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CHAPTER 1. Gayland, a young man of eighteen, as asked Paul Gayland, a very good looking not wanted here,” retorted Sparks, with
THE NEPHEW OF HIS UNCLE. he walked up and down the elegant par- boy of fourteen, putting down the Pio- a heavy tinge of bitterness in his tones.
*I¥ you had any grit at all, you would lor in which the other was seated. neer Press he had been trying to read. “You mean that I am in your way,

not stay here another day,” said Sparks ““Where do you think I ought to go?” *“Wherever you wish to go. You are and you don’t want me here,” suggested
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Paul, with more of sadness than ot anger in
his whole manner.

i l am not the only one that don't want you
here," replied Sparks, halting in his walk before
the boy.

*“ Your aunt, Mrs. Gayland, does not want
me here any more than you do, I am well
" continued Paul, looking very gloomy.
s words seemed to come from a youny heart
in which sorrow had already taken up its abode.

““Then why don't you take yourself out of
the way ? " demanded Sparks, in taunting tones.

** Mrs. Gayland and yourscll’ are not the only
persons in the family,” answered the boy, in a
very mild tone, lhuugh he seemed to have some

confidence in the argument he offered.

“That's where the meanness on your part
comes in " exclaimed Sparks, quite savagely,
as he stalked away from his companion.

1 don't exactly understand where the mean-
ness comes in.  Mr. Gayland does not wish me
to leave the house, though I llavc spoken to
him several times about the matter,” quietly re-
sponded Paul, as he looked at his tormentor,
for such the other speaker had certainly become.

““Mr. Gayland is an old fool 1" exclaimed
Sparks, apparently gnashing his teeth at the
difficulties in the situation, as he regarded them.

Paul Gayland sprang to his feet, dropping the
newspaper on the floor. There was a decided
snap in his eyes as he fixed his earnest gaze on
his angry companion. He was evidently about
to return a sharp answer to the young man ; but
he restrained his rising choler, and, pic up
his paper, seated himself again. The cloud
had passed away from his brow.

1 do not think your uncle is an old fool,”
he said, in his usual mild manner.

*+ Of course I did not mean to say that offen-
sively,” added Sparks, suddenlyschanging his
toue and manner, as he walked up to his com-
panion, and looked him full in the face with an
expression of anxiety.

I don't see how you can call Mr. Gayland an
old fool without saying it offensively,” replied
Paul, with a sad smile on his handsome counte-
nance.

*You know that I have the highest respect
and regard for my uncle,” pleaded Sparks, who
was no doubt very sorry for the hasty remark
he had incautiously dropped in his anger.

Paul opened his eyes till his eyebrows were
clevatea and his forehead wrinkled, while his
lips curled just enough to betray his incredulity.

** Perhaps you have,"” he added, in an indiffer-
ent tone.,

“*You know I both respect and love him,
Paul "

* [ don't dispute it; that is’ a matter to be
settled with your own conscience, and it does
not concern me."”

*But you did dispute it,
warming up again,

**1 think not."

““What do you mean by putting a * perhaps*
in when I say I both love and respect my
uncle 2" demanded Sparks.

** Just now you called your uncle an old fool,
which may be loving and respectful, but I don't
see it in that light,” replied Paul, shrugging his
shoulders as though he had just come from
Paris,

Sparks bit his lip till it ought to have bled,
for he was painfully conscious that his impetu-
osity had led him into a serious blunder.

I did not mean that,” he said, subdued for
the moment.

1 can’t tell what you mean except from
what you say, Spark:

** But those hasty words might ruin me,” sug-
gested the nephew of Mr. Gayland.

** T don't think they would, for your uncle is a
just man, and does not condemn a younyg fellow
for a hdsly remark.”

**If he knew 1 said that

*“He shall not know it from me," interposed
Paul, only loud enough to break the sentence of
his companion,

Do you mean that you will not tell him
what I said, Paul 2" asked the other, his ex
pression brightening up as though the offen:
remark had been fully atoned for.

**That is what [ mean ; and T will not tell
him what you said,” rep'ied Paul, so quietly
that the impetuous young man h.m!ly believed
what he said.,

** Honor bright, you will not report what I
~1|d to him 2"

ST owill mot.”

“Your hand on that,
Sparks, extending his own.

I make it a point to keep my pronuses,”
said the boy, as he took the proffered hand.

1 know you do, and 1 will trust you.”

* Thank you.'

“Of course I don't believe that my uncle is
an old fool. T only mean to say that he has
taken an unaccountable liking to you, while he
is rather cold and suff with me," Sparks ex-
plained.

“In a word, Sparks, your uncle, who is said
to be worth six hundred thousand dollars, has
taken a fancy to me, and may mention me in
his will for a few thousands, just enough to keep
me from coming to poverty and want," con-
tinued Paul lightly, as though the whole subject
were a matter of inditference with him.

A few thousands ! exclaimed Sparks.
hat is what I said; and you seem to ob-
ject toit.”

I do not object to a few thousands.”

+ Does your aunt object to it 2™ asked Paui,

« Neither of us would object to anything of
that sort; but my uncle is more likely to rob his
wife and me for the sake of making you a rich

replied Sparks,

Paul," continued
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man when you are of age, if he should die with-
in the next seven years, as I sincerely hope he
will not.”

** Rob your aunt and you ! " exclaimed Paul,
with a slight spark of indignation in his tones.

** I wish I could be as cool as you are, Paul,”
added Sparks, feeling that he had again over-
stepped the bounds of discretion. ** Of course
I did not mean that he would rob us.”

** But that is what you said without stopping
to think. You believe that your uncle’s prop-
erty belongs to your aunt and “yourself."”

“She is his wife, and I am’ his nephew, the
only near relation he has in the world.”

*That hardly answers my question. Mr.
Gayland has your permission and that of his
wife to give me a few thousands, say three
or five, but all the rest belongs to you and her.
That is the idea, is it not 2" said Paul, appar-
ently not much interested in what he said.

“Of course 1 don’t put it in that way,” re.
plied Sparks impatiently,

**1 had an idea that your uncle had a perfect
nght to do as he thought best with his own
property.”

“To be sure he has; but do you think it
right that a young fellow, not in any way re-
lated to him, should step in and take the bulk
of his property 2" demanded Sparks indig-
nantly.

‘1 should say that a young fellow had no
right to do anything of the kind, or to meddle
with the matter in any way, whether he be a
young fellow of eighteen, which is your age, or
fourteen, which is my age,”

*“But I am his nephew, his next of kin, and
his only near relative,” protested Sparks. ** The
law would give half or two thirds of his property
to me if—"

““1f your uncle did not give it to somebody
else, which he has an undoubted right to do.”

** Perhaps he has ; but it isn't justice,” growled
Sparks. ** You have stepped in to cut me off,
or at least to cut me down. And who are you,
Paul 2"

**1 haven't the least idea,” replied the boy,
shrugging his shoulders as though it were a
matter of little consequence. **For aught I
know, I am the son of Mr. Ward Gayland, your
uncle,"

H

s son !" exclaimed Sparks, aghast at the
idea,

I did not say I was his son ; I don't know
anything about it,” returned Paul.

He rose from his chair and shoved up the
coat sleeve of one arm,

CHAPTER 1L

CRENCE IN THE COUNT.

HAT are you about, Paul? Do you
want to get up a fight with me 2"
demanded Sparks, stepping back and
looking with wonder at his young

companion.

** Not at all,” replied Paul, as he rolled up the
shirt sleeve on his right arm. * Do you see
3

“What 2 I don't see anything,” answered
the other, retaining his position at some dis-
tance from Paul, as though he feared a sudden
blow.

“You couldn’t sec it any better if you should
o out of doors; and you would need a spy
glass to see it where you are,” continueu
as he walked toward his associate.

**See what 2 What are you talking about,
Paul 2™ asked Sparks, keeping his gaze fastened
on the other to be ready for a sudden surprise.

“Can you see this mark on my arm 2" asked
Paul, as he oointede to what looked like a spot
half way betwec= <ae wrist and the elbow.

Sparks was reassured, and he ventured to look
at the mark.

*It consists of two letters,” he added, look-
ing at his companion for an explanation.

* You are right ; there are two letters on my

arm,
“P.G"

added Sparks, as he bent over (ht
b.ue arm, and read the letters. **\What does

stand for 2" demanded the nephew of his
uncle, apparently as much distressed as he was
surprised.

“*The letters don't stand for George Wash-
ington, do they 2" i::quired Paul, with a signifi-
cant smile,

** Certainly not; but what do they stand
for 2" asked the other as though his curiosity
was very much excited.

** [ don't know any better than you do; but I
am generally known as Paul Gayland, and it is
barely possible that the letters stand for that
name, though it (lmw not seem to occur to you
lhal they mean that.”

* But how came those letters on your arm ?
demanded Sparks, beginning to be a little ex-
cited.

“Give itup !

“* Don’t you know how they came there 2"

I haven't the least idea. "When I first made
the acquaintance of Paul Gayland those letters
were on his arm.  That is all T know about it,”
replied Paul, as he shrugged his shoulders from
the force of habit, and proceeded to pull down
his sleeve.

You don't know ? That is very strange,”
.uldc-d the puzzled and discomfited nephew.

* But as true as it is strange.’

** Does my uncle know that those letters are
there 2"

*1 don't know whether he does or not; he
never \pnl\(' to me about them so far as I can
remember.’

**That is very strange,"
heir,

mused the expectant

“For aught I know, he may have put them
there himself ; and for aught I know, I may be
his son.”

* Impossible.”

‘‘ Perhaps it is impossible ; I don't know," re-
plied Paul, again assuming his indifference of
tone and manner.

““You know the circumstances under which
my uncle took you into his keeping at first, and
has cared for you ever since,” added Sparks.

“*Of course I know the story which is told to
explain how I happen to be a member of this
family, where it appears now that I am not
wanted.

**The story! Then you don't believe it is
true, but only a story 2"

‘1 don't know whether it is true or not—how
should I 2 T only know that 1 did not bring
myself to him, and that I had nothing at all to
do with his adopting me.”

““You were not more than six or seven years
old, and of course you had nothing to do with
it but 1 have no doubt at all of lhe truth of the
slory."

“1 don't deny or dispute it," said Paul with
something very like a yawn, as though lhe
\\hole matter was a bore to him,

** My uncle had just married his young wlfe,
and then went to Nice in France to spend the
winter, for she could not stand the cold of St.
Paul. While they were there, boarding at the
hotel, they saw you in the care of a man who
did not treat you very well. My uncle's sympa-
thy was excited, and he spoke to the man, who
told him the child was an orphan, and he was
going to put you in an asylum of some sort.”

“ That's the story; I have heard it a dozen
times before, for your aunt likes to tell it to her
callers,” interposed Paul, with a gasp.

** You were said to be a very pretty child, and
my uncle and aunt felt a strong interest in you,
the result of which was they took you from the
man, and you have been a member of the fam-
ily ever since, except for the year when you ran
away."”

**Tt is a great pity that I ever came back, as 1
should not have done if 1 had had my own
way,"” suggested Paul.

**Now in the face of this story, which is
vouched for by my aunt, who was in Nice at the
time, what do you mean by hinting that you are
the son of my uncle 2" asked Sparks, who was
even more disturbed than he appeared to be.

*I don’t say that I am Mr. Gayland’s son,
for I don’t know anything at all about it,
though thc initials on my arm are rather sug-
gestive."

““Why don’t you ask my uncle about those
initials 2"

**1 don't care anything about them.”

“ Don't you wish to know whether or not you
are my unclc s son 2"

42 \nu don’t 2" demanded Sparks, amazed at
the stoicism of his companion.

“Why should I wish to know? If it were
proved that I was his son, it would cut you off
from any share in your uncle’s wealth."

** You would not cry about that,” sneered the
nephew.

** I should weep my eyes out.”

“ You are the strangest hlln\\ on the face of
the footstool ! ” exclaimed Sparks, beginning to
pace the apartment again.

At this moment the door opened as though it
had been burst in by a strong arm, and an old
gentleman dashed into the room with a great
bundle of bank bills in his hand.

All this conversation took place in the sitting
room of an elegant mansion on the hill, in St.
Paul, the oldest, though possibly not exactly
the most thriving city of the great Northwest,
since its young rival has outstripped it by a few
paces. The elderly gentleman, overloaded with
bank notes, was Mr. Ward Gayland, a capital-
ist, though not a very venturesome operator for
the driving locality in which he resided.

Mr. Gayland rushed to the table in the middle
of the room, and tossed the pile of bills upon it
as though he had no great respect for the wealth
it represented.

** Here Sparks, count this money. I have
been over it nineteen times, and I can't make it
twice running alike,” said the capitalist, very
much flurried about something he did not ex-

As he spoke, he darted into his library, in the

rear of the parlor, as though he had something
on his mind, and Paul, not caring to meet the
uncle and nephew together at this time, hastened
out of the apartment and went to his chamber
on the next floor.
Sparks seated himself at the table, and pro-
ceeded to straighten out the pile of bank note:
which the old gentleman had crumpled up in his
hands.  He smoothed them out carefully, and
laid them evenly before him on the table ; and
it was evident that he was more methodi
than his uncle. Thus arranged, the pile was
not a large one, and the young man went
through the count in a very short time.

** Eleven thousand,” said he to himself, and
then he counted again. ** Eleven thousand," he
repeated, when he had gone through the pile a
second time.

Though he appeared to have no doubt in re-
gard to the amount, he luid off each bill by it-
self, and counted it again ; and as all the bills
were of the denomination of one thousand or
five hundred, it took him but a couple of min-

though he stripped each one to assure
elf that it was not double.
en thousand,” he repeated.  ** I cannot
make any more or any less of it.  But that isan
odd amount, and 1 will bet money Uncle Ward

utes,
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intended to make up the sum of ten thousand,
for that is the biggest amount he will ever ven-
ture in one investment.”

Then Sparks bent over the table and the bank
notes, and appeared to be doing some heavy
lhmkm

i Huw much do you make of it, Sparks 2" de-
manded Mr. Gayland, rushing back into the
parlor from the library with a paper in his hand.
** That note for ten thousand, given by Valder-
win, which is almost the only one I ever backed
with my name in all my life, will not be paid,
and the payor has just notified me that he can-
not take care of it,” he continued, without wait-
ing for an answer to his queauon.

*“ But Valderwin is good, uncle,” .suggts(ed
the nephew, as he laid the pile of bills in front
of the capitalist, who had rushed up to the table
where he was seated.

** I'have no doubt of that; but he is always
confounded short of funds,” added Mr. Gayland.
“ I have no doubt if I told him I would not pay
the note till it was protested he would raise the
money. How much did you say there was in
that pile 2™

““Ten thousand, Uncle Ward,” replied
Sparks, looking down at the table as though he
was reading a memorandum of the amount.
That is just what I made of it half the
time, and eleven the other half,” said the rich
man. ‘‘Have you been over it carefully,
Sparks 2"

** Very carefully, sir; but I will go over it
again if you wish,” answered the nephew.

““Noj; I will try it again myself. 1 drew
checks from three banks, and put a couple of
thousand I had in the safe with it ; but I wasa
good deal disturbed by Valderwin's letter, and
my hand was not steady. You must be right."”

“The capitalist proceeded to count the money,

CHAPTER 111
ONE THOUSAND DOLLARS MISSING.
PARKS GAYLAND watched his uncle

N\ Wwith the deepest interest as he counted

&) the money in a rather clumsy manner,
though he was evidently much cooler
than when he had performed the task before,

He went through the pile three times, and he
was satisfied there was now no mistake, for he
had not been able to get the amount twice alike
before while he was disturbed by the payor's
failure to take care of his note.

*Ten thousand ! he exclaimed in a loud
tone. ‘‘ There is no mistake about it now.
Take it over to Valderwin’s office, but don't give
up the money till he signs this note.”

He handed the money and the unsigned note
to his nephew, who left the house with it,

Mr. Gayland wrinkled up his brow as soon as
his nephew had departed, and seemed to be
cudgeling his brain about something, for he
soon rushed into the library again, and began
to figure on a piece of paper at his desk.

‘Then he took out three check books, and
looked carefully at the last stub in each of
them, noting the amount on it on the paper.
Then he put down another sum and added the
amounts,

LR lewn thousand beyond the possibility of a
doubt ! " exclaimed he, rising from his chair,
with the paper in his hand. **What was I
thinking about when I took two thousand
dollars out of the safe? 1 needed but one
thousand.”

The conundrum he asked himself seemed to
bother him, though he did not appear to be
willing to *‘give it up.” He seated himself at
the desk, going over his figures again ; but the
result was the same as before.

*Did I take two thousand from the safe ?"
he ed himself, as he rose nervously from his
chair. 1 ought not to be so forgétful, or to
make such blunders in simple addition, for 1
am only sixty years old, and was never in better
health in my life.

Then he rushed to a door which appeared to
lead into a small closet, which he opened, and
the iron door of the safe was to be seen, where
he kept his important papers, bonds and other
valuables,

“Thru: times three are nine, and two are
eleven,” said he, as he proceeded to open the
safe with a key he took from his pocket. N
mistake about that. I drew three checks of
three thousand each, as the stubs show. Now
the question is whether I took one or two thou-
sand from the safe. Ihad just thirty two hun-
dred on hand, with three thousand of which 1
was to buy a mortgage this afternoon. There
ought to be twenty two hundred left in the safe,
and I must give a check for a thousand. That
is all straight enough.”

He took a small drawer from the safe, and
went to the table in the middle of the library,
where he counted the money in it as many as
five times before he was satisfied.

** Only twelve hundred left in the safe ; and
that makes it plain that I took out two thou-
sand, as I supposed I did, till I could make only
ten thousand out of the pile,” muttered the cap-
itahst, with a heavy knot of wrinkles on his
brow. ** I don't understand i

Then he rubbed his head to stimulate his
ideas, and paced the hbmrv, recalling all the
events that had occurred in the last hour.,

** I made the money eleven thousand several
times. Two of the bills must have stuck te-
gether when I made it only ten,” he mused,
talking out loud in his interest in the subject be-
fore him. ** But lhen Sparks made it only ten
thousand every time."

Then he piled up the wrinkles deeper and
heavier than before, dropping into an arm chair,
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where he gave himself up to thoughts to which
he did not give expression, though he was some-
what in the habit of talking to himself when he
was mentally exercised.

He sat in this attitude of deep thought as
much as twenty minutes, when he was disturbed
by the entrance of Sparks. who had executed
his commission and who. placed the note, now
signed, before his uncle, who bestowed no more
than a glance on it.

“Sparks, are you sure there was only ten
thousand in that pile of bills 1 asked you to
count 2" asked Mr. Gayland, fixing a searching
Jook on his nephew.

* That is what 1 made of it,” replied the
nephew.

*Did you see Valderwin in his office ? "

“Of course I did, for he has signed the note,"
replied Sparks, pointing to the paper on the
table, though his speech was just a little shaky.

“Did he count the money you carried to
him 2" :

* He did, twice over.”

*Did he say it was right 2"

‘* He didn’t say anything about it."”

* He would have said something if it had not
been right,” added Mr. Gayland, fixing a stern
gaze on the young man, who stood on the other
side of the table from him. *‘But it must have
been right, for I made it ten thousand myself
before I sent you off with it."”

* 1 am sure I did not make any mistake, sir ;
and 1 am equally sure you did not, for your
count agreed with mine,” continued Sparks.
“Why do you ask these questions, Uncle
Ward 2"

** Because I am a thousand dollars out, and [
am as sure as I can be there was eleven thou-
sand dollars in that pile when I handed it to
you, Sparks.”

The young man turned slightly pale.

*Do you think I took a thousand dollars of
the money, uncle 2" he asked, his voice becom-
ing more shaky than before.

** Who else could have taken it 2" demanded
the capitalist sharply. ‘ You were alone in the
parlor when 1 brought the money in 2"

“No, sir; I was not alone. Paul was in the
room, and did not leave it till after you went
into the library,” replied Sparks, rather warmly,
as though it was necessary to defend himself.

** Paul did not touch the money."

‘[ don't say that he did; I don't know any-
thing about it. I did not know you had missed
a thousand dollars till you told me of it.”

** Where was Paul when I threw the money
on the table in the sitting room 2" asked Mr.
Gayland, more moderately than he had spoken
before.,

** He was sitting at the table, while 1 was
walking up and down the room,” replied Sparks,
truthfully reporting the situation of both.

*“Iam sure that [ had eleven thousand dol-
lars in that pile, and I made it so by count sev-
eral times, though sometimes I could make but
ten of it.  While you were out I have looked
the matter over, and I am sure there was eleven
thousand dollars,” and the capitalist explained
the process by which he had arrived at this con-
clusion,

““Of course you are correct, for you have
proved that there must have been eleven thou-
sand, unless you dropped one of the bills on the

oor."

Mr. Gayland caught at this suggestion, and
the floor of the sitting room and library was
carefully examined by both of them ; but with-
out finding the missing bill. Then the nephew
suggested that his uncle had come in from the
hall’ carrying the money, and he admitted that
he had been into the dining room for a glass of
water with the bills in his hand.

The dining room and the hall were as care-

fully searched as the other rooms had been ; but
not a bank bill was to be found there orin any
other place. The servants were questioned, but
not one of them had been into the dining room
within the last hour, and the capitalist returned
to the sitting room.
_ "*1did not drop one of the bills on the floor ;
if T had we should have found it,” said he,
looking Sparks full in the eye, though the young
man had now recovered his self possession, and
stood the gaze without flinching.

In fact Sparks had become quite cheerful, as

though he realized that the thousand dollars, if
lost, did not come out of his pocket.
_‘*lam afraid you have been gambling again,
Sparks,” said Mr. Gayland, knitting his brow as
savagely as it was possible for a mild man like
himself to do it.

* No, sir, I have not; I never gambled but
once in all my life, and then 1 lost only two dol-
lars,” replied the nephew promptly.

Mr. Gayland looked as though he had some
doubts on this point, though he did not express
any,

** The money must have been taken from the
pile after I put it on the table,” continued the
capitalist. ** There were only two of you in the
room, and one of you must have taken it. This
is not the first time I have missed money, and I
.am going to the bottom of the matter this time.
Call Paul.”

Sparks left the room to obey the order.

CHAPTER IV,
THE SEARCH FOR THAT WHICH WAS LOST,
PARKS had heard Paul go up the front
staircase, and he went to his chamber,
where he found him.
**Mr. Gayland wishes to see you,
Paul,” said he, as he entered the room and
walked over to the window.
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“Where shall I find him 2" asked the occu-
pant of the room.

**In the sitting room,” replied the nephew, as
he thrust his fingers into his vest pocket.

Though he appeared to be looking out at the
window, Sparks had one eye on Paul, and as
soon as the latter had passed out of the room,
he pulled out one of the drawers of the bureau,
and hastily dropped something he took from
his vest pocket into it.

Doubtless it was fortunate for him, or at least
for the cause of honesty in general, that his
uncle did not see him when he did this act.

It might have been the missing thousand dol-
lars that he dropped into the bureau drawer, or
it might not have been; but whatever he de-
posited in the drawer, he did it with a good deal
of haste and nervousness, for he certainly was
not a skilled rogue yet, though he may have
had the capacity to become one in time.

When he had closed the drawer, he rushed

out of the room and hastened to the stairs, over-
taking Paul before he had reached the hall
below. Both of the young men entered the sit-
ting room together, though the nephew, prob-
ably for reasons of his own, got in ahead of his
companion.
Gayland had settled down in one of the
rs, and looked as though he felt quali-
sit in judgment on the one who had ap-
propriated a thousand dollars of his money. He
stated the case before him at considerable
length, giving the evidence which satisfied him
that the money must have been taken by one of
the young men before him.

“You see that I cannot be mistaken, for the
money was taken within an hour, and no one
but ourselves has been into the house,” he con-
tinued, looking very sternly from one to the
other of the culprits,

Paul looked very good natured, and did not
seem to be at all disturbed by the charge which
included himself in the probabilities; and
Sparks had had plenty of time to school himself
to the situation, if he needed any schooling.

“Well, Mr. Gayland, what is to be done
about it 2" asked Paul, so cheerfully that the
capitalist was impressed with his manner. **1
am ready to submit to anything you think
proper; and I suppose you wish to search us
both. I do not object.”

“That would be the proper way to proceed,
no doubt ; but I have no skill in such matters,
and I think I need some assistance,” added Mr.
Gayland, as he went to the wall of the room
and pressed the knob of an electric bell.

** But I don't exactly like the idea of having
this affair known all over the city," suggested
Sparks. ** Of course I have no fears of the re-
sult.”

**If either of you has taken this money, I shall
not take any pains to conceal the fact from the
public,” replied the rich man, putting on a
sternness he seldom exhibited. ** The Froneer
Press and the Globe shall be welcome to all the
facts.”

Send for the constables and the reporters,
sir,” said Paul, with one of his most decided
shrugs of the shoulder. He appeared to be as
indifferent about the proceedings as though he
was not under suspicion.

** Go over to Mr. Cavan, the real estate agent,
and ask him if he will be kind enough to give
me a few minutes of his time,"” continued Mr.
Gayland, when Prince, the colored man servant,
presented himself at the door of the sitting
room,

The man bowed and retired without a word,
while both of the young men wondered what the
real estate agent could have to do with the
matter, or why he, rather than any other person,
had been sent for; and the man of wealth did
not consider it incumbent on him to enlighten
them.

Perhaps the reader isentitled to more consider-
ation than the suspected parties, and it may be
added that Cavan had formerly been a detective
in the highest repute in New York ; in fact his
talent was sufficient to justify him in seeking a
wider field of operations than his profession,
and heThad made a success as a real estate and
loan agent.

The capitalist had found him honest and
square, and had joined him in a number of
undertakings requiring more capital than Cavan
could command, so that very intimate and
friendly relations subsisted between them.

Neither of the young men asked any questions
about the person sent for, and while Paul was
supremely indifferent to the proceedings, pos-
sibly Sparks comforted himself with the assur-
ance that the matter was not to be committed to
the officers of the law.

“ Mr. Cavan will be over in a few minutes,
sir,” said the servant, again appearing at the
door.

In spite of himself Sparks was rather uneasy,
and walked about the room while they were
waiting, as though he was even more nervous
than usual, while Paul hardly moved a hair in
his seat.

Mr. Cavan was announced before any of the
party had time to become very impatient. He
was a man between forty five and fifty, with an
eye which might well have been a terror to evil
doers, for he seemed to have the power to look
a rogue out of countenance at a glance.

“'What can I do for you today 2" asked the
real estate agent, after the usual salutations.

** Perhaps you can do a good deal for me,
though what I have to ask is not in the usual
way of business,” replied the rich man, with a
seriousness which could not fail to impress his
visitor.

** Any service that I can render to Mr. Gayland

will be most cheerfully given, whether it relates
to business or pleasure, and whether there are
any commissions or not,” replied Mr. Cavan,
glancing at the two young men in the roem.

‘It is rather an unpleasant affair, in fact, de-
cidedly unpleasant, and for the reason that 1 do
not feel competent to deal with it, I have taken
the liberty to ask for your assistance, knowing
that you are skilled in such matters as that |
have in hand.”

‘I shall be very glad to assist Mr. Gayland in
any possible manner,” said the visitor, with a
Folile bow, as he took a chair in front of his
host.

** Thank you ; you are very kind ; and I will
tell you the whole story,” continued the capital-
ist, as he proceeded to relate the particulars of
his loss, as they have been fully presented.

** And you suspect one of these young gentle-
men 2" inquired the real estate agent, after Le
had listened without a word to the entire narra-
tive.

**1 more than suspect them, for I am abso-
lutely sure that one of them must have taken
the money,” replied Mr. Gayland, looking as
severe as though he was not one of the most
kind hearted men in the world. *‘If one of
them did not take the money, perhaps you can
suggest what has become of it.”

‘The ex detective asked a number of questions
which were answered by the rich man or the
boys, and he observed the latter very critically
as he examined them in his very gentle way, for
he put on no bluster, and was not at all demon-
strative in his manner,

** The proper thing to do first is to search the
young gentlemen, if they do not object, for of
course they are as anxious to have the truth come

N
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AbMmirer, Thompsonville, Conn,
to get a binder i
page of No. 277.

C. S. B., Philadelphia, Pa. Confederate bills
can be obtained from any coin dealer. Consult our
advertising columns.

G L. G., Frankford, Pa. There is an 4 rmy and
Navy Register at Washington, and an Army and
Navy Journalin New Yor{.

C. R., Bellevue, O., and several others. Ad-
dresses of coin dealers will be found from time to
time 1n our advertising columns,

WerkLy Reapek, Rrooklyn, N. Y. The Turk's
Island shilling stamp of 1873 is not priced in the
catalogues, as no specimens are in the market.

J. W. D., Chicago, 11l You had better apply to
some ink manufacturer in your city for the mark-
ing ink you require. Or sce answer to W. C. J. T,

Romix Daxk, New York City. Wax candles are
so cheap, and so troublesome to make, that we
shoald recommend you to purchase what you
need.

Roun Apaik, Philadelphia, Pa. Pike County is
arather out of the way corner of Pennsylvania, It
is about 100 miles from Philadelphia, and the Erie
Railroad traverses it.

Pyrocarric, Brooklyn, N. Y. No, no license is
required for an amateur photographer to take
views in public places, so long as he does not un-
duly obstruct the highways.

Rowix Dare, Washington, D. C. The longest
tunnel in the United States is the Hoosac Tunnel,
4 34 miles in length; in the world, the St. Goth:
ard, in Switzerland, ¢ 1-3 miles.

M. De Veke, Brooklyn, N. Y.
Vol V. cost 6 cents ea
sent post paid on res

For the way
ree, see notice on the editorial

Back numbers of
: the 11 you desire will be
t of 66 cents,

C maroon
cloth binder, post paid, costs 75 cents.
G. S. W., Baltimore, Md. Buddh has mcre

adherents than any other religion, numbering

out as you can be, sir,” the agent pra 1
when he had taken in all the facts.

*That is rather humiliating,” said Sparks,

throwing back his head as though it would be
compromising his dignity to submit to such a
step.
'?l don't object, and you may begin with me,”
interposed Paul, walking up to the examiner,
and throwing up his arms to afford perfect
facility for the search.

Mr. Cavan went through all the pockets of
the boy ; and not satisfied with this, he looked
into his stockings, and overhauled every part of
his dress.

“* All the bills were new and crisp, you said,
Mr. Gayland,” continued the ex detective when
he had completed the search.

** They were ; but whether the money taken
was in one or two bills, I do not know,” an-
swered the rich man.

** It makes no difference ; but I am satisfied
that the money is not on the person of this
party,” added Mr. Cavan, pointing to Paul.

“ But he was up in his room for some time
after the money was brought in," suggested
Sparks, who thought the examiner was blunder-
ing.

B Thank you, Mr. Gayland,” added Cavan,
bowing to the nephew, though there was a bit
of sarcasm in his tone and manner. ** We will
search his chamber before we proceed in any
other direction."

‘The examiner walked to the door, asking
Paul to go with him; and as soon as he was in
the hall, he becl.oned to the capitalist, who joined
him at once.

‘¢ Keep your two eyes on the other one every
moment of the time,” he whispered to Mr. Gay-
land ; and then went up stairs followed by the
boy. :
l”aul's chamber was searched in the most
thorough mauner without finding anything that
looked like a bank note, though® piece ot paper
folded like one was discovered in one of the
bureau drawers; but the occupant of the
chamber declared that he had never seen it be-
fore. As it was not a bank note, it was thrown
back into the drawer.

Cavan said he was satisfied, and they went
down to the sitting room again, where the ill
success of the search was announced.

* You did not find anything 2" asked Sparks,
greatly astonished at the declaration of the ex-
aminer, though he inmediately checked him-
self.

““Not a thing. Now, if you will permit me,
Mr. Gayland, I will see what is in your pocketst
Of course this is a mere formality, and we resor-
to it merely to establish your innocence,"” con-
tinued Cavan.

¢ Certainly I do not object under the circum-
stances ; but after you have examined me, I
shall have something more to say,” replied
Sparks.

A new and crisp thousand dollar bill was
found in his vest pocket,

(70 be continued.)
CORRESPONDENCE.

We are always glud to oblige our readers to the extent
of our abilities, but in justice to all only xuch questions
o ol zeneral INterest can receive attention.

We have on file 2 number of queries which will be an-
swered in theit LUFN s K000 A% KDACE PErMILs

About six weeks are required before a reply to any
question ean appear in this column,

H. S., St. Louis, Mo. No license is required to
start a printing offic

R. M., Lowell, Mass. We have in stock all back
numbers of Vol. V and VI, except No. 210,

We don't see how you can make the
er unless you use stiffer material.
La Porte, Ind. The Missouri tmpligs

F. H., )
more water into the Mississippi than does the

Ohio.

R. T. H., Washington, D. C. We believe that
there is no satisfactory solution of the puzzle you
send us,

340 > against 338, Christians.  The
Methodists are the most numerous sect in the
United State: »

H. E.S., Whitehall, N. Y. 1. General Robert
E. Lee died at Lexington, Va., on Oct. 12, 1870,
2. For suggestions on_Camping Out, see Nos. 234,
235,and 242 of Te Gotnes Axcosy, 3. You can
clean old coins by rubbing them with chalk and
water.

J. K., Riverside, Pa. We do not know of any
book on Paganini published in this country, af»
though several magazine articles have appeared on
the subject. ** Paganini's Leben und Treiben,” by
Schottky, published in Prague in 1830, is a stan-
dard authority, =
_W.C.J.T. Tomake a black marking ink for
tickets, etc., dissolve an ounce of gum arabic in six
ounces of water, and strain. Then procure some
drop black, and mix it thoroughly with the muci-
lage thus formed. Apply with a small brush,

R. A. B, Pittsfield, Mass. 1. Matches were first

made by John Walker in 1829. 2. Both Webster's
and Worcester’s Dictionaries are standard works,
the former b«:in§l perhaps the more generally fol-
lowed. 3. Col. Robert G. Ingersoll lives at 101 sth
Ave., New York City. 4. l!sur legal advice you
must consult a lawyer.
_ Vinron, Vinton, O. 1. The Turkish government
is called the ‘' Sublime Porte” from the gate
(porta) of the Sultan's palace, where justice was
ormerly administered. 2. Napoleon 11 was the
son of Napoleon I and Maria Louisa, born in Paris,
March 20, 1811. e was also known as Duke of
Reichstadt and King of Rome, and died in 1832.

G. H,, New York City. 1. Captain Kidd was
hung for piracy in England in 1701. 2. We have
not space to describe the process of gunpowder
making, and refer you to ;m" cyclopedia. 3
earliest newspaper in New York was 74s New
York Gazette, first issued on Oct. 16, 1725, by Wil-
liam Bradford. 4. Vol. VIof the Arcosy will cost,
when completed, $3 unbound, or §4 bound.

Inquirek, To make invisible ink: Take zaffer
(which can be bought at a drug store) and dissolve
it in nitromuriatic acid till the acid extracts from it
the metallic part of the cobalt, which gives a blue
color to the zaffer. Then dilute the solution with
common water. If you write with this liquor on

aper, the characters will be invisible ; but when
heated, they will become green. When the paper
cools, they will disappear ; but warmth will bring
them out again. If too much heated, they will not
disappear at all.

D. S., Frankfort, Germany. 1. Thanksgiving
was on Nov. 30in 1882; July 14, 1873, was a Mon-
day ; June 17,1872, 2 Monday. 2. There are 8or-
ganized Territories : Arizona, Dakota, Idaho, Mon-
tana, New Mexico, Utah, Washington, Wyoming.
Besides these there are the Indian 7erritory,
Alaska, and the Federal District of Columbia. 3.
Tennessee and Arkansas are generally classed as
Southern, not as Western States, 6. The last let-
ter of the alphabet is called *zed” in England,
“zee' in America.

W. E. B., Piermont, N. Y., and others. Tomake
a rubber hand stamp: Set up the desired name,
address, etc.. in any kind of metal type; oil the
typé.and place. & gaard half an inéh high around
the form. Mix plaster of Paris to the proper thick-
ness, pour it in, and allow it to set. rocure some
-vulcanized rubl as made n long strips 3 inches
wide and 1-8 inch thick, and cut off a piece the
size of the intended stamp. Remove the plaster
cast from the type, and place cast and rubber to-
gether in a screw press.  Apply sufficient heat to
thoroughly soften the rubber, then turn the screw
down hard, and let it remain until the rubber has
taken an exact impression of the cast and has be-
come cold. Then remove it, trim neatly with a
sharp knife, and cement to a handle ready for use.

A. B. C., Newark, N. J. 1. The six American
cities whose statutory limits include the largest
arcas are: New Orleans, 150 square miles ; Phila-
delphia, 120; St. Louis, 615 Minneapolis, s3; St.
Paul, st ; Springfield, Mass., so. You will see that
the Zargest cities are not always the most populous,
Of foréign cities, London covers 122 square miles
within the registrar general’s limits, 250 miles
within the postal district, and 687 within the
metropolitan police limits ; Paris, within the forti-
fications, 28 1-2 square miles ; Tokio, Japan, 6o.
2. The most destructive fire on record was that at
Chicago, Oct. 8 to 1o, 1871. It burned over 2,100
acres, destroyed 17,450 buildings, and devoured

roperty worth $198,000,000. he historic fire of

_ondon, Sept. 2 to 6, 1666, covered 436 acres, and
destroyed 13,200 houses.
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HICH is which?
Are they both
alike? Is one
named for the
other?

Thus in an ar-
ticle from A/ the
Vear Round, an En-
glish writer cur-
iously confuses two valuable commercial
products, the latter of which, by reason of
its scarcity and the fact that nothing has
been discovered to fill its place, is liter-
ally worth its weight in gold. The gen-
erality of the reading public know little
as to the origin of amber and still less of
ambergris. Even the dealers who occa-
sionally handle the latter expensive com-
modity, differ materially regarding its
origin.

It is my purpose to speak but briefly
of amber, as being by far the more com-
mon of the two commodities. You see
it daily in the form of beads, brooches,
mouth pieces for pipes and the like.
Now, where does it come from?

Scientists tell us that thousands of
years ago, during the cretaceous period,
great forests of a peculiar species of cone
bearing pine grew along the marshy
coasts of northern Europe—particularly
in the vicinity of the Baltic. As the tree
trunks yielded to the encroachments of
time, the exuded rosin was left seeming-
ly imperishable. Gradually as the years
went by while the coast line sank, the
sea encroached further and further.
Over the rotted remains of the forests
gathe-zd the sea silt and debris. And 1
have sometimes wondered whether or
no the weight of these deposits might
not have extracted from the resinous
lumps something of their oily exuda-
tions, whereby through other processes
only known to Nature, the gum itself be-
came of the remarkable consistency—
neither too hard nor too soft—which has
to do with its peculiar value as the amber
of commerce. This, however, is simply
a conjectural theory of my own.

On the Prussian seaboard at the pres-
ent day, these amber deposits, whose
specimens vary in size from that of a
pea to lumps weighing several pounds,
are dredged for in the shallows. In the
deeper parts, a submarine diver is sent
down who rakes over the bottom with a
stout two pronged fork. After a heavy
gale, lumps of amber are not infrequent-
ly washed ashore. And as the clouded
or milky white amber sometimes has
commanded as high a price as $250 a
pound, it will be seen that the amber
fishery pays.

But now to speak of ambergris, re-
garding which so many conflicting state-
ments have been made—indced are made
at the present time. The first indefinite
theory regarding it may be found in the
veracious narrative of Siadbad the Sail-
or. After describing his shipwreck at a
certain place, he says:

““ Here also is a fountain of pitch and
bitumen that runs into the sea, which
fishes swallow and vomit up again, turn-
ed into ambergris.”

A more definite theory, and the first of
its kind that I can discover, is advanced
by a writer in a scientific journal of
1826,

‘“ Ambergris,” he says, ‘‘is a peculiar
substance notinfrequently found floating
on the surface of the sea, which is sup-
posed to be the eructation of sick fishes."”
More plainly, what they might throw up
in a fit of indigestion.

The largest lump ever found is said to

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Bmber and Ambergpris.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.,

have weighed one hundred and eighty
two pounds. It was bought by the East
India Company many years ago from the
King of Tydore. In my scrap book I
have a record of a piece of ambergris
weighing one hundred and thirty pounds
picked up on the shore of one of the
Windward Islands in the Caribbean Sea
by twocolored fishermen. It is said that
they sold it for $2,500, which may or
may not be the case. The present mar-
ket value of the best grade of ambergris
may be safely estimated at $26 per ounce.
Reckoning sixteen ounces to the pound,
a single pound would bring $416! The
reader can estimate for himself some-
thing near the real valuation of either of
the two masses which I have just men-
tioned.

In Starbuck’s ‘“History of the Ameri-
can Whale Fishery,” which dates back
over a century, I find that in 1856 the
schooner Watchman, of Nantucket,
brought back four barrels of ambergris
which sold for $10,000. In a newspaper
article of corresponding date, ambergris

is described as ‘‘ a dark gray sticky sub- |

stance very vile smelling . . . . in most
cases its specific gravity is more than the
water and it will sink.” Yet according
to the American Encyclopedia it “‘is
principally found Aeating upon the seas
(sic) of warm climates intermixed with the
Jood of whales!”  The italics are mine.
The encyclopedia article further says:
‘It is of bright gray color streaked with
black and yellow, so soft that it may be
flattened in the fingers, and exhaling an
agreeable odor if rubbed or heated.”

The master of a Provincetown whaler
speaks of losing a lump &y its sinking,
while another avers that he picked up a
floating mass of the same strange secre-
tion which sold for §6,000 on arrival at
port. M. M. Ballou, in his recent work
‘“Under the Southern Cross,” mentions
that a week out from San Francisco, he
saw floating_past the steamer ‘‘a pale
gray, amber-like substance—not abun-
dant but several times apparent.” The
steamer’s captain declared it to be am-
bergris, and in giving /is theory of its
origin, declares it to be ‘‘a diseased se-
cretion of the whale—probably induced
by indigestion.”

It is possible that there may be two
qualities of the ambergris—the one be-
ing heavier and sinking, while the other
is buoyant and floats. But this I am in-
clined to doubt. That there are two
grades—perhaps three—in the market, is
undoubtedly the case. The finest, so far
as | can ascertain, is light gray, of waxy
consistency and possessing a slight, but
by no means unpleasant odor, which is
more apparent when the ambergris is
heated. 1 have heard on very good au-
thority that small lumps of the darker
gray are eagerly sought for on the shores
of certain Eastern countries by the native
fox, which, attracted by its peculiar per-
fume, ‘“bolts” the lump in its entirety.
Theambergris does not, however, digest,
and passing through some peculiar chem-
ical process in the animal's stomach, is
again found upon the beach yellowish
white in color, and thus sold at the high-
est market value as of a superior grade.

The most authentic and reasonable
theory of the production of this valuable
substance is that advanced by old whal-
ing captains. They claim—and with very
good reason—that the squid or cuttlefish,
which is the favorite food of the sperm
whale, has two horny mandibles never
digested or voided by the whale. That
these form a sort of stoppage in the

whale's intestines. Around them gathers
an ever accumulating secretion that soon-
er or later brings about the whale’s death.
That not infrequently the whale sickens
and dies in mid ocean, his body decom-
poses, and the lump of ambergris itself
is drifted by the winds and currents
whithersoever they will.

Sometimes the floating substance is
driven to the island shores where, as has
been said, it is occasionally found. But
all with whom I have ever talked, agree
in saying that ambergris never sinks.

The larger lumps would seem to veri-
fy the whalers’ theory, as almost invari-
ably they contain either a part or the
whole of the cuttlefish’s beak. In a
“flurry,” the sperm whale not infrequent-
ly throws up fragments of the ambergris
dissevered from the mass in his intes-
tines. I myself have seen an illustration
of this during a certain brief whaling ex-
perience many years ago.

Itisindisputable, also, that in the sperm
whale alone, whose principal food is the
cuttlefish or squid referred to, the am-
bergris is found. And the whale con-
taining it is almost invariably sluggish in
movement—a ‘‘sick whale,” to use the
technical term, and as such comparative-
ly easy to kill.

And now naturally occurs the ques-
tion: Why such an extraordinary price
for this peculiar maritime article of com-
merce ?

There are two natural products which
have the power of giving permanency
to the finest perfumes. - One is that com-
monly known as musk—a secretion of
an animal nature from the musk deer,
while the other is the ambergris of
which I have been writing. Both of
these contain an essential quality which,
clinging to woven fabrics, is compara-
tively unaffected by the more volatile
oils which with alcohol go to making up
perfumery in its different forms. In it-
self, after passing through the processes
known to perfumers, the scent of amber-
gris is almost as lasting as the famous
attar of rose. Its scarcity, as well as the
fact that nothing with the exception of
musk can take its place, accounts for its
value,

AP ey
A WONDERFUL EGG.

THE Chinese certainly excel in the patience
with which they construct delicate pieces of
mechanism, no more marvelous exzample of
which can well be imagined than the egg of
which the following description is given in the

“New Orleans 7imes Democrat :

It is but little larger than a turkey's egg, and,
to outward appearance, nothing but such an
egg as might be picked up in any farmyard.
But inside of the shell there is such a delicate
mechanism that an accurate description of it is
well nigh impossible, and to get a fair idea of
the limits to which human skill may reach it is
necessary to see this marvel.

The eggshell is divided into two parts, but so
closely and skillfully are they joined that the
naked eye fails to discover the line of junction.
The tiny works by which its different parts are
operated are a lot of microscopic springs and
diminutive wheels, so small that the largest of
the lot hardly rivals in size those small spangles
which are used in gold lace embroidery.

The arrangement is such that once in each
hour the two shells, which are hinged at the
base, fly apart with a spring, displaying to view
a gorgeous tulip, so artistically and traithfully
colored that one can hardly believe that it has
not been plucked from a flower bed instead of
being a production of art. The petals of the
tulip slowly unfold, opening one after the other,
until the flower is full blown.

Within it stands a wee church, with belfry,
on the outside of which is a small dial plate,
where the tiniest hands point the hour. The
latter are so very small that, placed next to
them, the finest needle seems monstrous. The
hour strikes with a fairy-like tinkling, the church
slowly revolves on its axis, when the rear comes
to view, exposing the works to sight. Then
the petals of the tulip fold together again, the
shells rejoin, and for another hour the whole
seems to the uninitiated beholder nothing but a
common egg.

.-
ARTILLERY ON A PIVOT.

ANYTHING in the nature of an experiment
which requires the services of a mule in order
to its carrying out must of necessity be attended
with great risk.

The major who figures in the following story
from the Zoronto World has had this fact im-
pressed upon him by a remarkable experience :

A certain fort in the far West was in com-
mand of a major of artillery who was con-
stantly lamenting that his favorite firearms
could not be more trequently used against the
Indians. Finally one day he took one of the

NUMBER 285,

small howitzers, which defended the fort, anq
had it securely strapped to the back of an army
mule, with the muzzle projecting over the ani.
mal's tail. With this novel gun carriage he
proceeded in high feather with the captain and
a sergeant to a bluff on the banks of the Mis
souri, near which was encamped a band of
friendly Indians.

The gun was duly loaded and primed, the
fuse inserted, and the mule backed to the edge
of the bluff. The major remarked something
about the moral effect the exhibition was likely
to produce upon the Indian allies, and stepped
gayly forward and applied the match.

The curiosity of the mule was aroused. He
jerked his head around to see what was fizzing
away there on his neck, and the next second his
feet were all bunched together and making forty
revolutions a minute, while the gun was threat-
ening everything under the canopy within a
radius of ten miles with instant destruction.

The captain shinned up the only available
tree. The sergeant threw himself flat on the
ground and tried to dig a hole with his bayonet
to crawl into, while the fat major rolled over
and over in agony, alternately invoking the pro-
tection of Providence and anathematizing the
mule. Finally the explosion came, the ball go-
ing through the root of the fort. The recoil
of the gun and the wild leap of the terrified
mule carried both over the bluff to a safe an-
chorage at the bottom of the river. The dis-
comfited party returned sadly to the fort.

Shortly after the chief of the Indians ap-
peared and announced briefly, ** Injun go home.”

Questioned why, he thus explained : * Injun
ver’ brave, help white man. Injun use gun,
use bow arrow, use knife; but when white man
fire off whole jackass, Injun no understand, no
think right. Injun no help um fight that way."

-ss

ROUGH ON RABBITS.

WE would suggest that the Australian gov-
ernment put itself in communication with Mas-
ter Freddy. He and his rat might make quite
an appreciable vacuum in the rabbit bands of
that afflicted country. A dispatch from Coch-
ranton, Pennsylvania, to the New York Sun
gives the following account of this twelve year
old boy’s methods of procedure :

Freddy Smith’s plan of hunting rabbits is as
original as it is novel. He has an enormous

t Norway rat. Unknown to any one, that rat

as been his companion on all of his hunting ex-
cursions for a year or more. Freddy knows
where rabbits abound and the holes they hide
in. He goes to a burrow, sends his rat in to ex-
plore the interior, and places a little bag over
the exit. If there is a rabbit inside the Norway
rat routs it out, and it flies for the opening, only
to dash wildly into Freddy's bag on the outside.
Then the ingenious hunter breaks the rabbit's
neck with asmart blow of his hand, and is ready
for another one.

‘When he first began to hunt with this rat he
found that a great deal of time was lost by the
rat being in no hurry to come out of a burrow.
So he hit.upon the plan of fastening a string to
him, by which he pulls the rat out when his
duty has been done inside. On several occa-
sions the rat has had a young rabbit in his
mouth on being drawn out of a burrow. Last
season this boy is said to have captured over
two hundred rabbits by means of his rat and
bag. There is a law in Pennsylvania prohibit-
ing the hunting of rabbits with ferrets. If the
success of the Cochranton boy with his Nor-
way rat should develop Freddy Smiths in other
parts of the State there will have to be a novel
addition to the game laws.

e
THE FALL AND RISE OF THE BEARD.

Boys with budding down upon their chins
will be interested in learning something of the
history of the beard, a few points on which are
given by the New York Commercial Adver-
riser:

The custom of shaving the beard was enforced
by Alexander of Macedon, not for the sake of
fashion, but for a practical end. It is said that
he had heard that the soldiers of India, when
they encountered their foes, had the habit of
grasping them by the beard, and so he ordered
his soldiers to shave. Afterward shaving was
practiced in the Macedonian army, and then
among Greek citizens. The Romans imitated
the Greeks in the practice, as they did in many
other things, and spread it to the different Eu-
ropean nations yet barbaric.

The beard was a source of trouble to Peter
the Great, who, simultaneously with the intro-
ductions of his great reforms in Russia, tried
to induce his people to imitate the shaving na-
tions, This innovation was resisted by his sub-
jects with the utmost persistence, and they pre-
ferred to pay a heavy fine rather than suffer
disfigurement, as they believed, of the image
of God. To the Russians of olden times the
beard was a symbol of liberty.

In several countries of western Europe and
in the United States the beard was restored to
henor only about thirty or forty years ago.

—— e —

CHECKED SYMPATHY.

OLp Gentleman (to convict)—What is the
most objectionable feature you find in pnison
life, my dear friend ?

Convict—Wisitors.
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THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS.
BY ELIZABETH B. BROWNINI

LET us be content, in work,
To do the thing we can, and not presume
To fret because 1t's little.

e

[Zhis story commenced in No. 282.]

Pew Sfeétp—k Boy;

THE HAPS AND MISHAPS OF
RUFE RODMAN.
By ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM,
Author of “*Number g1, **Tom Tracy," etc.

CHAPTER XL

AN ADVENTURE IN THE CARS.

ITH some curiosity Rufus followed the
man who had addressed him to one
side.

‘‘ Here, put this in your pocket,”
said the man abruptly,
thrusting a small square
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a dude and evidently having a high idea of his
social position. He shrank away from Rufe,
whose suit was well worn and patched on the
knee. It seemed to give the boy a feeling of
discomfort to have such a plebeian neighbor.

* Good morning,” said Rufe pleasantly, notic-
ingrlhat the boy was looking at him.

he only reply was a shrug of the shoulders,
and a few chilling words.

‘* There's a seat just opposite,” said the boy.

“Thank you, I am very well satisfied with
this one.”

The seat opp was already pied by a
man who looked to weigh not far from three
hundred pounds. A seat mate would have
great difficulty in squeezing in beside him.

‘‘ This seat isn’t engaged, is it ?” continued
Rufus.

‘“ No—no, not exactly, but I might have a
friend get in at some station farther on.”

‘“ Any one in particular ?”

“ N-no.”

‘“Then I will wait till he comes,” said Rufe,
decidedly. ) a4 Tis ion's
meaning.

‘If you would prefer it,” said Rufus, with a
twinkle of the eye, ** I will ask the stout gentle-
man if he would like to change with me.”

Rufe had listened to this conversation, and
he sympathized with the young lady’s embar-
rassment. He had known too many times the
inconvenience of being without money.

“If you won’t mind,” he said, bending over
so as to attract the young lady’s attention, ** I
will lend you the money you need.”

There were two persons who heard our hero
with surprise. One was the young lady, the
other was the young dude, who had been fur-
tively feeling in his own pockets, wishing he
might make a similar offer, for the embarrassed
young lady evidently belonged to a wealthy and
it is to be presumed fashionable family.

‘“But won't it inconvenience you?” asked
the young lady, observing Rufe's well worn
suit,

““Not at all, miss.
usual with me."”

‘‘ Then,” said the young lady, with a cordial
smile, *‘ you shall be my banker.”

Rufus instantly drew a five dollar bill from
his pocketbook and passed it over the seat.

The fare was quickly paid and the young lady
handed back the change.

““Won't you need it, miss ?"

O no, I live at Irvington, and shall be all
right when I get there. Do you stop there ?

1 have more money than

389

‘“ Thank you.”

When the cars were again in motion, the
i;('.ung dude could not repress the expression of

1S vexation.

‘1 suppose you are very much flattered by
the young lady’s condescension,” he said.

*“1 think she is a very kind and polite young
lady, don'lgou P

** 1 wouldn't advise you to take advantage of
her politeness.”

‘“How?"”

‘* You'd better not call upon her.”

**Why not ?"

‘‘ Because she is in a different social position
from you. She is a rich young lady—the
daughter of a prominent banker—and you
are—"

““What ?"

** A bootblack possibly.”

““You will have to guess again,” said Rufe
composedly.

*.You are a working boy, at any rate.”

*“You are right there.”

““And Miss Seymour is a banker's daughter.”

‘1 am a banker too.”

** What nonsense is this 2" said Julius Dean
sharply.

*“Didn’t she call me her banker ? "

*“That reminds me.
How came you by so

package wrapped in
brown paper into the
boy’s hand. *‘Don't
stop to look at it, for
there's no time to lose.”
‘Al right, sir.”
‘‘Have you ever trav-

eled on the Hudson
River railroad 2"
“Yes, sirr. I once

went to Irvington on an
errand.”

“Good! I wantyou
to go to a station be-
yond, Hampton,”

For obvious reasons
afictitious name is given,
there being no such sta-
tion as Hampton on the
road.

“Am I to take the
next train 2"

Yes.”
“What am I to do
there 2"
The man hesitated a
moment.

“You are to take the
package in your pocket
1o a party there,”

This seemed to Rufus
a very natural errand.

**Who is the party 2"
he asked.

“ He will probably be
at the depot to meet
you. He is a—a cousin
of mine, and the pack-
age contains a little
present for his daughter,
who is soon to be mar-
ried.  Being small 1
prefer to send it by a
private messenger to
employing an express.
1 did think of sending
a telegraph boy, but I
have seen you several
times about the depot,
and you will do as well.
I'will pay your railway
fare and” a dollar be-
sides. Will that satisfy
you?”

“Yes, if I can get
back tonight,”

** I think there will be
no difficulty about that,
But time presses. The
man you are to meet

/!”H/U/
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will wear a pair of green
glasses. You will know
him in that way.”

“But how "will he
know me 2"

‘He won't.
known.
it, sir 2"
from me,”

‘“ But suppose I don’t meet him 2"

“You will wait at the depot till he comes.
He may be a little late. After an hour, if no
one appears, walk a quarterof a mile in a north-
erly direction, then follow a lane to the right,
and when you see a small house overshadowed
by a large elm tree, knock at the door and ask
:}r .\'l'r. Harkins. The box is to be delivered to

im,

*“All right, sir."

**One thing more ! Don't gossip about your
errand 1o any new acquaintance. 1 don't like
to have my affairs talked about.”

““Yes, sir, I understand.”

*“ Here are three dollars. You can pay for an
excursion ticket, and keep the balance for your-
self. Hurry up ! There is no time to lose ! "

It was true that there was no time to lose.
Rufus quickly secured his ticket, and just man-
aged to get aboard the train as it started. He
ook a vacant seat, and looked forward with
pleasant anticipations to the prospect of a rail-
road journey.

When the train started Rufus had a chance to
look at a boy who occupied the seat with him.
He was a boy of about his own age, dressed like

You are to make yourself
Go up to him and ask, * What time is
He will understand that you came

* You needn’t trouble yourself.”

“‘ Are you goin’ far ?"" asked Rufe, who felt a
mischievous delight in compelling his disagree-
able companion to be sociable.

“No,” was the short reply.

*“Tam goin’ to Hampton.”

“Very interesting, upon my word,” sneered
the young dude.

Just then the conductor came round for
tickets. Rufusand his companion handed theirs
to him.

Directly in front of them sat two persons, ev-
idently strangers to each other. One was a
middle aged woman of the humbler class, the
other a handsomely dressed young lady of nine-
teen or twenty probakly. The latter looked in
vain for her purse, and a flush of mortification
overspread her face.

““I—I am afraid I must have left my pocket-
book at my uncle's house,” she said in con-
fusion. ‘It contained my ticket.”

1 am sorry, miss,” said the conductor.
‘“Haven't you any friends on the train who
would lend you money enough for your ticket 2

“I—I am afraid not. Could you take my
name, and let me send it to you ?"

** Sorry, miss, but it is against our rules.”

The young lady became still more flushed.

*“ Then I think I shall have to get out of the
train at the next station, It is too provoking !

RUFE DREW A FIVE DOLLAR BILL FROM HIS POCKET, AND OFFERED IT TO THE YOUNG LADY.

““No; I go on to Hampton.”

*“Then let me have your address, so that 1
may send back the money, or rather, let me give
you an order on my uncle, who has a store on
Broadway.” .

“* Very well, miss.”

The young lady scribbled a few lines on a leaf
torn from her memorandum book, and passed
it to Rufus,

‘“ Won't you tell me your name ?” she said.

‘“ Rufus Rodman.”

‘* Mine is Blanche Seymour. You have been
very kind, Mr. Rodman" (Rufe blushed with
pleasure) ‘‘and I hope to meet you again.”

** Thank you, miss.”

The young dude listened with ill concealed
envy and jealousy. He knew that there was a
rich banker named Seymour living at Irvington,
and he would have been only too glad to have
got acquainted as Rufus had.

““1f you are ever in Irvington, call on me, Mr.
Rodman. My father is H. K. Seymour. Any
one will direct you to our house.”

“ Thank you, miss. I won't forget your kind
invitation.”

‘When the young lady left the cars at Irving-
ton she extended her hand to Rufe.

** Good morning, Mr. Rodman ! she said.

‘ Good morning, Miss Seymour.”

“* Don’t forget to call on me.”

much money ?"”
““What “right have
ou toask ? " demanded

ufe with spirit.

“If you have been
lending your employer's
money you'll get into
trouble.”

‘“ You seem to be con-
siderably troubled about
me. The money is my
own.”

‘* Have you got any
more ?"

. ‘Do you want to
borrow ?*

“Not of you!” re-
plied Julius in a sarcas-
tic tone. *You seem
very anxious to lend
money."

**You've been so kind
and friendly, that 1
wanted to oblige you!"
said Rufe with a droll
smile.

**What is there in
that note Miss Seymour
gave you? "

As the paper was
only folded once across,
Rufe felt at liberty to
read it. He was rather
curious himself on this
point.

“* My dear uncle,” he
read, ‘‘ the young gen-
tleman who will hand
you this kindly advanced
me money for my rail-
way fare. 1 had fool-
ishly left ‘my purse be-
hind me. Please repay
him, and oblige

‘ BLANCHE.”

“Young gentleman !"
repeated Julius 1n asar-
castic tone. ** That’s a
good one !

‘“Do you call your-
self a young gentle-
man ?"

4 Of course I do.”

*“Then I don’t care
to be called one.”

‘“ Boy, you are imper-
tinent.”

**Don’t worry about
that! I may be as gen-
tlemanly as you some
time.”

Here the carscame to
a stop, and the conduc-
ter called out, *“ Hamp-
ton!”

.“Good by!™ said Rufe, rising hurriedly.
‘“Sorry to leave you, but the best of friends
must part.”

CHAPTER XII
RUFE BECOMES SUSPICIOUS,

N large letters on the small building which
served as a depot Rufus read the name
HamproON,

He was the only passenger that alighted. He
looked about him for the man with green
glasses whom he was to meet, but no such per-
son was visible.

He entered the depot. The station master
was standing near the siove talking with a gen-
tleman of medium height, whose appearance
need not be described, as he does not figure in
my story.

‘' That was a daring jewel robbery in Maiden
Lane,” said the official.

**1 hadn’t heard of it.”

““There 1s a paragraph about it in this morn-
ing's paper. Ten thousand dollars’ worth of
diamonds have mysteriously disappeared.”

‘ When were they missed ?”

“Yesterday.”

“‘Is any one suspected "

““Not that I know of. The matter has just
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a few
police.”

‘1 don't believe they will sver be recovered."

“* Why do you think so ?'

*‘ They are so small in bulk they can easily be
spirited away. What was their value, do you
say 2"

*‘Ten thousand dollars.”

““They could all be put in a small package
that could be carried in the pocket.”

Rufe’s heart was thrilled with a sudden sus-
picion. Had he not a small package in his
pocket, given him, too, under mysterious circum-
stances, and with strange directions 2 What if
that should prove to contain the stolen dia-
monds, and the stranger who gave them to him
the real thief? The man with green glasses
must in that case be an accomplice.

A queer feeling came over Rufe. He felt as
if he were an actor in one of the detective stories
with which he was familiar,

““What shall I do ?” he thought.

Obviously the best method to solve the mys-
tery would be to open the package in his
pocket, but this he had no right todo. It might
prove to contain only what his employer had
menti 1 small dding present for the
daughter of the man he was to meet. By open-
ing it, in that case, he would get into trouble.
Clearly there was nothing to do but to wait the
stipulated time, and then, if no one appeared,
to make the best of his way to the small house
described by the man who had given him the
commission.

Rufe sat down near a window.
seat he noticed a morning paper.

¢ Are you looking for the account of the rob-
bery 2" asked the station agent, who appeared
to be a social and friendly person.

** Yes, sir,” answered Rufe.

‘‘ Here it is.”

The paragraph was a short one, and con-
tained little beyond what he had already heard.

* Did you come from the city this morning ?”
asked the agent.

“ Yes, sir.”

‘“Hadn’t you heard of this robbery ? "

4 Na, sir; I didn’t read the morning paper.”

“Such an affair doesn't make much noise in
a large city, Down here in the country it would
make a great stir,”

“ Yes, sir; I suppose so0,”

“Were yau waiting for anybody ? ” asked the
station agent a little later, observing that Rufe
kert his seat.

‘Yes, sir; is there a man named Harking
who lives in the village ? »

“ Harkins 2" said the agent meditatively.
‘¢ Yes, there's a recent comer here, an odd, un-
social sort of man,”

‘‘Is he in any business ? " asked Rufus, who
felt that he was not jeopardizing the secret by
this inquiry,

* No, he doesn't appear to be in any business.”

“* Has he any family 2"

“ He has a little girl, about ten years of age.”

“Ten years of age!” repeated Rufe in sur-
prise, ** I thought he had a daughter old enough
1o be married,™

‘“No, he has one daughter only—a little

Lo

hours ago been given to the New York

In the next

“ Then this isnot a wedding present,” de-
cided Rufus. ‘‘The man deceived me.”

‘This was the first confirmation of his suspi-
cion, but still he felt that he had no right to do
anything except what he had contracted to do—
namely, to deliver the package to the person in-
dicated.

An hour passed. There seemed no prospect
of Harkins appearing, and Rufe decided upon
trying to find the house,

The directions were clear. He was to walk
uarter of a mile ina norlher:{y direction, then
ollow a lane to the right, and keep on till he

came in sight of a small house overshadowed by
a large elm tree. He was curious to see this
man Harkins and judge from his e
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smoking a pipe. Helooked up in some surprise
when he saw Rufus with his daughter.

‘* Whe's that chap, Jennie ? " he asked.

‘I don't know more’n the man in the moon.
He wants to see you, he says.”

‘“ Well, boy, what's your business ?” asked
Harkins, withdrawing the pipe from his mouth,

‘I was sent here from the city with a pack-
1 was told you would meet me at the
depot.”

‘1 didn’t get the message. Hand it here!"
said Harkins, his previous indifference giving
way to eagerness. ‘**It's all right!”

. CHAPTER XIIL
THE MYSTERY DEEPENS,

‘““ Jp SUPPOSE it is all right,” said Rufus
cautiously, ** but as the man who gave it
to me said it was of considerable value, 1
should like to have you describe him,"

Harkins shrugged his shoulders, but made no
objection.

1 see you are cautious, boy.
no harm in that.”

He proceeded to describe Rufe's employer so
nearly that our hero was convinced that Harkins
was the man to whom he was sent. He drew
the package from his pocket, and handed it to
him. The latter took it quickly, and surveyed
it with a hungry look, as if he would like to open
it at once, but the boy’s presence interfered

‘“What is it, pa ?” asked the girl.

“1It's no concern of yours,” said Harkins,
roughly. ‘*Go about your work."

‘Now, boy, you can go ! " he said.
pose Fletcher paid you for coming ? "

“‘ Yes, sir.”

“ Then there’s nothing more for you to do.
You'd better be going back to the depot. Are
you going back to the city tonight ?

“ Yes, sir, I think so.”

“Then you want to hurry, or you'll lose the
train.”

‘* He seems anxious to get rid of me,” thought
Rufe. He wished he could remain and see the
package opened, but no excuse suggested itself
to him, and he left the house.

When he returned to the depot he learned
that the next train for the city did not leave till
a late hour. If he returned on that train there
would be no chance of ascertaining whether he
had unwittingly been an emissary of thieves—a
question in which he was becoming interested.

‘‘Is there any hotel in Hampton ?” he in-
quired of the station agent.

** Why ? Do you want to stop over night 2

‘I think 1 should like to. feel tired, and
the train will get to New York late.”

*‘ There is no hotel, but you can stop over
night at my house as well as not.”

*Thank you, I will pay for my accommo-
dations,”

*“Wait till I bring in a bill, my boy,” said
the agent, good naturedly. *‘I'm going to sup-
per now. Suppose you come along with me.”

To this arrangement Rufe had no possible
objection, as his journey had given him a good
appetite. He accompanied the agent to a small
cottage a bundred yards away, where he received
a cordial welcome from his wife and two chil-
dren, with whom Rufussoon made himself pop-
ular. 4

After supper, by way of filling up his time,
Rufe went back to the railroad station, and was
there when an evening train come in from New
York. In an idle way he glanced at the pas-
sengers who got out of the cars. Suddenly he
made a start, for in one enveloped in an ulster
he recognized the man who had sent him to
Hampton, Why had he employed another to
bring the package to Hampton when he was
himsel{ intending to make the journey a few
hours later? This was a question easier to ask
than to answer.

Rufe followed the newly arrived passenger at
a little di and was not surprised to see

Well, there's

‘1 sup-

whether he was likely to be concerned in a rob-

It was a pleasant afternoon, and the city boy
enjoyed the walk. He met very few persons,
the village being in the opposite direction. He
easily found the lane and turned into it. Pres-
ently he came in sight of a house that answered
the description given by his employer.

It was an old fashioned house, very much in
need of paint, and appeared to be in a neglected
condition. The fence in front was out of re-
pair, and in one comer of the front yard was a
pile of rubbish. There was an old fashioned
well sweep in the yard, and as Rufe came in
sight a little girl about ten years of age came
out and proceeded to draw water.

Rufe quickened his steps, and entered the
yard, inquiring politely, ** Does Mr, Harkins
live here 27 ,

The girl turned at the sound of his voice and
eyed him with curiosity.

* That’s my he said.

“Then I think it’s the man I want to see. Is
he at home 2"

“Yes. You can see him through that winder
smokin’ a pipe.”

“ Has he been to the depot today ?”

¢ No; what should he go to the depot for 2"

“ Has he received any message ? "

“I dono. He didn’t say nothin’ about it."

“1 would like to see him.”

“You can foller after me.”

“ Let me take the pail of water for you, I
am stronger than you."”

“ Lor, how polite you are !"

Rufe took the pail and the girl opened the
door for him. Mr. Harkins, the father, in his
shirt sleeves, was sitting in a rocking chair,

him walk in the direction of the small house oc-
cupied by Harkins. He would like to have fol-
Jowed him all the way, but this was hardly
prudent,

Rufe did not take the first train back to the
city, but Fletcher did. He decided to remain a
little Jonger in the hope of learning something
more about the mysterious package.

About eight o'clock ke was sauntering along
the road leading from the depot when he met
Jennie Harkins with a basket in her hand.

** Good morning, Jennie!” he said, with a
bow and smile.

The little girl ey d him doubtfully for a min-
ute, then her face lighted up with a smile of
recognition.

* Oh, you're the boy that brought my father a
package yesterday,” she said.

** Yes, I suppose it was something for you.”

Jennie shook her head.

“No,” she replied. ‘It wasn't for me. 1
asked pa what it was, but he wouldn't tell me."

‘1 suppose it was a secret, then " said Rufe
lightly.

**You won't tell if I'll tell you something,
will you? " said Jennie, lowering her tone, and
looking round to make sure that no one was
listening. Then, without waiting for any as-
surance, she said, ** Pa didn’t mean to have me
know what there was in the package, but I
found out.”

*Did you?
then.”

**Yes, I was too smart for him,”

‘* How did you manage it 2"

‘“ After you went away, he sent me on an
errand, but 1 knew it was only to get rid of me.
So I crept under the window. aund looked in

You were too smart for him,

when he opened the package. There was someé
bits of glass inside. Ohmy ! how they sparkled.
1 didn’t think glass could sparkle so."

Rufe tried to suppress his excitement, for now
he felt sure that the packet contained the stolen
diamonds.

““ What do you think your father will do with
them 2" he asked. ‘ They may be pretty, but
they ain't of much use, are they 2"

“Listen and I will tell you, There was a
gentleman from York stopped with us last night.
He came down after supper, and he and pa had
a good talk together. I hid where I could hear
them, and what do you think ? Those bits of
glass are worth ever so many thousand dollars,
I den’t see how that is, do you 2"

1 wouldn’t give a hundred dollars for them,”
said Rufe in a quiet tone, not daring to show
the excitement he felt.

* Nor L.”

“Do they belong to your father or to the
gentleman who came down last evenin’? "

““ I expect they own them together.”

““What are they goin’ to do with them ?”

“1 heard him say they were goin’ to sell
them.”

“* I should think they would if they can get a
lot of money for them.”

‘I think Mr. Fletcher—that’s the other gen-
tleman—will go to Europe soon, and take them
with him.”

‘“ Does Mr. Fletcher live in New York 2"

““Yes, he works there.”

“ Do you know in what business "

“No; I asked pa about him, but he was
cross, and told me to mind my own business,
Do you live in New York ?”

“Yes.”

““Why didn’t you go back last night 2"

1 was tired. Ithink I shall go back this
forenoon. Where are you goin' ?"

“To the store to buy a loaf of bread and
some cheese.”

‘“Shall I carry your basket for you 2"

““What a funny idea!” laughed the little
girl. *“ Just as if I couldn’t carry it myself. It is
ever so light.”

“1Is your father at home ?"

‘“* Yes, he is smokin’ his pipe.
for he hasn't had breakfast yet.

*¢Good by, Jennie.”

* Are you comin’ down here again ?”

“1don't know when. If I do I'll come and
see you.”

Jennie Harkins smiled and nodded good by,
leaving Rufe in a state of excitement and doubt
what he ought to do.

Scarcely had the girl left him when he over-
took a boy who greeted him with a pleasant
good morning.

*“ Good mornin’ | " said Rufe politely.

* You don't live about here, do you ?”

“No.”

“I thought so. Iam visiting my uncle, but
1 know most of the boys living in Hampton.”

“1 came from New York yesterday,” said
Rufe.

‘¢ Are you going to stay long 2"

**1 thought of going back the next train,”

“1 wish you'd stay and go nutting with me."

“ What kind of nuts grow here ?"”

‘“ Walnuts. There’s some woods back of the
village where there are plenty of walnut trees.
It's great fun to knock them off, and gather
them."”

Rufe was tempted. It seemed to him good
fun, and quite a new experience to a boy who
had spent most of his life in the city.

“T'll stay till afternoon,” he said after a brief
hesitation. ** What’s your name ?

‘ Harry Fisher. What's yours ?”

** Rufus Rodman. Call me Rufe.”

*“ All right. If you're ready, we'll start now."”

To this proposal Rufus agreed. Harry led
him across a field in such a direction that the
boys presently found themselves in a strip of
woods not far to the rear of the house occupied
by Mr. Harkins, They were preparing to gather
walnuts when their attention was drawn to a
man wearing green glasses who was slowly mak-
ing his way into the woods, with a small package
in his hand.

*“ He's goin’ to hide it!” thought Rufus.

“ Don’tlet him see us, Harry ! " he whispered.
‘T want to see what he's goin’ to do. T'll tell
you why afterwards.”

The two boys selected two neighboring oak
trees with broad trunks, and from their places of
concealment watched Harkins curiously. He
paused a moment in indecision before a tree
with a hollow trunk about twenty feet from
where the boys were concealed, and then said,
so that the boys could hear him : *I think this
place will do.”

(7o be continued.)
>rr————

WHAT'S IN A PUNCTUATION MARK?

Nort long ago the Arcosy answered the query of
a correspondent who wanted to know who Napo-
leon II was. The question was a natural one, as
only two of the name ever really reigned over the
French, The Phitadelphia Telegraph throws fresh
light on the mystery by ascribing the addition of
the numeral III to Louis Napoleon's name to a
printer’s error.

It is said that his proclamations were signed
simply ** Napoleon,” with three notes of exclama-
tion after the name ; and the printers, taking these
signs for figures, thereupon conferred on the Em-

ror the style and title of ** Napoleon the Third."
?tt need hardly be said that the emperor was only
the second of his dynasty, for the Duke of Reich-
stadt, son of Napoleon I,' was never a reigning Na-
poleon.

I must hurry,
Good by ! "
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THE COMMON LOT.
BY THOMAS GRAY.

To each his sufferings ; all are men

Condemned alike to groan ;
The tender for another's pain,

The unfeeling for his own.
Yet, ah! why should they know their fate,
Since sorrow ever comes too late?

.~ ——————
[ 7his 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 XXXII.
ARTHUR SCORES A HIT,
SHADE of annoyance crossed Beaver's
face at the mention of the words ** cross
examination.” He had evidently for-
gotten all about that part of a trial by

R

ury.

The counsel for the defense proceeded. He
had been consulting with Arthur, and the latter's
face was now beaming with anticipated triumph.

‘“ Mr. Beaver,” went on the young man in the
brown overcoat, “I should like to ask you if
you did not deny that your name was Beaver to
this young gentleman” when he met you in the
cars between New York and Yonkers,”

‘* Oh, he does not deny that part of the story
then ? " responded Beaver evasively, and forcing
a smile of satisfaction. P

‘*That is not answering my question, Mr.
Beaver,” persisted the opposing counsel, while
Arthur and Allan leaned forward eagerly to
hear how the wily knave would get himself out
of the trap into which he had stumbled. * Did
youor did you not give him any other name
than Beaver 2"

‘T most certainly did not.
was the unblushing rejoinder.

‘‘ Whew, what a whopper ! ejaculated
Arthur, fairly springing out of his seat in his
excitement. *‘If you didn’t deny that you were
Paul Beaver, and give your name as Benjamin
Gray,I'll—T'll—then this train isn’t snowed up ! "

*“Calm yourself, my young friend.” inter-
posed the gentleman in {mwn. ** This is un-
parliamentary. You should leave all matters in
the hands of your lawyer.”

** But when a man tells such outrageous fibs,
a fellow can't sit by and just listen to 'em. But
I've exploded now, so please go on.”

A laugh had gone through the car at Arthur's
impassioned outburst, and from the way in
which the young ladies present—and old ones
too for that matter—craned their necks to look
and smile at him, it was apparent that they at
least of the auditors were disposed to take sides
with youth in the strange case now undergoing
such odd trial.

Beaver, meanwhile, stood there with folded
arms and the air of a martyr who was being
traduced by a couple of young, but hardened
rascals.

*‘Then you acknowledge that you are the
Paul Beaver that revealed tc the authorities the
identity of Howard Trent with Bertrand Ford 2"

“ Certainly I do.”

‘ And admit that you went to his office in the
Mills Building the next day, with an order from
him to get some papers from the safe ? "

“1do.”

‘“And acknowledge that those papers were
M., S. P. & B. railroad bonds *o the amount of
$200,000 2"

*‘No, that 1 do not admit, for that was nat
what I took.”

It was now Allan’s turn to start forward, with
a look of incredulity on his face, and his lips
parted as if about to utter an emphatic protest
against the falsehood. But in an insiant he
had resumed his seat, and was waiting impa-
tiently to see how their counsel would deal with
this fresh piece of unblushing perjury on the
part of the witness.

‘ Very good ; have you any objections to tell-
ing the court what papers you did take then?”
pursued the amateur lawyer, who was proving
himself a golden champion for our friends.

‘* They were some private memoranda of no
value to any one but Mr. Trent himself,” was
the prompt reply.

‘* But the $200,000 in bonds was the only arti-
cle missing from the safe after you had been
given access to it. How do you account for
that 2"

‘* Easily enough. That bookkeeper, or any
one else in the office may have taken the bonds,
and no one was supposed to know about those
private papers except Mr. Trent himself, so it
not tobe wondered at that sthey were not missed.

‘* But why should Mr. Trent have chosen
of all men as a messenger? You certainly had
not shown yourself to be particularly friendly to
his interests,”

‘I simply did what 1 considered to be my
duty to the State,” answered Beaver suavely,
quite unmoved by the concentrated stare of
amazement and disgust with which Allan and
Arthur had favored him. * Then, after doing
it, and for old comradeship sake, I went to the
jail to see him and offered to do what 1 could
to help him, And this was the commission he
gave me.,"”

‘* And you delivered the rs into his hand
before hcystarted for the WP;QP‘; 3

Why should 127
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“1 did, and he thanked me for it.”

“That will do," said the man in brown,
“*Gentlemen of the jury, you have heard Mr.
Beaver’s testimony," he added significantly.

Mr. Beaver sat down and the judge called for
the defense.

Arthur at once stepped forward and told the
story of his relations with the plaintiff as it has
been recorded in these pages. As he proceeded
the interest in the car rose to fever heat.

Not only had the personal appearance of the
chums won them already many friends, but
their manly bearing under persecution made
of them regular heroes in the eyes of the fair sex
present. 5

*+ Of course he's telling the truth.  Can't they
see it in his eyes?” whispered one of the
judge's granddaughters to her sister.

¢ And just notice how sad that young Trent
looks,” said the latter. ** Besides, what would
they want to steal money for ? They both look
as if they had plenty of their own."

Arthur did not think it necessary to make any
allusion to their experiences at the Ericssons’,
so he merely mentioned the fact that on leaving
the train they lost their way in the storm, and
finally found refuge at the Bendermans'.

Neither did he speak of the piece of crumpled

r bearing Mr. Oppenheim’s name in imita-
R?Jﬁeof Mr. ’Frem's hl;nd. He and Allan had
decided that that piece of evidence had best be
reserved for presentation at regularly organized
courts,

During this recital Mr. Beaver had been in
close conclave with his counsel, and now the
latter was ready with his cross examination.

“ And you have no proof that my client took
this $200,000 except the fact that it was missing
after he had had access to it 2"

«* I should think that was proof enough," an-
swered Arthur. “If you should have a hun-
dred dollar bill in your pocketbook, which you
dropped in the street, and a boy should come
running after you with the empty pocketbook
which he had picked up, wouldn’t you be apt to
think he had picked out the hundred dollars 2"

¢ Here, boy, I'm the one that's asking ques-
tions. nor you,” and the man in the fur trimmed
coat drew that garment closer about him with
a dignified air, as though the fur was ermine.

Several of the jurymen laughed, and even the
judge bit his lip.

* Have you seen this $200,000 in the posses-
sion of my client 2" went on the irascible gen-
tleman.

“ No, because I haven't looked in his pockets
yet,” replied the irrepressible Arthur.

Another laugh still further exasperated the
touchy counsel of the opposite side, while
Beaver glowered like a thunder cloud.

““What, then, have you to support your asser-
tion that my chient has absconded with $200,-
000?" went on Beaver's champion.

““My word ! And Arthur held up his head
and brought out his reply with a ring to it that
seemed 1mpossible to believe born of guilt.

**That will do,” said the discomfited counsel
for the plaintiff, trying to appear very dignified
as he took his seat, amid the storm of cheers
with which Arthur's reply was reccived.

The judge took out his penknife and rapped

on the edge of the seat for order.

“‘I will now charge the jury,” he said.

“1 protest,” cried Mr. Beaver, springing to
his feet. ** The jury is not now in a condition
to be charged.”

The members of that august body were cer-
tainly in rather a hilarious and—if we may be
allowed the term in such connection—illegal
humor.

Arthur's sharp retorts had tickled them all
amazingly, but now, fearful lest Beaver should
become disgusted and leave before the fun was
all over, they endeavored to compose their coun-
tenances as speedily as might be, and within
ten minutes they were all as sober as the judge
himself.

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
A SHORT LIVED TRIUMPH.

RDER having been restored, the good
@ natured old gentleman who represented
justice for the occasion cleared his throat,

and delivered himself as follows:

**Gentlemen of the jury, you have heard the
evidence presented on both sides. On the one
hand we have a gentleman who claims to be
persecuted by two young men who follow him
up, one of whom actually assaults him, and
from both of whom he now claims protection
at your hands. So much for the plaintiff.

“On their side the defendants admit that
they have tracked the plaintiff, but merely in
order to regain possession of $200,000 in rail-
road bonds, with which he has absconded.
Owing to circumstances ever w the court
has no control, it has been impossible to call in
witnesses from outside to testify in the case, so
that we must ask you to determine as to which
side is entitled to the greater credence for
veracity. The case is in your hands "

A buzz of expectancy and suspense ran
through the car while the foreman of the jurors
Wsed rapidly from one to another of his men.

ithin five minutes he announced that they
could give their verdict without leaving their
seats,

** For whom do you find ?”" asked the judge,
solemnly,

The buzz was succeeded by a breathless still-
mess, in the midst of which came the foreman's
announcement :

“We find for the defendants.”

A salvo of cheers rang out through the car,
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and many of the passengers passed forward to
shake hands with the victors.

Among the first of these was the young fel-
low, grandson of the judge.

““My name is Bert Merrill,” he said, as he
shook Arthur heartily by the hand. *You're
from New York, aren’t you ?"

‘* Brooklyn," replied Arthur.

“Well, it's almost the same thing. I've seen
you several times at the Polo Grounds, and over
at the Manhattan, too.”

‘1 guess you have. Aland I used to often
g0 over to see special matches. But what's be-
come of Beaver ? I wantto see how he takes
his defeat."”

The man, however, was nowhere to be seen,
and inquiry of some of the jurymen elicited the
information that he had slipped through the
crowd and left the car.

*“ He's gone back to tell his troubles to his
flancée, 1 suppose,” said the young man in
brown. Then, looking at his watch, he added :
‘“ Here it is almost one o'clock, and luuch time.
I move we organize another foraging expedi-
tion. My legal labors have made me altogether
too ravenous for a snowbound traveler.”

** And we don’t want to lose sight of our man
till we decide what we ought to do with him,"”
added Arthur.

*Can't we go with you, Bert 2" asked one of
the two young ladies, coming up to her brother
at this moment. ** Alice and I will forget how
to walk if we don't get some exercise.”

‘“ My sister Hetty,” said Bert, turning to
Arthur, who had reached out his hand behind
him to pull his chum forward, so that he, too,
might share in the pleasure of meeting these
agreeable young people.

But Allan had little heart for anything, poor
fellow. The experiences of the morning had
served to remind him all too strongly of the
cloud that had fallen upon his life.

To be sure, the good will ot the passengers
among whom the boys' lot had been thus unex-
pectedly cast, had gone out to them rather than
to Beaver, but then Arthur had been the fore-
most in_eliciting this sympathy, for it was he
whom Beaver especially singled out as the
leader of the *‘ gang.”

Allan himself, and he could not avoid notic-
ing it, was the object of many a glance of
shall we say idle or morbid curiosity, to note
how the son of such a man as Trent bore his
troubles.

In addition to this weight upon his spirits,
Beaver's bold stand during the mock trial had
lessened the hopes that had been raised by the
discovery of the Oppenheim memorandum,

Could not such an expert falsifier squirm out
of any entangling mass of evidence that could
be brought agaimst him ? His intimation that
Chessman or some one else about the office had
taken the $200,000 was a revelation tc our hero,
Not that Allan believed any the less that Beaver
himself was the thief, but the latter's readiness
of invention in implicating the bookkeeper in
the crime opened his eyes to the wily nature of
the man with whom he had to deal.

However, when Arthur drew him thus forci-
bly into the circle of young people that had
congregated in that end of the car, he endeav-
ored to shake off his despondency and catch
some of his chum’s high spirits,

‘The introductions accomplished, the party of
five made their way to the rear platform of the
sleeper, whence the tunnel to the Bendermans'
started.

The girls were delighted with the novel path-
way and our friends were chatting away merrily
as they walked along in single file, when Arthur,
who was in the van, announced a blockade. The
cut took a sharp turn just at this point, so that
those behind could not see the cause of the
delay.
Slow up, one whistle to stop ! he called out
the instant he had rounded the bend

““What's up ?" asked Bert, who came next,
craning his neck to look.
Some trouble ahead.
and find out what it is."”

In five minutes word came back that Beaver
had barred the window and refused admittance
o anybody from the train,

** And now what are we going to do for our
dinner 2" was the wail of dismay that went up
all along the line.

But entreatizs, threats, blows on the shutter
and promises of immense prices failed to bring
any response from the house of Benderman.
I'he long row of hungry passengers were dis-
cussing what had better be done, and Allan and
Arthur were beginning to fear that they would
be Jlooked upon—and not without reason—as the
cause of the threatened famine, when a voice
spoke out directly over Miss Hetty's head, al-
most frightening her into a fit.

““What in the name of wonder is all this 2"
it asked.

Everybody within hearing looked up as if
somebody had descended from the clouds to
hold converse with them. But before anybody
could make any reply, the same voice went on
in accents of anger and amazement :

““Why, here are those same young scoundrels
that nearly throttled me in my own house last
night 1"

And in the same instaut Allan and Arthur
recognized Mr. Oscar Ericsson.

He was on snow shoes, and in tramping eut
on a voyage of discovery to understand the real
magnitude of the snowfall, had stumbled upon
the tunnel between the stalled train and the
Benderman cottage. He wore a piece of court
plaster over the cut in his cheek which he had

I'll pass the query on

sustained during the luckless midnight encoun-

ter already described, and from the expression of
his eyes as he fixed them on our two friends
from Brooklyn, it was evident that his feelings
toward them had undergone no change since
their summary ejection from his mansion.

‘The attention of those who had been engaged
in trying to gain admittance to ‘‘ Beaver's
castle,” as the man in brown dubbed it, was
speedily diverted from that quarter to the spot
where a fresh importation from the outside
world had so suddenly appeared. But when
they heard the epithet ** scoundrels ” and beheld
the blazing eye of wrath fixed on the two youths
whom their court had just acquitted, even he of
the blonde mustache and brown overcoat began
to look troubled.

Everybody pressed towards this central point
of interest, and cries of ** Hello, there, what is
the news on the surface 2" were quickly drowned
in a volley of questions regarding the meaning
of the charge made by the newcomer.

Then there were a few who clamored for pro-
visions, so that for a time regular pandemo-
nium reigned among the snow drifts.

* What did he mean by talking to you fellows
in that way ? " asked Bert, turning to Arthur,
who had been so astounded by the sudden ap-
pearance of the old gentleman that he had sunk
back limply against the snow wall. * Did you
ever see him before, and who is he ?"

“Yes, Al and I saw him last night——"

But Arthur had no opportunity to explain
further. Mr. Ericsson had struck out towards
the train, and all those in the cut wanted to be
there to see the outcome of the new excitement.
So there was one decided, irrepressible move-
ment in which everybody had to participate.

CHAPTER XXXIV,
THE ENEMY ON SNOWSHOES.

SCORE of willing hands were ready to
assist Mr. Ericsson from the surface of
the snow, down into the cut, through
which he could the more easily gain en-

trance to the car. But he was first obliged to

take off his snowshoes, and while he was thus
occupied, the young man in the brown overcoat
seized the opportunity to ask :

¢ Did T hear you say that you knew these two
young gentlemen ?” with an inclination of his
head towards Allan and Arthur, who had been
forced into the car by the pressure of the crowd
from behind.

“1 know all I want to of them,"” was the short
rejoinder.

*“Aha, you ber I had my ici of
them from the first, gentlemen,” here put in
the late counsel for the plaintiff.

‘“What's that you say?" exclaimed Mr.
Ericsson, suspending operations for an instant,
** Have they been—why, bless my soul, if this
isn't the gentleman that sat in the seat with me
last night ! Do you mean to say that this is the
same train I came from Boston on yesterday
afternoon, and that it has been stuck here ever
since 2 Why yes, it must be,” he added, as he
recognized the faces of several of his fellow
passengers of the day previous.

The man in the fur trimmed coat hastened to
give a high colored account of the privations
they had undergone, adding : ** And now,
we are actually on the brink of*starvation owing
to the machinations of these same young ras-
cals.”

“* T can well believe it," returned Mr. Ericsson,
laying a finger on the piece of court plaster that
decorated his cheek. ‘‘Look here, sir. That
covers a mark I received at their hands last
night.”

The excitement among those within hearing,
in spite of the depressed condition of the ther-
mometer, was now unbounded. Surely there
must be something strange about these two
youths. Could it be possible that Beaver was
right in his assertions ?

But by this time Mr. Ericsson had freed him-
self of his snowshoes, and having slung them
across his shoulder, gave his hands to the young
man in brown and the old one in fur, who
soon had him in the cut beside them.

The air was biting cold, so all were glad to
hurry into the sleeper, where a crowd soon
gathered about the three.

*¢ Pray, tell us now, my dear sir,” began Mr,
Beaver's late counsel, ** what trick these desper-
ate young villains have played on you.”

Every eye was turned on Allan and Arthur,
who were standing with their new made friends,
he Merrills, within five feet of Mr. Ericsson.

How devoutly Arthur wished he had men-
tioned that episode of the hall closet in his tes-
timony at the mock trial ! He was for breal
in with a volley of explanations now, but Allan,
with a pallid face, pressed his fingers on his
wrist and whispered : ‘ Don’t be hasty, Art.
Let’s listen and find out in just what attitude
they have placed us. The girls may have done
some explaining after we left, you know,"”

A deep silence fell on all in the car while Mr.
Ericsson related his story.

““Myself and family,” he began, * reside in
Tenbrook Falls all the year round. Three days
ago I had occasion to go to Boston with my
wife on some law business connected with two
or three pieces of property we own. I left my
daughter, a young lady of sixteen, with the
servants, several of her girl cousins and a small
nephew of mine. I had been away only half
the length of time I had intended being absent,
when I discovered that I had omitted to take
with me a deed that my lawyer particularly
wished to see. I knew Mabel could not find it
for me among all my papers, so the only thing
to be done was to return to the Falls here and
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get it myself. I did so on this very train yester-
day, which, as you know, was delayed and did
not reach here until nearly midnight. As soon
as the cars came to a standstill, I left them and
struck out through the drifts, for my home is
about a quarter of a mile away.

‘*As 1 intended leaving by the first train in
the morning, I had not thought it worth while
to telegraph to my daughter, and having a key
to the front door in my pocket, I thought 1
would enter without disturbing the sleepers at
that late hour and surprise them all by appear-
ing at the breakfast table.

*“1 finally reached the house, which was dark,
and had just opened the door when I was set
upon by two young scoundrels, who had evi-
dently gained admission for the express purpose
of carrying eff whatever valuables they could
put their hands on. I was shamefully handled,
and with both of them at me, was utterly help-
less. I struggled desperately, but I was speed-
ily overpowered and tumbled into my own coat
closet in the hall, receiving this gash on my
cheek in the process.”

““But did you not make known who you
were ? " he of the blonde mustache wanted to
know.

‘“ Most certainly I did, but it made no differ-
ence, and if my nephew hadn’t happened to come
down stairs and recognized my veice, I might
have been a prisoner in my own home yet.”

“* Shocking, shocking ! ejaculated he of the
fur trimmed coat. ‘*How did the scoundrels
gain access to the house ? Had they picked the
lock or forcibly broken their way in 2"

*“That is the strangest part of it. They
claimed to have been admitted by my daughter.”

*“Is it possible ? Preposterous! Only think !
were the exclamations with which this announce-
ment was received.

“And they were, in fact,”” went on Mr.,
Ericsson, ‘* actually occupying the same room
with my nephew. Ah, but they are cunning
youths I' Why, they had even ?)ewinched my
own child, who sought to make excuses for
them when she found out how I had been treated.
She declared that one of my nieces knew who
they were, and that they had thought her
mother and myself would highly approve of her
taking them in out of the storm. It took me
half the morning to convince her that it was the
simplest matter in the world for two adventurers
to pretend to be mutual friends with acquaint-
ances of those they wish to dupe.”

The car seemed to swim before Allan’s vision
as he listened to this. The girls then had been
won over to believe that their confidence had
been misplaced and their pity wasted. And
Reggie? He wondered whether he, too, had
lost faith in them.

Arthur seemed dazed by the false position in
which he and his chum were placed. His im-
petuosity was all gone for the moment, and to his
dismay he felt the hot blood mounting to his
face as Mr. on proceeded with his story.
‘Would not his very blushes be taken as a token
of guilt ?

‘The man with the blonde mustache and he
of the fur trimmed coat now began talking in
lowered tones, both at once, those nearest
crowded still closer in the attempt to overhear,
and the Merrills took this opportunity to join their
grandfather, from whom the throng in the aisle
had separated them. The three—Bert and his
sisters—left the chums without a word or a
smile.

‘*One by one they drop away,” muttered
Arthur in his friend's ear with rather a forced
smile. ‘“Why don’t you abuse me, Al, for
being such an idiot as not to tell of all this when
1 was giving my testimony ? That trial was
anything but a mock one to us, eh, old fellow ?"

** Abuse you, Art ?” returned his chum, *1I
don’t see how I can ever forgive myself for let-
ting you come up here and become liable to
all this.”

‘¢ But can't we say anything toright ourselves ?
1 insist that it is all my fault, Al, and I believe
if I was to explain, that young fellow with the
light mustache would set us right.  You know
it was my talking to him that won him over to
our side in the firs* place when he was standing
guard over us.”

‘‘Here ke comes now. We'll see what he

says.”
The young man in brown advanced down the
aisle with a sternness of expression on his hand-
some face that was by no means encouraging.
Mr. Ericsson, Beaver's late counsel, and all the
rest pressed close after him, and the chums were
sorely tempted to back out through the door be-
hind them, did not this course seem cowardly,
to say nothing of the fact that there was no es-
cape for them save into the cu/ de sac formed by
the barred window at the Rendermans’.

So they stood their ground and kept their
heads well up to meet the advancing foe, for
such the snowbound passengers now appeared
to

““Young men,” began their ex counsel, ** it
seems you have deceived us. In the one charge
made against you we took your part, but when
two complaints, coming from entirely different
sources, are lodged against the same individuals,
there must be some fire where there is so much
smoke. We think, therefore, that you had
better be transferred to your legitimate atmos-
phere, so I must ask you to accompany us to
the smoking car. We will proceed with our in-
gation there,”
(70 be continued.)
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This number of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY

contains scven sevial stories,
—— e
THE TRIUMPHS OF PERSISTENCY.

‘“ CEASELESS persistency and care.” This
was the explanation given by an entry clerk of
his ability to multiply and add item after item
as the goods were passed over by the salesman,
so that when the last item was given out, he
would be ready with the sum total of the whole
consignment.

Would the business boy readers of the AR-
Gosy like to become equally proficient ? The
American Grocer, from which paper we cull
the incident, heads it ** How to Become a Gen-
ius,” and continues in the words of the clerk :
““I have acquired this ability by persistently

counting thousands upon thousands of groups
of objects, and associating the correct number
with the size and appearance of each group.””

There is the keynote to success. The ** thou-
sands upon thousands” of times, the unweary-
ing patience that never shrinks from a task
because it is monotonous or hard, but keeps at
it until the ease with which it is accomplished
throws the charm of conquering over all future
repetitions.

Is it not a wise provision of nature that the
difficult steps are always the first ones, so that
thus hope is ever present to lure us on ?

O S
BOOKS WORTH BUYING.

WiTHOUT doubt the neatest of the so called
‘*libraries " for young people is MUNSEY'S Pop-
ULAR SERIES. Of handy size, handsomely illus-
trated, nicely bound, with trimmed edges and
brick red cover, these little books of over two
hundred pages each have rapidly won their way
into deserved popularity, The latest issue,
‘ Luke Bennett's Hide Out,” by Captain C. B.
Ashley, is a story of the war, and is full of that
stirrng incident so well calculated to sustain the
interest of boy readers.

The March number is by that perennial favor-
ite, Horatio Alger, Jr., and as its title, ** The
Young Acrobat,” indicates, it possesses a strong
circus flavor.

The series was started in August last with
George H. Coomer's **Mountain Cave,” of
which many thousand copies have been sold.
‘This was followed by stories from the popular
pens of such writers as Frank H. Converse,
Arthur Lee Putnam, and Mary A. Denison. In-
deed, it would be hard to choose the best out of
such a varied display of excellence, so we advise
our readers to secure complete sets of the series
now whiie they can be had. Each volume costs
but 25 cents at the newsdealer's, or sent post
paid from this office. A yearly subscription,

$3.00.
-

ENDURING INSTITUTIONS.

THE United States Government has fre-
quently been cited as a typical instance of the
republican system, exhibiting both the advan-
tages of free institutions and the possible dan-
gers of an unrestrained democracy. As a mat-
ter of fact, this description is only partly correct,
for in few countries are there so many and so
effective checks upon the current of popular

feeling.

To make a comparison with England, for in-
stance, whose government is proverbially sup-
posed to be conservative in the extreme. There
the veto of the Crown is extinct; here the
Presidential veto still exists, and is constantly
exercised. The British House of Lords rarely
ventures to resist the proposals of the lower
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house ; the American Senate has a strong influ-
ence over legislation. Lastly, and most impor-
tant of all, we have a written constitution, and
a Supreme Court which can entirely nullify any
act of Congress which it finds to be contrary to

THOMAS BRACKETT REED,

The P i t 7! long
THE Fiftieth Congress, now in session at
‘Washington, has before it an exceptional num-
ber of measures which involve important politi-
cal or questions. The eyes of the

the letter or spirit of that weighty d 3

Or contrast the solid and permanent nature
of our republic with the fickle temperament of
France, which has had two empires, two dynas-
ties of kings, and several varieties of democracy
within the present century.

It may indeed be said, as was recently stated
by a member of the British cabinet, that ** Amer-
ica is the most conservative country in the

world.”
—_—.ee

A MODERN instance of the possibility that
‘‘the longest way round may be the shortest
way there” is furnished by the apparently
anomalous fact that San Francisco newspapers
can beat those of New York in the speed with
which they can lay New York news before their
respective readers. Of course this is brought
about by the difference in time. When it is
early morning in the East, it is only midnight
on the Pacific coast, so that, should an event of
importance occur after the New York papers
have gone to press, there is still opportunity for
an account of it to be telegraphed to the Cali-
fornia journals in season for its discussion over
that morning’s breakfast table. The explana-
tion is simple enough, but it serves, for the
rest, to deeply impress on us the vast extent of
our native land.
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The subseription price of The Golden Argosy
is $3 a year, $1.50 for six months, $1
for four months. For $5 we will send two
copies one year, to different addresses if de-
sired. For $5ceawill send The Golden Avgosy
and Munsey's Popular Series, each for one
year.
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TO THOSE WHO DO NOT SMOKE.

WE want to say a few more words on the
cigarette question, treating it from a standpoint
not yet touched upon. Boys who smoke have
been preached at ever since tobacco was discov-
ered.

We now propose to vary matters by address-
ing ourselves to the boys who do not smoke,
but who may possibly fall victims to the habit.

Let us look at the matter from the business
side. Suppose a boy of fifteen or sixteen, or
older if you please, wants to procure a situa-
tion in a bank, broker's office, or store. There
are many such, the competition is keen, and
often where there are a number of bright, smart
boys to select from, an employer is puzzled to
know how to decide. But when other things
are thus equal, how many times will a mer-
chant choose a boy who smokes in preference to
one who does not ?

But, the young smokers may say, we will not
have a cigarette with us when we go to geta
position, and besides we never expect to smoke
in office hours ; and then we always chew cara-
way seeds or something of the sort so that it
can't be detected on our breath. Yes, but
** You may break, you may shatter the pot as you

The scent'of the roses will cling round it still.”
Only it is not exactly a roseate odor that ** will
not out” ot the clothing and fingers of the cigar-
ette smoker, and that accompanies him wherever
he goes like a portable atmosphere.
‘“An ounce of prevention is worth a pound

of cure,” and *‘a word to the wise is sufficient.”
e
WORTH ITS WEIGHT IN GOLD.

THE adjective ** golden " in the title of our
paper is certainly a happy selection to judge
from the golden opinions our weekly readers
are constantly sending in. One of them puts
the fact literally as follows :

o WEST 119th St., New York CiTv, April 7. 1888,

Your paper is worth ten times its weight in gold,
and I wait anxiously for the week to pass by so |
can purchase it. C. C. StriFFLE.
Wixvsor Terkack, Brookivn, N. V., April g, 1888.

I highly recomm:nd/{nur valuable paper. I let
my children read the Arcosy because it instructs
them. Witeiam C. Brews,

SearTa, Mo., April 6, 1888,

I have been mkmielhe ArGosy for about a year
now, and I like it better than any boys' paper 1
have ever read. Iam reading several other boys’
papers, but prefer Tui GOLDEN ARGOsY to any of
them. ERTIE LER.

1283 BATTERY AVENUE,

BavTiMore, Mp., April 8, 1888,

Weare a class of school boys, fourteen years of
age and under, and are all readers and lovers of the
best juvenile paper in the country, THeE GOLDEN
Arcosy. It is ever found on file in’our class room.
Jas. Cupny & Co.

nation at large are turned with anxiety toward
the capital, awaiting the decision of matters
deeply affecting the public welfare, and an un-
usual degree of interest attaches to the leaders
of the great political parties, whose influence
over the course of legislation is of course ex-
tremely powerful.

In the American Congress, the party in oppo-
sition does not, as is the case in the British Par-
liament, select a leader in each house, whose
guidance is recognized and followed in the war-
fare of partisan politics. Hence no one of the
many able and
respected Repub-
lican members of
the House of
Representatives
is regularly bre-
vetted as com-
mander of the
minority forces.

Notwithstand-
ing this fact,
however, it is
generally con-
ceded that, if
not the Republi-
can leader, Con-
gressman Reed
of Maine is the
leading Republi-
can member.
His right to this
title was indeed
formally estab-
lished by his col-
leagues of that
party when they
gave him the
nomination — of

course an hon-
orary one—for
the post of

Speaker of the House of Representatives.

Mr. Reed's career has been a somewhat une-
ventful one, being marked by little beyond his
steady political promotion. He was born in
the famous old seaport city of Portland, on the
18th of October, 1839. He was educated at
Bowdoin College, at Brunswick, Maine, where
he graduated at the age of twenty one. .

This was in the year preceding the outbreak
of the war of the Rebellion, and during the
first part of that internecine conflict Mr. Reed
was engaged in the study of law, In 1864,
however, on the 1gth of April, he accepted an
appointment as acting assistant paymaster in
the United States navy, an office which he con-
tinued to hold for more than eighteen months.

On leaving the navy in November, 1865, after
the close of the war, Mr. Reed returned o his
legal studies, and was soon afterward admitted
to the bar of his native State. He commenced
to practice his profession in Portland ; but he
took so active an interest in public affairs, and
his talents drew him so rapidly to the front,
that with him law soon became subordinate to
politics. In 1868 he was elected to the Maine
House of Representatives, and after serving for
two years in that body became a member of the
State Senate in 1870. Then for three succes-
sive years he was Attorney General of Maine,
and for four more years City Solicitor of Port-
land.

He was first elected to the national legisla-
ture in 1876, when the First District of his
State chose him as its representative in the
Forty Fifth Congress. He has been at Wash-
ington continuously from that time, and is now
the foremost Republican member of the lower
house.

This prominence Mr. Reed has gained by his
great oratorical and parliamentary abilities. He
is the beau ideal of a debater. As a speaker he
is full of sarcasm and irony, a master of rhet-
oric and of logic, and armed with a mind well
stored with information. His temperament is
fiery and energetic, and he is always ready for a
Congressional fight, whether it is a general
melée of the two parties, or a duel with some
opponent who has been rash enough to single

CONGRESSMAN REED OF MAINE.
From a photograph by Bell.
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him out for attack. He is not afraid of tack-
ling any one in the house, and enjoys a tussle
with a foeman worthy of his steel, such as
‘“Sunset " Cox.

Force and directness are characteristic of Mr.
Reed's oratory. He speaks practically, and
straight to the point ; to th= house, and not to
the galleries. His voice is clear and sharp, high
pitched, and not at all musical. Often earnest
and even excited in debate, he is never explo-
sive or unintelligible; and when he has made
his point, he stops.

He is very constant in his attention to legisla-
tive duties, and from his desk he keefs a close
watch upon his political adversaries.  His gen-

eralship is excellent, and he is always ready to
make full use of any tactical mistake upon their
part,

And yet, strong partisan as he is, Con-
gressman Reed
isuniversally
popular among
Democrats and
Republicans
alike. With all
his sarcasm and
sharpness of
tongue, he never
shows a trace of
malice, and
never loses his
temper. Hehas
hosts of friends,
and his conver.
sation in private
life is as witty as
are his public
speeches.

Mr. Reed's
Physique has
been termed
brodingnagiar
He is large and
heavily built.
A fancied re-
semblance to
portraits of the
bard of Avon
has gained for
him the title of
the American Shakspere. His face, a represen
tation of which appears on this page of THE
GOLDEN ARGOSsY, is smooth shaven, and his
clear cut features and bright eyes well typify his
brilliant mental qualities.

R. H. TITHERINGTON.
——gee
EMPTY PRIDE.
RY JOHN DYER.
A L1TTLE rule, a htte sway,
A sunbeam on a winter’s da{.
lave

Is all the proud and mighty
Between the cradle and the grave.
+oe

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

‘THERE is no worse thief than a bad book.

WE want not time, but diligence, for great per-
formances.—/r. Johnson.

He who has less than he desires should know
that he has more than he deserves.

Iv1 fortune never crushed that man whom good
fortune deccived not.— Ben Joknson.

Act well at the moment, and you have performed
a good action to all eternity.— Larvater.

Tur chiefest action for a man of spirit,
Is never to be out of action.— W ebster,

Dosr thou love life, then do not squander time,
for that is the stuff life is made of.—Franiiin.

I wave lived to learn that the secret of happiness
1S never to let your energies stagnate.—.ddam
Clarke.

A Goop word is an easy obligation ; but not to
speak ill, requires only our silence, which costs us
nothing.— 7 illctson.

T're tell you how I got on. 1 kept my ears and
eyes open,and 1 made my master's interest my
owWn.—George Eliot.

He that thinks himself the happiest man really
is so; but he that thinks himself the wisest, is gen-
erally the greatest fool.

TEMPERANCE is reason’s guide and passion’s
bridle, the strerigth of the soul and the foundation
of virtue.—/eremy Taylor.

Tug ideal life, the life of full completions, haunts
us all. We feel the thing we ought to be beating
beneath the thing we are.—Pkillips Brooks.

Tive is, indeed, the theater and seat of illusion;
nothing i The mind

i1s so ductile and clastic.
stretches an hour to a century, and dwarfs an age
to an hour.— Emerson.

It was a very proper answer to him who asked
why any man should bcddl%hled with beauty, that
it was a question that nonc but a blind man should
ask.— Lord Clarendon.

It is not the variegated colors, the cheerfu!
sounds, and the warm breezes which enliven us so
much in the spring : it is the prophetic spirit of
endless hopes, a presentiment of;many joyful days,
the anticipation of higher everlasting “blossoms
and fruits.—Nowvalis,
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FANCIED ILLS.
BY RODERT BUR

Human bodies are sic fools,
For a' their colleges and schools,
That when nae real ills | X them,
They make enow themselves to vex them,

 aad

LZ%is story commenced in No, 284.]

HEIR o AMMILLION:

THE REMARKABLE EXPERIENCES
OF RAFE DUNTON,
By FRANK H. CONVERSE,

Author of ** The Lost Goid Mine,"
Southern Seas,” ctc.

‘Pan" In

CHAPTER V.
A WARNING AND A DISAPPEARANCE.

HE strange thing which saved Rafe from

@ the clutches of the inf d swimmer

was a spasm of intense pain, that sud-

denly flashed across the bearded face.

‘Then the autstretched arm, with its companion,
was thrown above his head

" Help—I'm taken with cramp!” the man
cried, and almost before the words had left his
lips, he sank.

Rafe, for the moment dazed by the sudden-
ness of the whole affair, gazed with dilating
eyes at the little column of air bubbles rising to
the surface where the
man had disappeared.

I'hen, prompted by
the same impulsive
spirit which had led
him to throw himself
upon the savage dog,
Rafe made a dive
where Raymond had
sunk.

Luckily he had
learned that most use-
ful feat to the swim-
mer—keeping one’s
eyes open under water,

Two fathoms at
least down through the
glimmering green he
saw and grasped an
up floating mass of
iron gray h Then
rose, dr g the
half insensible form to
the surface with him.

An eddy of the un-
dertow had swept
them both toward the
buoy while beneath
the water. And as
Rafe rose with his
unconscious  burden,
his outstretched hand
grasped one of the
iron rings.

Raymond hung a
dead weight, but in
such a way that Rafe,
who had never re-
laxed his grasp for a
moment, managed to
keep his head and
mouth above the
water, Then, gasping
for breath, he looked
toward the shore.

A boat was gener-
ally kept in readiness
for pessible accidents,
but it was some min-
utes before the silu-
ation of the two was
seen and the boat
launched.  And now
with a shudder Rafe
realized that he might
have been overpowered
and drowned by the
man’s superior
strength without being
noticed from the beach.
Cramp or undertow or
both would readily ac-

count for his disap-
pearance.
** But, haw !" he

thought, pulling him-
sell up short as he
glanced at Raymond's
hvid features and closed eyes, **it isn't reason-
able to suppose the fellow meant anything more
than to give me a scare ora ducking.”

Let us trust that this was Raymond's only in-
tent, and that nothing which might have
passed between Mr. Dunton and himself at a
previous interview had aught to do with Ray-
mond’s threatening act.

Two strong pairs of arms pulled a large dory
alongside the buoy, and in a trice rescuer and
rescued were pulled on board—Rafe seemingly
not very much the worse for his exertion.

ymond was laid face downward, so that
the water he had swallowed might escape from
his mouth. Then the two sturdy fishermen
sent the boat flying through the breakers to the
beach, where an excited throng of bathers
awaited their coming.

The usual remedies and restoratives were
called into requisition, and by the time Rafe
emerged, dressed, frem his compartment of the
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bathing house, Raymond was sitting up with a
very confused idea of what had happened, And
when he learned to whom he owed his life, he
whistled under his breath.

** By Jove, this is a_complication,” some one
heard lim mutter.  And as he had been recoge
nized by more than one Mapletonian as the
tramp of a couple of days previous, the remark
was presumed to refer to the encounter between
himself and Rafe.

Now the latter had driven out from Mapleton
with his own team—a neat buggy and a pair of
tolerably fast stepping horses,  Mr, Dunton had
graciously consented tothe
purchase of these a year or
two before. And he used
the turn out precisely as

gush, And now I'm going to prove it. Only
give me your word of honor not to speak of
what I'm about to say !"

** I promise,” returned Rafe, considerably as-
tonished.

‘I's about your uncle. We were college
classmates together. He could always cover up
his misdeeds. 1 never could. We were to-
gether some years in Europe. [ know him
thoroughly. He's bad clear through, though he
hides it under his smooth face. Forthe sake of
getting a million of money in his hands there's
nothing Philip Dunton will stick at, excepting

though he had bought and
paid for it with his own
money.

The team was brought
around to the front of the
little seaside hotel, greatly
to the reliel of Rafe, who
the center of a
congratulating

the

moment

same

ance,

ake me back to town

with you.  There's some-

thing 1 want to say to
"' was his abrupt

g
A little surprised, Rafe

‘ ‘ﬁm:mmm
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could lead the way up to what he wished to
speak of, without that, So, utterly alone in the
world 10 a certain extent, Rafe longed for an
adviser, and Dick’s shrewd commaon sense had
more than ance proved of great help to him.

Mr. Morier, a man past middle age, with a
careworn face, on which was a look of irrita-
tion, was compounding something in a mortar
at the counter.

** Dick in the back room 2" asked Rafe.

**No," was the short reply, * Dick has gone
—for good, I expect.”

“ Gone ?" echoed Rafe.

** Gone where "
““Haven't the slight-
es. idea,” sharply re-
turned the chemist,
using the pestle with
unnecessary force.

* The truth is, Dun-
ton,” he added, look-
ing over his spectacles
at Rafe, who was re-
garding hini in bewil-
derment, * Dick'sheart
isn't in his business—
#/is business any way.,
He's too much taken
up with his foolish ex-
perimenting and tink-
ering. Last night we
had some words about
it.  *All right, father,
he said quite cool,
‘you won't be both-
ered much longer with
such a ne'er do well I
And this morning,
while 1 was out, he
})ackcd his grip. When

came back he was
gone.”

" Without  leaving
any word for me?"
gasped Rafe,

** He didn’t leave any
here. He wrote * good
by, dad, ull 1 see you
again,’ on a bit of
paper and left it on the
desk. Mrs. Rates, the
housekeeper, saw him
turn up High Street.
Perhaps he left some
message at the house.”

Mr, Morier, whose
disposition  had been
rather warped by his
troubles, spoke “with
more of anger than
sorrow. It was not the
first time Dick’s lack of
application to business
had made dissension
between the two.

“Oh, hell come
back, Mr. Morier," said
Rafe, cheerfully. Yet
as he hurried home-
ward, his mind was by
Mo means at ease on
this point. Mrs, Bates
used to say that Dick
was ‘‘good as gold, but
setter'n the everlastin’
hills when he got
started,"” which was a
homely truth.

open violence. If 1 were in your
should never feel safe
under the s,

gan Rafe, who
in the

had listen wildest
amazement ; t °
“I've nothing more 1o say,"
laying his

interrupted Raymond,
hands «n the 18
up and let me out, will 3
And as Rafe involuntarily
obeyed, his strange companion
sprang lightly from the buggy,
d signaled to the driver of a
bus" in the rear
Seeing that nothing more was
to be learned from mond,
afe, whose brain was in a per-
whirl, started his team on

Tust pull
you "

R
fect

RAFE GOFS TO SEA AGATNST HIS WILL.

motioned him to get in. In another moment
the well matched horses were stepping out to-
ward the city.

Raymond did not speak for a moment or two.
He seemed to be thinking over what he had to
say. Rafe glanced at him curiously. It was
hard to believe that the decently dressed man
beside him with a face which though defiant
and reckless was not altogether bad, could be
the dirty looking, coarse voiced, profane tramp
of a conple of days before.

** My name,” he said abruptly, ‘‘is James
Raymond. 1'm a bad lot—that goes without
saying. I've had a close call, You saved my
life, when, under the circumstances, you'd have
been justified in letting me drown. 1 shan't
forget it,”

All this in short, jerky sentences. And
before Rafe could frame a suitable reply, Ray-
mond went on :

“I'm not ungrateful, if I don't go in for

again,
Fantastic and unreal as it all
seemed, there had been a certain
terrible earnestness in the man's

ech and manner which carried

And when added to all was the re-
's own shadowy halfl suspi-

g that he felt bewildered

weight.
membrance of Rafe
cion, it is not surp
and alarmed.

For his reading revealed possibilities of quite
as terrible things occurring in every day life—
even worse, because successful.

Yet in a sense Rafe was powerless. He had
no tangible proof. He had given his word not
to speak of it. In any event, no one would for
a moment listen to such an incredible sugges-
tion as connecting Mr, Dunton with meditated
crime. That is, no one unless it was Dick
Morier,

Thus with a mind full of doubt and perplex-
ity, Rafe drove slowly homeward, and gave his
horses in charge of the stable keeper vhere the
team was kept. Then he slowly made his way
to Mr. Morier's shop.

Not that he intended telling Dick what had
passed between himsel{ and Raymond. He

Had young Morier
called at the house dur-
ing the morning ? He
had.  No—he left neither word nor message.
He ply asked whether Rafe was at home,

Dunton—had informed him that hs

was at Devere Beach spending his
y. Young Morier, who had a traveling
in his hand, went off in the direction of the
station

Thus repor Rafe's guardian, leaning back
in his office chair and shooting his gaze over the
top of his impatient nephew’s head at the wall
beyond.  Nor could either of the servants tell
anything more definite. Mr. Dunton had gone
to the door himself, contrary to his usual cus-
toi There had Leen neither note nor mes-
sage left so far as either of the servants knew,

If dar had a’ been, Mr. Dunton would a giv
it to you ob course, Mr, Rafe,” said John, with
an air of positiveness as he turned away.

But Rafe was not so sure of this by any
means,  Mr. Dunton had never liked Dick, and
in every way tried 10 discourage the intimacy
between the two. And it would be like him to
keep back a message,

CHAFPTER VI,
WHAT HAPPENED AT LEWIS WHARF.

ORE perplexed and unhappy than can
well be imagined, Rafe roamed rest-
lessly from place to place through the
long day. All he could learn was that

Dick had taken the 10.15 train to Boston. No
one had seen him return.  Mr. Morier had
heard nothing from his erratic son.

“ Mr—er—{Dunton.”

‘The speaker was the ex tragedian, who, with
a brigandish looking lat tilted forward over his
eyes, was slowly walking along the pavement
in the direction of the hotel. He wore a cloak,
one fold of which was thrown forward over the
opposite shoulder after the presumed fashion of
a Spanish bandit,

** Our temporary engagement with the lessees
of the opera house ended last evening,” went on
Mr, Reynard in a voice which seemed to come
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from his boot soles. “Miss Natalie, I think,
would be pleased to say farewell to her gallant
preserver.” ) 2

So many things had happened in the interim,
that the pretty musician had been almost for-
gotten. And Rafe expressed his perfect readi-
ness to comply with the suggestion.

He found the young giri alone in a pleasant
first floor front at the hotel. Her bright face
dimpled with a smile as she rose to greet him.
She briefly explained that Mrs. Reynard was at
the opera house with the company packing her
trunks.

1 had hoped you to come before. Madam
Reynard, who is to me as a mother, would
thank you for your bravery,” she said a little re-
proachfully. **And then it is I who wished to
play for you—just a little,”” she added, with a
glance at her violin, which, with some loose
sheets of music, lay on the table.

1 heard you the first evening, and you play
beautifully,” returned Rafe with the enthusiasm
of the true music lover.

‘* Ah, but for the public—that shall be one
thing ; for my friends, that is different. Now
listen."”

A soft, clear drawn prelude, and then—what ?
Bach, Strauss, or the compositions of Liszt ?
Not at all ; but instead, that old time tune which
played or sung by a true artist never fails to
move the hearer or audience—'‘Old Folks at
Home.”

Sweet and plaintive the notes rose and fell,
seeming to repeat the simple pathetic words.
‘Then as Rafe turned abruptly to the window to
hide something very much like emotion, Natalie
played *“ The Last Rose of Summer.” And
laying aside the instrument turned to her audi-
tor, who suddenly dashed his hand across his
eyes,

*I'm ashamed of myself!"” he cried indig-
nantly.

‘“ Ashamed ? But why ? It was the experi-
ment to see if you had the true soul of the musi-
cian. And to bring a tear is the compliment I
would have more than many words.”

**Oh, if Dick could only have heard that—

or Dick,” said Rafe, with sudden remem-

rance of his missing friend.

“ Di Ah, yes—he that was brusque to
But

speak, but kind to me when I feel faint.
why poor Dick ?”

Rafe explained.

““ Ah, but your friend has a desire to see the
world,” exclaimed Natalie with sparkling eyes,
“and who shall give him blame 2 1If I were a
young man I would perhaps do so. Though,”
she added with a light laugh, ‘I have seen it
something in our travel, and Monsieur Barry,
who has the concert troupe, does speak of a
tour across the seas—around the whole world
en effet.”

‘“And I shall never see you again, Miss Na-
talie,” returned Rafe, gazing half regretfully at
the speaker’s bright face and sparkling eyes.

“ Ah, whoshall say ?"—with a sudden gravity.
“Ard yet, though the world is wide, people
shall touch elbows with unexpectedness. But if
we shall not again meet, see—I give you myself
for a remembrance.”

From a box on her dressing case Natalie took
an exquisitely finished photograph of herself,
executed on a thin sheet of ivory instead of the
usual sensitized paper, by a peculiar process.

‘There was not a trace of sentiment or coquetry
in the action, and Rafe received the gift with
real pleasure. He had no girl friends in the
true meaning of the word. The most he knew
were society ‘‘ young ladies” at a tender age.

‘T will always keep this, Miss Natalie,” he
said. And his voice meant even more than his
words.

The entrance of Mr. Reynard brought the in-
terview to a close, The ex tragedian, who had
of course heard of Rafe's prospective million,
was more than gracious. He beamed approv-
ingly upon the two as they exchanged their
final farewells. Possibly he murmured ‘' ber-
less you me childeren” under his breath, which
was fragrant of cloves.

¢ Adieu my noble youth—may the kind fates
have thee in their keeping,” were the actor's
parting words, which were nearly followed by a
stage embrace. But Rafe got off before Mr.
Reynard had quite decided as to its propriety.
And that afternoon the concert company took
their departure.

Two days passed. There was no news what-
ever of Dick Morier. Nor could Rafe learn any-
thing more concerning Raymond, who had left
town the morning after his near escape from
death. But the warning he had given Rafe re-
mained in the latter’s mind, . g

He could hardly treat his guardian with his
usual cool courtesy, feeling as he did a sort of
shadowy abhorrence of him,  And when on the
following day Mr. Dunton went to Boston on
business, Rafe felt positively relieved.

I wish he would stay away indefinitely,”
said Rafe, gloomily, as he entered the lawyer's
office without any particular purpose or thought.

Seating himself at the desk, Rafe noticed

that, contrary to Mr. Dunton's custom, whether
leaving the room for a shorter or a longer time,
his uncle had left the key in the drawer where
the copy of Rafe's father's will was usually
kept.
K I'd like to read it for myself,”” was Rafe's
sudden thought. And pulling open the drawer
he began searching through a miscellaneous
collection of documents.

It was not there, but Rafe came upon some-
(hing else which drove the thoughts of the will
quite out of his mmd.

This was a hastily folded note addressed to
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himself in Dick Morier's peculiar hand writing.
It read thus :
MoxDAY, 11 A, M.

Dear RarE:— So sorry you're away. I scrawl
this note, which Mr. D. will give you, to say that
father and Tare “*out.” I have left home for an
indefinite time. Tam going into town on next train.
Uncle Jack Coulter’s vessel, the Roamer, lies at
the end of Lewis Wharf. You will find me on
board of her if you will come in town either to-
morrow or next day. I will tell you my plans. Be
sure and come if possible. Hastily,

Dick.

Tomorrow or next day. And here it was
Thursday. Yet there was a chance of meeting
Dick even now. Captain Jack Coulter, as Rafe
knew, was Dick's maternal uncle. He had
never been on good terms with Mr. Morier since
the death of Dick’s mother, who, as the good
captain was wont to say, had been ‘‘ nagged”
to death by her peevish husband. Rafe had
heard Dick mention only a few days before that
the Roamer was loading at Boston for a for-
eign port.

It was some time after nightfall before he
could get a train to the city. And not being
familiar with the tortuous mazes of the Boston
streets leading from the railroad station to the
wharves, nine o'clock rang out from the old
South before Rafe made his way through a
gathering fog from the harbor, across Atlantic
Avenue and down upon the pier.

Reaching the end of the latter he stood look-
ing about him in hopeless bewilderment. The
masts of a small fleet' of fishermen lying two
and three deep rose on every side. Before him
at the quay berth lay a small iron boat, having
a tow boat alongside with steam up.

“‘ Now then, young feller, what is it 2"

For Rafe, scrambling up the main channels,
sprang in on deck to be confronted by a burly
individual with bright red whiskers, who was
evidently an officer.

* Where does the Roamer lie, if you please ?"

““ This is her next ’longside, lettin' go for’ard
to let usout. Look lively if you want to go
aboard !”

*“Mr. Hicky, come aft here with that lan-
tern |” called a hoarse voice from the quarter.
Followed by half a dozen perspiring sailors, the
officer hurried away, leaving Rafe in the fog
and darkness,

Look lively! Which way should he look ?
His first essay brought him to the rail over
which he had but just climbed. A swinging
brace knocked his neat derby hat from his head,
and away it went overboard.

‘ Con—found it, why can't they have lights
round the deck ! ” he muttered impatiently, as,
turning back, Rafe began groping his way be-
tween the cluttered cordage and hawsers.

¢ There’s the main hatch—"

It was Rafe's last connected speech for con-
siderable time. For his foot caught in a coil of
running gear—he was conscious of pitching
down a black abyss—then all was a blank.

““ A couple of you clap on these main hatches
before some one gets his precious neck broke,”
bawled out Mr. Bangs, the second officer, a mo-
ment or two later.

The order was obeyed, but it was not unlike
locking the stable door after the steed was
stolen. No one had broken his neck, it is true.
But the heir to a miliion had come within one
of it, as the saying is. And while the bark
Devon was being towed out into the stream,
Rafe Dunton lay stunned and senseless on the
pile of old sails between decks that had served
to break his fall.

Naturally Mr. Dunton’s nephew did not ap-
pear at the breakfast table on the following
morning. And when Mr. Dunton discovered

. that his bed had_ not been slept in, he began to

feel uneas Still more so when he found that,
through his carelessness in leaving the writing
table drawer open, Dick Morier's note had been
—as he expressed it—** abstracted.”

Not uneasiness about Rafe, so much as him-
self. His nephew had gone to hunt up his
friend. They were probably talking /Zsim over
even then, Bah! Let them talk. What could
they prove ?

“ Mornin' paper, sah ?”

Mechanically Mr. Dunton opened the damp
sheet and glanced at the various headings —
fires, murders, disasters by land and sea, scan-
dals, and all the rest 'of jt. But what is this ?

With dilating eyes Mr. Dunton read as fol-
lows :

SUPPOSED DROWNING ACCIDENT.

Late last evening a handsomely dressed young
fellow, about sixteen years old, was at the end ot
Lewis Wharf, presumably endeavoring to board
brig Roamer, Coulter master, lying outside the
English bark Devon, which was being towed into
thestream. Captain Coulterand his nephew being
interviewed this morning, state that the person re-
ferred to was without doubt Raphael P. Dunton,
of Maplewood, Mass., as he was expected on board.
From the fact that he has not since been seen and
a hat bearing his initials_was picked up off the
wharf end this morning, itis feared he was knocked
overboard and drowned in the confusion of getting
the bark away. Deceased was son of the late John
Dunton of Maplewood. and at his majority expected
to come 1nto possession of something over a mil-
lion left by his father. A diver is searching for the
body.

CHAPTER VII.

AN INVOLUNTARY STOWAWAY.

HEN Rafe awakened from his tempo-
rary stupor, he could not for a few
moments form the slightest idea as to
his whereabouts.

But as memory reasserted itself he remem-
bered clambering aboard the bark, groping his

way across the deck, and then stumbling at the
edge of the open hatchway.

‘*And by Jove,” he added aloud, * I'm shut
up in the hold !”

Now here was Rafe's mistake. The Devon
was a ‘‘double decker,” and, instead of being
eighteen or twenty feet below the hatches, he
was not more than ten at the farthest.

For the Devon had only half a cargo, which
filled the lower hold entirely. Thus the upper
or ‘‘'tween decks” being left comparatively
empty, had been used for the stowage of vari-
ous stores, spare rigging, small spars, sails, and
the like.

But utterly ignorant of this fact by reason of
the pitchy darkness, Rafe sat half erect, won-
dering what would be the outcome of his strange
mishap.

Had he only known that he could almost
touch the beams and carlines under the main
deck by stretching his hands upward, he might
have made himself heard if he had shouted
long enough, that is, by any one who might
have been standing by the closed hatches.

But presuming that he was at the very bot-
tom ofp the hold, Rafe felt assured that he
might shout till doomsday without attracting
notice. Not only the imagined distance to
deck, but the steady beat of the tug's propeller
with the gurgle and rush of the water along-
side the hull, would prevent those on deck from
hearing him, he argued.

Yet strangely enough his situation did not
seem so very alarming. From what he vaguely
remembered, Rafe concluded that the bark was
being towed into the stream to a convenient
anchorage till morning.

‘I might as well lie down again ; the rattle
of the chain cable will wake me up, and then 1
can contrive to make myself heard,”” was his
final decision.

There are much worse resting places than a
huddled heap of spare sail,, particularly old
ones. Then, too, Rafe was conscious of a feel-
ing of half stupor from the effects of his fall.
So it is by no means surprising that he soon
drifted off into a heavy, dreamless sleep.

A tintinnabulation suggestive of the break-
fast bell awoke him.

‘“All right, John,” he drowsily called out,
“T'll be down directly.”

But what should make his bed rock so 2 Was
it an earthquake ? And then ail at once a real-
ization of the startling truth burst upon him.
He, Rafe Dunton, heir to a million, was being
taken to sea against his will, though in fact he
alone was in fault.

““ HALLO, HALLOO, THERE "

Rafe's stentorian shouts repeated over and
over again must certainly have been heard only
for two reasons : the first, that the crew were
all aloft making up gaskets and putting on
chafing gear, while the after guard were gath-
ered on the quarter; the second, that a huge
coil of hawser on the main hatch deadened his
voice, and, moreover, shut out such straggling
rays of light as might have shown through the
crevices, thereby revealing tb Rafe his true
whereabouts.

And so, finding shouting ineffectual, Rafe
sank back on the pile of old sails and tried to
think, as the terrible possibilities of the situa-
tion presented themselves.

He knew enough of seafaring matters to be
aware that a vessel's hatches once battened
down were never disturbed, excepting in an
emergency, during the voyage. That the bark
had but a small lading Rafe could only conjec-
ture by reason of the unoccupied space on either
side and above him. Then he began groping
about in the darkness with a vain hope of find-
ing something long enough with which he
might thump the under side of the deck.

This only resulted in bruising himself over
fenders and watercasks, so Rafe returned to
the pile of sails.

Suddenly he heard a tramping of feet above
him sounding far more distinctly than he could
have thought possible. Then a voice :

“‘Take off the hatch and shove the rest of
the fe ders below, a couple of you!”

Before Rafe could think connectedly the order
was obeyed. A flood of blinding daylight shot
downward into his prison. Above him—almost
within reach of his hand as he sprang erec
were the astonished faces of two foreign oo
ing men. One of them exclaimed, ** Saprssti /”
‘The other, *‘ Diavolo!"

*“Now then, what are you staring at?”
shouted the officer of the deck, none other thar
Mr. Hicky himself.

Before either could reply, Rafe, anxious for
freedom, reached up his hand, which one of
the sailors grasped mechanically. One upward
spring, and Rafe stood on deck, looking almost
wildly about him.

‘Well he might. A sloping, unsteady deck
gleaming in spots with the salt brine which
spouted through the scupper holes as the bark,
nearly before the wind, went rolling and dip-
ping through great ragged masses of green sea,
which extended on every side as far as Rafe's
eyes could reach.

‘* A stowaway | Well, I'm blowed |

Such was the astonished exclamation of Jo-
siah Hicky, second officer of the bark Devon,
as, speechless with astonishment, he surveyed
the newcomer.

- Where's your captain?" excitedly demanded
Rafe. *‘I must see him at once !”

“*That's just what I perpose you shall do,
young feller,” was the grim reply. *‘ You come
on aft here along of me."

Mr. Hicky was not a bullying officer, though
at times a little inclined to roughness. And a
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?towaway is not usually at first regarded with
avor.

So as he spoke Mr. Hicky reached out and
grasped Rafe's collar rather forcibly, which
Rafe naturally resented by twisting away and
assuming a threatening attitude.

*"None of that—hands off I” he exclaimed,
sharply.

‘* What's the trouble, Mr. Hicky 2"

The speaker was Captain Thorn, who had
come out on deck from the forward cabin, where
he and Mr. Blake, the mate, were at dinner.
The sailors at work in the rigging grinned at
each other as, at the sight of Rafe, Captain
Thorn quickened his steps, as did also the mate
following at his heels.

‘¢ Stowaway, sir,” was the short response.

““I'm #o/," haughtily returned Rafe, steady-
ing himself by the rigging as the bark rolled
heavily to leeward. Then very briefly Rafe ex-
plained how he had unwittingly been impris-
oned. ‘‘And now, captain,” he went on hur-
riedly, ‘‘you must put back and land me at the
nearest port.  You shall be paid liberally—"

‘* Put back, when I'm thirty miles off shore
with a fair wind—I gwessnot ! " replied Captain
Thorn, decidedly.

‘‘ The most I can promise,” he added, as Rafe
looked thunderstruck, **is to put you aboard the
first inbound vessel we sight.”

““ And supposing you should not sight one 2"

Captain Thorn shrugged his shoulders, Mr.
Hicky coughed dryly, and the mate, who was a
rugged, outspoken son of Neptune, replied :

**Why, you'll swop your dandy clo'es for
dogswool trousers and a blue shirt outer the
slop chist.  Then your white hands'll be dipped
in a tar bucket, and you'll have the freedom of
the fo'csle—there's one spare bunk, I believe.”

Now the estate left by Rafe's father com-
prised, with other properties, some shares in
the merchant marine; and theoretically Rafe
knew that present day seafaring was very unlike
that which Cooper and Marryatt have depicted.
And that he, Rafe Dunton, should perhaps have
to enter a forecastle, to associate with the lowest
ordgr of foreign sailors—unclean of speech and
habits, ignorant and vicious—was 700 much.

‘*‘You won't drive me into a dirty forecastle
if I know myself!” he said, with a peculiar
compression of the lips, suggestive of a certain
dogged obstinacy not easily overcome.

**Won't I, thcugh ?” retorted the mate, with
a short laugh. ** We'll see about that, my fine
fellow—"

‘* That's enough, Mr. Blake,” sharply inter-
rupted Captain Thorn. afe’s gentlemanly
bearing, well fitting suit, his linen and Jewelry,
had rather impressed the worthy shipmaster.

Clearing his throat, he began, in a milder
voice:

* Where do you belong, Mr, —**

‘“Rafe Dunton,” supplied Rafe at the inter-
rogative pause. ‘‘I belong in Mapleton,” he
went on, as Captain Thorn suddenly stared at
him | very hard, **my father was John Dun-
ton.”

Captain  Thorn's ruddy visage underwent
such a remarkable change that Rafe stopped
short.

“‘Idon’t think, Mr. Blake,” said the former,
turning with slow deliberation—** I hardly think
this young man will go into the fo'csle.” That
is—not today. For if he’s John Dunton's son,
why he's the heir to a million or so of property.
At least so I've been told by his guardian, who
was aboard here only yesterday. And amongst
the property real and personal is a quarter of
the bark Devon.”

Rafe uttered an exclamation, echoed mn a
lower key by Mr. Hicky. Mr. Blake alone
showed no particular signs of astonishment.
As he afterward said, he had been at sea too
long to be surprised at anything,

‘* Which—what vessel is this ?” Rafe asked in
tones of bewilderment.

‘*The Devon, bound for Shanghai or a
market.”

Then it was Rafe vaguely remembered that
his guardian's business in Boston the day pre-
vious had something to do with the clearance of
the bark Devon, partly owned by the Dunton
estate. And by a lucky coincidence he had
stumbled upon and into—so to speak—a vessel
one fourth of which was legally his own. Or
would be some day. Rafe chose to look at it in
the former light.

This was in his mind as he obeyed Captain
Thorn's polite invitation to follow him to the
cabin.

“You'll keep a lookout for inbound vessels,
won't you, Mr. Blake ?” he said as the mate
ascended to the quarter,

‘* Certainly, sir,” was the respectful answer,
and Rafe could but smile at the sudden change
in Mr. Blake's tone and manner.

The Devon's cabin was fitted up with rather
more than usual style, owing, as Captain Thorn
explained, to the fact that his wife had been
with him on the previous voyage.

A small upright piano was in a recess at one
end, while on either side were wide lounges to
serve as sleeping couches if need be. There
was a perfect sleepy hollow of an easy chair, a
case of books screwed against the wall, some
marine lithographs and a neat swinging lamp.
In the skylight overhead were boxes contairaig
flowering plants.

‘A passenger might make himself pretty
comfortable here for a few weeks, eh, Mr. Dun-
ton ?” said Captain Thorn, motioning Rafe to
the big chair, and seating himself at the side
table, on which was an open chart with some
nautical books.

(77 be continued.)
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THE LION HEART.
BY T. G. SMOLLETT,
‘Tuv spirit, Independence, let me share ;
Lord of the lion heart and eagle eye,
Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare,
Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky.
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BasketsofsDiamonds;

HOPE EVERTON'S' INHERITANCE.

BY GAYLE WINTERTON.

CHAPTER XXIIIL
TRACKING MR. GIBBS.

GNYAPTAIN RINGBOOM and Rowly stood

by the gangway while Captain Wellfleet
stepped down from the Reindeer's deck
to the boat which was waiting to take
him to his own vessel.

The gig pulled away, and Rowly left the
ship with Captain Ringboom, though they
parted as soon as they reached the store, for
the shipmaster wished to call upon his owners.

The young clerk had not removed his gaze
from the Ganymede since he left the Reindeer,
though from an instinct of prudence rather than
any defined reason, he had not permitted Gibbs
to see his face.

He stood upon the wharf watching the ship,
though he could not help wondering why he did
so, for he had not been able to connect the
black bearded sailor with his mission.

He had not waited more than half an hour
before a boat containing two men put off from
the ship, and one of the men in it landed on

“ the next pier.

Rowly rushed to the street, and to the head
of the next pier, where he soon saw Gibbs make
his appearance, and as he had entirely changed
his clothes, he felt that no one was likely to
know him.

The sailor did not even look at him, and
seemed to be intent on his own affairs.

Rowly followed him; and when he found
that Gibbs was conducting him to the hcuse
in which both Silky and Rush had rooms, the
mystery began to look thinner to him, and
Gibbs, Silky and Gunnywood, like a composite
photograph, looked as though they were to ma-
terialize in one and the same person.

‘With the information obtained when the
sailor turned into the street in which the lodg-
ing house was located, the whole truth was
forced to the depths of his mind.

The expression he had recognized, while the
features, mostly covered with a long beard, and
browned with ocher instead of a southern sun,
was that of the chief of the two burglars, one of
whom was already behind the bars.

So suddenly did the truth flash upon him at
last, that he halted in the street, and gazed with
wonder at the retreating form of the man he
was ‘‘shadowing.”

The height and stature of the man were iden-
tical with those of Silky, though the loose sail-
or's garb made him look a hittle stouter ; and no
other man in the world could have had just that

ression on his face.

hat were the burglar’s intentions, a hint of
which had come to him by an accident that was
almost miraculous ?

It appeared that he had shipped in a vessel
bound to London, as though it were no longer
prudent for him to remain in New York, or to
reach his destination by any of the steamers
bound to England.

His fellow sinner had been caught, and the
city was getting too hot for him ; and Rowly
thought he was not far out of the way in his
calculations in respect to his own safety.

But Rowly did not lose sight of his man in
his reflections, and in the darkness which was
gathering over the great city ; and he realized
that Silky was acting with extreme caution in
approaching the house in which his room was
located.

He stopped several times, looked up and down
the street, and seemed to scan every person in
sight.

gA! last he entered the house, and his shadow
halted in front of it to consider what he should
do next.

The disguise which Silky wore suggested an
idea to Rowly, which he adopted on the instant,
and he hastened up thestreet to his own home,
thinking with all his might all the way.

A society to which Rowly belonged had
amused its members by engaging in private
theatricals, and he had done the leading part in
the *The Jolly Brigands.”

In a long haired, curly black wig, a fierce
mustache of the same hue, and an olive com-
plexion, his own mother had not recognized
him, though he wore an English dress.

The costume was still in his chamber, and in
less than half an hour he was again the chief of
the “ Jolly Brigands,” though in the absence of
the Spanish garb he looked more like the pro-
Pprietor of a cigar store.

His mother was not at home, but he left a
note for her, saying that he could not tell when
he should return.

On the stairshe met two men who lived in the
house, but neither seemed to have any suspicion

who he was, and in the street those ‘who knew
him well took no notice of him.
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He had come to the conclusion that Silky
would be employed for some time in making
his preparations to leave the country the next
day, and he was confident he should find him in
his chamber.

When he tried the front door of the house he
found it was locked, but he rang the bell as
confidently as though he had been on an ordi-
nary errand.

‘I think Mr. Gunnywood is in his room, for
1 just met a sailor going up to see him," replied
the landlady, in answer to his inquiry. 1
don't see how he got in, and I just locked the
door, Youcan goup if you know where his
room is.”

*“I sell him cigars, and I know where his
is," replied Rowly, giving a foreign ac-
cent to his tones.

He ascended to the proper floor, and heard
voices in Silky's room, which were those of the
burglar and Rush Sinnerton, the door of whose
chamber was open, and he entered it.

He had hardly crossed the threshold before he
heard the door of Silky’s room open, and feeling
that he was in peril, he instantly crawled under
the bed.

Silky and Rush came into the room.

CHAPTER XXIV.
THE EMPTY BOX UNDER THE BED,

TRHE floor of Rush Sinnerton’s room was
carpeted, so that Rowly had no difficulty
in getting a position next to the wall
without making any noise. As he was
working himself into this place, he put one of
his hands on something that felt like a wooden
box ; but he only pushed it out of his way, and
made sure that he concealed himself as well as
he could.

The side of the bed, as well as one end, was
close against the wall; and when Rowly found
himself well placed, the wooden box was within
reach of his hand.

There was light enough under the bed for
him to see that it was made of ordinary boards,
thoughi 1c was not more than eight inches square.
The cover had been removed from it, and was
partly in the box. Whatever it had contained
had been removed, and there was nothing to
give any clew to the use to which it had been
applied.

But anything in the shape of a box, especially
in this locality, was ot interest to Rowly, for
the casket of diamonds had been inclosed in
He had seen it on the table of Mrs. Ever-
ton’'s front parlor ; and, to the best of his knowl-
edge and belief, this box was just the same size.
He proceeded to examine it as well as he could
in the dim light, with the aid of his fingers.

Silky and Rush were talking of matters in
which he took no interest, though neither of
them was very free of speech. It appeared that
the capitalist's son had merely asked his friend
to come to his room for a cigar.

Rowly felt the boards, and- felt the nails in
the box, the latter of which were peculiar in
their make, as he remembered that those in the
case at Mrs. Everton’s had been.

The size and the nails gave him a reasonable
assurance that this box had contained the cas-
ket of diamonds ; and it was significant that he
had found it under Rush'’s bed.

“* 1 have been looking for you, Gunnywood,”
said Rush, after both of them had talked for a
while about matters that plainly did not interest
either of them.

** What did you want of me ?" asked Silky,
indifferently.

** Do you remember that fellow who was here
last night, who was listening at the door?”
asked Rush, coming nearer to what was in his
mind.

“Of course I do; and I would give some-
thing worth having to get hold of him.”

‘*“ You damaged me more than you knew by
joking about the lost diamonds.”

**I didn’t joke about them,” replied Silky, in
a very serious tone.

**Yes, you did. Didn't you let on and talk
just as though I had stolen the box, and didn’t
Rowly Parkway hear every word you said 2"
demanded Rush, earnestly, and with a little
indignation in his tones, as though this was the
subject on which he wished to talk with his
friend.

‘1 didn’t know that fellow was hearing me,
but I wasn't joking,"” added Silky, seriously.
‘1 don’t see that any one but you could have
taken the box, for you say you stayed at the
house after your father left.”

“That’s too bad, Gunnywood ! exclaimed
Rush, very much grieved, as well as indignant,
at the words of his companion, *‘If you know
anything about the robbery, you know that 1
did not take them; and I wouldn't do such a
thing.”

** That's all very well, Rush,” replied Silky,
in sneering tones. ‘ Of course I expect you to
deny it, though I don’t see why you should do
s0 to me, for 1 will not squeal on you.”

“ What makes you think that I took the box
of diamonds?"” asked Rush, who was inclined
to argue the point when he found that simple
denials accomplished nothing.

‘ Last night I believed you and your father
were the only ones that had any interest in do-
ing so, and for that reason that you took them,
whether your father told you to do so or not.”

** My father did not tell me to do so.”

‘“Then you took them without his knowl-
edge.”

“You wrong me, Gunnywood ! "

“Nonsense! Nothing of the kind! You
brought the box here, and you were a simpleton

that you didn't burn it after you had taken the
casket out of it. Now, I want to make a trade
with you, Rush. You are a good fellow, though
you are stupid in a business matter like this
one.”

“I don't know anything about the box or the
diamonds,” protested Rush, with more vehe-
mence than he had used before.

‘‘Keep it up if you think best; but I have
been looking into this matter in my own in-
terest, since you are such a fool as to deny
everything to me,” said Silky, quietly. *To
make a short story of it, I am going to London
and Paris, and if you will make a reasonable
division with me, I will take you with me, sell
the gems there and elsewhere, and we can live
like a pair of lords till we have our fill of the
good things of this life.”

““That is all very nice; but I haven’t the
box—"

‘It is under your bed at this moment,” inter-
posed Silky, in his assumed quiet way.

“ Under my bed ! exclaimed Rush.

“That is what I said;” and Rowly heard
m rise from his chair and move towards the

The shadow thought this was rather a dan-
gerous movement for him, and he took the pre-
caution to shove the box as near as he could to
the front of the bed.

‘1 told you that I had been looking in*~ this
matter in my own interest,” continued ., lky,
pausing long enough to enable Rowly to sccure
his position next to the wall,

‘1 don't understand you at all, Gunnywood,
and 1 am sure there is no box here,” added
Rush,

Silky dropped on one knee and raised the
overhanging coverlet so that he could see the
box in the convenient place where Rowly had
put it. Reaching under the bed, he drew forth
the box, without any suspicion of the presence
of the ** Chief of the Jolly Brigands.”

‘“What do you call this, Rush ?2” demanded
Silky, as he produced the box.

‘1 don’t know anything about it,” replied
Rush. *I never saw it before, and did not
know that it was there.”

‘“Then you intend to keep up the farce in
spite of the overwhelming evidence against
you, do you ?" asked Silky, who was, or pre-
tended to be, disgusted at the conduct of his
friend. s

**1 speak the truth when I say that I never
saw that box before,” protested Rush, and the
+‘ brigand " under the bed believed what he said.

““Were you not in the front parlor ef Mrs.
Everton's house when the box was put on the
table 2" demanded Silky, raising his voice in
the heat of the argument.

‘1 saw that box on the table; but I mean
that I have not seen the box since I saw it
then,” Rush explained ; and he seemed to be
not a little cast down by the evidence.

‘* Here is the box, and this bit of board is the
cover of it; and I find on it the name of Cap-
tain Israel Ringboom, ship Reindeer. Is that
the name of the captain that called on Mrs.
Everton ?”

““That was his name," answered Rush.

A brief silence followed, during which Rowly
judged that Rush was examining the box, and
perhaps wonderi :* how it came under his bed,
though probably the brigand was better able
than he to explain its presence there.

At the same time Rowly had an opportunity
to do a little thinking; and all that he had
heard confirmed the evidence he had derived
from the paper with the imprint of the burglar's
heel upon it.

He felt that he had made real progress in the
investigation, and, if he had been in a favora-
ble position for a demonstration, he would have
been inclined to crow over the measure of suc-
cess that he had won. X

**Then it is the identical box in which the
diamonds were carried to Mrs, Everton’s house I"
exclaimed Silky, in a tone of pretended triumph,
as though he had unearthed the iniquity of his
friend.

‘It certainly looks like it,” added Rush, ap-
arently overwhelmed by the evidence against
im,

*“ It is just as clear as the ears on a jackass.
This is the box, and it was found in your rvom,
Rush.”

‘‘ That is all very true, but I know no more
about the diamonds than you do,” added Rush,

““You can trust me; I will not squeal on
you,” protested Silky.

Rowly wondered what the burglar was driv-
ing at.

CHAPTER XXV.
A VISIT TO A GRANDMOTHER.

ITHOUT heeding Rush Sinnerton's de-
nials of all knowledge of the dia-
monds, Silky spent some time in ex-
plaining his plan of going to Europe,

where the gems were to be sold.

Rowly was convinced that he intended to go
in the Ganymede as a sailor before the mast ;
and he had evidently chosen this method of
transporting the treasure to the other side of the
Atlantic because it was safer than taking pas-
sage in a steamer.

But he could not even conjecture why the
burglar wished to take Rush with him, for he
could certainly be of no use to him, and must be
a burden, especially it he was to receive a share
of the proceeds of the diamonds when they
were sold.

“1 should like to go with you very much,”
said Rush, whose imagination seemed to be ex-
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cited by the pleasant picture of life in Paris,
Baden Baden, and Homburg, which Silky elab-
orated to him. ** But if you still believe 1 have
the casket of diamonds, you may search my
room, and I will help you as well as I know
hOW."

““1 will take the risk of your producing the
diamonds as soon as we need them," replied
Silky lightly. *1 haven't even suggested
that you keep them in this room, for that would
be almost as stupid as leaving the box here un-
der your bed. 8( course you would not keep
them here, and I suppose you have a drawer in
some safe deposit company’s vaults.”

“I haven't the diamonds here or anywhere
else,” added Rush, with something like resigna-
tion in his tones.

‘‘That is getting a little monotonous, and
you needn't say it any more. I will take the
chances of your trotting shem out when we are
ready for them,” continued Silky, as glibly as
ever. ‘ Now how shall we divide them ? The
papers say they were worth two hundred thou-
sand dollars, and you made a good haul, Rush.
If 1 had done that 1 should say I had done abig
stroke of business.”

‘I should say you had,” replied Rush in a
sickly tone.

‘* But I am to have all the risk and trouble of
disposing of the gems, and of getting them and
you to the other side of the ocean. I should
say that three fourths of the value of them ought
to belong to me.”

“‘ Divide them as you like,"” added Rush, with
Pproper resignation.

‘‘That's a good fellow, and 1 knew you
would not be unreasonable,” said Silky.

** But when do we start for the other side ? "

“ Tomorrow, my dear fellow ; but we don't
go in a steamer, and both of us will have to
work our passage across the Atlantic.”

‘“ But I am no sailor; 1 don’t know anything
more about a ship than I do about the Chero-
kee language.”

“Ido, for I was in the navy three years. I
have already shipped and signed the articles on
board of the Ganymede, bound to London. The
captain is a sea dandy, and his ship is fitted up
like a crack yacht, and the ocean swell in com-
mand wants a young fellow to act as captain's
clerk, and you are just the one he wants. 1
shall be before the mast, but you will be in the
cabin, and you can stow away the diamonds in
a safe place.”

‘*1f I have them I can,” added Rush very
mildly.

** You will have them by the time you get on
board of the Ganymede. Rut you must look
out for this place tonight, or some other fellow
not half as handsome as you are will get it.”

“ All right; I will do that; but 1 will not
warrant that the diamonds will be forthcoming
when you want them.”

“I will warrant that they shall be forthcom-
ing when I want them, which will not be till we
get to London.”

““1f you are satisfied, I shall not complain now
or when we get to London.”

*1 am satisfied now, and 1 shall be then,”
answered Silky ; and Rowly had reason to be-
lieve he spoke the truth.

It was not even yet evident for what purpose
Rush was taken into the scheme, unless it was
to have the diamonds in the cabin rather than
in the forecastle of the Ganymede.

“But there is a little difficulty in the way,”
continued Silky after a pause of some length.
¢ The diamonds are sure to bring us a big pile
of money, not less than two hundred thousand
dollars, and perhaps more.”

Rowly thought that Silky spoke like a man
that knew what he was talking about, and it
was plain that he had examined the gems as an
expert in their value.

“Idon't see any difficulty in that, If they
bring in the money, that is all we want,” sug-
gested Rush.

“ But we may not be able to sell them at
once, and in case of any suspicion, we may not
care to sell them for a few months or a year—
till the excitement about them has died out.”

“We can't live on air.” -

*“That's the truest word you ever spoke,
Rush, I expected to get a pile of money from
my grandmother last night, when I went to see
her; but the old lady was in bad humor, and
would not doa thing for me.”

“1 didn’t know you had a grandmother,”
said Rush, when his companion paused, -
haps thinking of the events of the prececﬁ?‘.g
night.

*1 have, and her name is Fortune.”

¢Is she an old maid ?”

‘¢ Hardly, for old maids are not usually grand-
mothers.”

‘“ Not Miss Fortune then ?”

“No; Mrs. Fortune. But I have another
grandmother, and I'm going to see her to-
night.”

* You have a good supply of grandmothers,"

“1 have four more besides the two I have
mentioned, and they are all rich, or I should
not go to see them.”

* Four more ! ejaculated Rush.

¢ Never mind now about it; I will explain
another time how I happen to have so many of
them, for we must talk business now,” replied
Silky in a hurried tone. ‘‘ You must go with
me tonight to see this particular grandmother,
and we must make her hand over at least twenty
thousand dollars, which will keep us a couple of

ears if we don’t sell the diamonds. You shall

ave one fourth of whatever we get, if you do
as I tell you.”
(70 be continued.)
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THE LAW OF CONSCIENCE.
BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.
ThE victor{ is most sure
For him who, seeking faith by virtue, strives
‘To yield entire submission to the law
Of conscience.
——— e —

A Modern Arabian Night.

BY CAPTAIN HENRY F. HARRISON.

@ O this is the Golden Horn, as they call
. it.  Well, well |
Such was Dan Elliot's astonished
remark as he leaned over the rail of
the brig Wanda, just come to anchor in the
Bosphorus,
ntil joining the brig in Portland, Maine,
Dan had never seen a larger place than his
native town of Woodhills, so that Portland
itself was in Dan's eyes a wonderful city. But
Constantinople, which now lay before him in
all its beauty—why, this was something which
only the descriptions in the ‘* Arabian Nights"
could equal. i

‘‘ Get ready to row the old man ashore, Dan,"
said Mr. Thorn, the Wanda'’s chief officer.

Now the **old man " is a sailor phrase for the
shipmaster, whether he is eighteen or eighty.
And Captain Ned Osborn was only twenty five,
good looking, intelligent, and every inch a
sailor. This was his sec-
ond voyage to Constanti-
nople, and there was
something peculiar about
it. The anchor was down
with but little scope of
chain, so that it could be
hove up in short order.
In place of the neat ** har-
bor furl ” expected on ar-
riving in port, the sails,
simply hauled up in the
clewlines and buntlines,
were left thus hanging.

Dan noticed all this as,
facing Captain Ned, he
pulled sturdily toward
the upper landing stage.

Captain Ned's eyes
suddenly fixed themselves
on one of the boats that
passed them. It was a
gorgeously painted and
gilded barge, pulled by a
dozen gayly attired
blacks.

Despite the skill of its
helmsman, a tall black
wearing the Sultan’s
colors, the barge became
momentarily *‘jammed”
in a crowd of market
boats.

“In oars,” exclaimed
Captain Ned, in tones of
repressed excitement.
For the Wanda's boat
was suddenly forced
against the stern of the
barge by the pressure,
But it was not alone
the momentary confusion
that caused his excite-
ment.

A's Dan obeyed, the
curtains at the after end
of the barge parted
gently. Dan had a brief
glimpse of a beautiful
face illumined by a pair
of dark, lustrous eyes,
which glanced lightning-
like from himself to Cap-
tain Ned. Then the cur-
tains were drawn, but not
before a small hand
dropped a half blown
rose on the turbid water.

‘‘ By gracious, that's
just like a story out of
the 'Rabian Nights,” was
Dan's inward thought,
and he scooped up the rose in his own big hand
as though it had been a drifting cabbage.

“1 think 1 will take that flower, Dan,” qui-
etly remarked Captain Ned. Yet there was a
curious tremor in his voice unlike anything Dan
had ever before noticed.

The captain's will is law with the sailor.
Very reluctantly Danj'ielded up the rose, which
Captain Ned buttoned carefully inside his coat.

“ Humph, she’s just as likely to have fell in
love with me as him,” grumbled Dan, inwardly.
True, Dan was only sixteen, while Captain Ned
was nearly ten years older. But then—so Dan
reflected—his very youth was in his favor., And
as for looks—well, the captain had a black mus-
tache, and wasn't bad looking, on the whole.
But for that matter he—Dan—was cultivating a
shadowy semblance in the same upper lip line.
And at home in Woodhills the girls had never
called him homely. . i

“ Dan,” suddenly exclaimed Captain Ned—
« [—we won't wait to go ashore at the landing
just yet. Keep on in the wake of 'lhe'ba"rge-—
only not as though you were following it.

“© All right,” shortly returned Da'n. X But Cap-
tain Ned did not notice the omission .of the
“sir” which should have followed. His eyes
were steadfastly fixed on the high, carved stern
of the barge, which, leaving the harbor, kept
steadily on between the luxuriant palace gar-
dens on either hand up the gradually narrowing
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arm of the sea, toward Beshiktash, where the
Sultan’s palace stands embowered in verdure.

‘ Ease rowing, Dan.”

The barge had dropped alongside a flight of
marble steps, leading from the palace grounds
down to the river's edge. Two gigantic blacks,
wearing the green of the Sultan’s household,
jealously watched the disembarking of some
half a dozen females closely enveloped in the
disfiguring wraps peculiar to the women of the
Levant. The last of them glanced furtively
back at the boat.

As Captain Ned's head was turned eagerly
toward the veiled throng, Dan boldly waved his
hand. An almost imperceptible motion of a
similar nature was made by one of the veiled
females.

Dan’s heart began to beat tumultuously.

‘“ That was meant for me,” he told himself.

Captain Ned motioned Dan to pull alongside
the shady embankment below the landing.
Then he produced from the stern sheets a store
of fruit, which the two shared in the most ami-
cable manner imaginable.

THE VEILED MAIDEN THREW THE FLEECY ENCUMBRANCE

“1 am expecting a message from a—a—
friend,” explained Captain Ned, * so we will lie
here for a while.”

It was a long while, though. At last Dan,
drowsy with the sultry, sensuous atmosphere,
drifted off into a half waking sleep.

‘When he awoke the full moon was illumin-
ing the placid surface of the river.

But—what was this? A young woman with
dark, handsome features, leaning over the stern
of the boat, was whispering something in Cap-
tain Ned's ear. As Dan stared at her in wide
eyed amazement, she touched her finger to her
lips, drew a veil across her face, and vanished
in the shrubbery,

** By gracious, that's another one,” thought
bewildered Dan, with a curious feeling of re-
lief. For the face, though attractive enough in
its way, was as dark as a creole’s, while the girl
with the lustrous eyes, who had dropped the
rose, was fair as a ]i[y.

**Dan, do you want to earn ten dollars?”
It was Captain Ned who thus interrupted Dan’s
train of thought.

Dan signified his entire willingness.  ** Some-
thin’ to do with Aer, I reck'n, cap'n,” he re-
marked, with a gesture in the direction taken
by the dark but comely damsel ; and Captain
Ned nodded.

_ A little later, in obedience to certain instruc-
tions, Dan stepped from the boat,

‘“ The white marble kiosk straight up the
path,” whispered Captain Ned, excitedly —
*“don't forget.”

Nodding his comprehension, Dan went his

way.

erom the shadows of a mass of flowering
shrubbery glided a swarthy young man in the
dress of an Albanian servant. Mutely he pro-
ceeded to disrobe, while Dan did the same, a
change of garments being effected in a twink-
ling.

‘* Say, you,"” remarked Dan, in a satisfied un-
dertone, **I don’t make such a dre’tful bad
lookin’ Turkey—"

But the Albanian had vanished.

“‘More Arabian Nights biz'ness,” muttered
Dan; ‘‘but long's I earn my ten dollars I don't
care. Now for the cap’n’s dark skinned girl.”

Dan'’s heart beat hard and fast as he passed a
couple of gigantic blacks who were patrolling
the shrubbery, evidently doing guard duty in
the palace pleasure grounds. But beyond a
glance at his Albanian costume, no notice was
vouchsafed him, and he reached the kiosk.

FROM HER HEAD AND SHOULDERS.

‘ Now where's the cap'n’s girl 2" he mused,
as he glanced about the richly decorated interior
with wondering eyes. ‘ flope she'll be on
hand—"

A female form, muffled to the eyes in some
sort of gauzy white wrap, appeared so suddenly
in one of the four entrances to the kiosk as to
cut Dan’s soliloquy very short.

Instinctively removing his hat, Dan stood,
half hesitatingly, waiting for her to speak.
Witk a swift, graceful movement, the veiled
female threw the fleecy encumbrance from Ler
head and shoulders.

* Great Ge—whilikins,” gasped Dan, “‘it's
the l}an'some one—she that waved her hand to
me!l”

For a moment he could only stand and stare,
as, with a charming smile on her beautiful fea-
tures, the girl—for she was scarcely more—re-
garded Dan inquiringly. Her picturesque ori-
ental dress was ablaze with jewels. Pearls were
wreathed in her abundant hair. Even the zone
about her slender waist was clasped with gold,
from the middle of which shone a brilhant of
wonderful size,

Quickly throwing a wrap about her, she ex-
tended her small white hand, which Dan eagerly
seized.

** By gracious, ain’t 1 glad to see you, Miss—
er—Miss—" he stammered, ** 1—"

*“Come,” whispered the girl, eagerly, ** there
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is no time to be lost.” And drawing Dan with
her she swiftly passed out of the kiosk.

“Now to the boat—lead you the way,” she
said, in the same excited whisper. Dan, hardly
knowing whether he was on his head or his
heels, obeyed.

Down through the deep shadows sped the
pair with flying feet to the river bank below the
marble steps, where the boat was drawn up un-
der an overhanging clump of trees.

As Captain Ned sprang up, and with a low
cry of joy helped the fair girl into the boat,
Dan uttered an exclamation of bewilderment.

For the boat had another occupant—the dark
skinned girl whom Dan had seen whispering to
the captain a little before.

‘* Look here, Cap'n Ned,” began Dan, expos-
tulatingly, but a peremptory gesture cut short
his intended speech.

** Ship the oars and pull down stream, harder
than ever you pulled in all your life !” was the
captain's low, stern command. And Dan obeyed
without a word.

But what it all meant, unless Captain Ned

was going to turn Turk and marry two wives—
both the dark and the fair one—Dan could not
make out, or—and his heart gave a great
bound—by some hocus pocus, the fair girl was
running away with zZzm—Dan Elliot—and the
whole thing had been planned between herself
and the dark, good looking girl.
But Dan’s ecstatic vision received a rude
check. For, as the boat
went flying down the
current, Captain Ned de-
liberately placed his arm
about the slender waist
of the beautiful white
girl, and kissed her sweet
lips, regardless alike of
Dan's presence and his
feelings on the subject.

On flew the boat with-
out molestation or hin-
drance, for it was now
past midnight, and the
Bosphorus, whose waters
by day swarmed with
every manner of craft,
was comparatively de-
serted. Down among
the anchored shipping
and alongside theWanda.

On the following morn-
ing while the brig, in
charge of a Greek pilot,
was standing down the
Sea of Marmora, Dan
went to the wheel. Cap-
tain Ned, accompanied
by a lady in semi Euro-
pean attire, came up on
the quarter.

**Dan,” said Captain
Ned, let me introduce
you to—my wife/”

Dan’'s lower jaw
dropped a full inch. The
beautiful face, with its
friendly smile, was that
of the lady of his dreams,

Well, it seemed that
Captain Ned had, on a
previous voyage, met the
young Circassian, who
was being reared under
European teachers at the
Sultan’s palace, with the
dazzling prospect of some
day becoming the mon-
arch’s favorite wife. She
preferred the handsome
American shipmaster,
and they were privately
married ; but on the same
day, the Sultan’s suspicions having been aroused,
Atalifa was removed into the interior. But
love conquers all obstacles, and, having bribed
a couple of the servants, Captain Ned carried
away his bride and her maid, as we have seen.

Dan’s ten dollar earnings of that memorable
evening were multiplied tenfold when, a month
later, he was paid off at Portland, and he re-
turned to the farm in Woodhills with the proud
consciousness of having been a real heroina
real romance which was almost equal to any-
thing in the Arabian Nights,

.,

A LEAF FROM WASHINGTON’S BOYHOOD.

In the March number of Harper's Magazine
there was printed a letter written by George
‘Washington when he was about nine years old. It
is in no way remarkable as showing precocity in
the art of literary composition, but it gives evi-
dence of two traits of character which all boys
would do well to imitate. These are : Carefulness
to acknowledge the receipt of favors and willing-
ness to share pleasure with others. Here is the
letter, which was written (o a boy friend, who
afterward became famous as Richard Henry Lee:

Drar Dickev: I thank you very much for the

icture book you gave me. Sam asked me to show
Eim the pictures, and I showed him all the pictures
init, anv‘ I read to him how the tame elephant took
care of the master's little boy, and put him on his
back, and would not let anybody touch his master’s
little son. I can read three or four pages some-
times without missing a word. Ma says I may go
to see you and stay all day next week if it be not
rainy. Shesays I may ride my pony Hero if Uncle
Ben will go with me and lead Hero.

Your good friend,
GEORGE WASHINGTON.

P.S.—I am going to get a whiptop soon, & you

may see it & whip it. =

b
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MORNING AND EVE.
BY JOHN MILTON,

SweeT is the breath of morn, her rising sweet,
With cbarms of earliest birds ; pleasant the sun,
When first on this delightful land he spreads

His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit and flower,
Glistening with dew ; fragrant and fertile earth
After soft showers ; and sweet the coming on

Of grateful evening mild.

——et—————
[Tkis story commenced in No. 280.]

@Ideﬂogﬂagﬂet

The Treasure Cave of the Incas.
By G. M. FENN,
Author of ““In the Wilds of New Mexico," etc.

CHAPTER XVIIL
A RUPTURE WITH THE DON.

Y excitement was intense. All dripping
as I was with the icy water, I leaped
out on the sand with the intention of
climbing over the barrier out into the

bright sunshiny vale, to cut a long,
thin bamboo with which to probe
the sand in a more satisfactory man-
ner.

Then I stopped short, as the re-
collection of Tom’s words flashed
across my brain. His surmises
might be correct. Cautious as we
had been, watchers might have seen
our goings and comings, while my
stepping out into the vale now to
cut a pole would show that I had
some particular object in view.

Another minute, though, and with
my mind teeming with thoughts of
rich ingots, plates, and vessels of
gold, I began to consider as to what
ought to be my next step. Without
testing-further I felt that T had been
successful—that a wonderful stroke
of good fortune had rewarded my
efforts. But how was I to dig the
treasure from its wet, sandy bed and
get it safely to the hacienda ?

*“Tom,” I cried excitedly, “I
have not spoken sooner you
should think me an empty dreamer ;
but.1 have found that which I

sought.”
“*Sure, Harry 2"
“Well, yes, nearly, Tom,"” I

stammered, somewhat taken aback
by his coolness.

Tom did not seem to hear me.
He was gazing eagerly through the
entrance of the cave.

“ Look there, Harry!” he whis-

red.

I glanced in the pointed out direc-
tion, to see plainly that a couple of
Indian heads were strained towards
us, as if their owners were narrowly
watching for our appearance;
though % knew from the gloom be-
neath the arch where Tom was
seated that we must be invisible to-
any one standing out there in the
glow of the bright afternoon sun-
shine.

What did it mean ? Were these
emissaries of Garcia watching my
every act ; or were they descendants
of the Peruvian priests possessed of
the secret of the buried treasures ?

I shrank back farther into the cav-
ern to crouch down, Tom imitating
my acts, and together we watched
the watchers. They remained so
motionless that at times I felt dis-
posed to ask myself whether I had
not been mistaken, and whether
these were not a portion of one of
the rocks.

“It's no good, Harry,” said Tom ;
‘“‘we must make a rush for it.
They'll stop there fora week, or till we go. It's
nothing new ; there's alway some one after you ;
and if you've found anything I can’t sece how
you're going to get it away. Let's go now, be-
fore it gets evening, for they'll never move till
we do.”

¢ Well, they're not obliged to know that we've
found that, Harry,” said Tom smiling. * We
don’t know it ourselves yet. What we've got to
do is to act as if nothing had happened, shoot
one or two of the birds as they dodge about
farther in, then knock off a few of those pretty
bits of white stone hanging from the roof, and
they'll think that we’ve come after curiosities.”

Tom's advice was so sound that I led the way
farther into the cave, where we made the place
echo, as if about to fall upon our heads, as we
had a couple of shots, each bringing down six of
the guacharo birds. Then, reloading, we se-
cured three handsome long stalactites, white and
glittering, and thus burdened we took our depart-
ure, walking carelessly and examining our birds,
Tom stopping coolly to light his pipe just as we
were abreast of where we had seen the Indians.

It was bold, if the watchers' intentions were
hostile, and we gave ourselves the credit of

Laving thrown them off the scent, for we saw no
more of them that evening. We returned tired
and excited to the hacienda.

That night I forgot all perils as 1 dreamed of
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gold—swimming in it—rolling in it—for it
seemed to possess all the qualities of quick-
silver, and whenever I tried to hold it or sweep
it up, it all escaped through my fingers.

I woke at last with a start, with my chest
heaving, and my face and limbs bathed with a
cold, dank perspiration.

As far as I could judge it wanted a couple of
hours to daybreak ; but I felt too much agitated
to try and sleep again. So rising and hurrying
on my clothes, I sat there, hour after hour,
thinking and planning my future course, for a
night's rest had not weakened my convictions.

The determination I came to at last was, that
I could not do better than smother my impa-
tience for a whole week ; taking, the while, ex-
cursions in every other direction so as, if possible,
to blind one who made a study of my move-
ments. Then our journey to.the cavern must
be made by night, armed with spades, and taking
with us a couple of mules to bring home the
spoil. 7

So I mused, little recking of what was to
come, till the great golden sun rose from his
glorious bed. Then, after lying down an hour
for the sake of the rest, I rose and sought for
Tom. I told him my plans, and also asked him
if he thought that we ought to take my uncle
into our confidence.

‘* By no means, Harry,” he said,

THE INDIAN BEGAN CAUTIOUSLY

*‘1 may depend on you, Tom, of course?” I
said.

“Depend on me, Harry? Ah! 1 should
think so. What you say is quite right, and
we'll wait a week. If no one has touched that
stuff for three hundred years they'll leave it
alone another week. I'll be on the lookout for
a couple of mules and spades, and we'll go, like
the forty thieves, to the enchanted cavern, eh,
Harry 2 I'll get them, and we’ll put them into
the little wood under the mountain side, eh?
And keep them there till it's dark, when we'll
start. A week today, or a week tomorrow ? "

““ A week today, Tom," I said ; **and if you'll
hang about here, I'll tell you what time we'll go
for a shooting trip.”

‘We had a ramble after breakfast, and then,
returning to the midday meal, I spent some
time about the plantation. Feeling tired and
overcome with the heat, I went into the house,
lay down upon the couch in the darkened room,
and, I suppose, from the effects of past fatigue,
soon dropped off into a sound slumber.

1 have some recollection of hearing voices,
and a low, buzzing sound which, in my con-
fused state, seemed somehow to be mixed up
with gold. Then it was Lilla’s beautiful golden
hair, and I was seeing it spread out and floating
once more on the surface of the river. Then I
was wide awake, for I heard Garcia's voice utter

my name with an intensity of bitterness that
made me shudder as I rose upon my elbow.

‘“ Look here!"” he said. “I wiﬁ be played
with no longer. 1 have been calm and patient
while this foreign dog has come in here to in-
eult me. He has always been placed before me
since the day he set foot in the plantation.
Your mother is my debtor. Let there be any
more of this and I will bring down ruin upon
the place. I will show you that I am master ;
you will speak to him no more, or—"

I never knew what threat Garcia would have
uttered. Just then, running forward, I dashed
out my clinched fist with all my might, and
with a crash the Don went down over a chair
just as my uncle and Mrs. Landell ran into the
room.

‘‘ What does this mean ?” exclaimed my un-
cle, angrily, as Lilla ran, sobbing, to her mother.

‘“He struck me ! cried Garcia, furiously, as
he scrambled up. ‘‘He has insulted me—a
hidalgo of Spain—and I'll have his blood ! "

“ Better go and wash your face clear of your
own,” I said, contemptuously, as I suffered from
an intense longing to go and kick him. ‘ He
was rude to my cousin, uncle, and I knocked
him down. That's all.”

With a savage scowl upon his face Garcia
made for the door, turned to shake his fist at
me, and he was gone.

TO DESCEND INTO THE

CAVERN

“ Harry,” said my uncle, gently, ‘‘ Harry
my boy, I'd have given a year of my life sooner
than this should have happened. You don't
know these half blood Spaniards as I do.  You
don’t know what mischief may befall us all
through your rashness.”

““1 wonder that you admit him to your house,
uncle!” I exclaimed, hotly, for anger was get-
ting the better of discretion.

1 was sorry, though, the next minute ; for, on
hearing my words, my uncle glanced in a
troubled way at his wife, who was trying to
soothe poor weeping Lilla; while, during the
next hour, I learned that I had had the misfor-
tune to strike down the man who was my uncle's
creditor to a large amount, as he had been Mrs.
Landell's, or they would not have allowed his
attentions to Lilla.

*“I'm ashamed of it all, my boy,” said my
uncle ; * but he holds our future entirely in his
hands, and he looks for the receipt of Lilla’s
little dowry as part payment of the debts. I've
struggled very hard against ruin, Harry, and
now it seems that it must come. But, after all,
I don’t know that I'm sorry, for it would have
been a cruel thing—like selling that poor child.
But when a man is embarrassed, as I am, what
can he do?”

““Uncle,” I said, *‘1 am deeply grieved that
my coming should work such evil in the place,”
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for my anger had now evaporated. *‘I ask
your pardon for bringing such trouble upon
your house. I could not help what I did ; even
now, if I saw that fellow treating Lilla so bru-
tally, I should feel obliged to strike him.”

*“Things must take their course, Harry," said
my uncle; ‘‘and I don't know that, after all, I
am very much grieved. We have seen the man
now in his true colors, and I learn that one of
those colors is that which is worn by a coward.
But while you stay, Harry, beware! Garcia
swears he'll have your blood, and he will 1"

‘“Yes, uncle,” I said, quietly, ‘“if he can !”

“ Just so, Harry ; but take care.”

““I'll be on my guard, uncle,” I replied.

And then I left him to go and think, my
pulses throbbing as I thought of the exciting
turn my adventures were taking—the event of
the last hour—my discovery, if such it could be
called ; and I longed for the time when I could
put it to the proof.

CHAPTER XVIIIL 2
A MIDNIGHT EXPEDITION.

IME glided on, and I saw no more of
Garcia ; but, all the same, I could not
help feeling that this calm might por-
tend a storm.

My uncle was evidently very uneasy ; but he
said no more, merely proceeding
with his business as usual, while
with Tom I took trips here and
there, returning each evening load-
ed with game of some description
—deer, fowl, or fish,

The first two days I saw at differ-
ent times that we were followed
but afterwards it seemed that the
sﬁies had given up their task, and
that we were free to roam the forest
as we pleased.

I grew hopeful upon making this
discovery, and longingly looked for-
ward for the night of our great ad-
venture. It seemed as if that night
would never come, but it came at
last.
Instead of going to my bedroom,
I stole out and made my way to the
apf)ointed place.

t was excessively dark—a favora-
ble omen, I thought ; and on reach-
ing the little wood there was Tom
waiting for me.

‘‘Seen any one, Tom ?" I whis-
pered.

‘“Not a soul.”

‘“Have you got all we want ? "

‘“I believe so, Harry. Two
spades, two mules, plenty to eat
and drink, plenty 0}) powder and
lead, and coffee bags enough—
brand new ones of your uncle's—to
hold all the treasure we shall find."”

‘We each took the bridle of a mule
and began to thread our way cau-
tiously amongst the trees.

It was a strange and a weird
journey, and nothing molested us.
About two hours after midnight we
struck the little stream, and soon
after were well in the ravizv.

‘We reached the rocky pass at last,
and then, muffling the feet of the
mules with the coffee bags, we took
them cautiously on, the intelligent
beasts clambering carefully, and
with hardly a sound. We led them
right in for some distance, gave
them the maize we had brought,
and then sat down in the darkness,
listening to their crunching of the
grain, and the loud cries of the
guacharo birds as they flew in and
out.

Day came at last, with a glorious
flush of light reaching down the
valley, and making the stalactites on
the roof to glisten. But our ideas
now were bent on the object we had
in view, and nature's magnificence
was unnoticed.

As soon as the light had pene-
trated sufficiently, we led the mules
farther in, and secured them in the broad pas-
sage, so that they could reach the water of the
stream. Then, going in about fifty yards, we
seized our spades and began to throw the light
soil and sand into the bed of the little stream,
shovelful after shovelful, so as to form a dam.
This was au first washed down nearly as fast as
we piled it up; but at last our efforts were suc-
cessful, and the water began to flow aside, cutting
for itself a new channel through the sand, and
making its exit a few feet nearer the rocky bar-
rier, but taking up its former course on the
other side.

We rested then for a few minutes, faint and
hot ; but the excitement of the quest took from
us the sense of fatigue, for the water had all
drained away from the bed of the stream, and
the little pool close under the rocky barrier now

d the app e of a dep whose
bottom was covered with a beautifully clean
sand.

I had come provided this time with a longer
rod, and, taking it in my trembling hands, 1
stood for a few moments upon the sand, anx-
ious, but dreading to force it down lest it should
be to prove that I had been deceived.

‘Then, rousing myself, I thrust the rod down,
when, at the depth of four feet, it came in con-
tact with some obstacle.

Drawing it ap I tried again and again, Tom
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eagerly watching the while, as I proved to a
certainty that there was something buried in the
sand.

*Try yourself, Tom,” I said hoarsely, as I
passed to him the rod, which he seized eagerly,
and thrust down ; while trembling with excite-
ment I cautiously climbed the barrier, beneath
which lay the hole, and peered over the rocks
into the valley.

Not a leaf moving—all hot and still in the
morning sun ; and I returned to Tom.

“ Well 2" 1 said eagerly.

““Well,” echoed Tom ; ** I should think it is
well ! There rs something buried here, Harry.
I fancy it's a lead coffin, for it feels like it with
the point of the rod.”

** Nonsense ! 1 said impatiently.
would be no lead coffins here, Tom.”

*“We'll see, anyhow, Harry,” he exclaimed.
And seizing a spade he began to hurl the sand
out furiously. * There’s a something down
here, that's certain,” he panted out between the
spadefals, * but what it is goodness knows. All
I can say is that it's a something.”

** Let me come too, Tom," I cried excitedly.

‘*No, I shan't, Harry!” he exclaimed.
“There isn't room for both of us to work at
once, and we shall only be tripping one another
up. Let me work a spell, and then you can
take a turn.”

Tom dug away at a tremendous rate, the wet
sand cutting out firmly and easily, and soon the
hole grew deep and wide.

Then, jumping out, he took his turn at in-
specting the ravine, peering cautiously through
the creepers that covered the rocks, while I
toiled hard at the spade, throwing up the wet
sand.

““ Don't throw any more this side, Harry," said
Tom on his return. ** Pitch it the other way.
1t's been falling into the water and making it
thick, so it will go running down and telling
everybody that we're at work in here.”

Tom's words made me leap out of the hole.

* Gracious, Tom!"” 1 exclaimed, ‘‘what a
fool lam !

Then, once more turning to our task, we
threw out the sand close under the rocky barrier,
and it was well we did sc, as will be seen in the
end.

** There's something here. I can feel it with
my spade, Harry,” exclaimed Tom suddenly.

‘At that moment a snorting, whinnying noise
from the mules came from within.

Spade in hand we ran into the gloom, and
followed the winding of the track to where the
mules were tethered, to find them uneasy and
straining at their halters, as if something had
terrified them.

Eagerly and hastily we sought for the cause of
their alarm. We examined the walls of the cave,
peering into every possible hiding place, but no
of a watcher could we find. At length we
wearied of our search, and Tom suggested that
we should take a little rest and refreshment and
then return to our work.

I followed him mechanically, spade in hand,
to where, behind a mass of rock, we had made
our storehouse, and seating ourselves in the
gloomy shade I was busily opening my wallet,
when Tom, who was getting some corn for the
mules, suddenly pressed my shoulder, and, point-
ing in the direction of the cave's mouth, I heard
him wirsper the one word :

“* Look !” .

I looked, with my eyes seeming to be glued to
the spot; as slowly there appeared above the
rugged line formed by the top of the rocky bar-
rier a human head, another, and another, with
intervals of a dozen yards between each; and
then they remained motionless, gazing straight
forward inte the great cavern.

Could they see us, or could they not ?

It was a hard trial sitting there motionless,
wondering whether those eager, searching eyes
could penetrate as far through the gloom as
where we sat. It seemed they could not, as for
full ten minutes their owners rested there peer-
ing over the massive rocks.

The least movement on our part, or another
whinny from the mules, would have been suf-
ficient to have betrayed our whereabouts, and
bloodshed would, perhaps, have followed ; but
all remained still, save once, when I heard
Tom’s gun lock give a faint click just as first
one and then another head was being with-
drawn.

*“There, Harry,” said Tom in a whisper.
“What do you think of that? They're on the
lookout for us, you see. They can't see the
place where we were digging, but I wonder they
didn't see the water look thick. Perhaps they
will yet, so I wouldn't move.”

The afternoon passed, the sun disappeared
behind the mountains, and the dark shadows
began to fall.  We stole to the barrier, looked
long and cautiously down the valley, and then
in silence we stepped down to the site of our
former labors.

*“ There

CHAPTER XIX.
EXCITING TIMES.

was not so sanguine now of the toil proving
remunerative ; but from the little knowledge
1 possessed of the Indians' superstitious
character I felt pretty sure that they would
not venture by nightintoa cavern whose interior

was clothed by them with mysterious terrors.
The night came on impenetrably black and
obscure, but we worked on, feeling our way
lower and lower, taking turn and turn, till we
stood in the pit we had dug, and commenced
groping about with our hands, for the spades

told us we had come to whatever was buried.
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““What's that, Tom ? " I whispered hastily.

I knew by an exclamation which broke from
him that he had found something particular.

** Nothing at all,” said Tom sulk

‘1 insist upon knowing what it
angrily, as I caught him by the arm.

For—it must have been the influence of the
gold—T almost felt suspicious of my companion.

‘** There it is, then,” said Tom gruffly, ** catch
hold.”

I eagerly took that which he had handed to
me, and then with a shudder of disgust hurled
it away, as the gravedigger scene in ' Hamlet "
flashed across my mind ; and then we worked
on in silence.

‘‘ Bones,” said Tom, *‘‘flint knives, and,
hallo! What's that you've got, Harry ?” he
exclaimed in a sharp whisper.

In my turn I had uttered an exclamation as
my hands came in contact with a flat heavy
piece of metal, which, upon being balanced upon
a finger and tapped, gave forth a sonorous ring.

‘1 don't know, Tom,” I whispered huskily,
*‘but—but it feels like what we are in search

"

"1 cried

“ Do you think it is gold, Harry 2" he hissed
in a voice that told of his own excitement.

*Gold or silver, Tom,” I said in a choking
voice.

Tom passed another plate into my hands. My
heart beat rapidly, for I could feel an emboss
surface that told of cunning work, and I longed
intensely to get a light and examine what he had
found, though I knew such a proceeding would
be folly.

‘We quickly cleared out the wet sand and
water that kept filtering in, and then as fast as
we could grope drew out plate after plate and
glaced them in one of the coffee bags Tom had

rought.

We did not need telling that it was gold. The
sonorous ring told that as plate touched plate.
The darkness, as 1 said, was intense. ut 1
could almost fancy that a bright yellow phos-
phorescent halo was spread around each plate as
we drew it from its sandy bed.

‘“ But suppose, Harry, it's only brass ? " whis-
pered Tom suddenly.

‘* Brass, Tom? "No, it's gold—rich, yellow
gold ; and now who dares say I'm a beggar 2"

‘* Not I, Harry. But I won't believe it's gold
till T've seen it by daylight. It isn't lead, or it

wouldn't ring. It isn’t iron, for it will cut. I've
been trying it.”
“Hush, Tom!” I said hoarsely. ** Work—

work | or it will be day, and we shall be dis-
covered.”

As I spoke I bent down into the hole to drag
out what felt like a vase, but all beaten in and
flattened. Then another, and four or five curi-
ously shaped vessels,

*“Fetch another bag, Tom,” I whispered, for
the one we had now felt heavy, and I wanted
them to be portable.

‘*Wait a bit, Harry,” whispered Tom.
‘¢ Here’s a sockdologer here—big as a table top.
Lend a hand, will you?”

Both trembling with excitement we toiled and
strained, and at last extricated a great flat cir-
cular plate that secemed to weigh forty or fifty
pounds.

And now in the wild thirst I forgot all about
bags or concealment as we kept scraping out the
sand and water, and then brought out more
plates, more cups, thin flat sheets, bars of the
thickness of a finger and six inches long. Then
another great round disc; and then—then—
sand: t sand t d solitary

plate.

** There must be more, Tom!” I whispered
excitedly. ** Where is the rod 2"

He felt about for a few minutes, and I heard
the metal clinking upon metal as he drew the
iron rod towards him. Then, feeling for the
pointed end, he thrust it down here and there
again and again.

*“ Try yourself, Harry,” he said huskily.

1 took the rod, and felt with it all over the
pit ; but everywhere it ran down easily into the
sand, and I felt that we must have got all there
was hidden there. And now for the first time,
I began to think of the value. Why, if this
were all pure gold that lay piled up by our side,
there must be thousands upon thousands of
dollars’ worth—a hundred thousand at the least.

Fatigue! We never gave that a thought, as,
each seizing one of the round shields, we car-
ried them cautiously in and felt our way to
where was the food, taking back with us more
of the coffee bags, in which we carefully packed
the flattened cups. Each bore back a heavy
bag, but only hastily to return again and again
to collect the plates, and sheets, and bars we
had rapidly thrown out. Then we returned
once more to throw ourselves upon the sand
again and again, creeping in every direction,
forcing in our fingers and running the sand
through them till we felt certain that nothing
was left behind.

‘* Now, then, Tom,” I said. *‘Quick! The
spades. There must not be a trace of this
night’s work left at daybreak."

Tom's hard breathing was the only response,
as, seizing his spade and giving me mine, he
forced back the sand, helping me to shovel it in
until the floor was once more pretty level. We
knew the water would do the rest, even to re-
moving the traces of our running to and fro,
unless the sharp Indian eye should be applied
closely to the floor of the cavern.

We toiled on, working furiously in our ex-
citement, feeling about so as to compensate as
well as we could for the want of sight, till I
knew that ne more could be done. Then, re-
treating inward to where we had dammed the

stream, we let the water flow swiftly back into
its old channel, so that it swept with a rush
over the place where we had so lately toiled.

Dripping with perspiration and water, we sat
down to eat and rest just as the first faint streaks
of dawn began to show in the valley.

Light—more light, but still not enough to
tell of what metal our treasure was composed.
If we had been at the mouth of the cave it
would have been possible, but where we were
the darkness was still thick darkness,

Twice I had impatiently gazed at the metal I
had been fingering with all a miser’s avidity,
when my attention was taken by an object upon
arock close by where we had worked during the
night—a toil that I had been ready to declare a
dream, time after time, but for the solid reality
beneath my hands.

Tom caught sight of the object at the same
moment as myself ; and together, moved by the
same impulse, we raced down, secured it, and

hen ran panting back with a gloriously worked

but battered go/den cup, that we had placed
upon the rock above us, and which had thus
escaped our search.

The next minute we were gazing tremblingly
back to see whether we had been observed, for
to lose now the wondrous treasure in our grasp
seemed unbearable.

But no, all was still; and, for my part, 1
could do nothing but pant with excitement as
the truth dawned more upon me with the com-
ing day, that 1 was by this one stroke im-
mensely rich. The treasure was gold—rich,
ruddy gold—all save one of the great round
shields, and that was of massive silver, black
almost as ink with tarnish; while its fellow
shield—a sun, as I now saw, as I afterwards
made out the other to be a representation of
the moon—was of richer metal.

1 was right, then—Garcia could be set at de-
fiance, my uncle freed. But it was all too good
to be true; and that little / thrust itself into
my thoughts, that little 7/ that has so much to
do with our lives.

17 1 could get the gold safely away !

My brow knit as I thought of this, and my
hand closed involuntarily upon the gun; but
directly after I felt that we must bestir ourselves
to pack our treasure safely.

*‘ Let us have something by way of breakfast,
Tom,"” I said, hastily, after throwing my coat
over the part of the treasure visible.

‘We ate as people eat whose thoughts are upon
other things, till we were roused by a whinny-
ing from the interior of the cave, when Tom
hastily carried some corn to the mules, so as
to insure their silence in case of the Indians
again approaching the place.

As far as I could make out from the obscurity
where I was, there was not a trace of the sand
having been disturbed—the water had removed
it all; but I trembled as I thought of the con-
sequences of some Indian eye having seen the
golden vessel, for I knew that we should never
have been allowed to return alive.

My plans now were to spend a portion of the
day in carefully packing our treasure as com-
pactly as possible, and then, when night had
well fallen, loading the mules and making the
best of our way to the hacienda. Easy, practic-
able plans apparently ; but Fate declared that I
had not yet earned the wealth.

I said that Tom had gone to see about the
mules, and for a few minutes I was hesitating
about the nearest bag to me—one which from
the feel contained a mixture of bars, plates, and
cups, that I knew might be packed in a quarter
the space.

I looked to the mouth of the cave. All was
sunshine there ; but it was dark where I stood,
and feeling that if the task of packing was to be
done, the sooner it was set about the better, I
seized the bag, drew out a large and massive
vessel, and Lwo or three plates that must have
formed a part of the covering of some barbaric
altar. I was about to draw forth more, when I
heard a faint noise, and, turning, Tom sprang
upon me with a fierce look in his countenance,
bore me down amongst the treasure, and laid
his hand upon my mouth.

His whole weight was upon me, and he had
me in such a position that all struggling seemed
vain ; but with the thought strong upon me
that the temptation of the gold had been too
much for him, and that as some victim had
evidently been sacrificed at its burial I was to
fall at its disinterring, [ bowed myself up. The
next moment I should have endeavored to throw
him off, had not his lips been applied to my ear,
and a few words been whispered which sent the
blood flowing, frightened, back to my heart, as
the full extent of their meaning came home.

*“ Harry, don't move ; you're watched !

It was no time for speaking, and I was in such
a position that I could not see. For quite a
q_\xaner of an hour we lay there motionless.

hen, gliding aside, Tom made room for me to
rise, pointing the while towards the mouth of
the cave, through which I could see, some dis-
tance down the ravine, a couple of Indians curi-
ously peering about, and more than once stoop-
ing cautiously over the little stream which there
ran, half hidden by rocks and undergrowth.

‘“They're looking to see if the water's muddy,
Harry,” whispered Tom. And then, directly
after, *‘ creep back a little more behind the rock
here ; they're coming this way again.”

What ! step back and leave the treasure ? No,
I felt that I could not do that, but that I would
sooner fight for it to the last gasp.

Tom was right, though. The Indians were
coming nearer, disappearing at length behind
the rocks at the mouth as they came cautiously
on ; and'l lay down flat upon my face to watch
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for their appearance above the barrier when they
began to climb it, Tom retiring the while farther
into the cavern.

Two men, not such odds as need give us fear
if we were compelled to fight ; for after the pains
to attain the treasure, it seemed impossible to
resign it. My conscience would not teach me
any wrong doing in its appropriation.

Ten minutes elapsed, and the Indians did not
appear ; but it was plain enough that they knew
of the treasure’s existence, and watched over its
safety. But had they seen us come ?

I thought not, as at last they came slowly up,
looking from side to side, as if in search of in-
truders ; and my heart beat with a heavy excited
throb as I thought of the discovery, and the in-
evitable struggle to follow. Who would be
slain, T wondered. Should I escape ? And then
I shuddered as I pictured the bloodshed that
might ensue.

And all this time nearer came the Indians,
until they stood amongst the blocks of stone,
peering eagerly in, and shading their eyes to
pierce the darknes

For a few minutes it seemed to me that they
must see that the soil had been disturbed, or
else make out my crouching form ; but it soon
became evident that they saw nothing—that the
cavern presented no unusual aspect. As far,
too, as I could make out, there was an evident
unwillingness 1o enter, as if the place possessed
some sanctity or dread which kept them from
passing its portals.

They seemed to be content with watching and
listening ; but would they keep to that ?

1 thought not ; for suddenly my breath came
thickly, as I saw one of the men make a sign or
two to his companion, and then begin cautiously
to descend into the cavern. I nerved myself for
the struggle, determined to fight to the death
for that which I had won,

(70 be continued.)
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Warren Haviland,

THE YOUNG SOLDIER OF FORTUN
By ANNIE ASHMORE,
Author of ** Who Shall be the Heir 2" elc., etc.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
SUNSHINE AFTER SHADOW,

"HAT a happy home coming Warren's
was, after his journey north with his
new found cousin and his new found
friends. When Mrs. Haviland, the

lonely, saddened widow, who had deemed the
happiness of her life forever past, pressed her
son in her arms, and saw how strong and manly
he had grown, and looked round the circle of
bright, friendly faces which belonged to his life
henceforth, the shadow fell from her future,
and she welcomed the coming days with jo;
since she could dedicate them to her two sons ;
for she took her sister Dora’s boy at once and
forever into her noble heart.

Mr. Walsingham became a true and faithful
friend to the sweet lady, and soon showed that
he meant to be a powerful protector of the
boys’ fortunes. He made it understood that
their education and future settlement in life
was to be his business; and set apart besides
for each a liberal portion of the gold which
they had twice rescued for him, to accumulate
until they had reached their majority, when it
was to be placed at their own disposal.

Kate Walsingham and her gracious hostess
loved each other tenderly ; and the elder lady's
gentle influence did much to form the noble
and elegant woman that Kate eventually be-
came, developing all that was sweetést and best
in her nature. Kate's girlish grace and purity
reacted upon Warren, so that the very thought
of her was as a wall of adamant to bar out un-
holy temptations from his young life. Blessed
is the young girl whose image is such a tali
man —to gather a young man's worthiest
thoughts around her, ‘while evil shrinks back
ashamed from her pure memory !

There was another kind of girl whose good-
ness to him Warren had often remembered
with gratitude—Moll McDade. He and Tom
traveled off to Storm Rock to see her soon after
their settlement in a more suitable home than
the humble cottage where Mr. Walsingham had
found Mrs. Haviland. s

Moll would have been starving for want in
her father's absence, he having gone off in his
usual unceremonious fashion without warning,
and leaving nothing in the house ; but Moll had
won the honest love of that same kindly lum-
berman (yclept ** Jowler” by the Storm” Rock
camp boss) who had said a good word for War-
ren as he lay delirious in the forest, and was
kicked by the boss for tripping up that mag-
nate, Captain Burroe.

Jowler it was who had carried Warren in his
arms to the camp, and dosed him with quinine,
and afterwards had relieved Moll's anxious
heart over his fate ; and because of this simple

air's humanity to the supposed whisky spy,

McDade had ordered Jowler from his house

and abused Moll brutally, and vowed by all the

evil powers he served that they should never
marry each other while fire burned and v:ater
ran, or words to that effect.

But Jowler loved Moll, and when he found
her sitting, gaunt and hungry, on the blueberry
barrens, where she had been trying to satisfy
her want on the fruit, he vowed in his turn, by
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all the honest instincts of a manly heart, that
Moll should never more be left to her father's
cruel mercy, but should be his wife as fast as
minister could tie the knot.

So, when the boys drove up to McDade's,
they were just in time to meet the bride at the
door, in a pretty pink print gown, her pale face
transfigured with womanly happiness, and her
hand held as lovingly as if it had been lily
white in the strong, kind palm of the man who
loved her truly, and was able to protect her
from want and woe henceforth.

They were on their way to the minister's
house, ten miles off, and the boys, delighted
with the adventure, accompanied them, and
«stood up " as best men beside the tall Jowler,
whose name was Jonathan Park.

Warren sprang for the first kiss when Moll
was Mrs. Park, and was the first to call her by
her new name ; and the boys went with them
to Park's new house, a tiny frame cottage, only
lathed inside as yet. They joined the wedding
company assembled there, and feasted on corned
beef and potatoes and turnips, with weak tea;
and they danced all night to the screech of the
fiddle—reels, sixes, eights, etc., etc.—to the en-
chantment of their hosts and guests, until in
the gray of dawn Warren called the bride aside.

Warren had brought a gift for Moll, and he
gave it now to Mrs. Park, with a few heartfelt
words that she can never forget, and a warm
shake of the hand. Blushing, smiling, yet
touched and tremulous, too (for poor Moll was
little used to praise), she wanted to look at the
envelope in her hand, but he cried, ** No, no,
not till we've gone,” and ran away, laughing.

Meantime Tom had sterner work to do. He
had to inform Park of the death of McDade.

“Seeing her so happy, for the first time in
her life, perhaps,” Tom said, ‘*\ve thought it
cruel to tell her now. Keep it to yourself for
a while.”

And Jonathan Pack wrung his hand grate-
fully, feeling the counsel good.

And so they left Moll Park, a happy wife in a
home of her own, and drove away together.

A scream followed them down the road.
They looked back, to see the bride mounted on
one of the many stumps in front of her cottage,
supported by her husband, while every guest,
man, woman, and child, stood round them.
They were waving their pocket handkerchiefs,
—it looked like a coming blizzard, all but the
bride, who was waving something invisible.

*“Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!”
rang her happy voice down the dawn flushed
forest aisles. And all the people cheered like

mad.

**Godj bless you, Warren Haviland! God
bless you, Tom Fenwick ! " shouted the bride-
;room, in trumpet tones.

And the boys waved their hats with an an-
swering cheer, and then the forest hid them
from the happy pair.

“ What was it she was waving ? " asked Tom,
curiously.

‘A hundred dollar bill,” answered Warren.
I mean to save it out of my allowance.”

And with the honest lumberman’s heartfelt
benediction upon both our boys echoing in our
ears, we say, dear readers, adieu.

THE END.
—_— e
CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician retired from practice, having had
placed in his hands by an East India missionary the for-
mula of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy and

cure of ), atarrh,
Asthma and all throat and Lung Afections, also a posi-
tiveand radical cure for Nervous Debility and all Nerv-
ous Complaints, after having tested its wonderful cura-
tive power in thousands of cases, has felt it his duty to
make it known to his suffering fellows. Actuated by this
motiveand a desire to relieve human suffering, 1 will
send free of charge, toall who desire it, this recipe, in
Germau, French or English, with full directions for pre-

paring and using. Sent b%lnnll b& addressing with
stamp, naming this cuper, . A. NOYES, 149 Power’s
Block, Rochester, N. Y.—Adv.
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Coughs, Hoarseness, Sore Throat, etc., quickly
relieved by BROWN'S BRONCHIAL TROCHES. A sim-
pleand effectual remedy, superior to all other ar-
ticles for the same purposa. Sold only in bores.—Adv.
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All Fits ntw)ull tree by Dr. Kline's Great
torer. No Fits after first day’s use. Mar-
Treatise and $2.00 trial bottle [ree to Fit

to Dr. Kline, 981 Arch St., Phila., Pa.—Adv.
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i one month than anything else in America. -
olute certainty. Needs no capital. G. M. HANSON,

Chicago, TII.
In replying to this adv. mentien Golden Argosy.

: THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

This is a carefully-p
extract of the best remedies of the vegetable
kingdom known to medical science as Alteratives,
Blood Purifiers, Diuretics, and Tonics, such as
Barsaparilla, Yellow Dock, Stillingia, Dandelion,
Juniper Berries, Mandrake, Wild Cherry Bark
and other selected roots, barks and herbs. A
medicine, like anything else, can be fairly judged
only by its results. We point with satisfaction to
the glorious record Hood’s Sarsaparilla has en-
tered for itself upon the hearts of thousands of
people who have personally or indirectly been
relieved of terrible suffering which all other
remedies failed to reach. Sold by all druggists.
$1; six for #5. Made only by C. 1. HOOD & CO.,
Apothecaries, Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

SCOTT'S

EMULSION

OF PURE COD LIVER OIL
AND HYPOPHOSPHITES

Almost as Palatable as Milk.

Containing the stimulating properties of the
h bined with the g

and Strengthening qualities of Cod Liver Oil,

the potency of both being largely increased.

A Remedy for Consumption.

For Wasting in Children.

Tor Scrofulous Affections.

For Anemia and Debility.

For Coughs, Colds & Throat Affections.

In fact, ALL diseases where there is an in-
Hammation of the Throat and Lungs, a
WASTING OF THE FLESH, and a WANT
OF NERVE POWER, nothing in the world
equals this palatable Emulsion.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

MARVELOUS!
No loose parts and yet can
be converted into

1oy A9 25z 8dung |

shapes. It isa Lam, tand,

Card Receiver, Egg Boiler, Water Heater, and innumer-
erable other articles thatare indispensable in the house
oroffice. Nothing like it in existence,and A gents make
85 to $10 per day. Bought eagerly by all classes. Send
at once for particulars, &c. Cassgreen M’f’g Co.,
1441 Pearl St., Cleveland,0., or 78 W.Madison St.,Chicago
In replylng to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy

CURES WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS.
‘astes good. U

T so P
d; sta, =1
CONSUMPTION @«

eplylng to this adv. mention Golden Argesy.

— o) 77 ] i ~ of your n.\lln\-kfur mark.

a J J 5 ing Linen, Books,Station.
‘\Lu/{i-/(p?/p,l‘bv&;ib/ﬁ/ ; i
2

6 different names 50c, FRANKLIN PRINT.

Seud $1.25, 0, or $3.50 for a box of
extra fine Candy, prepaid by express
ast of Denver and west of York.

ts.
GUNTHER. Confectioner, Chicago,
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
80 great 's our faith we can cure you. dear EE
afferer, we will mail enough to convince,
B. 8. La-oxnsacu & Co,, Newark, No J.

ree.
In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
Pen, Pencil and Rubber Stamp.

Your name on this useful article for
marking linen, books, cards, etc., 25¢.
Agents make money as they sell on sight.
EaGLE STAYP W New Taven, Conn.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

F Beautiful New Upright Piano,
BIEI Rosewood Case, only $165. New
Organs, only 831. Greatest Bar-
gains Ever Offered. Est. 28 Years.

GEM PIANO & ORGAN CO.

- Washington, N. J., U. 8. A

In seplying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

Nickel Plated, Self-Inking Pen and Pencll
Stamp. @Your name on in Rubber, only 20 cents,

” Closesstraightlike pencilto urr{ln pocket
Club of 6 different names to one address &1,

These stamps are first-class. No Humbug!
RUBBER STAMP CO., New Haven, Conn.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
$3 Printing Press! Type
For cards, &e. Circu- Betting
lar size $8. Press for easy
“mall newspaper, $44. by
Send 2 stamps for List
pieases, type, cards, to R{{ printed
_ vo /. q/ Al rules
Kelsey & Co., Meriden, Conn, 534 given

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

CHICAGO

AIR RIFLE!

8hoots Bullets or Darts. Will Kill
Game at 50 feet. Makes 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 8$2.50.

H | =1 55 State Street,
John Wilkinson Co., *¥icaen i
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

covers. The numbers now issued are:

No. 1.
George H, Coomer.

Converse.
No. 3.

by George H. Coomer.
No. 4.

Denison.
No. 5.

Arthur Lee Putnam.
No. 6.
No. 7.
No. 8.

Alger, Jr.
No. 9.

which inclndes twelve numbers, is $3.

receipt of 25 cents in stamps.

subscriber to THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

No. 2. ‘A Vovage 1o THE Goup Coast: oR,

Mussey's Popurar Series includes the best stories of the favorite anthors, hand-
somely illustrated, with the finest of paper and printing, nently bound with paper

«Tpe MouNTAIN CAVE; OR, Tur MystEry oF THE S1ERrRA NEvADA,” by

Jack Boxp's Quest,” by Frank H.

« Tae Boyvs 1IN THE FORECASTLE; A Story oF REAL Suirs aND Rearn Sarwors,”
« BarBAEA'S TrIUMPHS; OR, THEFORTUNES OF A YOUNG ARTIST,” by Mary A.
“« NuMmBER 91; or, THE ADVENTURES oF A NEW York TELEGRAPH Boy,” by

¢ Jack WHEELER; A STory oF THE WiLp WEest,” by Captain David Southwick.
« Tug MysTERY oF A Diamonp,” by Frank H. Converse.
« Tye Youne AcroBAT OF THE GREAT NorTH AMERICAN CIrcus,” by Horatio
« Luke BENNeTT's HIpE Out.” by Captain C. B. Ashley, United States Scout.
MuNsEY's POPULAR SERIES is issued monthly, and the price of a year's subscription,
Single numbers can be ordered from any news-
dealer, price 25 cents ; or they will be sent direct from this office, postage paid, on
Address your letters to

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 81 Warren Street, New York.
249~ Any four of these eight booles will be given to any reader who will oblain for us a new $3 yearly
By a new subscriber e mean one who has not previously
been a subscriber to or a weekly purchaser of the ARGos¥.
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Do you feel dull, languid, low-gpirited, life-
less, and indescribably miserable, both physi-
cally and mentally; experience a sense of
fullness or bloating after eating, or of ** gone-
ness,’” or emptiness of stomach in the morn-
ing, tongue coated, bitter or bad taste in
mouth, irregular appetite, dizziness, frequent
hvnduc'hes. blurred eyesight, ** floating specks "
before the eyes, nervous prostration or ex-
haustion, irritability of temper, hot flushes
alternating with chill{l sensations, sharp,
biting, transient pains here and there, cold
feet, drowsiness after meals, wakefulness, or
disturbed and unrefreshing sleep, constant,
indescribable feeling of dread, or of impend-
inf' calamity ?

f you haveall, or any considerable number
of these symptoms, you are suffering from
that most common of American maladios—
Bilious Dyspepsia, or Torpid Liver, associated
with Dyspepsia, or Indigestion. The more
complicated your disease has come, the

reater the number and diversity of symp-
oms. No matter what m:fo it has reached,
Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery
will subdue it, if taken according to direc-
tions for a reasonable length of time. If not
cured, complications multiply and Consump-
tion of the Lungs, Skin Diseases, Heart Disease,
Rheumatism, Kidney Disease, or other grave
maladies are quite liable to set in and, sooner
or later, induce a fatal termination.

Dr. Picrce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery acts powerfully upon the Liver, and
through that great blood-purifying organ,
cleanses the system of all blood-taints and_im-
puritics, from whatever cause arising. It is
equally efficacious in acting upon the Kid-
neys, and other excretory organs, cleansing,
strengthening, and bealing their diseases. As
an appetizing, restorative tonic, it promotes
digestion and nutrition, thereby building up
both flesh and strength. In malarial districts,
this wonderful medicine has gained great
celebrity in curing Fever and Ague, Chills and
Fever, Dumb Ague, and kindred diseases.

Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery

GCURES ALL HUMORS,

from a common Blotch, or Eruption, to the
worst Scrofula. Salt-rheum, * Fever-sores,”
Scaly or Rough Skin, in short, all diseases
caused by bad blood are conquered by this
powerful, purifying, and invigorating medi-
cine. Great Eating Ulcers rapidly heal under
its benign influence. Especially has it mani-
fested its potency in curing Tetter, Eczema,
Erysipelas, Boils, Carbuncles, Sore Eyes, Scrof-
ulous Sores and Swellings, Hip-joint Disease,
* White Swellings,” Goitre, or Thick Neck,
and Enlarged Glanas. Send ten cents in
stamps for a large Treatise, with colored
plates, on Skin Diseases, or the same amount
for a Treatise on Scrofulous Affections.

*“FOR THE BLOOD IS THE LIFE.”
Thoroughly cleanse it by using Dr. Pierces
Golden Medical Discovery, and good
digestion, a_fair_skin, buoyant spirits, vital
strength and bodily health will be established.

CONSUMPTION,

which is Scrofula of the Lungs, is arrested ,
and cured by this remedy, if taken in the
earlier stages of the disease. From its mar-
velous power over this terribly fatal disease,
when first offering this now world-famed rem-
edy to the publie, Dr. Pierce thought seriously
of calling it his ** CONSUMPTION CURE,” but
abandoned that name as too restrictive for
a medicine which, from its wonderful com-
bination of tonie, or strengthening, alterative,
or blood-cleansing, anti-bilious, pectoral, and
nutritive properties, is unequaled, not only
as a remedy for Consumption, but for all
Chronic Diseases of the

Liver, Blood, and Lungs.

For Weak Lungs, Spitting of Blood, Short-
ness of Breath, Chronic Nasal Catarrh, Bron-
chitis, Asthma, Severe Coughs, and kindred
affections, it is an eflicient remedy.

3 Druggists, at $1.00, or Six Bottles

E Send ten cents in stamps for Dr. Pierce's
book on Consumption. Address,

World's Dispensary Medical Association,
663 Main St.,, BUFFALO, N. X,

In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.
BOYS WANTED. Good pay. Easy work.
POTTER & POTTER, Boston, Mass.
‘VANTEI) A few Boys and Girls in each place to do
light writing. riamp for 50-page book of

. Enclose
pasticulurs to J, If. WOODBURY. Albany, N, Y.
In replying to thiy adv. mention Golden Argosy.

l'\gozrslam Hﬁblt cnmdl h,.!,?
ays. 0 .
Dr. J. Stephens, &fb-n" c.m.E l‘)'hln.
In replylng to this . mention Golden Argosy.

“=faamgme~. 1 Scarfor Lace Pin, T Stone Ring, 1 Chax.
ed Band Ring. 275 Scrap Pictures &Very
ses, & Elegant Samples, 10c¢. F. Anstin-

= New Haven, Ct.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

' ITS! Small article sells for 10e. Every Me-
BIG PROFITS! chanic will buy it. One man in e day
sold 75 doz. Mail 10c.for sample and circular. C. D. Goop-
W1N & C0., P. 0. Box C 916, New Haven, Coni

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosys

New Hidden Name Cards, 10c.
100 Popular Sones and Agent’s Outfit FREE with
evevy order. ROYAL CARD CO., Nor thford, Conn

100 Album Verses,
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THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

TOO TOUGH.

* Hello,
* Taothac

Sullivan, what's the matter with you?”

DOGS OF WAR.

WE fancy it would take an extra amount of
patriotism to induce the ‘ sham enemies” of the
below described training system to lend their
assistance to the process.

In a letter to the Albany Argus, the Paris
correspondent describes how the **dog corps”
of the French army is being taught its duties.

Huge dogs are chosen, and every day they are
shown soldiers in German uniform and excited
to fly at the pseudo enemies, being meanwhile
kept in by a strong chain. This lesson learned,
the dogs are taken to the outposts, each at-
tached to a sentinel, when presently a sham
German saunters by. The dogs fly after him
with such zeal that as a rule the soldier has te
make for the nearest tree. One difficulty per-
plexes the authorities—the sporting dogs will
neglect their man hunting duties if they get
scent of any more legmmale game.

2 unnlpa far my lnwﬂl cntn)m:ue of Rub
r Stamps and terms to;Agents. Liberal

discount. JEK()\{F\' SMITH. Middletown, (, onn.

In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

Coleman Nat’l Business College

NEWARK, N. J. National Patronace,
Best Facilities, Best course of Business
raining, Shortest Time, Lowest Ratex,
Open all the year. Address
"OLEMAN, Pres.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

iE AMERICAN CYCLES
DESCRIPTIVE CATALOGUE
ONAPPLICATION.

> -MFG.CO.=~
ﬁ CHICAGO, ILL.

n nplyhl to this -v. ‘mention Golden Argosy.
Grand National Award of 16, 600 francs.

PEHUVI“ BARK, IROI, MID PURE
CATALAN WINE.

For the PREVENTION and CURE of
Malaria, Indigestion, Fever& A gue, Loss of
appetite, Poorness of Blood,Neuralgia, &c.

22 Rune Drouot, Paris.
E. FOUGERA & C0., Agents for the U. S.
30 NORTH WILLIAM ST.. N, Y.

THE GREAT AT CHINA TEA Cl

2 away as preminms zn ( 0
T

& Pricel
N e ATE STREET, BOSTON, MASS.

In replying to this adv, mention Golden A\rgo-).

‘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,

CURE™:DEAF

ymeDEAF

s PaTaxt IupRovED CUSHIONED
Ean Dmn- Perfecnx Restore the
Hevlnk,whzdwnhe eafness Is caused
by colds, fevers or injuriex to the pataral
drume, _ Invisible, comfortable, always
in position. Music, conversation, whis-
pers n.;ud dl“l‘i ctly. F“m's'égngs
uring them, Write to
Brosaway,. cor. 14t ‘i‘n 3
fllustrated book of pro EE.
nn replyln‘ to ﬁlll adv. mentlon The Golden Argosy

“ ” Belong
Uiby Bt

Bixey's Brst Brackisa. Before

Beginning Busines king
Boots, Beware, Boys, of Being
Bothered By Buyiug Buad Bluck-

ing, But Buy
“BixBY’S BEST.”

or **81zk B,” with

‘f:n most popular dressing for Ladies’ Shoes is
Bixby’S Royal Polish.”

Mention this

Or, MODERN
EXAMPLES of
MODERATE

Published in one
Annual part now re
designs_of bnildings 12,0003
nearly 200 illustrations; rontispiece, and full

o)
set framing plans and details of country house.
complete hand-book for those intending to build.
Erice, Annual Part, 50c. Ta ach Q-mn. rly
Part, 25e. 'Thic four pats postpaid. &

F. L. SMITH, Architect, 22 School St BOSTON

In replylng to this adv. menilon Golden Argosy.

—0
CURVE PITCHING,

AND THE
STRATEGY OF PITCHIN G.
Invalaable to all lovers of the game. of Bage-Ball,

Se eat

Yo bae-ball player should he witho asit affects
Batsmen as well as Pitche onsidered by com.
tent judges the I)mAL work Of l he kin, er | published,
o art o Carve P1iehin ia fuly exyiaimed.  briec
cents,

THE ART OF BATTING.

A book of Instruction for Amateurs, containing useful
Arections for acquiring a soientific knowledge

A J
In replying to this u

REACH & 00%,' 1622 Warket St., Phila.
dv. mention Golden Argosy,

Ask For Ayer’s

Sarsaparilla, and be sure you get it,
when you want the best blood:purifier.
‘With its forty yi
of unexampled suc~
cess in the cure of
Blood Diseases, you
can make no 1mis-
take in preferring
Ayer's

Sarsaparilla

to any other. The
fore-runner of mod-
ern blood medicines,
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
is still the most pop-
ular, being in great-
er demand than all
others combined.

“Ayer's Sarsapanlla is selling faster
than ever before. I never hesitate to
recommend it.”” — George W. Whitman,
Druggist, Albany, Ind.

“Iam safe in saying that my sales of
Ayer's Sarsaparilla far excel those of
any other, and it gives thorough satisfac-
tion."— L. H. Bush, Des Moines, Iowa.

“Ayer’s SarsaFanlla and Ayer’s Pills
are the best selling medicines in my
store. I can recommend them conscien
tiously.” —C. Bickhaus, Pharmacist,
Roseland, Il

“We have sold Ayer's Sarsaparilla
here for over thirty years and always
recommend it when asked to name the
best blood-purifier.” — W. T. McLean
Druggist, Augusta, Ohio.

“T have sold your medicines for the
last seventeen years, and always keep
them in stock, as they are staples.
¢There is nothing so good for the youth-
ful blood’ as Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.” —

. L. Parker, Fox Lake, Wis.

“ Ayer's Sarsaparilla gives, the best
satisfaction of any medicine I have in
stock. I recommend it, or, as the
Doctors say, ‘I prescribe it over the
counter.’ It never fails to mect the
cases for which I recommend it, even
where the doctors’ prebul ptions have
been of no avail.” —C. F. Calhoun,
Moumouth, Kansas.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,

PREPARED BY

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Price $1; six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle.

and town,

BIG COMMISSION,

A \ \ &\ O 00

4"}\“ g "v,,'/ 5

Does the work of one costing a|00

INDORSED BY LEADING BUSIN
GEO, BECKER & CO.,

30 Great Jonu st. New York City.

” CIRCT

mentl,

Ask Your Stationer For It.
We want AGENTS in every city

D R
In replylng to (hla Golden Argoss.

WM. HARLAN PAGE, Gen’l Agt,
Office : 120 Broadway, New York.

2 yrEL

“pouamag aq
"l uu PUV KSOIPPE PUR a¥u INOS PUIS

ASSETS OVER 883 MILLIONS,

EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY.

Equel to 3 to 4 per cent, compound interest on
osits and Life Insurance meanwhile.

1n replytug 10 this ndv. mentlon Golden Araos,

‘“ A DISEASE
Enown is half cured.”

SAPOLIO.

Dirt is a fatal disease which no yhyulclm can
cure. Dirt contains the germs of many dis

Would you be rid of dirt at a small expense?
Spend a few cents for a cake of SApoLIo and you
won't know what it is to have a dirty house,
8aroL1O i8 a solid cake of scouring soap used for
all cleaning purposes except the hundry. Al
grocers sell it. 0, 38,

If your house is dirty buy

STYLO AND FOUNTAIN PENS,

Send for circulars  Acents wanted.  Fountain Holder
fitted w\m bestquality Gold Pen.  Stylo, 81
3159 and op. J. (LKl(‘H & (0 106 Liberty 8 &
In replying to this adv. memlon Golden Argosy,

BICYOLES st
for Genllemen
Ladies, Boys and Misses.

ferent !alel in nlth lnd
Priced

chase see our Iuru Il.lmmued pnu
')4 list. Sent on receipt of stamp.

% JNO. WILKI NSON co,
E5 STATE STRFET, - TLY.
‘In replying to this sdv. llll'.l.on ﬂcldll Arm

GOOD NEWS
o LADIES.

m Qoffees,
rder PREMIUMS.
g;luwm“l n ﬁw
'HE GREAT AMERICAN TEA
S50 Vosey B Now Vork M F.
In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

755 $3 "5 STEA" GWKEB
f’? mmu \ml mmngm mo

or woman to Tepresent, us in each
To those who are willing to ek ¥
promise large profits. . Cooker and
Ourfit In-e APPLY AT ONCE FOR TER¥S.
WILMOT CASTLE & €0,
achester. N. Yo
XIn replying to this 'A.dv- mentlon Goldos Argosy.
prosialions g — ——————

GRw AMERICAN
T

Company

Téunis, . Bicyc
cmmuuc and lllmlnw oy
ing, Caps, Shoes, Shirts, Belts,
efd: of the inest quailty.

Catalogue free upon applics
tion.

A, G. SPALDING & BROS.

oy Bro;dwny,ll(ll mmsL

&end Ge. for 20 \nmplu, and rules f»r
n Uhis puper WHEN YoU ORDEX, and we
ve to each purchaser a pair of PANT
R "HERS. The lwum\emhmewr
[wmade for taking out wrinklex and baging at

the knees, nnd Shaping the bottors of Pants.

Sent by Mail ar Express l‘rrpnid.

ATS
\u 00.

IN0DIANQ ¥ WINOA HIUVJ ‘§IW00) I0j ‘Hupinewarg

SUITS #18.25 TO #80.0

“ ¥ garment cut and made to me lmﬂ'l
Dl e wnd direetion given uy and &
Ignarantee "

Try a Pair of our $3 Custom-Made Pants.

BAY VN’I‘E PANTS CO Cusfom (‘Infhlm
S STON
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