—the waters had covered it ; there
was no raft—the pole had been loosened by the
water and the raft had gone.

‘We were left to a horrible death—aself sought
death ; and as I thought of what I had done in
my insensate greed for gold I could have
groaned aloud.

Calling upon speechless Tom, I told him to
light a piece more oakum ; and he did so, to re-
veal plainly the raft floating about right at the
end of the great vault, and apparently nearing
the arch of exit.

What were we to do ?

There was but one answer. Dash into that
horrible black lake and swim to the raft, or else
stay and die.

TREASURE.

It was dreadful, to plunge into those mysteri-
ously disturbed waters, containing who could
tell what hideous monsters ?>—to swim, or try to
swim, where the strange eddies might draw the
struggling wretch down |

‘“ Light another piece of oakum, Tom," I said
hoarsely. ‘‘ Perhaps the water on the sand is
shallow and we might walk along to the other
end, and then try to swim together; it would
not be half so far. But stay—hold my hand
while I step down and try.”

‘We crept down to where the sand had been
bare when we left it, though loose and yielding ;
and, sticking the short piece of candle in a
crevice, Tom seized my hand firmly and 1
stepped down into the water, but only to cry to
Tom to draw me forth, for the sand was quick
now and watery, and more dangerous to him
who ventured upon it than the lake itself.

It was not without a sharp struggle that I
once more stood beside Tom upon the ledge of

rock. Without a word he drew
out the oakum and prepared to
light it, while, half beside myself
with horror, I tried to caicuiate how
far was the distance, and whether,
by well marking the spot where the
raft floated, we could not contrive
to hit it in swimming in the dark.
That we should have toswim in the
dark I knew; for neither of us, 1 felt, could
then have swum with one hand, holding a light
above the troubled waters with the other.

Just then Tom's oakum blazed up behind me,
to light up the vault with its sparkling stalactitic
roof, glistening sides, and strangely agitated
water. There floated the raft plainly enough
just in front of the arch, and so near to our reach
that in an instant Tom had thrown off, his cap,
wallet, and jacket beside the candles stuck in
the rock and the still burning oakum, i

““No, Tom—no ! " I cried, catching at him
““you must not risk it.”

“ Let go, Harry—I must ! he shouted.

He struck me in the chest so that I staggered
back, anu then there was a loud splash and he
was swimming away. .

"To start up and throw off my own jacket and
wallet was the work of an instant, for, with his
example, I could not stay back. We were com-
panions, and 1 felt that it would be cowardly
after he had taken the first Plunge. "

Another instant and was after him,
tsplash | with the noise of my plunge still
echoing as I rose above the waters—echoing in
a strange whisper along the arched roof. But
oh! the painful numbing sensation of intense
cold that struck to my heart ! It was fearful,
and before 1 had taken a dozen strokes I felt
that I should never reach the raft.

1 was not called upon so to do, for a minute
later in answer to my cry there came a groan
from Tom, and I knew that he was swimming
back. The next moment he shrieked ;
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‘“Harry, back ! Lend mea hand! Cramp!
Cramp ! "

And then he gave a shriek of agony which
roused me to a state of frenzy, as I could just
see him beating the water with frantic efforts
by my side.

The raft was forgotten then, as with a vigor-
ous stroke I reached him, placed one aim be-
neath his, and then struck out for the lights.

How I reached them I cannot recall ; only a
horrible struggle, the echoing of splashing
water, the reaching of the cold, slimy rock with
something seeming to draw me under, a fierce
effort to get out, the dragging forth of poor
Tom, who sank by my side with a groan ; and
then in a dreamy state I pulled the last piece of
oakum from Tom's wallet, and held it to one of
the candles for it to blaze up, sputtering loudly
from the wet hand that held it.

I sheltered my eyes after pressing out the
water, looked again and again, separated the

oakum so that it flared more and
more, lighting up the low arch
through which we had entered, when
I groaned to myself. Was this to be
the end of my golden dreams—death
in this hideous vault ? for the stream
set swiftly now through the arch, and
the raft was gone !

CHAPTER XV,
IN THE HEART OF THE ROCKS.

H E bright, spluttering blaze
S Wwas glimmering and flashing
upon the troubled waters and
reflected from the roof ; then
gradually it sank down into darkness.
Tom lay upon the rocks without
speaking, while the agony that passed
through my brain was intense.

Making the best of our sad position,
and all wet and shivering as we were,
creeping together for warmth, we lay
down, and 1 lit another candle—the
last we had left.

But my hand was arrested half
way, as I lcoked upon the glittering
rock above my head and listened to
the hissing, seething noise of the
water below us in the long vault and
the faint roar of the cataract far above
us to the left. Now with a sense of
dread indescribable I thought of the
water rising to where we were during
our sleep.

‘What would be the use of the gold
if I found it now and there should be
no means of escape |

But we knew that to live we must find a
means of exit while our candle lasted; so we
started once more to thoroughly explore the
place.  We pushed right round behind the
waterfall, over the slippery, wet stones, worn
into seams; but no trace of rift or passage
could we find.

I led the way back till we were clear of the
mist shed by the fall, and then I set to and tried
if the great problem of our escape could not be
solved ; and at last when all hope was ready to
expire in my bosom the solution came.

We were sitting, sad and dejected, worn by
our long toil, when suddenly we were startled by
a loud, wailing shriek.

Tom pressed close to me, and I must confess
to a strange sensation of awe, as now, one after
another, these wild cries came ringing out of the
darkness around. Now they seemed near, now
far off, and fading away as it were, till one was
uttered close by my ear, and I saw a shadowy
form sweep past the light shed by our poor fee-
ble candle; then another and another ; when,
angry with myself for my superstitious dread, I
exclaimed alou

““ Why, they're birds ! "

““ Birds " cried Tom.
birds, Harry 2"

‘“Real? " Yes, Tom!” I exclaimed excitedly.
‘“ And there must be some other way of entrance,
for I saw one disappear close by the falling
water. Yes, and there goes another !” I cried,
as I held up the light. ‘‘ Tom—Tom, they are
the messengers of life! Thereis a way out yet !

Again the hope which animated our breasts
chased away the sense of depression and fatigue,
as we clambered as rapidly as we could high up
towards where the water came roaring from its
vast culvert. Just then with a loud shriek a
bird flew from a niche which had hitherto es-
caped our notice.

The next moment, after a flit round the am-
phitheater, it gave another shriek, and we saw
it reenter the niche and disappear.

That there was an outlet to the upper world
there we now had no doubt, but the question
arose which exit presented the least peril—the
ascent to this niche right over the arch of the
torrent, or the way back by the vault of the
troubled waters, to swim for our lives down the
little river.

We did not pause long to consider, but, draw-
ing our breath hard, sought to climb up to where
the bird had disappeared.

‘We needed the activity and power of some
animal born to a climbing life, for it was a ter-
rible task, over slippery, spray bedewed rocks,
that seemed composed of ice. Our feet and
hands slipped again and again, and more than
once I felt that I must fall upon the bow of that
torrent of inky water, at first by our side, soon
right beneath us, and so be plunged into the
seething caldron below.

1 found myself wondering whether, if 1 did
so, my body would be forced through along
some subterranean way to the vault of the

“But are they real
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troubled waters, from thence float out slowly
along the little river, and so to the mouth of
the cave and the outer sunshine.

Such thoughts were enough to unnerve one ;
but we climbed on in safety, handing the candle
from one to the other, and ever and anon stretch-
ing out a helping hand, till, how I cannot tell,
we clung at length right over the falling torrent,
with a piece of rock, smooth as the polishing of
ages could make it, between us and the niche,
which now proved to be a good sized split sepa-
rating a couple of rocks.

**You go first, Harry,” Tom whispered, with
his mouth close to my ear. ** I'll stand firm, and
you can climb up my shoulders, and then lend
me a hand.”

1 prepared to start, handing him the one
candle we now had alight, when 1 gave utter-
ance to a cry of despair.  The linen band which
had crossed my breast, and supported my wal-
let, had been worn through by the constant
climbing, and I suppose must have been broken
when 1 was making this last ascent. Atall
aveuts the wallet was gone—plunged, I expect,
into the torrent, and bearing with it the flint,
steel, tinder box, and matches; so that, should
any accident befall our one light, we should be
in the horrible darkness of the place.

““ Never mind, Harry,” said Tom. *‘It's no
use crying after spilt milk. Up you go.”

With failing heart and knitted brow I exerted
myself, climbing to Tom’s hips, as he clung to
the rock and lighted me ; then to his shoulders ;
stood there for a moment trembling, and then
struggled into the cleft, turnad round and lay
down in a horrible position, sloping towards the
torrent, with my head two feet lower than my
knees. Then I stretched out my hands to Tom.

‘* Can’t reach, Harry,” he said, after one or
two despairing trials. ** You'll have to go and
leave me. See if you can get out and fetch
II:%-P'“

or a moment 1 felt stunned at this unfore-
seen termination of our efforts, for there really
had seemed hope now, unless this fresh passage
should prove too narrow to let us pass.

1 did not answer Tom, but drew myself up
again to think. Taking off my coat, I rolled it
round and round, laid fast hold of the collar,
and then, once more lying down, I lowered the
coat to Tom.

** Can you reach that 2" I said.

““No, Harry—not by a foot,” said Tom
gloomily, his words being shouted, as the roar
of the torrent beneath us swept his voice away.

He stood in a position of awful peril ; a false
step, and he would be plunged into the torrent ;
and as I looked down at his upturned face and
the flickering candle, I wondered how I could
ever have dared to stand there myself.

** Can you reach it now?" I'said, lowering
myself a little more.

But his answer came in a dull, muffled, de-
spairing monotone :

“No.”

I \n;iézgled and shuffled my body a little more
forward, forcing my boot toes into a crevice as
1 did so, for it seemed that now the slightest
strain would draw me over the precipice. But
there was no other resource. Tom must have
help ; and I lay shivering there as, with an up-
ward spring, the candle between his teeth, Tom
clutched my coat, 1 shuddering the while, and
wondering whether the cloth would give way,
or whether I should be drawn down.

We were looking straight into each other's
eyeballs, lit by the guttering candle, as, with
trial after trial, exerting the great muscular
strength in his arms, Tom clim higher and
higher till he could touch my hands, my arms,
and then hold on by my neck. He stopped
panting, just as, in his convulsive efforts, his
teeth met through the candle, ground through
the wick, and the upper portion fell far below
into_ the torrent to leave us in that awful dark-
ness,

** Hold fast, Harry ! Tom hissed in my ear.

“Tom!" 1 groaned, *I'm slipping. 1 can
hold on no longer.”

‘“ A moment—a moment, Harry,” he cried.

1 clasped my fingers together, and, bending
his body into a half circle, he got one foot upon
my hands. Then he forced himself rapidly up,
staying my downward progress of inch after
inch, as the weight of his body pressed me to
the rock ; but as he turned to hold me in his
turn, it was just as I felt myself going faster
and faster, gliding head downwards toward the
torrent.

Another struggle, and, wet and bleeding, 1
was by Tom's side, for him to hold tightly bv
one of my hands, as with the other he felt his
way along slowly for some yards. Then once
more we sank upon the rocky floor, to lie pant-
ing, our breath drawn in hysterical sobs, and a
darkness around that was too fearful to con-
template.

Our despair was such that we could find no
words ; but at last Tom said, in a voice that 1
could hardly hear for the roar of the torrent,
which seemed to be here condensed by the nar-
row passage :

** Harry, I'll go first ; follow close behind and
crawl.”

His words gave me new energy, and we set
off, crawhing slowly, now upward, now down-
ward, feeling every foot of the way, lest some
new peril should lie in our path. The roar of
the torrent rose and fell as we crept away, till by
slow degrees it became fainter, fading to quite
a soft murmur; but still no new horror as-
sailed us.

The dread darkness was forgotten in the hope
that shed a light into our hearts, as foot by foot
we progressed through what was sometimes a

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

narrow passage, sometimes a wide vault, as
we could tell by the echoing of our voices from
its arched roof. In one of these, too, our ears
were saluted by the shrieks of birds and the
rushing of wings—a fact which told us we could
not be very far from the light of day ; but prog-
ress was so slow that 1 often despaired of seeing
that light again.

Often and often I could have lain down and
cried like a child, and it required no weak effort
to keep my emotions back.

‘*Seems to me, Harry,” said Tom at last,
‘“this is a very big place we're in, for the more
I try, the less I seem able to get on. Shall we
rest a while 2"

Had Tom said, **Shall we keep on?" I
should have made the same reply—* Yes."
And then, as we extended our aching limbs upon
the soft soil which covered the floor of the cave
in this part, a delicious sense of tranquillity stole
over me, and almost instantaneously I sank into
a deep dreamless sleep.

CHAPTER XVI.
WAS IT GOLD?

OW long we lay in that stupor—rather
than sleep—I1 cannot tell; but I was
@| awoke by Tom, and once more we
slowly continued our journey, walking
now,—for the absence of fresh perils had given
us courage. With our arms extended we went
slowly on ; but ever with the soft earth of the
cave beneath our feet, and the stillness only

broken by the occasional shriek of a bird.

‘* Say, Harry,” said Tom after a long silence,
““we are only wandering here and there with-
out finding the passage to go out.”

** 1 have been thinking so too, Tom,” 1 said,
as a thought struck me. Then loudly—** Look
out, and see if you can make out anything when
I fire ; the ﬂas?l may guide us.”

Taking out my pistol I fired upwards, when
it was as if the whole cave were being crushed
up together—thunder, roar, and bellow, in a
deafening series of echoes. These were suc-
ceeded by the rustling as of ten thousand
wings, and shrieks that were deafening—
noises which were quite a quarter of an hour in
subsiding.

“* We must be near to an opening, Tom,” 1
said, as soon as I could make myself heard.

**All right, Harry, and I've seen it,” he said,
cheerily, **This is a big place, hundreds of
feet over, but the passage out lies here ; that
firing of the pistol was a very good idea of
yours."

He took my hand and stepped out boldly
Then feeling his way with caution, he exclaimed
joyfully that he had found the opening, into
which we stepped, and soon knew by the hol-
low sound that we were in a rapidly contracting
passage.

From time to time I now flashed off a little
powder in the pan of my pistol, by which
means we wcre able to see that we were in one
of the riven passages of the cave, similar to
those which we had before traversed. Faint
with hunger we pressed on, till a distant mur-
mur, ever increasing, forced itself upon my
notice, and in a voice of despair I exclaimed :

“Oh, Tom, Tom! we are going back

ain 1"

*‘Harry,” he exclaimed, ‘' don't be down
hearted. 'Tis so, though ; and I've been think-
ing it for the past quarter of an hour, but I
wouldn't say it for I wasn’t sure. Never mind,
let's turn back. That's the big waterfall we
can hear, sure enough. But we can step out
boldly now, as we know there's no danger;
and when we are in the big place where we
slept, a little powder will show us the way.”

A weary walk and we were once more upon
the soft earth of the cave where we had slept—
the bird chamber we called it—when, by means
of flashing off powder, we arrived at a pretty
good idea of the size of the place, and, better
still, discovered a fresh outlet.

Danger and disappointment had made me
cautious now, and I would not proceed until,
by the expenditure of more powder, we had
made sure that there was no other passage ;
alarming the birds too, so that they swept
round us like a hurricane,

Then we were once more on the way, crawl-
ing as to pace, as we felt our way cautiously
along. I could not help feeling hopeful as
we toiled on, till suddenly Tom exclaimed :

** Keep back !

““What is it 2" 1 exclaimed, our voices echo-
ing in a way which told us that the cave had
once more opencd out.

** My leg goes down as far as I can reach
here, Harry. There's a hole of some kind.
Stop till I flash off a little powder.”

I stood firm, while Tom was busy for a few
moments, during which I heard the click of his
flask. Then there were sparks as he snapped
off his flint lock pistol, but for a few times with-
out effect ; but at last he started a train of
powder which burned brightly, showing us that
we stood on a ledge some fifty feet above
where there was the flash of water and many a
grotesque rock.

* Why, Tom ?’

** Why, Harry 2"

“ Down on your knees !'" I cried joyfully, as I
set the example.

For we were in the first extensive widening
out of the cave, at about five hundred yards
from 1ts mouth. We had emerged through an
opening hitherto unknown to us, from its being
upon a ledge forty or fifty feet above the floor,
which in that part ran on a level with the little
river,

We rose from our knees weak as two chil-
dren, and contrived to scramble down to the
bottom, along which we stumbled slowly and
without energy towards the cave’s mouth, going
back first to where we had left our guns. Turn
after turn, winding after winding, we traversed,
and there was the faint dawning of light in the
distance—light which grew more and more
bright and glorious as we advanced, shading our
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knew the two only es leading from the
place, so we mminu«! our investigations, traie.
ing along the farther passage till the sound o
the great waterfall smote upon our ears. Ntk
ing rewarded our search, though we went 1o
the end.

We went back to the bird chamber, when we
sat down for another rest and time of refrest.
ing, for we had no peril to dread this time
z:nd now, once more, I began to think over w

eyes with our hands, till, utterly worn out, we
sank down close to the he

d spirits the possibility of finding w

tl
soft, warm, luxurious sand. I gazed at the
pale, haggard, blood smeared face beside me,
to exclaim :

**Tom, is that you 2"

It was the noon of the second day, we after-
wards learned, that we had spent in these
realms of darkness, and never did the bright
face of nature look more glorious than it did to
our aching eyes. But in spite of the intense
sensation of gnawing hunger we could not pro-
ceed till we had rested. Then after bathing our
faces, hands, and feet in the cold stream, we
slowly journeyed to the hacienda.

* Don't say a word about the cave, Tom,” I
said, as we neared home.

‘“ No, Harry, not if you don't wish it," he re-
joined, looking at me wonderingly.

“*1 have a reason, Tom," I said. ** We can
say that we have been exploring, and that will
be true, and will satisfy them.”

““You haven't done with the cave yet, then,
Harry "

** No, Tom,” I said, ** not yet."

The look I received from Lilla that evening
was one which, while it reproached me, made
my heart lea; But all the same, I did not re-
spond o it; I dared not; and I sat there an-
swering my uncle's questions and telling him of
our discovery of the ruined temple, but no
more ; while Garcia, who was present, smiled a
contemptuous smile that was most galling.

For that smile seemed to mean so much, and
to say, *‘ Look at this crazy vagabond, how he
spends his time !

I was too weak and ill, though, to resent it,
and gladly sought my bed, which I did not
leave for a couple of days, being tended most
affectionately during that time by Mrs. Lan-
dell.
We had made our entrance to the hacienda
by night, as I had wished on account of our ap-
pearance, and it was well we did so, for an in-
spection of the clothes I had worn displayed
such a scarecrow suit as would have insured the
closing of any respectable door in my face.

But if, when 1 rose from my couch, my
clothes were worn, so was not my spirit, and
during the long hours I had lain there my brain
had been as active as ever concerning the buried
treasures.

The terrors of the grave were great, certainly,
but then 1 reasoned that three parts of them
were due to ignorance. Had we been ac-
quainted with the geography of the place, as we
were now, and taken common precaution, we
might have saved ourselves the hairbreadth
escapes and agony of mind that had so told
upon us. We need not have risked our lives by
the great gulf, nor yet in the vault of the
troubled waters. With a short portable ladder
and a knotted rope the ascent to the rift over
the torrent in the great amphitheater would
have been easy. And altogether it seemed to
me that another visit, well prepared for, would
not be either arduous or terrible.

The visit, of course, would be to search for
the treasure; and calm reflection seemed to
teach me that it was very probable that we

had now hit upon the part that appeared
likely to have been used for the purpose—
so I thought. T could not feel that the timid,

superstitious Indians would ever have pene-
trated so far as we did, but the soft earth of the
bird chamber seemed, after all, a most likely
place.

The result was that one morning, soon after
sunrise, Tom and [ were climbing over the
rocks that barred the mouth of the cave. We
had plenty of provision and plenty of candle.
Each, too, carried his own tinder box and a
small coilof knotted cotton rope, which served
as a girdle, and so was not allowed to encum-
ber our movements.

Light hearted and eager, I led the way, and
we pushed right in past the rift on the ledge
which led to the bird chamber, for we were
anxious to see what had become of our raft.

It was just as I anticipated ; we found it an-
chored between two blocks of stone within
fifty yards of the tunnel arch. Landing it, we
cut the leather thongs, let out the wind, and
then hid the whole affair behind some rocks—
in case, as Tom said, we might want it again.

A rest and a slight attack upon the provis-
ions, and we were once more journeying to-
wards the mouth, but only to pause in the
chamber where lay the opening that had saved
our lives,

A little agility took us to the mouth of the
rift ; and now, candle in hand, we could see the
passage through which we had traveled so la-
boriously, to find it the easiest of any crevice
we had traversed, the floor being deeply cov-
ered with guano. The same was the case with
the bird chamber when we entered it, at last, to
find a vast hall of irregular shape, swarming
with the guacharo, or butter bird of South
America—a great nightjar, passing its days in
these fastnesses of nature, but sallying out at
dark to feed. The uproar they made was tre-
mendous, and several times I thought that our
lights would be extinguished, though we
escaped that trouble and continued our search.

An hour passed here convinced me that we

might have been here concealed. Treas:
the wealth of nations, might have lain hi
for ages, with the guano continually accumu-
lating to bury them deeper and deeper;
were they buried there ?

Iwould try and prove it, at all events;
rousing myself from my musing fit I u
sharp pointed rod with ‘which 1 had come p
vided, and began to probe the soil, Tom watch-
ing me earnestly the while.

But nothing rewarded my endeavors. 1
probed till I was tired, and then Tom took up
the task, but always for the rod to go down as
far as we liked in the soft, yielding earth.

Atlast I told him to give up, for the poss-
bility of success seemed out of the question,
Fatigue had rotbed me of my sanguine thoughts,
and wearily I 1ed the way back to the mouth of
the cave, and we again had a rest.

Rest and refreshment had their usual efiert,
and I was soon up again and at work with 1he
rod, thrusting it down into the sand all over the
place, till in one spot 1t struck upon sometling
hard, and my heart leaped ; but a little tappirg
of the hard matter showed that it was noth.og
but a mass of rock some four feet below the
sa

nd.

Suddenly a fresh thought struck me—one uf
those bright ideas that in all ages have been the
making of men's fortunes. Leaping up, |
seized the rod and ran to where the stream
inky no longer, but clear and bright, ran sj%rk-
ling in the subdued light over its sandy bed 1o
wards the open sunshine,

Wading in, I turned up my sleeves and began
to thrust my iron probe down here into the.scit
sand, for 1 had argued now like this: Afios
carefully considering where would be the best
place to hide their treasure, the priests of old
might have been cunning enough to think that
the simpler the concealment the less likely for it
to be searched. Thus, with the dim mystericus
caverns beyond offering all kinds of profun-
dities—spots that could certainly be suspect
they might have chosen the open mouth of
cave, and buried that which they sought tosave
in the bed of the little stream.

The thought seemed to take away my breath
for a few moments, it came so vividly ; the next
minute I was wading about, thrusting the rod
down as far as 1 could in the wet sand ; but al-
ways with the same result—the iron went dovn
easily to my hand and was as easily with-
drawn,

I probed right in as I waded amongst the
gloomy parts and then went on to where it be-
came dark. Still I was not discouraged, but
came slowly back towards where the barrier of
rocks - blocked the entrance, down beneath
which the little stream plunged to reappear
some yards on the other side. Here m the
most open part of all, but screened from the
sight of any one in the valley—here, where the
water formed a little pool beneath the creeper
matted rocks, I gave the rod a hard thrust down
as faras it could be driven, bending so that my
shoulder was beneath the water, when m:
heart leaped and then beat tumultuously, for
the rod touched something.

I tried again.
Yes, there was something beneath th
sand !

Was it rock—stone ?

I tried again ; tapping with the iron.

No; it was not stone !

Was it metal ?

I tried again, after examining the point o
the rod, and this time drove it down fiercely.

Yes, it was metal ; but thc question to solv
was this—

Was it gold ?

(70 be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GOSY. [fe can get you amy number you ma;
want.

COOKED SNOW.

New York's efforts to speedily rid herself of the
enormous snowfall left in the trail of her blizzard
were the cause of many strange sights in metropol
itanstreets. Bon fires built in snow banks were to be
met with on all sides, while the Ezening Sur tells
of a sort of witches' caldron method which sug-
gests the famous scene in ** Macbeth."

An unwonted spectacle was seen on Pearl Street
just east of Broadway. Jutting out vertically fron
the cellars and along the side of the Centra
National Bank building was a small 1ron pipe.
about an inch in diameter. This, rising about ten
feet in the aig, by means of clbow joints, passed
over the sidewalk and descended into a large won
pot, or barrel. Around this pot were gathered &
group of interested spectators, who were watching
the operations of two cooks, armed with shoveh.
who were attacking an enormous snow heap, p11n¢
1nto the pot alternately great chunks of the ' beau-
tiful.’” There, steam escaping from the pipe belore
menticned, soon melted the snow, which ran over
the caldron’'s nm and off into the gutter, gone.
but not forgctten. Another cook was stex
employed 1n stirring and pushing down by me«rs
of a stick the liquid mass which resembled closely
a big pot of mush. Similar improvised m
bakeries were also seen in several other strects.
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INDEPENDENCE.
BY ROBERT BURNS.
“To catch dame Fortune's golden smile,
Assiduous wait upon her
And gather gear by ev'ry wile
That’s justifi'd by honor ;
Not for to hide 1t in a hedge,
Nor for a train attendant ;
But fcr the glorious privilege
Of being independent.
—_— e ——
[ This story commenced in No. 275.]

Gasket@ofiﬂiamonds;

HOPE EVERTON’S' INHERITANGE.

BY GAYLE WINTERTON.

CHAPTER XXIL
A LIST OF THE DIAMONDS.

OLONEL SINNERTON did not like the
looks of the stalwart shipmaster, and he
retreated a few steps before him, for like
all tyrannical and overbearing men, the

colonel was a bully and a coward.

** I don’t know that I have any business with
you, sir,"" said he, in a very moderate tone for
him.

** I have business with you if you come here
to bully and insult a lady,” replied Captain
Ringboom, following up the retreating capital-
ist. **If the door is big enough for you to go
out, you had better go "

** This lady, as you call her—"

¢ As I call her, you villain! Take that back,
or I will shakeit out of your worthless carcass !
continued the captain, in a low and determined
tone, which had its effect upon the coward.

** This lady owes me a good deal of money ;
and that is all 1 want of her,” stammered the
colonel in mortal terror.

““You shall have your money, every penny
she owes you; but if you don't treat her with
perfect respect, I will show you what it is to fall
into the grip of an honest old sailor.”

Captain Ringboom pulled a plethoric pocket-
book from his inside vest pocket, and laid it on
the table. Bank bills and papers protruded
from the ends of it, and its appearance indi-
cated that the captain had improved the time of

his long absence.

*1 have the money to pay both principal and
interest of the mortgage note, and the sooner
the business is done the sooner will this heuse
be rid of a nuisance that I should throw to
the sharks if I had you in the middle of the At-
lantic Ocean,” added the captain, as he seated
himself at the table and opened the pocket-
book.

The sight of the pile of bank bills which the
shipmaster placed on the table was almost as
overpowering as a blow would have been to the
capitalist, for it was revenge rather than money
that he sought. He was overmatched and de-
feated at his own mean game, and he was
obliged to give up the contest.

Colonel Sinnerton was sullen and dissatisfied ;
but he went to his lawyer's office with the cap-
tain, where the mortgage was canceled, and the
note and interest paid.

*1 could not find the man I wanted to see,
and I have been running after him nearly the
whole day,” said Captain Ringboom, when he
returned to the house with the papers in his
hand, and gave them to the landlady. **No
one can molest you or make you afraid now,
Mrs. Everton.”

‘*How good you are! I am sure my poor
brother would not have done any more for me
if he had been here,” replied the widow, as she
gave her hand to the shipmaster.

*1 don't believe he would have been willing
to do any more for you than I am, at any rate,”
replied the captain, retaining the hand in his
own, as though he had some stronger motive
than friendship for the lady’s deceased brother.

“But 1 owe yeu all this money in the same
manner that I owed it to Colonel Sinnerton,
and 1 shall give you a mortgage on the house
at once,” added the grateful landlady.

* Never mind that now. If you are willing,
I will take a mortgage on you instead of on the
house,” added the captain, laughing; and
Rowiyand Hope both wondered what he meant
by such a queer expression.

The fair widow blushed and looked on the
carpet as though she understood the nature of
the security, if the young people did not.

Rush Sinnerton had left the house with his
father, and all present hoped they should not
see him again.

** The detectives looked that boy’s room over
this morning, but they could not find a thing
like a diamond, or the box I left on that
table,” said the captain. ‘‘1am afraid we shall
never see Howell Everton's diamonds again.”

“I don't give them up yet," added Rowly.
‘I hope you will be able to give a full descrip-
tion of them.”

**1 have a full and complete list of them on
board of the ship; but I have been so busy
raising this money to pay off that land shark, 1

ve not had time to go for it. But I am going
on board now, and the detectives shall have it
tonight,”

**I should like a copy of it,” suggested Rowly.

“You? What do you want of a copy?”
asked the captain, laughing, for he certainly did
nol suppose the young clerk could do anything
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to assist in the recovery of the diamonds.
**But you shall have a copy if you will go on
board of the ship and make it out yourself.”

** 1 shall be glad to do that. You know I am
a clerk in the largest jewelry establishment in
this city, and one which does the largest busi-
ness in diamonds of any house in the country ;
and it would be a good thing to have a copy of
the list there.”

*‘That is not a bad idea, my lad,” added the
captain, nodding his head with approval.
** Since it appears that Rush Sinnerton did not
take the box, we have not the least idea whether
it went up into the blue sky, or sank down into
the depths of the earth. I can't tell how, when
or where it went; and the officers don't seem
to be any wiser than 1 am.”

Rowly had a very distinct theory of his own
as to the manner in which the gems had taken
to themselves wings, but in accordance with his
resolution, he kept his own counsel. But he
realized that he took upon himself a tremendous
responsibility in keeping to himself the item of
information he had obtained, though the evi-
dence of the bit of paper in his possession had
been treated rather contemptuously both by the
captain and by the officers.

Captain Ringboom took the hand of the
landlady again, and promised to return to his
room in tne house as soon as he had been on
board of his ship.

‘1 don’t think Rush Sinnerton will trouble
you any more,” said Rewly, as he walked over
to the chair of the beautiful maiden.

*“I am sure I hope he will not, for I am posi-
tively afraid of him,” replied Hope. * What a
dear, good man Captain Ringboom is!”

““So he is; and I am sure he feels the loss of
the diamonds a great deal more than he would
if they had been his own. They would have
made you rich enough to buy a dozen houses
like your mother's, Hope ; and if they are found
you will be a great lady, so rich that you wili
not look at a poor boy like me,” added Rowly,
laughing.

** T am sure that all the money in the world
could not make me forget so good a friend as
you have been to my mother and me,” she re-
plied earnestly. ‘‘But the diamonds are gone,
and I don't believe we shall ever see them again,
so that you need not worry about my friendship.”

The captain was ready to leave, and Rowly
followed him out of the house; but they haa
gone but a few steps before Rush Sinnerton
joined them. He had returned to the house as
soon as his father started for the train to his
home, and had been waiting for Rowly to come
out.

**The less you have to do with that young
sculpin, the better it will be for you, and the
worse it will be for him,” said Captain Ring-
boom, when he saw the rapid young man ap-
proaching them from the other side of the
street.

‘1 agree with you, sir; but I think he has
something to say to me, and we will walk along
behind you, if you don't object,” added Rowly.

**1 don't object, but keep your weather eye
open, my lad,"” replied the shipmaster, as Rush
came up with them.

1 should like to see you, Rowly,” said Rush,
as the young clerk fell back from his companion.

“If you want to pick another quarrel with
me, I am not the fellow you want to see,” re-
plied Rowly coldly.

“1 don't want to quarrel with you; I want
you to be my friend now,” added Rush.

** You must mend your manners and improve
the company you keep before you and I can be
friends.”

** I am very sorry I had any trouble with you,
Rowly ; but Hope Everton was so stiff with me
that she made me mad. I will not trouble
or annoy her again.”

** That's very good so far.”

**And I am very much obliged to you for not
saying a word to my father about Gunnywood,”
continued Rush, approaching nearer to the sub-
ject on his mind.

““Who is Gunnywood ?"
sharply.

‘*He is a friend of mine, and used to come
to see me at Mrs. Everton's house."”

“Was he there yesterday forenoon ?"" Rowly
inquired, rather indifferently.

“No; he was not; he told me he was not,
though he has a key to the street doer,” an-
swered Rush, with apparent frankness.

Rowly opened his eyes wide. A key to the
street door !

asked Rowly

CHAPTER XXIL
A CANDIDATE FOR CAPTAIN'S CLERK.
OWLY felt that he was getting ahead a
little when he discovered that Silky had

a key to Mrs. Everton’s front door, and

the fact did a great deal to assure him
that the burglar and the diamond thief were one
and the same person.

““Gunnywood used to be a machinist, and
when I showed him my key, he made one like it
that would fit the lock, just to save the folks the
trouble of going to the door, you know,” con-
tinued Rush, as Rowly looked at him without
making any reply.

* Then he used to go up to your room when
you were not there?” suggested the young
clerk.

“Isuppose he did, though he knew what
hours I used to be in my room."”

“Is Mr. Gunnywood in any kind of business,
Rush 2"

“He left the place where he had been at
work ; but he is going to another soon. You

heard what he said about the diamonds last
night 2

** 1 did, every word of it ; aad he seemed to
be of the opinion that you took them ; at any
rate he said so.”

*“But I did not take them ; and I know no
more about them than you do,” protested Rush
earnestly.

‘““Who do you suppose could have taken
them ?” asked Rowly, though he knew that it
was a superfluous question.

“1 haven't the least idea. I left the house,
and went off to find another room. 1 went
down and looked at one near Union Square, but
it did not suit me. As I was coming up Fourth
Avenue, I met Gunnywood coming down.”

‘Do you happen to know where he was
coming from ?” asked Rowly, with more in-
terest than he cared to manifest.

‘I dohappen to know, for he told me. He
had a bundle, done up in newspaper, under his
arm. He said he had been to the shop where
he used to work after a box of finc tools he
wanted to use at his room in mending the lock
on his trunk.”

Rowly asked some questions as to the time
Rush had met his friend with the bundle, and
was very sure that it was not fifteen minutes
after the box had disappeared from the front
parlor of Mrs. Everton's house.

He was afraid to ask any very definite ques-
tions in regard to the size of the bundle ; but he
was satisfied that it contained the missing
diamonds.

** When did you see Gunnywood last, Rush?"”
he inquired.

‘I haven't seen him since he left his room
last night to follow you down stairs. I never
see him in the morning, for he never gets up till
nearly noon, and I went to the academy ; and
have been busy all day with my father till he
took the train.”

**Where do you suppose Gunnywood is
now ?” asked Rowly.

“1 don't know, Bat very likely he is in his
room."

““ Do you shink I could find him there in an
hour or two, for I want to see him 2" asked
Rowly, as Captain Ringboom stopped, and
looked back at him.

“Do you know Gunnywood > What do you
want of him ?” demanded Rush, who seemed
to be suspicious for the first time.

**1don’t know him; I never saw him in my
life till last night.”

‘* But how happened you to be at the doer of
his room last night, Rowly ?”

‘1 happened to be there for the same reason
that I may be there in an hour or two from now.
I want to see him. He is a skillful machinist,
and I have invented a machine for cutting the
faces of diamonds, and polishing them ; and I
believe it will do the work better than it is done
in Amsterdam. It will make me a rich man,
and it will do the same for Gunnywood, if he
will make the model of the machine, and take
half interest in the enterprise. Ry the way, has
he any money to invest, Rush ?”

“ He always seems to have plenty of money,
though I don't know whether he has any to put
into such a scheme as yours," replied Rush, who
appeared to be satisfied with the explanation.

** Besides, I want to return his revolver o
him, for I thought it would be saferin my pocket
than in his, after I had tumbled into his room
the way 1 did.”

** Why didn't you knock and come in like a
Christian 2"

** Because I heard him talking with some one,
and I knew he had company. 1 wanted to see
him alone, for the particulars of the machine
must be a profound secret till we are ready to get
a patent on it.”

“Iam going to take a car here," interposed
Captain Ringboom, after he had waited some
time for his companion to finish his conversa-
tion.

*“You won't say a word to my father about
Gunnywood, will you, Rowly 2" said Rush, re-
turning to the business he had with the young
clerk.

“I am not likely to see your father again,
now that he has no further business with Mrs.
Everton,” replied Rowly evasively. **1 will
call and see you if I can when I get back.”

The captain had stepped on the platform of
the car by this time, and Rowly followed him
without wasting any compliments on Rush.

He went on board of the ship, and made a
copy of the descriptive list of the diamonds ; and
after the captain had attended to some business,
they were ready to return to the shore, for the
ship was moored in the bay.

‘I am glad to find you, Captain Ringboom,"
said a gentleman, entering the cabin as they
were about to leave it. R

* How are you, Captain Wellfleet 2" replied
Rowly’s companion, extending his honest hand
1o the visitor.

“ I have been on board of the Reindeer twice
before today to see you, and 1 am lucky to find
you the third time,” added Captain Wellfleet.

“I have been very busy today, and had to go
up to Tarrytown to find the man I wanted to
see. Can I do anything for you ? "

‘* Perhaps you can, Ringboom,” replied the
master of the Ganymede, for that was the name
of his ship, anchored not far from the Reindeer,
as he-looked over the captain’s young companion
with more interest than the circumstances seemed
to warrant,

Captain Wellfleet was what might well be
called an ‘* ocean swell,” for unlike his friend of
the Reindeer, he was finely dressed. His gar-
ments were of navy blue, cut in the most jaunty
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of sailor fashions. His shirt was of immaculate
whiteness, and a diamond sparkled in the ring
that held his black silk necktie, while everything
about him was as neat as though he had just
stepped out of a locker in his stateroom.

The dandy captain continued to look at
Rowly for sume time, as the latter, unconscious
of the scrutiny to which he was subjected, was
looking over the list of diamonds he had just
written out.

‘**1 want a young man of fair education, who
writes a_ g hand and is quick at figures, not
exactly a supercargo, but as a captain’s clerk,
for I find that this voyage to London is
going to give me more clerical work than I care
to do, ar.d my owners have agreed to furnish me
such an assistant as I need,” replied Captain
Wellfleet, still scanning the featuresand general
appearance of the young clerk.

** You can’t walk through Broadway for half
an hour without knocking over twenty just such
young fellows as you want, Wellfleet,” answered
Captain Ringboom.

““But I want a confidential clerk, a fellow
that I can trust. I shipped a young man today
that I thought would do; but I don’t exactly
like the cut of his jib. He is smart enough, but
there is something about his eye that 1 can't
quite take in,” added Captain Wellfleet. ¢ You
are well acquainted in New York, and perhaps
you know of just the young man I want ; one
who would like to take a voyage and not be gone
over sixty days, for the Ganymede isa racer, you
know.”

‘1 don't think of any one now; but I am
going ashore, and I will do what I can to find
the person you want. Do you know of any
young fellow who wants to have a vacation of a
couple of months on the salt water, Rowly? "

* Though I don’t think of any one now, I am
sure I could find a dozen who would like just
such a place at this season of the year,” replied
Rowly.

** Perhaps the young man I shipped this morn-
ing will answer my purpose, and 1 should like
to have you look at him, Ringl m ; for every-
body says you can tell whether a man is honest
or not by the length of his nose,” continued the
ocean swell, laughing. ** He has been to sea,
and won't get seasick. That is one thing in his
favor. Heisa good looking fellow, and pulls
an oar in my gig." >

They went on deck, where the gig's crew was
waiting their captain. The candidate for the
position of captain’s clerk was pointed out. He
had a full black beard, and his face was very
brown. Rowly did not recognize him, though
something in his appearance startled the young
clerk, and assured him that he had seen the man
before.

The black bearded candidate for the place of
captain’s clerk was looking at a passing steamer
very intently, and he did not notice the trio that
came out of the cabin of the Reindeer. Rowly
could not have told why he did it, but he
stepped behind the mizzen mast, so that the
candidate could not see him; and perhaps it
was merely instinct which told him that he had
business with him.

Captain Wellfleet said something to the
young man, and while he was talking with him,
Captain Ringboom looked him over, and studied
the expression on his face. The young clerk
did the same, though without the knowledge of
the subject of his scrutiny, for his examiner
kept him busy.

Rowly was very sure that he had seen that
face before, and he cudgeled his brains to de-
termine when and where. The black beard and
the brown face were unfamiliar to him ; but the
expression was like that of one whom he had
often seen,

When the two captains had completed their
examination, they returned to the cabin, though
not till the master of the Ganymede had or-
dered his boat’s crew to take their places in the
boat. Rowly followed them, though the feat-
ures and expression of the gig’s man were in-
delibly fixed in his mind, so that he could not
help seeing them if he tried.

“What do you think of him, Ringboom ?"
asked Captain Wellfleet.

**1 wouldn’t trust him with a quarter at the
bottom of a barrel of water,” replied Mrs. Ever-
ton’s friend, promptly and decidedly.

**That is just my own impression of him,
and your opinion confirms my own,” replied
the swell captain, ** There is something about
his eye that means mischief.”

** He may be a good hand before the mast,
but I should not want him in the cabin with
me,” added Captain Ringboom. ‘‘When do
you sail, Wellfleet ?”

* On the ebb tomorrow ; but I must find the
clerk I want before that time.”

Rowly promised to do the best he could to
find 2 candidate for the waiting position, and he
was requested to send him to the counting
room of the owner by ten the next day.

Captain Ringboom and his young companion
followed the master of the &anynlede to the
gangway.

“* That young fellow wants leave of absence
till noon tomorrow," said Captain Welifleet, a<
he was about to descend the accommodati.
steps. ** As he doesn't seem to drink at all, and
wants to go up to some place on the Hudson to
see his mother, I have granted his request, for
I like to see a young man look out for his
mother. It is a good sign, though I don't like
the looks of Gibbs any better than you do.”

Rowly had his doubts about Gibbs, whose
name had just been mentioned for the first
time,

(7o be continued.)
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A New Story by Oliver Optic.
Here is the name of the new story which will
open in next week's number of THE GOLDEN
ARGOSY :

THE YOUNG HERMIT

OF LAKE MINNETONKA.,
By OLIVER OPTIC,
Author of ** The Cruise of the Dandy,” ** Young
America Abroad Series,” etc., efc.

4 The Young Hermit of Lake Minnetonka
#s @ story of the Northwest. Iis scenes are laid
in the wonderful twin cities of Minnesota, St.
Paul and Minneapolis, and on the shores and
islands of Lake Minnetonka, the famous pleasure
resort near to them. The story is a most fasci-
nating one, told in the renowned author’s very
best manner, and its novel characters and sur-
roundings give it an unusual interest, We
can promise that all our readerswill thoroughly
enjoy this serial, as they unravel from week to
week the mystery surrounding the young Her-
mit of the Lake.

— e
This number of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY
contains scven serial stovies,

e ees
POOR READERS.

Boys and girls at school are apt to look upon
reading as one of the ‘‘ easy lessons,” which it
cannot do much harm to slight. Once they
know the meaning of words and can spell with
reasonable facility, they imagine there is not
much else required of them. But would they be
convinced of the erroneousness of this idea they
have but to note the manner in which nine
tenths of the young men and women of their
acquaintance read aloud.

A person_may be ever so bright in conversa-
tion and quite ready with the pen, but when it
comes to reading an extract from a book or
newspaper, or even something they themselves
have written, what a pitiful display is all too
Accents are misplaced, inflections

often made !
confused, punctuation marks disregarded and
‘words mispronounced, so that it becomes a pos-
itive torture to listen to them.

In many cases the readers are themselves con-
scious of their awkwardness, and are often put

when pect-

ble embarr

to c
edly called upon to read in company.

The remedy is constant practice, and study of
the methods of the best models, such as famous
lecturers and preachers. Above all, do not neg-
lect any opportunity that presents itself during
your school days to perfect yourself in this ap-
parently simple, but most important art.

e
BEWARE OF THE WIRES.

WiTH the advance of civilization, the neces-
sity for danger signals becomes more and more
fmperative.  What with the new inventions for
annihilating distance, obliterating darkness and
bridging space, th: wayfarer must have a care
lest he wound himself with the thorns attached
to the roses of progress, if we may be permitted
tne figure of speech,

Electricity especially, while one of the most
useful of the later discoveries in the scientific
vorld, possesses fatal properties, and our chief
object in writing this is to warn our boy readers
against attempting to fool with the currents.

During a rain storm the other evening in
Utica some hoys amused themselves by taking
shocks from a wire which the water had in some
way charged with electniaity,  The connection
was not quite perfe t, otherwise the young ex-
perimenters woula have oeen killed at once, as
the horses were last winter when they stepped
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on a fallen wire, as already recorded in these
columns.  Playing with matches is a safe pas-
time compared with the attempt to have fun
with electricity.
—— eee
ALTHOUGH amateur journalism is confined
principally to this country and Canada, we now
and then hear of enterprising literary young-
sters in other parts of the world. For instance,
the New York Tribune printed a paragraph the
other day to the effect that three grandsons of
Dom Pedro of Brazil, the eldest twelve and the
youngest seven, are the editors, printers and
publishers of the Courier Imperial. 1t is said
to be a bright little sheet, with political prefer-
ences. We trust this item will not overwhelm
the princely young proprietors with requests to
exchange with their American brethren of the

BOYS

Here Is Your Chance!

ANY ONE OF THE FOLLOW-
ING BOOKS FREE:

No, 1, *“THE MOUNTAIN CAVE; or, THE
MYSTERY OF THE SIERRA NEVADA,” by George
H. Coomer. This is a thrilling tale of the
strange experiences of a boy captured by a law-
less gang among the mountains of California.

No. 2, **A VOYAGE TO THE GOLD COAST ;
or, JACK BOND'S QUEST,” by Frank H. Con-
verse, tells the story of a plucky American boy
who set out into the world to seek his fortune,
and relates the strange quest that led him to the
African coast.

No. 3, ** THE Boys IN THE FORECASTLE ;
A STORY OF REAL SHIPS AND REAL SAILORS,”
by George H. Coomer. This is one of the very
best of Mr. Coomer's healthy, manly stories.
Every reader will be deeply interested in the
adventures of Bob Allen and Tom Dean.

No. 4, ‘““BarBaRA’s TRIUMPHS; or, THE
FORTUNES OF A YOUNG ARTIST,” by Mary A.
Denison, is a pathetic and delightful tale, and
the sympathy and interest of every reader will
certainly go out to Duke and Barbara Gower
while following the strange life history of these
two very attractive young people.

No. 5, ““ NUMBER 91 ; or, THE ADVENTURES
OF A NEW YORK TELEGRAPH Bov,” by Arthur
Lee Putnam, author of ‘ Walter Griffith,” etc.
This is an extremely dramatic and interesting
story of life in the great city.

No. 6. “* JACK WHEELER ; A STORY OF THE
WiLp WEST,” by Captain David Southwick.
A spirited and stirring narrative of life among
the ranchmen and the Indians on the great

. 7, ““THE MYSTERY OF A Diamoxn,”
by Frank H. Converse, is another striking
story. The strange adventures of the hero,
Roy Cole, and his clever efforts to trace the
missing jewels, are told in this popular author’s
best style.

THESE books which we offer as premiums are
extremely neat and handy volumes. They in-
clude only the best stories by the most popular
authors, and are in every respect, except the
binding, equal to the $r.25 juvenile books ; in
illustration, indeed, they are far superior.

Next week, as announced in another column,
we shall commence a new serial by that universal
favorite Oliver Optic. The fitle of the story is

THE YOUNG HERMIT
Of Lake Minnetouka.

As this is an extraordinary story in many re-
spects—a story marvelously interesting from
first to last, we are very anxious to get it into
the hands of young people who do not read the
ARGOSY.  We therefore make the following
proposition to you whom we look upon as
friends as well as readers.

We will give you any of the above books free
for every copy you will sell of next week's
ARGOSsY, the number containing the opening
chapters of Oliver Optic’s new story.

These copies, however, must be sold to those
who do not now buy the ARGOSY, and our ob-
ject is to get new readers started on this fascinat-
ing story, and thereby increase our sale.

If you sell one copy, you will get one book.
If you sell a dozen copies you will get a dozen
books.  You must, however, send three twn
cent stamps to pay for postage and packing or:
each book. This you must not fail to do.

You had better see your newsdealer after you
have made up your list of all who agree to buy
the paper, and get him to order all the extra
copies you will need. Address

FrANK A. MUNsEY, Publisher,
81 WARREN ST., NEW YORK.

JOHN GRIFFIN CARLISLE,

NUMBER $84,

ful, and for the next four years he served as

Spealier of the House of Repr .

IN spite of all that may be said to the contrary
by those who would stifle discussion in order to
produce apparent harmony, the most important,
interesting and pressing question now before the
statesmen, and citizens in general, of this coun-
try, is that of tariff reduction, involving as this
does the great issue of free trade and protection.

Now this is not the place for the advocacy of
any political or economic cause or theory, and
any attempt to decide the controversy in these
columns would be equally impertinent and 1ll
timed. We can and do, however, earnestly
recommend that our readers should study this
weighty subject for themselves. It is certainly
the duty of every good American to interest
himself in the government of his country ; and
our future citi-
zens cannot too
early learn some-
thing of the great
problems which
will inevitably
come up for so-
Jution in their
time.

The question
named is one
on both sides of
which many bit-
ter words have
been spoken and
strong feelings
aroused.  Such
bitterness is fool-
ish, owing to the
difficulty and ab-
struseness of the
subject, and un-
fortunate, on ac-
count of its ex-
treme import-
ance. To dis-
cuss with calm-
ness is as neces-
sary as to study
without preju-
dice. Do not be
misled by the quéstion begging words so freely
used on both sides, such as ** revenue reform "

or **foreign pauper labor.” Do not imagine that
all those who are so unlucky as to differ from
yourself must be either fools or traitors.

Reckless p rtisan organs and stump orators
have denounced those who seek to reduce the
duties on foreign goods as conspirators organ-
ized to wreck American industry. If any refu-
tation of this absurd charge was needed, we
need merely point to the known ability and
character of the statesmen whose names are
generally identified with the movement for a
lower tariff.

One of the most prominent is John Griffin
Carlisle, Speaker of the House of Representa-
tives, "whose portrait appears on this page of
THE GOLDEN ARGOsY, and whose high politi-
cal position gives him a great influence over the
course of national legislation. He was born in
Kenton (then part of Campbell) County, Ken-
tucky, on the 5th of September, 1835. He was the
youngest son in a large family. After a com-
mon school education, he took up the study of
law, supporting himself meanwhile by teaching,
at first at a country school and afterward at
Covington.

He was admitted to the Kentucky bar in
March, 1858, and began to practice in the city
opposite Cincinnati ; but he soon became better
known as a politician than as a lawyer. In his
twenty fourth year he was elscted to the House
of Representatives of his State, as a member of
which he served for two years. At the outbreak
of the Civil War, he opposed secession, and
helped to preserve Kentucky for the Union.
Then he returned to his law practice for a time,
declining, in 1864, a ion as Presidential
Elector on the Democratic ticket.

Two years later he was elected to the Ken-
tucky Senate, and reelected to that body in 1869,
meanwhile acting as a Delegate at large from
his State in the National Democratic Conven-
tion of 1868 at New York. In May, 1871, he
was tendered the nomination for Lieutenant
Governor of Kentucky, and resigned his seat in
the State Senate to accept the offer. At the
election in the following August he was success-

JOHN GRIFFIN CARLISLE,
From a photograph by Bell.

Governor.

He first entered Congress in 1877. This was
the Forty Fifth Congress, and Mr. Carlisle was
elected to it from his native district without op-
position. He speedily became prominent
among the Democratic members of the House
of Representatives. At every suxcessive election
he was confirmed in the possession of his seat ;
indeed, no competitor was nominated till 188y,
when Mr. Carlicle’s majority was nearly six
thousand. It will be remembered that at the
election of 1886 he somewhat narrowly escaped
defeat at the hands of a labor candidate, who
received an unexpected amount of support,
while mary of Mr. Carlisle’s adherents, suppos-
g the result to be a foregone conclusion
for him, stayed away from the polls.

After serving
for some time
on the Commit-
tee on Ways and
Means, Mr. Car-
lisle was elected
Speaker of the
House of Repre-
sentatives in De-
cember, 1883
He proved an ad-
mirable chair-
man, and has
now presided
over the deliber-
ations of three
Congresses. His
temper, tact, and
Jjudgment are ex-
cellent ; and his
impartiality has
made his tenure
of this difficult
and responsible
post satistactory
to political
friends and op-
ponents alike.

Were not Mr.
Carlisle in the
Speaker’s chair,
he would undoubtedly be the leader of his party
on the floor of the House. He is very popular
in Kentucky, and might be Governor or United
States Senator if he did not prefer his present
position.

His political views are well known. He holds
that a reduction and ultimate abolition of cus-
toms duties would, while enriching the country
at large, prove an immense stimulus to our ex-
port trade, which for the last seven years has
shown a nearly uniform decline, and would re-
store to prosperity our sea going merchant ma-
rine, now so sadly reduced; and that by this
course alone can America take the place which
England’s leading statesman has predicted for
her, and which her magnificent resources fit her
to hold, as arbiter and mistress of the world’s
commerce. R. H. TITHERINGTON.

Ras o
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.
You have built a castle in the air ?

Then put a foundation under it.— 7koreasn.

Who gives a trifie meanly, 1s meaner than a
trifle, —Lavater,

Awrt actual heroes are essential men, and all men
possible heroes.—£. B. Browning.

A MaN can never be happy unless his first objects
are out of himself.—4 nthony Trollope.

THEe gentleman 1s solid mahogany ; the fashion-
able man is only veneer.—/. G. Haled.
K~ow that pride,

Howe'er disguised in 1ts own majesty,

Is littleness.— W ordsworth.

Never speak well or 1l of yourself. 1f well, men
will not bel'eve you ; if 1ll, they will believe a great
deal more than you say.— Eastern Proverd.

Or all the things which man can do or make here
below, by far the most momentous, wondertul and
worthy are the things we call books. — Cariyle.

Ir we could read the secret history ot our en-
emics. we should find in each man s life sorrow and
suffering enough to disarm all hostiliy.—Losng-

ello,

Trach self denial, and make its practice pleasur-
able, and {;ou create for the world a destiny more
sublime than ever issued from the brain of the
wildest dreamer.—S7» Walter Scott.

A max is a great bundle of tools. He 1s born
into this life without the knowledge of how to use
them. Education is the process of learning their
use, and troubles are God's whetstones with which
to keep them sharp.—£#. W. Beecher.

Tuose who, 1n confidence of superior capacities
or attainments, disregard the common maxims of
hfe, shculs remember that nothing can atone for
the want o' prudence ; that negligence and irregu-
larity long continued will make knowledge useless,
wit rid and genius ible.— /oA
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CAPTAIN THORPE AND THE TWO 80VS WORKED HARD TO RESCUE THE CREW OF THE SUNK CUTTER.

A Striking Episode.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.

N the eyes of Rex Sanford, young Ralstone

of Boston, who spent his summers a: Bar-
mouth, was greatly to be envied.

For, in the first place, he had no end of
money—so Rex, who was very proud of young
Ralstone's patronizing  friendship — averred.
Then he was his own master—unfortunately,
He had rooms at the Tudor, belonged to a
“gwell” club, dressed in the tip of fashion, and
drove the latest thing in dog carts, to which a
high stepping, bang tailed horse was attached
in front, and a buttoned, top booted flunkey in
the rear. A

But there was still something wanting, This
was a yacht. So one day during last sum-
mer young Ralstone sailed gayly into Barmouth
harbor with a select party from Boston in the
cutter rigged yacht Viking, modeled after a
prize winner he had seen at the Tsle of Wight.

The cutter rig was something new in Bar-
mouth, The ‘‘jigger," as it is sometimes

It was Ned's turn to eolor—though with
honest indignation.  BFut 1 am sorry to say hi
tongue outran his discretion in his defense of
Captain Thorpe,

*' No one but a snob would talk that way to a
man old enough to be his father—is that some
of the manners you learn from your friend
Ralstone " he inquired sharply.

This speech caused s(vmetﬁing of a sensation
among the little crowd of lisieners ; for young
Ralstone, who considered himself something of
a sporting man, had brought boxing gloves
with him the previous season. Many of the
boys connected with the Y. M. C. A, gymnasium
had learned to spar after a fashion—Rex and
Ned among the number,
reach, but Rex was the quicker, Yet somehow
Ned had rather the best of it in their friendly
bouts and, as is too apt to be the case under
such circumstances, Rex resented it,

‘I it ever comes to trying titles in earnest,
Ned Maston," he had once remarked rather
hotly, in the presence of a number of his com-
panions, ** Ralstone says he'd bet on me every
time—so don't you forget it 1"

R bering this covert threat, the young

called—a small sail at the stern p 1 to
help the steering—was also an innovation,

** How do you like her looks, Cap’n Thr:rpﬁ_?"
asked Ned Maston. Ned, in company with
Rex and some other young fellows near his own
age, had come down to the pier, where Captain

was standing eving the new craft after
the critical fashion of the old time seafarer.

Y Hum, well," said the captain slowly, **for
a cuttershe don't draw so much water h! nigha
foot as I'd like her to, if she was mine.”

"“Therig is handy,” remarked Ned, who was
no mean amateur in boating matters.

"It is English, you know," Jaughed Joe
Norris, greatly to Rex's indignation,

" English or not, I don't believe there's any-
thing out of Barmouth can sail with her—Ral-
stone says so, too " he exclaimed.

" That settles it," said Ned, good naturedly—
€h, Cap'n Thorpe

Captain  Thorps rubbed his
thoughtfully,

“Wall, T ain't much give to braggin’," he
slowly replied, as he glanced at his own stanch
built sloop rigged boat, anchored off the end of
the pier ; “but if the old Boxer there won't
walk away from the cutter in a stifl breeze, 1

my guess—that's all."

Rex reddencd with vexation.

“A lot you know about it," was his con-
temptuous response.  * The Viking will sail

round that old tub of yours every time.
0u see Rex belonged to one of the wealthier
of the Rarmouth families, and in consequence

e affected to treat the working classes with a

sort of lofty contempt.

bristly chin

fellows on the pier winked knowingly at each
ather after Ned's pointed allusion to a snoh, and
awaited the outcome thereof with breathless in-
terest. Not that they were quarrelsome or ma-
licious. But deny it who will, the average
youth is seldom displeased at the prospect of a
“row." Tdon't say this is right ; but it seems
to be a peculiar phase of human nature in gen-
eral.

Well, Rex waxed wrath at once.

**Do you call me a snob, Ned Maston ?" he
threateningly exclaimed. He put one foot for-
ward, holding his hands after the manner of
Mr. Sullivan's pugilistic pnrlraih.

*You heard what I said,” was the cool reply,
*and if you don't like it—"

“Ned, Ned—no quarrelin' about me for
massy sakes ! interrupted Captain Thorpe,
For instinctively Ned had taken a defensive atti-
tude—indeed I had almost said an offensive
one,

As Ned paid no heed to the old man's en-
treaty, the latter, stepping forward, placed his
hand an the boy's shoulder.

** Remember what you told me you promised
yer ma, Ned,” he whispered.

Ned changed color and bit his lip. Then
dropping his hands to his side with an effort, he
turned on his heel,

* Coward I"

Nuot only did the taunt come from Rex him-
sell, but two or three of his immediate follow-

ers.
** Thought he was one of the kind to back
down when it came to reg'lar business, don’t

Ned had the longest.

you know," sneered young Ralstone, who had
Joined the group just in time to witness Ned's
final action in the matter,

No one but Ned himselfl knew what the
struggle cost him. He had inherited a pas-
sionate, though short lived temper from his de-
ceased father, and though it was not generally
known in Barmouth, Mr. Maston's death was
by violence—he having been shot in a quarrel
with a desperado in a Western town some three
years before.

Remembering this, and knowing her boy's
terrible inheritance of temper, the widow had
exacted a promise from her son that he would,
so far as possible, avoid anything like personal
altercation, And Ned's promise once given was
sacred. For Ned Maston was not ashamed to
show his mother the love and respect he felt for
her.

** Good boy," said old Captain Thorpe, and
taking Ned's arm, the captamn led him gently

away.

“¥‘d like to have taken Rex Sanford down a
peg, all the same,” gloomily muttered Ned,
who was a very human boy. But Captain
Thorpe anly laughed quietly,

““What 1s it Solomon said about him that
kep' his temper bein” better'n him that takes a
city—or words to that effec’ " he replied.

Ned shrugged his shoulders.

** It don’t apply in my case, for I'm mad clear
through,” he said frankly, " but you know 1
couldn't go back on my word to mother. And
I do hate to be called a coward I" he added, im-
pulsively.

* Anybody can call a fellow a coward, but
that don't make him s0," was the dry rejoinder,
whirch, however, failed to soothe Ned's wounded
feelings. 4

Neither did that which occurred on the fol-
lowing day, for young Ralstone invited a dozen
or more of Ned's school fellows to a sail down
the harbor in the Viking, but completely ig-
nored Ned, who had seldom or never before
been slighted on such occasions.

At the earnest solicitation of Rex young Ral-
stone had left behind his ** sailing master,” as
he called the ancient mariner hired to look out
for and work the yacht,

“I've been brought up on the seaboard, and
have sailed a boat since 1 was big enough to
hold atiller—what do we want of old Leesom 2"
he said rather boastfully, yet not without some
show of reason.  And so with Rex at the helm,
the Viking got under way amidst a clamor of
MErry voices,

*Jim and I are goin' out to the shoals to
underrun a trawl—want to go Ned " sang out
the captain from his own boat, which was lying
off the pier head with sail haisted.

ed, who was looking after the Viking very

longingly nodded, and a moment later was on
board the Boxer. The tender was taken in tow,
killock raised, jib hoisted, and they were off.

* Take the tiller, Ned,"” said Captain Thorpe,
with a sly twinkle in his eye. ‘' Mebbe we can
foller clost enough so the cutter’ll give us a tow
line.”

“ Don't see's she's anything great,” remarked
Jim, the caPmin's grown up son; ‘‘ the Boxer
here’s eatin' to wind'ard all the time, and 'pears
to me as if we was gainin’ on her.”

Captain Thorpe smiled grimly.

* You jest wait a bit, Jim," he returned, with
anod. “ Not foo nigh, Ned—keep her a good
rap full—stiddy now,”

'*'We are overhauling her,” cried Ned exul-
tantly. **Oh, il the Boxer only would beat the
cutter !

“If old Leesom was sailin' her, the Viking
would give us a tough one,” responded Captain
Thorpe, rubbing his hands gleefully, ** but Rex
there don't know so much as he (hinks he does
about cutter sailin’; luff a leetle—that's well,
Ned.”

Foot by foot the sloop gained on the cutter.
The wind was fresh from the west and north,
with occasional heavy puffs which brought the
Viking to her bearings, while the Boxer, being
stiffer, minded them but little. Soon the latter
had the weather gauge. Then little by little
the Boxer slid by her more pretentious rival,

““Hooray ! roared Jim, swinging his sou'-
wester wildly in the airas the sloop's square
stern slipped past the Viking's bowsprit.
* Throw a rope, some of you fellers, and we'll
give you a tow.”  And of course this time hon-
ored taunt drew a volley of replies more em-
phatic than polite from l{\me in the Viking.

Now there was some champagne on Eaard
the latter. ‘It wouldn't be the thing not to
have something of the sort, don't you know,"
young Ralstone had said.  And following out
the same line of reasoning, it wouldn't be the
thing for his guests to refuse a glass— possibly
two.

Rex's arduous duties at the helm had seemed
to call for one glass, The second was to drown
the disappointment of defeat. He had never
before tasted the frothy beverage imported from
New Jersey, and the effect was disastrous,

For when the Boxer was leading by a couple
of lengths, Captain Thorpe eased off the main
sheet and ran off a little before a heavy squall
that was blackening the waves to windward,

But for the champagne, Rich Nason would
not have made fast the Viking’s main sheet. But
fast it was in a ‘* jamming hitch " when the
squall struck, and, though the tack had been
hauled up a little before, the cutter went over
on her side so suddenly as to slide half a dozen
of her passengers to leeward,
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* Luff—1 mean put the tiller hard down,iou
confounded blockgead 1" yelled young Ral-
stone, but it was too late. The cutter would
not pay off, and her lee rail went under so
swiftly that she filled in an instant, and went
down stern first.

“L~-d ha' mercy ! " gasped Captain Thorpe,
as a chorus of shouts and cries caused him to
turn his head. Snatching the tiller from the
hand of Ned, who for the moment had quite
lost his head, the captain wore the Boxer round
and yelled for Jim to trim down the sheets. In
another moment the Boxer was dashing to the
spot, and had flown up in the wind with shaking
sails.

As he rushed forward with the boat hook,
Ned, motioning Jim to follow, sprang into the
tender and slashed the painter with his knife.
A few seconds later the boat was surrounded by
pale faces and bobbing heads.

Luckily, the average seaboard boy can gen-
erally swim like a fish. While Captain Thorpe
was hauling one after another alongside the

oxer with the boathook, Ned and Jim were
extending helping hands to those in their imme-
diate vicinity.

** Help—oh-—help !"

It was Rex, the best swimmer in Barmouth,
whose wild, despairing cry reached Ned's ears.
Cramp had seized the young fellow in its terri-
ble clutches, and was dragging him under.

Off went Ned's shoes, coat, and hat. Then
over went Ned himself.

But to the latter’s horror no sooner had he
reached Rex's side than, frantic with fear, the
fellow grasped him tightly round the neck, and
not only that, but even twined his legs convul-
sively about those of his would be preserver.

+* Rex—for Heaven's sake—you’ll—drown us

both I" gasped Ned. And then both went un-
der, but rose to the surface on a succeeding
wave.
Like a flash Ned remembered an expedient he
once heard Captain Thorpe mention having
seen used—a cruel one, yet justified by the
emergency.

Freeing his right arm by a sudden exertion of
strength, Ned, setting his teeth together, struck
Rex a stunning blow between the eyes.

Uttering an inarticulate exclamation, the half
drowning youth relaxed his hold, and his head
fell limply backward. Then, seizing his collar,
Ned began treading water, holding Rex in such
a way that his mouth and nostrils were above
the surface, till the boat was alongside and both
pulled in. 7

The special providence which is said to look
out for drunken men and fools, had evidently
been exerted in favor of the Viking’s passen-
gers, aithough none of them could strictly come
under either of the above mentioned heads.
All were saved, and landed at Barmouth in a
moist, but thankful condition.

Captain Thorpe succeeded in raising the Vik-
ing on the following day. Young Ralstone
paid him a hundred dollars for his services.

That gilt edged youth, in company with the
rest of the party, clothed and in their right
minds, were discussing the situation in front of
the hotel next morning.

To them appeared Rex, ornamented with a
pair of the blackest eyes ever seen outside the
prize ring, arm in arm with Ned Maston.

“ Fellows,” said Rex, pulling his reluctant
companion forward, ** Ned and I tried titles

esterday. /'m the coward, and he's the hero.

e saved my life by giving me a pair of black
eyes. 1 deserved em, too. Three cheers for
Ned !”

They were given with a will. Young Ral-
stone added a ** tiger" of extraordinary dimen-
sions.

“ And I rather guess I'll bet on Ned instead
of Rex,” he drawled ; ** he strikes out the best
of the two after all, don’t you know."

—e———

NOT ALL WEST POINTERS.

ConsoLaTiox for those young men who fail to se-
cure the coveted appointment to ‘West Point may
be found in the following statistics, clipped from
the Philadelphia Zimes -

People generally think that a majority of the
officers in our regular army are graduates of West
Point. This is not the case, however, as the new
army register shows ; out of 2,162 officers on the
army list 1,051 are from West Point, whlle g44 come
from civil life and 167 were promoted from among
the enlisted men of the army.

If the retired list is taken into the account the
minority of the West Pointers becomes still more
marked, since there they number but 121, while
there are 208 retired officers who were appointed
from civil life and 57 who came from the ranks of
the army. Taking in the entire active and retired
list, and adding the professors, we find 1,178 grad-
uates, against 1,243 from civil lifeand az24 from the
army, the combined majority of the two latter
being 289.

e
NOISY NEWS.

RatiER an original method was once made use
of in ante telegraph days to convey an important
piece of news in the quickest possible time from
one part of the country to the other. We quote
from the Chicago /erald.

When the first vessel completed-the passage of
the then new Erie Canal,in 1825, the fact was com-
municated to New York and to Buftalo by cannon
placed within hearing of each other all the way
along from Albany to each of the other cities. The
signal was passed along in this way from Albany to
New York city and back again to Albany in fift
eight minutes. This is quicker than a telegrapl
message can be sent over the same route and an-
swered nowadays, considering the time usually
consumed in the delivery at each end.
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A LOST DAY.
BY NORA FERRY.
WhekE is the day I lost—
The golden day
Beyond all price and cost,
hat slipped away
Out of my wandering sight,
My careless hold ?
Where did it lift in flight
Its wings of gold 7
Where were the treasures rare
It bore from me ?
What were the pleasures fair
1 shall not see ?
Ah, never day was yet
So fine, so fair.
So rich with promise set,
free from care,
As that we mourn and sigh
When we do say :
** Alas, how time doth .ly
I've lost aday!™
(The Independent.

SRR
[ This story commenced in No. 275.]
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ALLAN TRENT'S TRIALS.
By MATTHEW WHITE, JR,,

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

CHAPTER XXIX,

TRIUMPH OF THE ENEMY.

L H, Arthur, don't. It isn't dignified—
@ for a prisoner.”

Allan stole up behind his chum and
hurriedly whispered the foregoing in
his ear, for Seymour, true to his nature, was
fairly choking with laughter. And with cause.

The expression on Paul Beaver’s face, when
he opened the door and discovered the room
filled with a good sized company, was an inde-
scribable one, such as must be seen to be ap-
preciated. Schooled villain in concealing his
emotions as he was, his countenance was not
proof against the apparent multiplication of
two boys into ten or a dozen full grown men.
Arthur, with his keen sense of the humorous,
forgot all else for the moment, in enjoyment of
their jailer’s perplexity.

Unluckily for our two friends, this propensity
on the part of one of them for mirth, allowed
their enemy to recover himself and ** get in the
first shot " with the strangers.

** Brought your whole gang in here, you young
rascals, have you ?"" he began, turning fiercely
on the boys, as they stood, Arthur with his
handkerchief stuffed down his throat, and Allan
trying to sober him, by the bed.

““Gang! This is an insult. What do you
mean, sir?” and the touchy individual in the
fur trimmed coat stepped forward to confront
Beaver with two stern perpendicular wrinkles
running between his eyebrows. ** I'd have you
know,"” he went on, **that I am president of
the Utica Society for the Propagation of Usefur
Knowledge. But my suspicions have already
been awakened by the singular conduct of these
young men."”

‘And rightly, sir,” interposed the artful
Beaver, before anybody else could put in a
word. ‘‘ They are two of the most precocious
rascals the country has produced. Why, y
they have tracked me all the way from New

”

York in an endeavor to steal a large sum of *

money of which they knew me to be possessed.”

As may be supposed, this announcement
created no small sensation among the new ar-
rivals.

The drummers looked at Beaver, then at the
boys, and then at one another with a shrug-
ging of the shoulders that boded ill to the
Brooklyn contingent.  The colored porter
opened wide both mouth and eyes. while the
brakeman began fussing with the sleeves of his
jacket as though preparing to roll them up.

« Amazing !" ejaculated he of the fur trim-
ming, turning to survey Allan and Arthur with
a stony glare. Then, leaning forward toward
Beaver again with an eagerness that was droll
in connection with the sudden change of subject,
he added : ** But I should like to procure a cup
of coffee and some breakfast here. We have
been in the train all night and my appetite has
had rather a keen edge put on it.”

‘Yes, yes,"” chorused the commercial travelers,
“trot out your larder. That's what we came

+Oh, I see, gentlemen,” returned Beaver,
with a glance towards the window, *‘ you have
been snow bound and have tunneled your way
to my house. Well, I shall be most happy to
accomodate you to the extent of our abilities, on
one condition,"”

*Oh, we expect to pay for what we eat,”
spoke up one of the drummers.  ** And perhaps
we can get the railroad company to make it good
to us afterwards.”

Beaver gave a weak sort of smile and a wave
of the hand.

*Oh, as you please about that,” he said.
“My condition, however, is of an entirely dif-
ferent nature. It is that you will aid me in pre-
venting the escape of these two rascals, whom I
had confined in this room, till such time as I can
hand them over to the authorities, which is of
course out of the question in the present state of
the roads."”

++ Agreed, agreed," cried the drummers, be-

ginning to crowd toward the door, through
which came an appetizing odor of sizzling beef,
frying potatoes and boiling coffee.

** But he's the villain!” cried Arthur, his
mirth having long since vanished. **He's a
forger and a thief, and I acknowledge we've
tracked him here all the way from New York to
get money from him. But it was $200,000
worth of railroad bonds that he has stolen "

Polly, who with Tad had been standing in
the doorway, grew suddenly pale as she heard
this accusation, and leaned against the jamb for
support. But Beaver seemed in no wise discon-
certed.

** That’s the story they've hatched up, gentle-
men,” he said. ‘It isn't to be expected that
they’ll give up and say calmly, *yes, we're
thieves,” 15 it 2

** But they don't look as if they belonged to
the criminal class,” remarked an elderly gentle-
man, who had been rather a shocked observer
ot the proceedings. ‘‘And they are so very
young,” he added, putting on a pair of black
rimmed eye glasses to survey the accused pair
more particularly.

*Oh, you can't tell by looks," called out one
of the younger drummers. ** You don't sup-
pose that robbers go about nowadays with vil-
lainous scowls on their faces and a jimmy dang-
Iin’¥ from their watch chain, do you 2"

he old gentleman looked quite discomfited
and retired to the rear of the throng that had
gathered about Mr. Beaver.

“ Well, do you agree to my conditions?”
asked the latter.

**Yes, yes,” cried five or six of the hungry
drummers.

“ Then I must ask two of you to stand guard
over the prisoners,” continued Beaver. ** Before
you came I trusted to the snow barricade to
keep them safe, but now they may skip off any
minute and board the train,”

**And much good may it do them,” remarked
a nice looking young fellow with a blonde mus-
tache and brown overcoat. ** From the looks
of things there won't be any trains moving over
this road for two or three days. I'll accommo-
date you, though, and be one of the guards.”

** All right ; here you, Tad, stay in here and
keep your eyes open,” responded Beaver, add-
ing, as he made room for the rest to pass by
him into the kitchen. ‘* This way, gentlemen.
We will try to supply your wants as well as we
can in our humble way.”

“ Anybody’d think he owned the house to
hear him talk,” murmured Arthur, as the snow
bound travelers, with the exception of the
** guard,” filed rapidly into the kitchen.

Allan had dropped into a seat on the only
chair the room afforded, and looked quite dis-
couraged. It certainly did seem as if Beaver
was going to have everything his own way.
Human nature 1s weak, especially when it is
hungry.

Tad had skipped inside in obedience to in-
structions, and as soon as the door closed, stood
meekly with his back against it, a very timid
inspector general indeed.

Arthur had taken his station moodily by the
window, and perhaps because he feared that it
was with the intention of making his escape, the
handsome young stranger likewise betook him-
self to that quarter of the apartment.

“Whew! it's cold in here,” he exclaimed,
turning up his coat collar. **I don’t wonder
you fellows want to get away.”

** Oh, we don't want to get away so much as
we want to keep Beaver from clearing out,”
returned Arthur, lowering himself to a seat on
the edge of the window sill and crossing one
leg comfortably over the other.

‘* Who's Beaver ?” inquired the other, pro-
ceeding to make himself at home by taking up
a corresponding attitude on the opposite side of
the window,

“*He's the scoundrel that stole the $200,000, and
has just set you to keep watch over us,” replied
Arthur.  *‘I'll bet if he saw a good chance of
getting away he wouldn't care how soon we
skipped off.”

““Why don't you give it to him then?"
asked the other, taking a cigar out of his pocket
and biting off the end of it.

*“It's the snow and not we who are keeping
him. Besides, we don’t want him to get away
till we get that money or have him put where the
law will get it for us,”

“ You seem to be a bright young fellow. It's
too bad you took up with such a crooked way
of getting your living."

““You believe what that Beaver tells you,
then 2"

““ Why shouldn't I believe him as quickly as
I would you ? "

** Well, as you didn't know either of us be-
fore, and as he got in his story first, I suppose
it's natural enough.”

Arthur's good spirits were beginning to bub-
ble up again. The handsome, well dressed
young man beside him was certainly not offen-
sive in his surveillance, and then the expression
on Tad’s face, as the boy looked out of the cor-
ner of his eye towards the two conversing by
the window, was irresistible.

Forgetting for the moment the relations sub-
sisting between them, Arthur nudged his neigh-
bor and whispered with suppressed glee:
**Look at thatboy. He thinks we're plotting
some dark and direful conspiracy. Did you
ever see such an absurd expression on any mor-
tal's face ? It’s one divided between duty and
pure scare.”

The other looked and laughed outright.

** That’s good,” he said. **I wish I had my
detective camera to catch it.”
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* What's the joke ?” asked Allan, getting up
to walk over to the others.

Arthur told, and Allan in turn fixed his gaze
on poor Tad.

This was too much for the boy. Evidently
believing that the ** guard” had been won over
and was plotting with the prisoners some trick
tending to the extinguishment of himself, he
wheeled about, pulled open the door, and
thrusting out his head, roared out loudly :

** Mr. Beaver, come quick. They're all three
goin’ off togather by the winder.”

* CHAPTER XXX.
COUNTER CLAIMS.

AD’S announcement not only brought his
prospective brother in law into the bed
chamber with precipitate haste, but
caused a heavy detachment of the storm

stayed travelers to accompany him, some with

cups of coffee in their hands, others chewing on
the frizzled beef, and all trying to be first, and
thus have an unobstructed view of the *‘fun.”

“ Oh, you've brought my breakfast, have
you ?" exclaimed the young fellow in brown,
advancing to meet Beaver, who held the coffee
pot. He had been in the act of pouring a por-
tion for one of the travelers, no other than he of
the fur trimmed coat, who was closely follow-
ing him up with the empty cup.

*“ 1 thought you were going to see that these
beys did not escape ?”’ demanded Beaver, ignor-
ing the other's remark.

** Well, have they ? Don't you see them both
here as quiet as lambs ? Look here, my fine
fellow, I don’t half like your manners.”

Beaver turned to the others with an air of in-
jured innocence.

** Gentlemen,” he said, ‘‘do you consider
this fair treatment for a man who is about to
administer relief to those in distress ?”

*Oh, hurry up, and give us our breakfast,”
called out one of the drummers.

* And how do you expect I'm to keep guard
on an empty stomach ?” added the newly ap-
pointed jailer. Then raising his voice, he went
on: * Gentlemen, look here. We seem 1o
have stumbled on a house of mysteries. I move
we give these young men fair play, and allow
them to explain their side of the matter.”

‘1 protest!” exclaimed Beaver. *‘1 have
told you just how the case stands, and if you
Son't care to accept my word, there is the win-

ow.,

**And what authority have you, pray, to
order us out of the house ?" demanded the
young man, whe, having been installed as the
chums’ jailer, was now blooming out as their
champion and defender. He was a shrewd,
quick witted fellow, and Arthur’s remark when
Bedver left the room had not escaped him.

He did not seem to expect a reply, but went
rapidly from one to another of his fellow pas-
sengers, giving each a brief hint of what Ar-
thur had told him concerning the actual state of
affairs.

Beaver began to look anxious. It was evi-
dent that the tide of feeling was turning against
him.  His own high handed methods of proce-
dure, contrasted with our friends' quiet and
gentlemanly demeanor, had had their effect.

“* Yes, yes, let the boys tell their story,” cried
several voices, chiefly belonging to those of the
party whose hunger had already been appeased,
and who were now ready for any little excite-
ment that would serve to shorten the tedium of
their enforced detention.

Beaver was hemmed in by the throng and
prevented from interfering, while the blonde
young man got Arthur to mount the chair as a
rostrum from which to deliver his remarks.
The latter, rejoiced at this new turn of fortune’s
wheel, entered thoroughly into the spirit of the
occasion, and readily agreed to tell their story
in oratorical fashion.

‘ This fellow,” he began, inclining his head
towards Allan, ‘“‘and 1 are chums, and have
come up here after a man who forged my
friend’s father's name, and thus got unlawful
possession of $200,000, some of which 1 believe
he has about him at this moment, and which
I@]Fope to recover before we leave Tenbrook
Falls.”

‘“Ask him his chum’s name,” roared out
Beaver, who, pinned into a corner by two of the
sturdiest drummers, was fairly fuming over
with rage. ‘‘He daren’t mention it, see if he
does.”

A mild sensation was created by this inter-
ruption, and every eye, after turning for an in-
stant towards Beaver, was nt again upon
Anh\nr in eager expectancy.

““Yes, tell us both your names," N
several voices. 4 Spokei ip

‘* Mine is Arthur Seymour, dnd my friend's '
Allan Trent.” : : ¥ inends

** Son of Howard Trent, the forger,” put in
Beaver with a sneer. ‘*See how the fellow
blushes! He can't deny it.”

A subdued murmur ran through the company.

s it possible 2" ** Why, the papers have
been full of the case,” and ** This must be the
very boy whose fatal resemblance to his father
led lko lh(;‘ identification,” were some of the re-
marks that came all too distinctl
Allan’s ear. T oo

It was the first time since the arrest that ke
had been placed where he could not avoid not-
ing the impression produced by the recital of
the facts. Now he felt the blood welling up
into his face in spite of him, with the gaz
of all those men bent upon it in all that morbid
interest which weak human nature is so seldom
able to repress.
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FEven the chums' champfon, the handsome
young man with the mustache seemed stag-
gered by the revelation,

But he recovered himself in an instant and
called out to Beaver; ‘1 say, you professed
head of the house, suppose you give us yows
name now."

** Oh, I can tell you that,” put in a man with
~“mutton chop " side whiskers and a red neck-
tie. *Didn't you hear that boy cal! him Mr.
Beaver 2

‘" That's so,” ejaculated the other. ‘*By
Jove, there was a Beaver in that Trent case.”

¢+ Certainly there was,” corroborated one of
the drummers. ** His first name was Paul and
he was the man who 1dentified Trent with the
escaped convict Ford.”

Allan shivered involuntarily as he heard his
father's name bandied about in these terms.

Beaver thought he saw a loophole for himself
just at this point and made haste to avail him
self of it.

** Certainly, I am the man,” he said, ** and is
it likely after bringing a law breaker to justice I
would break the laws myself 2 And does it not
seem natural that Trent's son and his son's
friend should have a grudge against me 2

* Oh, I dare say,” asserted the young man in
brown, ** but yet it is hardly likely they would
give it vent by robbing you.”

Beaver forced his way into the middle of the
room, and pointing towards Arthur as he spoke,
went on : ‘I would ask any of you gentlemen
to send a telegram to the baggage master at the
Sing Sing station, asking if an unprovoked as-
sault was not made upon me there two days ago
by this young gentleman,” with a withering em-
phasis of scorn on the last two words.

** Oh, come now,” retorted the blonde man,
* you know as well as we do that we can't do
any wiring just now. We'll take your word for
all but the unprovoked part of it. Suppose
you keep quiet awhile now, and let this young
man go on with his story.”

““Yes, yes,” crieu several voices.
hear him out. Go on, Seymour.”

Nothing loath, Arthur proceeded to relate
how Beaver had forged Mr. Trent's name on an
order to the latter's clerk for the $200,000 in
the railroad bonds, But here Beaver inter-
rupted with :

‘¢ Ask him if Mr. Trent, as
denies that he wrote the order.
some of you."

The tall man in the fur trimmed coat took it
upon himself to comply with the suggestion.

** Have you any proof, young man,” he said,
**of the truth of your assertion 2"

Unfortunately Arthur had not, at least none
that would be likely to prove satisfactory to the
present assemblage. None of them was ac-
quainted with Mr. Trent’s handwriting, so that
they would have to take his word for it that the
copy of Mr. Oppenheim’s name and address
the crumpled bit of paper was an imitation of
the same thing in the broker's hand. He hesi-
tated for the briefest part of a second, then re

lied :

**We didn't have a chance to get Mr. Trent's
repudiation, because they took him off to Placer
City before we could see him after we knew of
the robbery.”

““There! What did I tell you, gentlemen 2"
exclaimed Beaver triumphantly.

“‘ But we kave got proof that will convict him
of something more important to us fast
enough,” Arthur hastened to add

A brief, nervous expression of apprehension
passed over Beaver's face on hearing this. It
was gone almost as soon as it appeared, and
the old air of bravado was back again, but the
young man with the blonde mustache, who hap-
pened to be looking directly at him at the mo-
ment, saw it and drew his own conclusions.
During the discussion of the past ten minutes,
he had got Tad to get him a cup of coffee and
some beef and potatoes, and having had his
hunger thus appeased, was ready, with the rest
of his fellow sufferers by the blockade, for any-
thing that would help pass the time away.

* Look here. gentlemen,” he said, * this ap-
pears to be an interesting case, and as we have
nothing better todo, and our dinner may dependa
upon the issue, I move we have a mock trial to
determine which side we shall espouse. \What
say you 2"

“ Let's

he calls him,
Ask him that,

CHAPTER XXXI.
THE TRIAL BEGINS.

=THE proposition of the young man in the
( brown overcoat that a mock trial should
decide the merits of the case of Paul
Beaver versus the boys, met with uni-

versal approval, except from Beaver himself.
““This is a serious business,” he insisted,
*‘and 1 don't want these young scoundrels to

-scaﬁ»e."

" ** Who's going to let them escape 2" the pro-
poser of the scheme wanted to know. ‘'As
you were the first to accuse them of robbing
you, we will put them in the prisoner’s dock
and let you be plaintiffi. That surely should
satisfy you. I'll be counsel for the defense.
Now who shall we have for judge?”

“T move we adjourn to the train before we
proceed further,” suggested one of the drum-
mers, with a shiver. ** This court room is too
cold ; besides, there appears to be ‘standing
room only.’ "

‘*Come on, then ; suppose you be sergeant
at arms to take charge of the prisoners and see
that they don't escape during the transit.”

This speech of our friends’ champion raised
a laugh, as the only means of access to the
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train was by the path that had just been
shoveled, wit' a snowbank on either side of it
seven or eigh. feet high,

A rush was made for the window, and the
procession to the cars was hastily formed. But
there was no chance for a rush after the path
was reached. It was single file there willy nilly.
The young man in brown led the way, Arthur
followed, nexr came the newly appointed ser-
geant at arms, after him Beaver.

Arthur was quite elated at the prospect before
them.

*If we don't get justice we'll have some fun,
and be sure that Beaver doesn't get away mean-
time,” he whispered to Allan.

It had stopped snowing, but was very cold,
and the boys opened their eyes in wonder when
(hglk' saw the state of affairs around the train.

he snow on one side was actually banked
up half way to the top of the car windows, and
it scemed as if the blockade could not possibly
be lifted for wecks.

By the answers to their queries they concluded
that this must be the very train on which Mr.
Ericsson had arrived the evening before,

Some of the passengers who had made use of
the path to the Benderman cottage had returned
some time since with breakfast for wives, sis-
ters, or mothers, of whom there were, fortu-
nately, few on the train. The porter had also
purchased a scuttle of coal of Mr. Beaver, so
that the slecper—now made up for day use—
was warm enough.

I propose that we make this gentleman
judge,” said the young man in brown, laying
his hand on the shoulder of an old gentleman
with a white beard, who was sitting with a

rty of ladies in the forward end of the car.,

e had not been of the number of those who
had made a pilgrimage through the snow, a
young fellow of about Arthur's age, and doubt-
less his grandson, having attended to supplying
his party with provisions.

‘“Eh, what's that?" he now exclaimed.
‘“Make me judge! What is it? A dispute
about the responsibility of the railroad com-

,pany for delays by blizzards ?”
N

No, no. A mock trial of real culprits. A
very interesting case, and will pass the time
away beautifully.”

*'Real culprits! Bless me, what do you
mean ?” And the cld gentleman, who had a
most benevolent expression of countenance,
stood up to gaze at the line of passengers filing
into the car, all of them evidently excited about
something besides the snow storm.

**So much the better if you don't know any-
thing about it in advance,” returned the insti-
gator of the scheme. ‘' Your views will be
so much the less apt to be prejudiced. Now
will you come up forward and take a seat by
the stove ?  You don't object to obliging us by
serving, of course 2"

*“Oh, not in the least; but who is the pris-
oner, and what is the nature of the case 2

**Here are the prisoners,” was the answer,
accompanied by a move of the hand towards
Allan and Arthur, who at that moment were
passing in the aisle. ** There are two of them,

man became aware of the fact that I had about
me a large sum of money, nearly $200,000, in
fact the proceeds of twenty years' mining in the
\Vesl."

Here Arthur could not repress a deep drawn
** O-0-h," which attracted the eyes of all the
car upon him.

Beaver continued.

‘* By the help of the porters I succeeded in
escaping and saw nothing more of the bold
young scamp until this morning early, when
judge of my surprise and indignation when I
discovered him and a confederate in the very
house where I am staying. Their story is that
they were overcome by the storm last night, and
just managed to reach the doorway where they
were heard by—by the lady 1 am to marry on
Saturday.”

A buzz of amazement ran through the car,
ich was filled by a throng of eagerly atten-
tive auditors, All the passengers from the
other cars had crowded their way in, and even
the engineer and fireman were present.

This announcement of Beaver’s of his ap-
proaching marriage was a shrewd step on his
part.  Already and at a bound he had the sym-
pathies of more than half the jury with him, for
they were all married men, or else wanted
to be such.

After a well planned pause to allow the buzz
to abate and the sympathy to become well
grounded, he proceeded :

** Of course the idea is quite apparent. [ was
tracked to Tenbrook Falls and to that house,
and the youmg conspirators made use of the
storm to gain admi! e. Isittobe dered
at then that I wish to keep them prisoners until
1 can hand them over to the proper authorities ?
And the duty of this court, as I understand it,”
he added with one of his smiles that were so
closely akin to leers, ‘' is toaid me in keeping
guard over the two young men until the block-
ade is lifted.”

Mr. Beaver made as if to sit down, then as
though an afterthought had struck him, he
add

** Of ceurse the defendants will have their
own story made up, and as from the nature of
the case, no witnesses can be called, the whole
will turn on a question of veracity. Which do
you prefer to believe? A man like me, or a
pair of irresponsible boys 2"

Beaver was about resuming his seat, conscious
of having made a hit, when the young man in
brown called out : ** One moment, if you please,
for the cross examination,"

(70 be continued.)

— e

you see, and the case is one of pted rob-
bery."

This announcement was received with muf-
fled expressions of horror and amazement by
the two young ladies in the ** judge's " party,
while the old gentleman himself was scarcely
less affected by the tidings.

** Now for the jury,” went on the brisk young
man. Thea he checked himself. ** But wait,
we must first have counsel for the plaintiff.
Who will serve in that capacity ?"

“*1 will,” volunteered the man in the fur
trimmed coat, who had walked over from the
house immediately behind Beaver.

** Good, now for the jury.” This was easily
obtained, as nobody knew anything of the case
except what they had heard that morning, and
inside of ten minutes twelve of the p g
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We are always glad to oblize our renders to the extent
of our abilities, but in justice to all only such questions
as are of general interest can receive attention.

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

About mix weeks are required before a reply to any
question can appear in thix column,
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ConsTANT READER. For coin dealers, consult
our advertising columns.

J.J. M., New York City. Acetic acid, sal am-
moniac, and caustic, are recommended for remov-
ing warts.

How would Eclipse, Ex-

most of them young men, were ranged in the
first three seats on either side of the aisle, facing
the judge.

‘ Now then, what have we for witnesses 2"
proceeded the counsel for the defendants,

‘ If it please the court,” spoke up Mr. Beaver,
who with his counsel had taken a seat on the
right hand of the judge, *‘ my witnesses are all
at Sing Sing, being the porters and other per-
sons about the baggage room there who wit-
nessed the assault made upon me by this
youth,” inclining his head towards Arthur.

‘“Well, then,” returned the judge, who,
being a retired business man, was not as dig-
nified in his diction on the bench as a lawyer,
doctor, or a minister would have been, ** sup-
pose the er—let me say—I forget whether you
are the plaintiffi or defendant—oh, plaintiff,
thank you, Mr. Counsel—let the defendant tell
the story of his wrongs.”:

Beaver thereupon launched forth on a tale of
how Arthur had scraped acquaintance with
him on the train. At this point a sudden
thought struck Seymour, and he sprang up
from his seat, crying out: ‘‘Ask him what
name he gave me then, just ask him that !"” But
he was of course ruled out of order and forced
to resume his seat, and bottle up his *‘ thunder-
bolt” till the fitting moment for launching it.
Nothing daunted, Beaver went on to relate
how he had lost sight of his young companion
for a while, but that he had suadenly turned up
again at Sing Sing station, and there sprung
upon him in the boldest, most atrocious
fashion.

‘I can explain the matter in no other way,”
continued the much abused individual, **than
by presuming that in some manner the young
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celsior or the Mzrzland Star suit you as names for
your base ball club?

Bovs wishing to join the Fife and Drum Corps of
the Hamilton Cadets should address Robert Fitkin,
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W. H. S., Dennysville, Me. For all information
respecting members of the Salvation Army, write
to the new headquarters in this city, 111 Reade
Street, care of Captain Booth.

E. A. WerkexTmes, 25 Washington St.,
Hoboken, N. J., would like to hear from boys be-
tween 14 and 17,and s ft. 1n height, who would
help to form a Cadet Corps in his city.

ReTirep Newssov, Chicago, Ill. Your plan of
organizing a corps of Naval Cadets is an ambitious
one. The first thing needful would be a ship,
which might be a somewhat expensive item.

W. H. C., Cincinnati, O. The Confederate stamp
issued at Baton Rouge, La., in 1861, is so rare that
no specimen of it can ordinarily be procured, and
it is not possible to name any market price for it.

G. H. W., Saratoga Springs. N. Y. Only the
first volume of the ** Forest and Stream Series "' is
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J. T., Cincinnati, O. 1. **The Young Acrobat ™
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H. D. W., Minneapolis, Minn. There are several
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mention 7ke Weod Worker, of Indianapolis, Ind.,
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which are issued monthly.

H. D. T., Danielsonville, Conn. The answer to
your questions will be found in the articles on
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NAMELESS CORIHI'ONDENT’. New York City. No,
we were perfectly correct in saying that Mr. Alger
now writes for no pager but THE GOLDEN ARGOsY.
A serial by him which has recently appeared else-
where was an old story repubhsheg'.

J. S. N, Newark, N. J. We wish we could help

ou, but unfortunately there is no way i which a
Newark boy can make sure of obtamning a remun-
erative position in New York. You do not say
what kind of work you are qualified to perform.

A ConsTaANT READER, Boston, Mass Yes, the
compiler of ** Friday Facts " was wrong in saying
that Lee surrendered and that Richmond was evac
uated on Friday. The latter event took place
during the mght of Sunday, April 2, 1865 ; the for-
mer on Sunday, April g.

E. B. B., New York City. 1. We cannot give
medical advice. You must consult a physician.” 2.
We cannot say which city has the best police and
fire department. In most of our large cities both
are in_excellent condition ; but if we mentioned
New York's proverbial ** Finest," what would our
friends in Chicago and elsewhere say 7
.G. S. W.. Baltimore, Md. 1. The longest con-
tinuous railroad line under one management 1s
that of the Canadian Pacific ; but the total mileage
of that eompany (3,990) is less than that of Ihc
Chicago, Milwaukee, and St. Paul (5,2¢8) and the
Union Pacific (4,519). 2. The first steam passenger
railroad was that between Stockton and Darlington,
England, built by Stephenson and Pease in 1825,

B. L., rta, Mo. 1. Professional base ball
clubs usually have three officers: President, Sec
tary and Treasurer. 2. The captain has ful!
absolute control of the field and the players. 3.
The duties of the other officers are the same as in
any society or association. 4. Lieutenant Hamil-
ton's ** Elementary Principles of the Art of War,"”
published by J. H. Soule & Co., of this city, would
be about what you want in the way of a manual of
arms,

H. E. D, Medford, Mass 1. The cost of ‘an il-
lustration, which we suppose is what you mean by
a ** picture,” depends altogether upon its nature.
2. Stories and all articles submitted for publication
should be addressed to the editor. 3. Certainly, it
is not necessary that all stories be illustrated, al-
though as a general rule all those in the Axcosy
are furnished with cuts. 4. If you want to get up
a military company we advise you to read Licu-
tenant Hamilton's articles on the subject in the
ARrGosy in Nos, 230-237.
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J. Nelson Shattuck, Natick, Mass. A magic
lantern with s6 views, for a set of boxing gloves.

F. W. Dusenberry, 292 Halsey St., Newark, N.
J. A pair of opera glasses, for a'self inking press.

Frank Pelham, Cold Spring on Hudson, N. V.
A watch valued a* §7, for a cornet or fiddle of equal
value.

J. W. Floyd, 742 4th St., South Boston, Mass-
Advertising * cards, stamps, and postmarks, for
postmarks.

C. D. Curtis, so Chestnut St., Charlestown, Mass.
A foot power scroll saw, for a chest of tools or a B
flat cornet.

_Lloyd W. Brockenbrough, Eastville, Va. Twenty
five different foreign stamps, for every Indian
arrow head.

J. Seiter, 415 East 22d St., Chicago, Ill. Poultry
books, chromos, etc., valued at $i2, for a set of
boxing gloves.

Victor Pollak, 731 Wells St., Chicago, 1. A
pair of Indian moccasins and gloves, for U. S.
coins.  Send list.

T. Newman, 334 East 86th St., New York City.
A press and two tonts of type, valued at §4.50, for

rum with sticks.

C. E. Poor, 1043 Harlem Ave., Baltimore, Md.
An accordion, for stamps not in his collection ; U.
S. stamps preferred.

J. W. Albaugh, 237 North Ave., Baltimore, Md.
Four hundred uin tags and four thousand stamps,
for a camera and outfit,

Frank Howard, Belle Vernon, Pa. An Ideal
magic lantern, with 24 views, for a set of boxing
gloves or a catcher’s mask.

J. Norris, 182 East 76th St., New York City. Five
foreign coins, 125 different stamps and 300 dupli-
cates, for a brace and bits.

J. O. Reilly, 29 Oak Hill Ave., Pawtucket, R. I.
Books by Castlemon, Alger, etc., for a stamp al-
bum with or without stamps.

John M. Geiss, Danville, Pa. Two hundred and
fifty different tintags, and 150 different paper tags,
for 350 different foreign stamps.

Henry Theinert, 106 East sth St., New York City.
A magic lantern with 24 slides, valued at $3, for a
camera and outfit valued at $2.50.

Alva L. Voodry, General Delivery, Des Moines,
Toa. A pair of /ndian clubs, a pair of dumb bells,
and 2 harmonicas, for a xylophone.

W. H. Glascock, Saverton, Mo.
telescope, for books, volumes of 1uE
ARrcosy, a watch, or boxing gloves.

Wiiliam Connelly, 333 Cutter St., Cincinnati, O.
A pair of all steel Acme club skates, and 475 differ-
ent tin tags, for a press, or Vol. 1V of T Goioex
ARGOSY.

E. W. Thomas, Jr., Box 2274. Ocean Grove, N. J
Over 500 stamps in an International album, for Lip-
Emcott_ s Gazetteer ora late edition of Webster's

Jnabridged.

H. Lester Montague, 456 Bloomfield St., Hoboken,
N.J. A pair of 10 1-2 nickel plated Union Hard-
ware roller skates, for a bound volume of the
Arcosy prior to Vol V.

Harg' Rieser, 842 2d Ave., New York City, A
small Eclipse camera and outfit, a cabinet of type,
crayons and water colors, and a bagatelle table,
etc., for a good sized camera and outfit.

Books, and a
Govpn
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THE SALT SEA.

BY W. J. HENDERSON.
On sing of the seca! Oh sing of the sea !
The world and the sun of it all for me ;
Where the salt spray strikes the smile of my lips,
And down from the hair to the feet of me drips,
While the east wind smites me across the face,
And the waves flash past in a thundering race.
Sing of the sea! Oh sing of the sea!
The wealth and the health of it all for me.
If ever the summer comes back again,
And I stand new crowned 'mid the sons of men,
I'll hurl to the dogs all books and plays,
All roets and poems of dream spawned days,
To lie iu the sun on the sloping deck,

Vrapped close by the spray from heels to neck,
Made strong wnK the blood of the mad, white sea !
The wealth and the health of it all for me,
Throw wide thine arms, oh mother mine ;
Throw wide wet arms for this child of thine,
He grows too faint on the pale, dull shore
With hunger and thirst for thee evermore.

Save kisses for me, and a great white sail
To wrap me in love that shall never fail ;
Oh well loved sea! Oh faithful sea !
The soul and the body of thee for me.

—_——te————
[ This story commenced in No. 272.]

Warren Haviland,

THE YOUNG SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.
By ANNIE ASHMORE,
Author of ' Who Shall be the Heir 2" etc., efc.

CHAPTER XXXVII,
THE TRIAL.

OM went back to Warren in deep
dejection, but Warren would not
hear of Hawk triumphing over

his cousin, and sat down then and

there, the detective beside him, to give
all the ** points” of the loan affair as
they had come under his knowledge.

‘“Yes, these facts criminate him con-
siderably,” remarked the detective on
reviewing them; ‘‘and if we can’t prose-
cute him on the other two charges we
may on this. Yet, after all, he may get
the better of us,” added he, frowning
thoughtfully. **He's just the sort of
hard file to go to the penitentiary for
years, yet keep a tight grip on the plun-
der all the while. He may have con-
cealed it, I mean; and who can make
him confess where itisif he don't wantto?
Many an honest man has worked hard all
his life and never gathered five dollars ;
this chap would take ten or fifteen years’
hard labor resignedly, I guess, if at the
end he got twenty five thousand.”

It was noon before the Argus steamed
into Colonsay harbor, towing her prize,
and the whole crew marched straight up
to the police court, to be examined on
the several charges of robbery, abduc-
tion and manslaughter.

*“Take the last first, please,” whis-
pered the detective to the examining
magistrate. ‘‘I hope I'm on the track
of a witness who will do us good service
against the principal rogue.”

Receiving an assenting nod, he darted
away.

On the way from the levee he had ob-
served among the crowd which escorted
the prisoners a freckled faced youth,
whose wicked, shrewd ecagerness, as he
peered at the prisoners from under a
battered hat brim, had riveted his atten-
tion. Which prisoner was it he greeted
with that extraordinary grin of malevo-
lent exultation?

Man by man passed by, the French-
men cowed and craven, the Canadians
cool but sullen, filing by like three
giants ; now here came Hawk, brisk and
brazen,—handcuffed, yet haughty, as be-
came an honest man suffering under un-
merited ignominy.

Aha! the gamin’'s gimlet eyes gleam, —
his grin becomes a convulsion intended
ta express unspeakable joy,—he elbows
through (he crowd till he is fairly in
front of Hawk, nimbly dancing back-
ward ; then he performs a gesture re-
plete with the quintessence of juvenile
contempt ; this done, he takes a side
spring out of the way of the cortege, and
wheels himself on hands and feet down
a by lane and into private life,

This was the incident which roused
the detective's hope of a witness against
Hawk ; he remembered the urchin, as
described by Warren, who had brought
Mr. Walsingham’s bogus letter to them,
and accompanied them to the seashore,
taking the carriage back from thence.

He had already heard something about
the imp from the livery stable keeper,
who said he was *‘a veg'larlimb,—ahout
as full of mischief as they make ‘c¢m,”
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that his name was Raff, and that he was
nothing but a stseet rat.

The detective was not long in tracing
Raff to his lair, and having by means
known to himself converted the lawless
young imp into a witness for the prose-
cution, he led him in triumph to the
court, and when Hawk’s examination on
the charge of kidnaping the boys came
on, the first witness,was Raff.

Hawk’s jaunty air fled as the glib
tongue rattled forth its revelations, and
he cast many a withering glance towards
the imp, but only succeeded in heighten-
ing the malicious enjoyment of the
youth,

Hawk and McDade had been looking
out for some one sharp enough to per-
form some details of their piot which
they could not do themselves, and acci-
dent threw Raff in their way, and discov-
cred his genius to them. "Having once
been a telegraph messenger, he was
competent to manage the false telegram
business; he it was who had chloro-
formed the telegraph operator in St.
Andre, and intercepted Mr, Walsing-
ham’s message to Macready and Dillon,
sending back the message he had re-
ceived ; he had been coached by Hawk
in the disguise of Conroy, and in all his
dealings with him it had been as Conroy
he saw him.

Here Hawk, indignantly interrupting
him, demanded by what right this de-
graded wretch was permitted to cast
obloquy upon an honest man? Why did
he fasten upon him, as being the person
Conroy? He, Hawk, had never in his
life seen this boy before, nor as far as
he knew, had the boy ever seen him
before.

A leading question having been put
to Raff to set him on the desired track,
he sailed on complacently :

“I allers knowed his whiskers an’
mustachers was false,—an’ that his whole
git up was false too. But once when I
was awaitin’ for him ter see me in Ros-
coe Hotel,—an’ many’s the time he kep’
me coolin’ my heels in the hall for an
hour at a time,—I got tired of it, an’
peeked through his kcyhole to see what
the dickens was keepin’ him, an’ I see
him settin’ by the windy in his shirt
sleeves, — " (Hawk started’ violently,)
‘‘ with them lovely black mustachers an’
his whiskers an' his wig, a lyin’ on the
table alongside of a pile—crickey, wot a
pile '—of banknotes.”

““For shame ! Will you allow an hon-
orable gentleman to be maligned by this
poor heathen who knows not the mean-
ing of truth ?” cried Hawk passionately.

‘“ An’ blessed if he worn't a sewin’
the banknotes inter his weskit A

“*Outrageous falsehood !"” cried Hawk,
growing very pale.

‘Inter his weskit,” placidly pursued
the boy, ‘‘the wery weskit on him now ;
an’ another day I got a chance for a min-
ute at the weskit when he sent me for
his coat to the wardrobe, an’' I unripped
one o’ them notes, an’ it was for a thou-
sand dollars.”

Hawk fell back
bling in every limb.

‘“Yer see, Mister Conroy-Hawk,”
taunted Raff in conclusion, ‘it was a
wery bad move of yours ter give me
nawthin’ but a fize, when I was wuth a
twenty five, an’ you was lined with thou-
sand dollar ones.  Faugh! ye makes me
ashamed of ye, for a mean coon as ye¢
are.l’”

Hawk, wiping the perspiration from
his pale face, murmured that if he had
concealed his money he had a right to
do so,—it was his own, and he was
among strangers; but that the rest of
the boy's testimony was false,

Mr. Walsingham briefly stated the cir-
cumstances in connection with the Havi-
land loan, and Tom Fenwick’s reasons
for believing that Hawk had the money
on him. The magistrate asked several
pertinent questions, as how much the
sum had been which Mr. Fenwick de-
posited in the bank for the purpose of
repaying Mrs, Haviland, and what bank
it was. Having noted the replies, he
sent an officer to telegraph to the bank
for corroborative information, and or-
dered that Hawk be removed and
searched.

White as a sheet, and with his knees
knocking together, he was led away, and
in duetime an officer returned and laid
a neat roll of bills on the magistrate's
desk ; soon after another entered with

into his chair trem-

the answers from the bank. The magis-
trate read the telegram, which proved
Tom's statements correct in every par-
ticular, besides furnishing the numbers
of the notes drawn by Hawk.. The mag-
istrate then counted the bills, compared
them with the numbers given, and beck-
oned Tom to his side.

‘“There are twenty five one thousand
dollar bills here,” said he, laying his
hand on the rustling heap, ‘“and Mr.
Hawk, in declaring himself your legal
guardian when he drew them outin your
name, presented documents which were
forged, and thus committed a felony.
Take them,—they are yours.”

And Tom gathered up the twenty five
bills, and ran to Warren, and crushed
them into his hands,—a proud and glad
look in his eyes.

‘* At last—at last I can ask you to for
give me!” he whispered ; *‘for I have
notonly repented, but made restitution.”

And Warren wrung his hands in elo-
quent silence, for his heart was full.

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

THE FRUIT OF CRIME.
HE upshot of the examination was
rg‘ truly tragic for Hawk. All his va-
rious misdemeanors had been
dragged into light, his booty wrested
from him, and, worse and worse, he was
proven to be the robber of Mr. Walsing-
ham's gold, he wno had not reaped the

benefit of one cent of it!

Of course some time elapsed before
Mr. Hawk's case got through the court ;
the newspapers gave it the usual public-
ity ; and the community which he had
adorned sent many little testimonies to
his character in the shape of frauds,
swindlings, and downright robberies, o
which they accused him. Mrs. Havi-
land, too, had time to send a detailed ac-
count of the theft of the promissory
note, and inclosed in the letter that cor-
nelian link which Becky the nurse had
retained as a souvenir of the midnight
marauder.

Warren gave the link to the police,
who had alrcady taken charge of their
prisoner’s effects, and, sure enough, they
found the chain in his trunk, mutilated
just as Becky's determined fingers had
left it. After that discovery, Hawk's
spirit failed him, for he saw little use in
contending when_his foes had him in
such a net. He was convicted of the
robbery of the gold, and sentenced to a
great many years in the penitentiary,
with hard labor. And so he vanishes,
wailing as he goes, from our sight; and
the pigeons shall know the Hawk no
more as he satin his money lending den,
waiting to pluck them bare !

It came out that Fontaine and Manet
had encountered Hawk and McDade at
a low tavern, whither the latter gentle-
men had gone with the three hard cus-
tomers they had picked out from the
Storm Rock whisky ring, to man the
schooner on her Southern cruise in
search of the boys.

They had easily found out the name
of the yacht in which they had escaped
from Portsoy, Mr. Walsingham having
put in there, be it remembered, for sup-
plies. The Frenchmen, who were wait-
ing a chance to work their passage North,
petitioned McDade to let them go in his
schooner, and accidentally let out that
they knew the lads whom they heard the
strangers inquiring afier. Hawk fast-
ened upon them, and, bitby bit, got the
whole story of the cruise, the rescue of
the gold, and its present whereabouts ;
and immediately the grand scheme
dawned upon him by which he might
kill two birds with one stone,—steal the
gold and kidnap the boys at one stroke !
Of course he kept his purpose a secret
from the Frenchmen until they ferreted
it out, and he had to promise them shares
to keen them from denouncing him,

The Frenchmen, feeling very naturally
that they had the first claim upon the
gold, having in a manner discovered it,
nay, toiled hard for it, only to be robbed
at last by ‘‘these villains,—these bri-
gands of garcons,” conspired in their turn
to steal the gold from Hawk. after he
had stolen it from the bank.

And here again these marplots of boys
had blighted fond hopes and broughta
brave scheme to naught! Maledictions
countless upon their heads,—was the
cry of the Frenchmen, as they too shook
in their shoes before avenging law !
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Fontaine was arraigned for man-
slaughter ; he had intended murder, that
was true enough, since he had fired with
Intent to murder Hawk,—but then, you
see, he had murdered the wrong man,—
no, s/ain him, for an accident is not mur-
der, saith the law, which is not (as in this
case),—always morality. And so the
poor, unlucky fellow got five ycarsin
prison, and oceans of sympathy from
soft headed—and mean hearted—folk.

Manet was luckier, for he got scot free,
along with the three Canadian sailors,
nothing tangible being found against
them. As for McDade, that unfortunate
half pagan, half brute, his doom had al-
ready overwhelmed him, and he filled a
nameless grave in an alien land, with
none to shed one tear for his loss, not
even hisdaughter Moll, whose young life
he had only marred with sorrow and
wrong.

Raff, the versatile genius, escaped the
punishment due his smart little trick in
the St. Andre telegraph office, through
turning witness for the State, and
was dispatched to the industrial school,
much to his disgust, in the hope of guid-
ing his efforts into a reputable channel.

(70 be concluded.)
+se
OUR SOLDIER CLOTHES.

THE dressmakers of Paris have long enjoyed
the distinction of setting the fashion for the ap-
pareling of the fair sex, but how many are
aware that the present general style of men's
clothing is derived from the soldier of a century
ago? The facts in the case are given by a
writer in the Atlantic Monthly.

Long stockings and knee breeches were orce
well affirmed as the tovering for the legs of
men. It was in time found by the medical
authorities that the close fitting stocking was
apt to produce in marching soldiers a diseased
condition of the legs. This led to the invention
of the trousers, which left the lower leg free.
This new custom, thus planted in the army—
that part of the community which of old was
;h[e glass of fashion—naturally spread to civil
ife.

In this way, too, the habit of wearing long
hair disappeared. The camp is no place for
such a fashion. To keep men clean in hard
campaigning cropped polls were a necessity.

In many other matters of dress the military
habit has affected the garments of men in civil
life. The changes have generally been for the
better, but there are some cases in which the 1n-
fluence of custom is harmful. The stiff collar,
clearly a remnant of the gorget, is a case in
point; the two buttons on the back of the coat,
which once served to hold up a sword belt, a
meaningless survival maintained by convention-
ality alone.

The divided tail of the ordinary coat, which
appears to be derived from the needs of the
horseman, affords another instance of the same
nature.  Men were once dependent on the
saddle for their greater activities, and their
coats retain the mark of that time.

——e
AN AFFLICTED PRINCE.

Goop health and the possession of all our
faculties are royal gifts, not appreciated, alas,
so fully as they deserve tobe. Money, position,
fame cannot restore shattered nerves or replace
alost member. We venture to say that Prince
William, the present heir to the throne of Ger-
many, often envies the poorest peasants in _his
realm, for his left arm is almost useless, the
fingers of the hand being mere knobs.

The expedients to which the prince resorts to
conceal this defect are thus described by a cor-
respondent of the Star :

In the Hussar uniform there is a pocket, and
he wears it because the three fingers of the help-
less member can be placed in this pocket. Other-
wise it hangs awkwardly and helplessly in its
sleeve.  His horses are especially trained, and
before the prince is to mount, are ridden three
quarters of an hour to wear them down, He
can just manage to hold the reins,

The fork with which he eats is of silver, and
not conspicuously different from others ; but
fixed to the under tine there s a sharp, small
blade. What the prince cannot cut with the
one hand and with this blade he does not under-
take to eat. The right hand and arm are large
and of extraordinary dexterity, but the httle
finger is deformed by a growth which the prince
only imperfectly conceals by wearing rings up to
near the third phalange.

—_—e—

PREACHING AND PRACTICING.
HusBAND (to wife)—**I've been out half the
day trying to collect money, and I'm mad enough
to break the furniture. It beats all how some
men will put off and put off. A man who owes
money and won' pay it isn't fit to associate 2
Servant (opening the door)—'* The butcher,
sorr, is down stairs with his bill." y

Husband—** Tell him to call again.”
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A
Rew York Boy;
OR,
THE HAPS AND MISHAPS OF
RUFE RODMAN.

By ARTHUR LEE PUTVAM.
Author of ‘‘Number g1, ““Tom Tracy,” elc.

CHAPTER VIIL

AN ADVENTURE ON THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE.
‘“ T ET go!” shouted the young man, strug-

gling desperately.
Rufe did not answer, but exerting
all his strength held the inebriate till
he was compelled to jump back to the driveway.
* What were you goin’ to do ?” asked Rufe.
‘““Idon’t know,” answered the young man,
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previous night, having ventured to treat Micky
and himself to an evening’s amusement out of
the ten dollars which Joshua Beckwith had
given him. This and the unwonted softness of
his bed invited slumber, and three hours passed
before he woke up. As he opened his eyes he
saw Hugh Morrill sitting up in bed, eying him
with a puzzled look.

““Who are you ?" he asked.

‘ Rufus Rodman."”

“‘ Are you a friend of mine ?”

“1 hope so,” answered Rufe, with a smile.

‘“How did you get in ?”

“Don’t you remember that I brought you
home from the Brooklyn Bridge 2"

Light dawned upon the young man, and the
events of the morning came back to his recol-
lection.

* Was I—very drunk ?” he asked.

“ You could not walk straight, Mr. Morrill.”

“ Did I—try to do anything foolish 2"

“You tried to jump off the bridge.”

‘‘ And you pulled me back ?”

gazing about him with a vacant exp
** Did you want to drown your-
self 2"
The inebriate muttered some-

“ Yes, sir.”
“r b

now ; I thought I was going to

“No; though I felt my senses reeling I
managed to escape from them when their backs
were turned. I wandered out, I don't know
where. The first thing 1 knew I was on the
bridge. Then an insane impulse led me to
climb the parapet, and but for you 1 should
have jumped into the river, and that would have
been the last of Hugh Morrill.” The young
man concluded with a shudder. i

““If one of the bridge policemen. had seen
you, he would have arrested you,” said Rufe. /

““That is something else from which you
have saved me,” said the young man. ‘1
wouldn't for a good deal have had this wretched
adventure get into the papers. People would
have thought I was reFularly drunk, and I
should have felt no end of mortification."

““Well, it turned out all right, Mr. Morrill."”

#*Unless you are a reporter, Rufus,” said
Morrill, for the first time calling our hero by

name.

‘1 wish I knowed enough to be a reporter,”
said Rufe.

‘““Knew would be more grammatical,” said
the young man.
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The card bore a name which he knew pretty
well already. It read thus:

LEONARD WILTON.

CHAPTER IX.
THE BOY IN THE WARDROBE.

% O you know this person, Rufus ?” asked
Morrill, noticing the boy's exclama-
tion.
‘* Yes, sir.”

‘‘ Then you have the advantage of me. I
don’t remember that 1 ever heard the name.
What sort of a person is he in appearance ?”

This query was addressed to lge hall boy.

‘‘He is a young man, rather tall, wears a
light overcoat.”

‘* It is one of the men who were with me this

morning. How could he have tracked me to
this hotel "
‘‘ Perhaps you mentioned where you were

staying,” said Rufus.
‘*It is very probable that I did, though I am

not very clear as to what between us.”
‘* Will you see him, sir "
“ Wait a minute. What do you

know about him, Rufus >’
“I know that he s a confidence

thing about swimming across.

Rufus took the opportunity to
scrutinize the man he had rescued.
He was a young fellow of middle
height, very well dressed, and ap-
peared to be in good circum-
stances, perhaps rich. It was dif-
ficult to conceive a reason for such
a2 man wishing to make away with
himself.

“ Where do you live ?” asked
Rufe.

“1 am stopping at the Grand
Central Hotel.”

**Shall I go home with you "

“1 wish you would—I don’t feel
right here,” and the young man
put his hand to his forehead.

** Will you take my arm ?” said
Rufus —noticing that his * com-
panion found a difficulty in walk-
ing straight.

“Yes,” answered the young
man, who seemed disinclined to
say more than was necessary.

‘When they reached the New
York end of the bridge he walked
with difficulty,and Rufus suggested
taking the horse cars.

**No, take a carriage,” said the
yonng man.

“*That will cost more,” said
Rufus, in a tone of hesitation. He
could not tell whether the young
man had money enough for hack
hire.

** Here, take my pocketbook, and
pay out of that,” said his com-
panion, handing a well filled wallet
to - our hero. ‘ Put it in your
pocket, and give it to me at the
hotel.”

‘CAll right, sir.”

Rufus had no difficulty in secur-
ing a hack, and a few minutes
brought them to the Grand Cen-
tral Hotel.

** Will you goup to your room ?"

asked Rufus, as they left the
hack.

‘“Yes, No. 197. Get key at
office.”

** Perhaps I shall need to men-
tion your name.”

* Hugh Morrill.”

‘Very well.”

Rufus seated his new acquaint-
ance in the lobby, and going up to
the desk inquired for the key of
No. 197.

**For whom do you want it?”
asked the clerk.

“ Mr. Morrill.”

““ Where is he ?”

Rufus pointed him out.

“He is unwell, and I am goin’
up with him.”

The clerk glanced in the direc-
tion of his guest, and smiled.

‘“*He seems to need assistance,” he said,
significantly. ‘* Where did you meet him ?”

*“On the Bmokl%n Bridge.”

** Do you know him ?”

““No ; he is a stranger ”

“Very well. Take him to his room.”

‘When Hugh Morrill entered his chamber,
escorted by his young companion, he asked
Rufus to remove his coat and vest and threw
himself on the bed.

v

R se you won't want me any more,
Mr. Morrill,” said our hero. * Here is your
pocketbook.”

I'm not fii to be left

“Don't go away!
What is

alone., Stay with me !
your name 2"

** Rufus Rodman.”

‘“ Are you a poor boy ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“T'll pay you for your time. Stay with me.”

‘* All right, Mr. Morrill, if you want me to.
Is there anything I can get for you ?”

‘“No. I'm going to take a sleep. You can
sleep, too—on the sofa.”

*Very well, sir.”

Rufus took the stranger at his word, and
lying down on a luxurious sofa soon fell asleep
himself. He had been at the theater late the

T'll pay you

!
e "!' l*'

man. I prevented his swindling
an old gentieman from the country
yesterday.”

‘“Indeed !
sional.” ‘

“If he comes.up let me hide
somewhere and hear what he says.
If he sees me he won't show him-
self out.”

‘“A good idea! There is no
closet, but you can hide yourself in
that wardrobe.” i

‘¢ All right, sir !I"

Soon steps were heard approach-
ing, and after a slight knock
Leonard Wilton entered the room
with an engaging smile,

** My dear fellow,” he said, *‘ 1
have found you at last. You gave
us the slip.”

‘““How did you know 1 was
here ?” asked Morrill, abruptly..

“You told us where you were
staying. Don't you remember ?”

“Did 1? Well, very likely.”

“But why did you leave us so
suddenly ?”

“1 wasn’t feeling quite well, and
went out into the street. I thought
the fresh air might do me good.”

‘1 hope it did.”

“Oh, yes; I am feeling better
now. I have had a nap,”

“How on earth did he manage
to get home ?” thought Wilton.
*‘ The potion couldn't have been as
strong as 1 sup d.”

“ That's unfortunate !" he said
aloud. ‘*We had a good time, or
would have had if we had not been
anxious about you "

‘T hope you won't give yourself
any concern on that score,” said
Morrill dryly. * You are wery
kind to feel such an interest in a
stranger.”

“My dear fellow, you don't
seem like a stranger,” said Wilton,
effusively. ‘‘ You are the image of
a very dear cousin of mine, who
was at college with me—quite in-

Then he is a profes-

p we were.
Really, I never saw a more re-
markable resemblance.”

*“I hope he was good looking,”
said Morrill, with a smile.

“ Unusually so, but I mustn't
say more, or you will think I mean
to flatter you. The fellows deputed
me to come round and see if you
were all right, and also to invite
you to join a little social circle this
evening. We are to meet at the

““LET GO!” SHOUTED THE YOUNG MAN, STRUGGLING DESPERATELY.

have a swim. I am a very good swimmer, and
have been from a boy. 1didn’t mean to com-
mit suicide, though it looked like it. I was not
in a condition to know what I was about.”

** That is what I thought, sir.”

‘“And you saved my life,” continued the
young man, earnestly.

“1 suppose I did, sir,” answered Rufus,
modestly.

** You must think I am a great fool !”

““I think any one is foolish who drinks too
much,” said Rufe, frankly.

*“ You are right there, but I was not perhaps
so foolish as you imagine. I only drank one
glass of whisky.”

“Would one glass of whisky affect you like
that 2"

“ That is what I don’t understand. I'll tell
you how it is. I got acquainted with some
young men at a billiard saloon, and they in-
vited me to-drink. I think the whisky was doc-
tored.” 3

‘‘ Somethin’ put in it, sir ?”

“Yes. I took out my pocketbook, and they
saw that I had considerable money, and I think
there was a plot to get me into a condition
where I might be robbcd without knowing it.”

*¢ Did they rob you, sir 2"

“I don’t know any more about grammar
than the man in the moon,” Rufus admitted,
candidly.

“ Perhaps you will some time.
do for a living ?”

¢ Sell papers, run errands, anything I can get
to do.”

‘* Have you got a father and mother ?”

‘“No,” answered Rufe, soberly, *‘I'm my
own master.”

“ Then I am better off than you. I have a
good father and mother. My father is a rich
manufac{urer in Syracuse. I live at home gen-
erally. only came to the city on a business
errand. I got here last evening, and thought 1
would enjoy myself a little before attending to
what brought  me here. That was a great mis-
take—as my father would say, business first,
and pleasure afterwards.” :

‘“ That’s a good rule.”

“You are right, my boy.”

Here the conversation' was-interrupted by a
knock a. the door.

““Open the door, Rufus.”

‘“ Here’s a card, sir. Gentleman below wants
to see you,” said the bell boy.

Rufus glanced at the card, and uttered an ex-
clamation of surprise,

‘What do you

house of one of the club, and may
have a quiet game of cards, or go
to the theater if you like it better."

* Really, Mr. Wilton, I am un-
used to such marked attention from
comparative strangers.”

“My dear fellow, all the boys have taken a
fancy to you. I wish ycu would come to New
York to live. We would see that you haa a
good time. You would make plenty of
friends.”

‘1 have no doubt of it. By the way, Mr.
Wilton, are you a business man ?"

‘1 am ashamed to say that I am not. My
father left me independent as far as money
goes, and I am afraid I have wasted my time.
But I am young yet, and I mean to buckle down
to hard work before long.”

“1 am a business man already, and do not
find as much time for enjoyment as you and
your friends.”

‘* Very sensible, indeed. You are a bee while
I am a drone. However, you can spend this
evening with us, and devote tomorrow to busi-
ness. What do you say ?”

** Before deciding you will permit me to con
sult a friend of mine. Rufus " 3

The door of the wardrobe was thrown open,
and Rufe Rodman stepped into the room,
Leonard Wilton stared at him in ill concealed
amazement, as well he might.

“* Confusion !” he mutterec.
that kid here ?”

*“How do you do, Mr. Wilton ?” said Rufe

‘“ How comes
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“1 didn't expect we should meet again se

“ Who are you, boy »" demanded Wilton,
loftily.

“ Don't you b ing me y Yy
Mr. Wilton ?"

‘*Are you the boy that blacked my boots in
City Hall Park 2"

““No, I am not in that business. I met you
at the New England Hotel in the Bowery."

** You are quite mistaken, young man,” said
Wilton, with effrontery. *‘1 don’t even know
where the New England Hotel is. As for the
Bowery, I am seldom in that part of the town.
It's unfashionable.”

““You don’t remember Joshua Beckwith, of
Greenville, New Hampshire ?” continued Rufe.

** Really, boy, I don’t understand your mean-
ing. You evidently mistake me for some one
else, Is Beckwith a friend of yours ?”

** Yes, Mr. Wilton, but he doesn’t feel very
friendly to you. That green,goods you came so
near selling to him——"

**Is this boy drunk or crazy, Mr. Morrill 2"
asked Wilton, trying to brazen it out. **May
I ask where you picked him up 2"

“* He picked me up,” answered Morrill. ** 1f
he is crazy, there is a method in his madness.
Rufus, be kind enough to tell me what you
know of this gentleman, and then I will decide
whether to accept his invitation or not.”

Leonard Wilton rose from his seat, for he
saw that there was little chance now of carry-
ing out his scheme.

**I cannot consent to remain here, and allow
myself to be cal i a low fin,"

he said.  “*1 warn you, Mr. Morrill, that he is
deceiving you. 1 know him to be a thief,
and A

** I thought you had never seen him before,"
said Morrill, shrewdly.

“I thought I had not, but I now remember
seeing him on tnal before the Court of Special
Sessions, for stealing an opera glass from a
house where he was engaged to make fires. 1
think he was sent to the Island for three
months."”

“ Whew I" exclaimed Rufus. ‘ What news
we hear of ourselves. Mr. Wilton, you ought to
write stories.  You'd be a success."”

“ Don't speak to me, you young rascal !" said
Wilton, with concentrated anger. ‘*If it were
not for the presence of this gentleman, for
whom I feel respect, I would thrash you before
I left this room. I am really sorry, Mr. Morrill,
that you have allowed this f‘oung reptile to
creep into your confidence. forgive you for
misjudging me. Some day you will find out
your mistake.”

With a ceremonious bow Wilton left the
room, in apparent good order, but when he was
fairly out in the hall, he gave way to an access
of fury, shaking his fist, and grinding his
teeth

*“ How, in the name of all that's mysterious,
did that young cub manage to fall in with
Morrill 2" he exclaimed. ‘*He seems born to
defeat my plans. This is the second time he
has interfered with me, and prevented my mak-
ing a good haul. If he were a man now 1
wouldn't mind so much, but a ragged boy—it
makes me ashamed !

““ Really, Rufus, that is a good comedy !"
said Hugh Morrill, after his visitor had left the
room. * Now, tell me under what circum-
stances you met this fellow. He seems the very
prince of swindlers.”

Rufe told the story in a graphic manner,
with an occasional touch of humor which served
to amuse his auditor.

“The fellow seems enterprising,” said Mor-
rill. ‘*He is such a clever rascal that I don't
need to feel wholly ashamed at so nearly falling
a victim to his wiles. He and his gang would
have found me a rich prey. How much money
do you think I have about me ?"

*‘ A hundred dollars ?" guessed Rufe.

*That would be a trifle. This wallet,” draw-
ing it from his pocket, ‘* contains two thousand
dollars.”

Rufe eyed the wallet with evident awe. The
young man seemed to him a second Vanderbilt.

“Isn't it risky carryin’ about so much
he asked.
es, it is. It would have served me right
if 1 had lost it ; but all the same it would have
been very disagreeable. I will put the greater
part of it in the hotel safe as soon as I godown
stairs.”

“ Do you want me any longer, Mr. Morrill 2"

“No, but you may come around to the hotel
tomorrow morning at ten. Wait a minute !
You have done me a favor, and I want to make
a suitable acknowledgment.”

CHAPTER X.
A THOUSAND DOLLARS REWARD.

S the young man spoke he detached a

g bank bill from the roll, and handed it to
Rufe. .

The latter opened wide his eyes with

surprise and pleasure as he saw in one corner
XX, indicating that it was a twenty dollar bill.

** Do you mean all that for me, Mr. Morrill 2"

he asked

“Yes; it is only one per cent of what I might

have lost but for your timely help, not to men-

tion that you saved my life. I value thatata

thousand dollars at least," he added, with a

smile. ** That reminds me, you ought to have
one per cent on that also.  Here are ten dollars
more."

** Thank you, sir; you are very generous. |
didn’t expect te retire en a fortune so young."
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‘‘ Perhaps you had better wait till you get a
little more before retiring. Now I am going to
give you a little advice. Put most of the money
where you can't lose or spend it.”

I will, sir; I'll put it into the bank, for I've
got most of the ten dollars left that Mr. Beck-
with gave me yesterday.”

““You seem to have made more out of us
than Mr. Wilton, and in a more creditable way,
too. Now good night! On the whole you
needn’t come round to the hotel till one o'clock
tomorrow. I shall spend the morning in mak-
ing business calls.”

'hen Rufus went home he met Edith, the
drunkard’s little daughter, near the outer door
of the tenement.

““You look sad, Edie,” said Rufus, whose
quick eye detected signs of trouble in the little

irl's face.
ather come back to trouble you?"”

‘* No, Rufie. He has been sent back to the
Island, so the policeman told us.”

**Then he won't trouble you for three months
You are not grievin' about that, are

‘* No; it's because [ went to get some money
for mother from a lady she’s been washing for,
and she’s out of town for a few days.”

‘ How much was it, Edje 2"

‘A dollar and a half. That's a good deal of
money,"” said Edie, simply. ‘‘So we shall have
to go to bed without supper. I don’t mind it
for myself, but it's hard on poor mother.”

**No, you won't go to bed without supper,
Edie," said Rufe, energetically. ** Micky and 1
will come in and take supper with you."

‘“ But, Rufie, we haven't got any supper,”
said Edith, bewildered.

““You are goin' to have some. Ul goout
and buy some steak, and potatoes, and butter,
and your mother can cook it for usall. Do you
think she will 2

“Oh, that'll be nice,” exclaimed the girl
enthusiastically.

** Has your mother got any tea 2"

‘I think she has a little left.”

*Then we will have some tea, too. If you
are out of sugar, I'll buy some. I'll go in and
speak to your mother about it."

Mrs. Pickett was very glad to contribute her
part towards the supper by cooking the articles
which Rufe purchased. In an hour, Micky hav-
ing returned meanwhile, they all sat down to
the table and ate an appetizing supper.

** That beats the restaurant all holler, Mrs.
Pickett,” said Rufe. *‘ Don't it, Micky ? "

**1 should say it did, Rufe.”

‘“And it don’t cost hardly any more. Mrs.
Pickett, suppose we make the arrangement reg'-
lar. Me and Micky will buy things for supper
every day if you'll cook. You and Edie will
get your share for cookin'.”

*1 shall be delighted to do it, Rufe,” said the
poor woman, earnestly, ‘It will help us very
much.”

“Thenit'sago! Tlllend you a dollar be-
sides till you get the money Edie went out for."

“ But, Rufe, can you spare it? I know you
are poor, and have to struggle for a living."

*Call me poor! While I'm rollin' in money,
ain't I, Micky 2"

**Yes, Rufe, you're the richest baggage
smasher I ever knowed.”

** You see, Mrs, Pickett, you needn’t be afraid
of reducin’ me to poverty. I'm thinkin' of
buyin' a house on Fifth Avenoo when 1 can find
one nice enough. The one next to Jay Gould
will about suit me.”

The next day Rufus called at the Grand Cen-
tral Hotel, and readily found his new friend.

““Well, Rufus,” said Hugh Moyrill, ‘1 have
finished my business in New York, and expect
to leave town this evening for Syracuse. Have
you put away the money I gave you?"

““Yes, sir; I've opened an account at the
Bowery Savings Bank. Here is my book.”

He showed a new bank book, in which he
was credited with a deposit of thirty dollars.

“ Take care your friend Wilton doesn't get
hoid of that money,"” said Morrill.

T have been thinkin' of gettin' him for my
guardian, Mr. Morrill, but if you don't think it's
best I won't do it."

““In such a matter you can judge for yourself.
Before we part, Rufus, there is one thing I be-
lieve I will mention to you, because you seem
to me a bright, sharp boy. Indeed, if you were
not, it would have been the worse for Mr. Beck-
with and myself."”

Rufe listened with attention.
what was to follow this preface.

** Sit down, Rufus, and I will tell you a little
story., Let me say, in the outset, that the name
of my father's firm is Morrill and Pearson. We
are wealthy manufacturers of woollen goods.
A number of years since my father had in his
employ a man named Cole, who was assistant
Lookkeeper. He seemed a reliable man, and
lived modestly with a wife and child in a house
belonging to my father. What was our sur-
prise and regret when a check for a thousand
dollars, with the firm signature forged, turned
up at one of the monthly settlements, and cir-
cumstances pointed to Cole as the forger. He
did not deny having presented the check, as
charged by the bank teller, but declared that
the check had been handed him by the head
bookkeeper, a man named Bowers.

«* Bowers indignantly denied the charge, and
declared he knew nothing whatever of the
check. It looked as if the story were concocted
by Cole to conceal his own criminal act. He
persisted, however, in the declaration that he
had handed the money received for the check to
the head bookkeeper. ~ His tale was not credited,

He wondered

** What is the matter 2 Has your.

and, though the firm declined to prosecute, Cole
was discharged, and immediately left Syracuse
with his family.

‘““Now for the sequel. Within a year my
father obtained convincing proof of the dis-
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ﬁrospeds blighted and his very life a burden to
im, he began to realize that the past was not
canceled, that he had a life's debt ﬁﬂ to pay and
a life’s wrong yet to atone for. ut he bravely
faced his duty now. Forrester's letters, which

honesty of Joseph Bowers, the head b per,
and was led to believe he had done poor Cole a
Freat injustice. We have tried to find the poor
ellow, but in vain. Now as so many thousands
drift to New York, we have thought it possible
that he or some of his family are here, or may
come here. I want to you to keep your eyes
open, and if you ever find any trace of Cole or
his family, apprise me at once.”

*“1 will do so,” answered Rufe, with interest.
‘* Where is Bowers ?"

‘' At Sing Sing. My father had no desire to
shield him from the punishment he so richly
merited.”

** What was Mr. Cole's first name ?" asked
Rufe.

*“ Ernest,”

‘‘How old would he be now ? "

‘“About forty, I should judge. I was
scarcely more than a boy when this happened,
and I remember how sorry I was for poor Cole.
for he was always gentle and kind to me. Like
my father, however, I believed him guilty, for
the proofs against him were very strong. My
father would gladly give you a thousand dollars
to find him.”

** That is something to work for,” said Rufe,
thoughtfully.

“T hope you may succeed. And now I must
be getting to the depot."”

**Shan't I go with you, sir 2"

‘“*Yes, ii you like. Indeed, I shall be glad to
have you.”

Rufe saw his new friend into the cars, and
then prepared to leave the depot. He was
called back by a man of medium height, with a
thin, sallow face, and sharp, keen eyes.

‘* Boy," he said, ‘‘ are you ready for a job ™

**Yes, sir, if it will pay me.”

‘It will pay you. Step outside a minute, and
1 will tell you what I require.”

(70 be continued.)
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Mr. Halgrove's Ward;

LIVING IT DOW N.
By TALBOT BAINES REED,
Author of “‘Reginald Cruden” cic., elc.

CHAPTER XLIV.
A FRESH START,

T is supposed to be the duty of every well

P conducted author, after the curtain has
fallen on the final tableau of his little
drama, to lift it, or half hft it, for a mo-

mentary last glimpse of the principal actors.

I am not quite sure whether this is not an en-
couragement to laziness on the part of the
reader. In most respects he is as well able to
picture the future of Jefireys, and Raby, and
Percy, and Tim, as I am.

1 cannot show them to you in all the dignity
of an honored old age, because they are only a
year or two older today than they were when
Percy and Jeffreys took that little run to-
wether down to Cumberland. Nor can I show
them to you, after the fashion of the fairy tale,
**married and living happily ever afterwards,”
because when I met Jeffreys in the Strand the
other day, he told me that although he had just
been appointed to the control of a great public
library in the north, it would still be some
months, possibly a year, before he would be
able to set up house on his own account,

However, he seemed contented on the whole
to wait a bit; and in a long talk we had as we
walked up and down the Embankment I heard
a good many scraps of information which make
it possible to satisfy the reader on one or two
points about which he may still be anxious.

Jeffreys and Percy stayed at Wildtree for a
month, and that time was one of the happiest
both of them ever spent. They did nothing ex-
citing. They read some Aristophanes: and
added some new ‘* dodge” to their wonderful
automatic bookcase. They went up Wild Pike
one bright winter's day and had a glorious view
from the top. And on the ledge coming back
they sat and rested awhile on a spot they both
remembered well. Julius's grave was not for-
gotten when they reached the valley below; and
the ** J " upon the stone which marks the piace
to this day was their joint work for an hour that
afternoon.

As for the books, Jeffreys had sprung toward
them on his first arrival as a father springs to-
ward his long lost family. They were sadly in
want of dusting and arranging ; as for a month
or two no one had been near them. On the
floor lay the parcels just as they had arrived
from the sale in Exeter; and altogether Jefireys
had work enough to keep him busy not for one
month only but for several.

He was not sorry to be busy. Foramid all
the happiness and comfort of his new return to
life he had many cares on his mind.

There was Forrester. He had imagined that
if he could only find him, all would be right,
the past would be canceled and his bad name
would never again trouble him. But as he
thought of the helpless cripple, lying there un-
able to move without assistance, with all his

came freq ly, certainly did not do much to
encourage melancholy reflections.

“I'm in clover here,” the boy wrote about a
week after Jeffreys had gone north. ‘' One
would think I'd done something awfully fine.
My guardian is a trump—and 1s never tired of
telling me about my father. Do you know I'm
to have a pension from a grateful country ?

‘“ Here am I writing about myself when I
know you are longing to hear about— (turn over
leaf and hide your blushes)—the babies! They
are tip top. Timothy ever since I got my sword
has shown great respect for me, and sits on the
pillow while I sketch. By the way, do you
recognize inclosed portrait 2 It's my first at-
tempt at a face—rather a pleasant face too, eh ?

** She, by the way, never mentions you, which
is an excellent sign; but rather rough on me
when I want to talk about you. She occasion-
ally is drawn out to talk about a certain Mr.
John at Storr Alley ; but, as you know, she only
knew about him from hearsay. How's that boy
who has got hold of you down in Cumberland ?
Are he and I to be friends or enemies ? Tell
him I'm game for either, and give him choice ot
weapons if the latter. But as long as he lets me
see you now and then and treats you well, we
may as well be friends. I'm flourishing and
awfully in love. Stay away as long as you can ;
you're not wanted here. The lady of Clarges
Street came to see me yesterday. ghe sent you
really a kind message; so even in that quarter
you may yet look for a friend. Good by—re-
member me to that chap. Tim sends his duty :
and ske, when I mentioned I was writing to you
and asked if there was any message, did not
hear what I said.—G. F.”

There was plenty in t| bright letter to give
comfort to Jeffreys. He rejoiced humbly in its
affectionate tone toward himself. He treasured
the portrait. He was gratified at the unenvious
references to Percy, and he was relieved at the
prospect before his babies.

The part that referred to Raby left him less
room for jubilation. Forrester evidently thought,
as Percy did, that in that quarter everything was
plain sailing. They neither of them realized
the gulf between the two, and they neither of
them knew of that miserable October afternoon
in Regent's Park. Forrester's jocular reference
to Raby's silence and reserve seemed to Jeffreys
but a confirmation of what he believed to be the
truth,

He was to her what any other friend in dis-
tress might be, an object of sweet pity and solici-
tude. But that was all.

At the end of a month Mr. Rimbolt wrote to
sav he was coming down to Wildtree and would
be glad if Percy and Jeffreys would meet him
at Overton.

They did so, and found that he was not alone.
Mr. Halgrove stepped pleasantly out of the train
at the same time and greeted his quondam
ward with characteristic ease.

*“ Ah, Jeffreys—here we are again, I'm always
meeting you at odd places. How fresh every-
thing looks after the rain!"

** Mr. Halgrove is my brother in law, you
know, Jeffreys,” said Mr. Rimbolt, in response
to his librarian’s blank look of consternation.
‘I brought him down, as he wanted to see you
and have a talk. If you two would like to
walk,” added he, *‘ Percy and I will drive on
and have dinner ready by the time you arrive."

“*Good hearted fellow, Rimbolf,” said Mr.
Halgrove, as they started to walk, ** he always
was. That's Wild Pike, I suppose ? "

** Yes,” said Jefireys, greatly puzzled by this
unexpected meeting.

“Yes, Rimbolt's a good fellow ; and doesn't
mind telling bad fellows that thev aren't  You'll
smile, Jeffreys ; but i:e has ac(hally made me
uncomfortabie sometimes.”

‘* Really 2" said Jefireys, thinking it must
have been some very remarkable effort which
succeeded in accomplishing that wonder.

**Yes. I told him once casually about an ug-
pleasant ward I once had, whom I rather dis-
liked. T thought he would sympathize with me
when 1 related how delicately I had got rid of
him and <ent him adrift when'it did not suit me
to keep him any longer.  Would you believe it
Rimbolt wasn't at all sympathetic, but asked
what had become of my ward's money ! Do
take “:arnin;:. Jeffreys, and avoid the bad habit
of asking inconvenient questions. You have no
idea of the pain they may cause. Mr. Rimbolt's
question pained me excessively. Because my
ward's money, like himself, had gone to the bad
That would not have been of much c(‘.nsequence.
were it not that I was responsible for its going
tothe bad. It was most inconvenient altogether,
1 assure you. It made me feel as if I had be.
haved not quite well in the matter ; and you
know how depressing such a feeling would be,
still more inconvenient at the time when 1 ha(i
this talk with Rimbolt about six months ago. 1
had just come back from America with .m\'
finances in not at all a flourishing condition, so
that even if I had been disposed to refund, my
ward I could not have done it. Happily he was
lost. It was an immense relief to me, 1 can
assure you.

** Two months ago my finances looked up. I
had news that some of my Yankee speculations
were turning out well, and | unexpectedly found
myself aman of means again. Rimibolt, whe
certainly has the knack of making ill timed
suggestions, proposed that that would be a
good opportunity for making good what pro-
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d to my ward.
P“'l; "?;10‘:'\5}:1 was l’(’m and that the money
roperly belonged to me asa reward for the
fmf:le 1 had had in the matter. He actually
insisted that I should deposit with him as trus-
tee for my ward the full amount of what be-
Jonged to him with interest added to date,
ronusmg if by any unfortunate accident the
Pellow should be found to see it into his hands.
One’s obliged to humor Rimbolt, so I did what
he wanted, and that's how it smpds If ever
this unproﬁlabl';:oxﬁard turns up he’d better keep
n Rim! .
ms“e’}_ieore‘ you see, Jeffreys, that's just a little
anecdote to show you how easy it is, by being
inconsiderate, for_one person to make another
uncomfortable. But now tell us how you like
Cumberland You must bequite a mountaineer
this time.”
by]ef{re)s adm\\ted that he was pretty good at
it, and had the tact to suit his humor to that of
his guardian, and not refer further to the lost
ward or his money.

Mr. Halgrove only stayed two days, and then
departed for the Great West, where it is possi-
ble he may today carry a lighter heart about
with him for his latest act of reparation.

One afternoon a week later Jeffreys was w; alk-
ing with Raby in Regent’s Park.

t was not exactly a chance walk. They had
both been up to the orphanage at Hampstead
with the reluctant Tim and his brother, to leave
them there in good motherly hands till the
troubles of infancy should be safely passed.

It was Tim who had insisted cn_having the
escort of both his natural guardians on the
occasion : and at such a time and on such an
errand Tim’s word was law. So they had gone
all four in acab, and now Raby and Jeffreys
returned, and with a sense of bereavement,
through the park.

They walked on some way in silence. Then
she said :

*Storr Alley is so different now, Mr. Jeffreys.
A family of seven is in your garret.  You would
hardly know the place.”

‘It would be strange indeed if I did not.”

“How wonderful it all was," said i\abv
“When Jonah was telling me about his good
protector John, how little  dreamed it was \ou !

“ And when you wrote this little letter,” said
he, showing her the precious little scrap of
paper, ‘“how little you dreamed who would
bless you for it

*The blessing belonged, did it not, to Him
who has been leading us all, in mercy, in His
own wa

Again lhey walked in silence.

Was it accident, or what, which brought them
without knowing it to a spot which to each was
full of painful memories ?

Raby was the first to stop abruptly.

‘*Let us go another way, Mr. Jeﬁn.vs, if you
don't mind. I don’t like this avenue.”

“No more do 1,” said Jeffreys,
stopped too.
Vhy ? 2 she asked
Need [ say

‘“Not if you don‘l like.”

‘‘1 have not walked down here since an after-
noon last October. There was a sudden storm
of rain—"

“What! Were you here then 2

“1was. You did not see me.”

“You saw me, then. I waswith Mr.

“Yes. You were—"

‘‘Miserable and angry,”
kindling at the recollection.

He darted one glance at her, as bnef as that
he had darted on the afternoon of which they
spoke.

Then, he had read nothing but despair for
himself ; now, though her eyes were downcast
and her 'voice 1 angry, he thought he read hope

‘‘Suppose,” said he, in a little while, **in-
stead of runmng away {mm the path, we just
walk down it together. Would you mind?
Are you afraid 2"

**No,” said she, smiling. And they walked on.

THE END.
-——e—
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Uk cires.  Trep
S i ';?.".': [t

who had

Scarfe.”

said she, her face

1()0 N¥ CE(,ABDE Your name

ot auen AL llll) lovely scrap ic-

Almailed for xo* ge" n:c":;;“p\ album. 3 other prizes,
S . for hos ot ‘IE\ sam’

ple cards and bigzest terma ever offered ?
1 HOLLEY CARD (O
n replying to this adv. -enll-u

Xen Conn
olden Argosy.

- BIGYOLES : E""EL“"
or Gentlemen
Ladles, Boys and Misses. Dif~
lerent Bwle- in llluh and Low
1s. Before you pur
chau nee our large jllustrated price
;('2 list. Sent on receipt of stamp.

ON co.,

1 urged in vain‘

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Purify the Blood.

‘We do not claim that Hood’s Sarsaparilla is the
only medicine deserving public confidence, but
we believe that to purify the blood, to restore and
renovate the whole system, it is sbsolutely
unequalled. The influence of the blood upon
the health cannot be over-estimated. If it be-
comes contaminated, the train of

Piso’s Remedy_for Catarrh is th
P R i Sl

CATARRH

Sold by druggists or sent by mail.
S0c. k. T Haseltine, Warren, Pa.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
F R E SAMPLES, FElegant hidden name cards

by which the health is undermined is lxnmenm-.
able. Loss of A tite, Low Spirits, Hi

Dyspepsia, Debility, Nervousness and other
“little (?) ailments” are the

8end stamp for 8 page book.
DR. J.WooDBIRY, Albany, N.Y,

N‘:pol'lll P. 0. BUX 2688, New York.
Facial Blemishes.

PA'I‘ER’I‘ FLEXIBLE BLOTTEI\ Useful and

more serious and often fatal results. Try

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Sold by all druggists. $1; six for §5. Made
only by C. I. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

3COTT'S EMULSION of Pure Cod
Liver Oil, with Hypophosphites, is a
combination of two of the most valua-
ble remedies in existence for the cure
of Consumption and all Wasting Con- | ¥
ditions ; is more generally recommend-
ed and used by Physicians than any
known remedy ; it gives most satisfac-
tory results, and tones up the system;
and when the Consumptive has wasted
away and loses hope, the Emulsion
will speedily check the ravages of this
terrible disease, and restore the sufferer
to good health and happiness. This
is equally true in regard to Rickets in
Children, or Marasmus and Anzmia in
Adults,and all impoverished conditions
of the blood ; and especially desirable
for Colds and Chronic Coughs, as it
will cure them more quickly than ordi-
nary Specifics used, Palatable as milk.

Sold by all Druggists.

TELEGRAPHY !

If you wish to know all nbout learning Telegraphy, con-
structing and operating Short Lines of Telegrapli, lc .y
send \uurmmmu by postal card or letter, and gec
0.’s Manual of Instruction for Learners ur
Te! lel:rl[nh‘v latest edition, which we will send free ol
charge to all who apply by mail or otherwise. It is the
plainest and best book of instruction in Telegraphy ever
published, helm: complete in dr-.cn tion, explhnnuon
and illustrations,

H.
106 & 108 leerl\ St. , New York.
Il replyln‘ to this adv. mention Golden Argo-y.

Pictures

Catche:
ew X0, rk

SOO 5. FIUrEex 568,

=i ., 33 15 smn cnoxzn

Wewantan nctive md mwmgent man

Or woman to represent us in each town

To those who are willing to work we

}r“mun large profits. Cooker and

Juuu rer APPLY AT OXCE POR FERMS
& O

LMOT CA )
ll he-ler . Y.
In replyln'!othll (idv. mention Golden A my.

GOOD NEVIS
kﬂest Bargalns ‘"

GREATAMERICAN

CompPaNY

&
In replying to this ndv. mention Golden Argosy,

A SPLENDID GIFT BOOK
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.

Volwne Five of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY,
beawtifully bound in cloth and gilt, with leather
back and corners, makes one of the handsomest
andmost valuable gifl hooks for Boys and Girls
that it is possible to find. 1Its contents area per-
Sfect mine of treasures for young people, the pre-
paration of which cost no less a sum than thirty
thousand dollars.

IT CONTAINS :

TWENTY SEVEN SERIAL STORIES, ILLUSTRATED.
ONE HUNDRED SHORT STORIES, ILLUSTRATED.
Frrry FIVE SKETCHES AND PORTRAITS OF
PROMINENT MEN.

FORTY ARTICLES ON SPORTS, ILLUSTRATED.

A VasT NUMBER OF SHORT SKETCHES, POEMS,
EDITORIALS AND SPECIAL ARTICLES. TO-
GETHER WITH OVER FOUR HUNDRED BEAU-
TIFUL ILLUSTRATIONS.

The price of this volunie is $4, expressage to ’u

paid by receiver. Ask your newsdealer to
for you, or send fo the publisher, FRA

MUNSEY, 81 Warren Street, New York.

Agents wamed Auunr ic
0. Box 87, Brookly
ention Golden Ar.c-y.

%c

M. Coxr 578 Paciie SEr
In replying to this 8d

A MONTH. No capital required. A Lmd
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Al

YOU?

Do you feel dull, lnnguld low-s%i:lmd. lll‘o—

less, and indescribal miserable,

cally and menmu experlence a sense

tullneea or bloaung stwr eating, or of “gono-

nes;." or emptiness of stomach in the morn-
tongue coated, bitter or bad taste in

mouthkirregu]xax;élpnetiw. d]zzinesa, frequent

835 chance to make money. Apply for te
once. B, & Lawderbach Con 260 Broad St., Newark
op hlne B-Nblt Clll‘?ﬂ Inn!g
Iyl- 0_pay cu!
blnon.o
Iu rephying w l.hl--dv. -e-u-- Golden Argos;
ed Band Ring. 275 Scrap Pictures & Ver
ses, & Elegunl Sumples, 10c. F. Austin
In replying to this adv. Tmention Golden Argosy.
BIG PROFITS! Small article sells for 10c. Every Me-
s0ld 75 doz. Mall lOc Jooped pleand <
WiN & Co., P. 0. Box C 916,

rk,N.
in upm-gun.u- ‘adv. mentlon Goldrn Argosy
w 1 Sear or Lace Pin, § Stone Ring, 1 Chax
New Haven,
nic will buy it. f)mi mun in one duy
cul
In nplyln‘ Lo thin ady. mentlon Golden Argosy.

g floating specks ™

before the eyes, nervous prostrauon or ex-
hausuon irr tability of temper. hot flushes,
alternating with chilly sensations,

bmng. transient pains here and there, ld
drowsiness after meals, wakefulness, or
dmurbed and unrefreshing sleep, constan!
indescribable feeling of dread, or of impend-
ing calamity ?
ou hme all, or any considerable nu|tnber
‘rom

Bilious D)npe sia, or Torpid Liver, associated
with Dyapcpsm. or Indlgeetlou. The more
ur disease me, the

12Souvenis name cards, Grest 13 Pussle, ActSample Book,1Stone
, and Pe for 10e. E. H. PARDEE, Now Havea, Conn,
In nplyl-.unm adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

ey S’ 15 o i €ol our name for mark.
§ nglipen, B
Rw&é—r/bﬁ) .,r:.m,/:‘, v, &e. with Ink. Pad
N ) land Box, only 10e.,
6different names 50c. FRANK] PRINT, CO.. New Haven, Ct.

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

10 CENTSABO X (g FOUN w
{HE TAIp

TR — , 0
v ‘ ’v FALCON PEN CO."
Yorame? 251 BROADWAY NEW YORK

AGENTS COIN m:v 'AELLING THESE PENS. WRITE FOR PARTICULARS
1n replying to this adv. mantien Golden Argosy.

Price Lt GunWorks, Py

3
In nplyl-. to this adv, mention Golden Argosy

Send $1.25, $2.10, or $3.50 for a box of
extra fine Candy, prepaid by express

cAN DY east of Denver and west of New York.

Smitable for presents.
C. P

NTHER. Confectioner, Chicago.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

bCO’l‘I‘ STAMP AND COIN CO.. LD.
1 BROADW AY, NEW YORK CIT
C :a Stamp and Coin Catalogues, at Yise ench,
Albums at all prices from 25¢ to $20. Send stamp for 16
page circular.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Coleman Nat’l Business College

WARK. N. J. National Patronage,
Best Facilities, Best course of Buriness
Training, Shortest Time, Lowest Rates,
Open all the year Address

COLEMAN, .
In replying to this adv. m m Golden Arrr-rv?'
PEN and PENCIL STAM
with name in rul ge Ltten 25c¢. popa'
pald. Circulars Free. Aghl wanted.|
ddress,

Morgan, Crossman & Co., Springfield, Masl. CTS.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

STYLO AND FOUNTAIN PENS.

Send for circulars  Agents wnnl(‘d I‘ounl'\m Holder
fitted with best quality ol Fon
$1.59 and up. J. ULKI

Sn replylng to this adv. -e-u.u Golden Ar-o-y

$3 Printing Press! Trne
For cards, &c. Circu- Retting

$8. Press for easy

$44. by
]ll‘mv..\

given

In nblylnzbnthlu adv. me nllun Goldul /\r(o“!

3'0 EVERY MONTH. o3 omsee

willing to work. Our business is
meln business.

and very pleasant. We have
table and perma
we have lomet«mnx that can nar Iu equaled
% us.  Address, H. A. ELLS'& CO.,
61 La Salle 8t., Chicago, Il}
In replyine to this -d\ mentlon Golden Argony.

WHOOPINC COUCH.

40 years' test of Delavau's Remedy proves its merit.
Quickly dispelthe whooving, greatly allays and lessens
severe paroxysms of coughing—cuiting short the disease.
Its peculiar auti-spasmodic netion insures sleep; and is
absolutely harmless in eflect. n, phyncidne’ or
domestic trentment .
bottle. Rold by
sl.eem Philadelphin. Pa.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

ou can rely on LAV,
ruggists. * Depot oeh and Wood

Shoots Bullets or Darts. Wil Kill
Game at 50 feet. Mnea no noise. Costs
only 1 cent to shoot 100 times. No
powder, no caps. Each Rifle fully guar-
anteed. Price. $2.00 each or delivered
in U. 8. on receipt of $2.50.

John Wilkinson Co., Siiate Steeet

Chicago, Iil,

yo
g-neater the number and dlvelsity of symp-
toms. No matter what o it_has reached,
Dr. Pierce’s Golden NMe: lenl l)llcnvery
will subdue it, if taken according to d
tions for a reasonable length of time 1( not
cured, complications muiltiply and Consump-
tiononho Lungs, 8kin D seases, Heart Disease,
Rheumatism, idncr Disease, or other grave
maladies are quite liable to set in and, sooner
or_later, induce a fatal termination.

Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medlcnl Dis-
covery acts powerfully upon the Liver, and
through that %“ reat blood puréniing organ,
cleanses the sys nts and im-
purities, from whamver cr\use arismﬁz It is
equally efficacious in acting upon tho Kid-
neys, and other excretory org\msl cleansllf
strengthening, and healing their d
an appetizing, restorative tonic, it Fromoteo
digestion an nuudﬂon, therehy bu ding up
both flesh and strength.  In malari m.
this wonderful medicine has n
- celebrity in curing Fever and Ague, Chills nnd
Fever, umb Ague, and kindred diseases.

. Pierce’s Golden Medlcnl Dis-
cover

GI.IRES ALL HUMORS,

from a common Blomh or Eruption, to the

heum, 801

Scaly or Rongh Skin, in short, all_diseases
used by ba

urlfyin

powert‘ ul,
Eating

cine. Grea

fested i tenc;
Er)slpelns, Bmls. rbuncl

ulous Sores and S\vellmgs.
“White Swelli or Thi
and Enlarged
stamps for & )nrg-e Treatise, with colored
plaf on Skin Diseases, or the game amount
for a tise on Scrofulous Affections.

«FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.”
Thoroughly cleanse it by using Dr. Plerce’s
Golden Medical scovery, and
digestion, u fair skin, buoyant spirlt&. vnal
strength and borlﬂy health will be established.

CONSUMPTION,

which is Scrofula of the Lungs, is arrested
and cured by this remedy, if tnkf-u in the
earlier stages of the mar-
velous power over ﬂns t;crnbly fntn] disease,
when first offering this now world-famed rem-
edy to the public, Dr. Pierce thought seriously

calling it his ** CONSUMPTION CU] but
abandoncd that name as too restrictive for

a medicine which, from its wonderful com- .

blnntlon of tonic, or strengthening, a.ltemtlw

- | or blood-cleansing, anti-bilious,
. | nutritive properties, is unequaled, not onl\

as a rem for Consumpﬂon. but for all
Chronic Diseases of

Liver, Blood, and Lungs.

For Weak Lungs, Bpitﬂng of_Blood, Short-
ness of Breath, Chronic Nasal Catarrh, Bron-
chitis, \sthmn. Severe Coughs, and kindred
| affections, it i8 an eflicient remedy.

i by Drugglsw at $1.00, or Six Bottles
fc

Solc

nd ten cents in stampsfor Dr. Pierce's
S on Consumption,
World's Dispensary Iladical lssuclaliun,

663 Main St., BUFFALOQ, N. Y.

_In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argos;
BOYS WANTED. Good pay. Easywork
POTTER & POTTER, Boston, Mass.
"A\TFD A few Boys and Girls i m euh place to do
light writing, lemL amp 0-pace book ot
J u w )D U Y.

particnlnrs to
_In replyln

Argory.

d.
DRUNKENNESS"”"“"‘
administer-
g Dr. Haines’ Golden Specific. Itcan -
en Wllhom the knowledge of the patient, if deslred

(‘u rea

e St., Clnclnn-ll. 0.
In replying to thy cdv. mentlon Golden Arwor

CURE T2EDEAF

Plc:‘a PATI.\'I' lxra.m ED CUSHIONED EAR DRUMS Puhcu
rform the work of the

aoome Torvioiore s mtor abis and pwacy in

conversation and even whispers h

ition. All

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argony.

tinctly.  Ben
oo Ak it testimoninls, FRVE: LA

F.HISCOX. 858 Broadway, cor, 14th Rr \r\r York.

In replying to this ndv. mention Golden Argosy,
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MAKING IT REALISTIC.

A YOUNG lawyer was asked by a negro to
write him a letter. After consenting, he said :

* What must I write 2"

* Well, tell her your kind letter found us all |
well, and hope these few lines will find you en-
joying the same blessing.”

‘* What else ?" |

** Well, tell her we expect to make a good |
crop of rye and wheat, and will tend ﬁfl?en‘
acres in corn and cotton,”

‘“ Well, go on.”

‘“Tell her John is married and has a nice
wife. They live at the Matthews place.”

** Anything else ? "

‘‘1 believe not ; only tell her to excuse bad
writing, and close.”

JINT'Q (silver) pays for your address in

10 C Iuh T S e ** Agent’s Directory,” which
goes whirling il over the United States, and” you will
et hundreds of samples, circulars, books, nwspapers,
ines, etc., from t who want agents.  You wili

of mail matter and rmnl reading free, and will

* WELL PLEASED with the small investment. List
i Ame sent to each person answering this ad.

o . 1. RO 37 Boyleston, Tod.
‘m replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Columbias for 1888,

Bicycles, Tricycles,
Tandems, Safeties.

HIGHEST GRADE OF MACHINES MADE.
o replying to thia adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Hm’u to Clothe the Children,

BEST&CO

Ft)n the past ten years we have made a specialty
of the ontfiting of echildren, furnishing every-

thing from hats to shoes, and the extraordinary
facilities afforded by onr establishment have resulted
in our building up the largest business of the kind
in the world. |

We serve absent buyers as well as if they were in the
store, |
If you would bave yonr BOYS AND GIRLS clothed
in tie latest New York styles, at the least cost,
write to ns for particulars.

We have made up for this season a line of

BOYS SUITS AT $5.00

that are especially good value: they are strictly ALL
WOOL : reamns sewed with best qualily silk ; cut in
our superior styles: fit jnst ay well as the finest
grades; and guaranteed to give satisfactory wear.

PRIDE GOES BEFORE A FALL.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

‘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,

HORTHAND 5ot
ituati ured_all b‘).' “n.ml.!e:zg: rr;al':nlt.
ons w 9 |
end for chreaiat. We O CHAFFEE. Oswego, N. Y
In replying to this adv. ‘uention Goiden Argesy
LEGS AND ARMS
n

Rubber Hands & Feet
The most natural, com-
Jortable, and  durable.
Thousands in daily use,
New Patents and Im-
portant hnpro
meuts.
U. 8, GOVFRNMEN
MANUFACTURE
A.AMARKS 701 Broad-
way. New York Chry.
replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy

60 & 62 WEST 23rd STREET, NEW YORK,
In replylng to this adv. mentior “olden Argosy,

and town.
COMMISSION,

BIG

We want AGENTS in every city

Ask Your Stationer For It. [z

Does the work of one costing 100.
INDORSED BY LEADING RUSINESS MEN.
GEO. BECKER & (0.,

30 Great Jones St New York City.
SEXD FOR CIRCULAR.

In replyineg to this ndv. mention Golden Argoay.

opy, axit affects

Batsmen as well as Pitchers, 1 by com-
petent judgex the best work of the kind ever published.
as the art of Curve Pliching is fully ex;lain Price

15 cents,

THE ART OF BATTING.
A book of Tnstruction for Amateurs, containing useful
Hints and Directi niring a seientific knowledge
of the Art. e 1 I
A. J. REACH & (0., 1022 Market St., Phila.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

High - Pressure

Living characterizes these modern days.
The result is a fearful increase of Brain
and Heart Diseases — General De-
bility, Insomnia, Paralysis, and In-
sanity. Chloral and Morphia augment
the evil. The medicine best adapted
to do permanent good is Ayer’s Sar-
saparilla. It purifies, enriches, and
vitalizes the blood, and thus strengthens
every function and faculty of the body.

‘I have used Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, in
my family, for years. I have found it
invaluable as

A Cure

for Nervous Debility caused by an in-
activeliver and a low state of the blood.”
—Henry Bacon, Xenia, Ohio.

‘‘For some time I have been troubled
with heart disease. I never found any-
thing to help me until I began using
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. I have only used
this medicine six months, but it has re-
lieved me from my trouble, and enabled
me to resume work.” —J. P. Carzanett,
Perry, I11.

“I have been a practicing physician
for over half a century, and during that
time I have never found so powerful
and reliable an alterative and blood-
purifier as Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.” — Dr.
M. Maxstart, Louisville, Ky.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,

PREPARED BY
Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Price $1 ; six bottles, 5. Worth $5 a bottle.

i THE AMERICAN CYCLES

\\‘! V// Dzscnfﬂvs CATALOGUE
G

& CHICAGO, ILL.
a STMANUFACTURFRS IN AMERICA
In mly!pg to t!ll:-ivf mention Boldgn Argosy.

SPALDINC'S
FFICIAL BASE BALL GUIDE,
‘The highest authority on Base Bail,

and_ the uﬂ:f‘ complete se Ball
H 5

Grand National Award of 16,600 francs.

E
tu rephylug Lo ohls adv. mention Golden nraony .

NUMBER 28¢.

‘“HE THAT WORKS

without tools is twice tired.”

8aroL1O is the house-wife's best friend. With
it she conquers dirt .ad adds to the appearance of
her house by keeping it clean. Don't be foolish
and try to clean house without S8aporio. Quick
work can be done with SapoLro. Common soap
and elbow service belong to the past generation.
Be in fashion and use Sarorro. No. 37,

BROWN'S FRENCH DRESSING

The Original! Beware of Imitat one!

Awarded Highest Prize and Only Medal,

Paris Exposition, 1878.

i .
P g ARl n Qlsans Sxnibition.

HE Toy
thechild
likes best!

We take vleas-
ure in inform
ing our pation:
that our stock o
the celebratec

ANCHOR
STONE
BUILDING

5 BLOCKS,
COMPLETELY SOLD OUT BEFORE CHRISTMAS, is now re
plenished and tully assorted, solicit renewal ol

Aane
their kind orders, “The Price-fist will be forwarded gra
tis on application to

F. 4D. RICHTER & CO.

co’ NIN
PERUVIAN BARK, IRON,
CATALAH WINE.

« For the PREVENTION and CURE o,
Malaria,Indiges m, Fever&Ague, Loss of
appetite, Poorness of Blood, Neuralgia, &e.

22 Rue Drouot, Paris.
E. FOUGERA & (0., Agents for the U. §,
20 NORTH WILLIAM ST.. N. Y.
_In replying to this nuv. mentlon Golden Arzosy.
WM. HARLAN PAGE, Gen’l Agt, 22yrs..

Oflice : 120 Broadway, New York,

AVS 1508 1L

EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY.
(ASSETS OVER 88 MILLIONS,)
“PauINIaL Aq 11
UONENANIIL UV PUW SKIIPPU PUE 23U Inok puas

Equal to 3 to 4 per cent. compound interest on
eposits and Life Insnrnnce meanwhile,
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy

NEW YORK. 310 BROADWAY, or LONDON, E. (.
1 RAILWAY PLACE, FENCHURCH STREET.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

J THE FAMOUS CUSTOM-MADE
|

'Plymouth Rock $ 3 Pants

FULL SUITS AND OVERCOATS.
at ProportionatePrices.

to the enormour
number of mail_orleis re
ceived  from X

sroom
at 285 BROADWAY,
opp. Stewart Building,

Wwhere our New York cus
tomers may eall and be
measured, without _the
trouble of writing us. But.
if our goods are ro desir
able in New Y ork,surely
they must be barguin
to the customer in the
country, where clothing is higher. Tnese goods an
within the reach of every one in the United States, al
at the same price, excepting cost of
press. Upon receipt of 6 cents we mail 20 samples o
cloth to select from, self-measurement blanks, and ¢
48 inch linen tape-measure. If you cannot wait for sam
ples, tell us about what color You prefer, send us you
waist. inside-leg and hip measures, together with £3.00
and 35 cents to Rrepay express or postage. and we wil
guarantee safe delivery and perfect satistaction. For
any cause, we refund money upon request, or mak
another garment if customer desirex. e Americal
Express Co, (capital $20,000,000) will promptly repl
to any inquiry sent their Boston office.  Address i
mail to ux at Boston office.
PLYMOUTH ROCK PANTS CO
18 Summer Street. Boston, M.
Ia replylug to this adv. mention' Golden Argosy.
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