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THE FLAG OF FREEDOM.
RY BANCROFT GRIFFITH.
FraG of Freedom, now unrolled
In the pure and scented air ;
Dawn shall gild it with bright gold,
Every patriot bless by prayer!
Flag of Freedom, in the hght,
Long as blooms the springing vine,
Spread on sea, or mountain height,
Glory's symbol it will shine.
Precious banner, Heaven lit,
On this glorious natal morn,
Millions prize and honor it,
Millions will, as yet unborn!

A New ﬁéﬁrﬁm.

A FOURTH OF JULY STORY.
BY MRS. C. JEWETT.

T was a bad day for the boys of Bradhurst
when Judge Tappen took the matter of a
celebration into his own hands.

An old man was the judge, whose many
prosperous years had somehow dried all the
enthusiasm and ardent zeal of patriotism out of

_his thin blue veins.

He hated noise, and he hated boys, almost as
intensely as he loved his own way ; and with
the recollection of jangling bells and flashing
rockets, of a half dozen incipient fires, and as
many dangerous runaways, fresh in his mind,
he determined for the once to put his foot down
with sufficient force to stamp out the growing
agitatien in regard to a glorious good time.

A few of the town fathers, with a weak par-
ental partiality for their own offspring, together
with sundry blood stirring memories of past and
gone muster and training days, had in the be-
ginning mildly encouraged the idea of an old
fashioned and rousing celebration.

These gentlemen, however, upon learning
Judge Tappen's unalterable opposition to the
scheme, "immediately abandoned it; and fur-
thermore emphasized their mean spirited sub-
mission to moneyed authority by agreeing, one
and all, to restrain their boys from any ** tom-
foolery.”

America, as a free country, is not supposed
to tolerate within her broad domains any recog-
nized form of oppression ; and yet!in the very
heart of New England may be found many an
uncrowned sovereign whose authority is undis-
puted, and whose word is law.

Such an autocrat was the old judge, owner of
the great factories that gave employment to half
the inhabitants of Bradhurst. A man to be
feared, in that he held mortgages which covered
a good part of all the real estate in town. A
man to be propitiated, in that he always had
money to lend—upon good security.

The fathers of Bradhurst were all of them
sufficiently wise to keep on the right side of so
influential a person.

The mothers, bearing in mind many former
burns, bruises, and blood curdling frights,
stood up for him to a woman. The girls,
whose aprons and curls were always suffering,
could not be expected to know anything about
it, but the boys!

O the boys ! these self sufficient, unrestrained,
authority defying, young reprobates !

They were so blind to their own interests as
to rebel, loudly and furiously, against such
wholesome and proper restraint.

So outspoken and emphatic in this rebellion
did they become that the judge decided that the
interests of law and order demanded more
stringent measures than he had at first pro-
posed.

The extent and malignancy of his design was
not fully exposed until a day or two before the
Fourth.

‘Then an indignant juvenile public, composed
of embryo American citizens, found itself con-
fronted by the terrible alternative of submission
or imprisonment.

The situation was indeed a serious one, and
the boys so regarded it.

It was a sight to make the heart of the
stoutest tremble, when the selectmen, headed by
the judge, and flanked by a policeman, filed
into the school rooms,

There they stood, merciless, motionless,
while these awe inspiring words dropped from
the teacher’s lips :

Whereas, in times past, much wanton and
malicious mischief has been perpetrated upon
the fourth day of July, and much injury done
to person and to property, it is hereby decreed
that the coming holiday shall be observed in re-
spectful and decorous fashion,

** That the use of firearms and explosives of
all kinds be strictly prohibited, and that all un-
seemly and unusual noises be forbidden.

**And you are furthermore required to sign
an agreement, promising to violate none of the
rules and regulations herein enumerated.

‘* Any one breaking said agreement, or refus-
ng to sign it, will, if found upon the street be-
tween the third and fifth days of July, be
promptly arrested and imprisoned in the com-
mon jail."

The majesty of the law triumphed in the
primary department, many of the little fellows
minghng their trembling pothooks with fright-
ened tears,

The intermediate and grammar grades also
«ubmutted in sulky silence to the inevitable : but
the students of the high school refused abso-
lutely, and as one young man, to barter their
hirthright for the  pottage of their personal
hiberty.

We will never disgrace our manhood by

yielding tamely to such oppression ! cried
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Jerry Linscott, facing the judge defiantly, ‘“ We
can spend the day in the lockup, sir! but if we
do, every paper in the land shall chronicle the
fact that we suffered imprisonment through a
desire to do fitting honor to a national hohday.”

‘‘ Stuff ard nonsense!” retorted the judge ;
‘‘the newspapers will have no room to print
boys' bombastic folly ; they will be full of
accidents and deaths for a week after the
Fourth ; they always are. Just for a change,
we have a fancy for a bloodless observance of
the day, and we are going to have it. Your
signing this paper, or refusing to do so, does
not signify a penny to any one but yourselves.
Mr. Heber, I would recommend you to add
rhetoric and some practical instruction in re-
spectful behavior to your regular course of
studies. Good day, sir; young gentlemen,
good day; and in your efforts to acquire
knowledge don't forget to practice common
sense,"”

After the judge had departed, Mr. Heber rang
the bell for recess.

This the young gentlemen and ladies of the
school enjoyed in common. For the boys and
girls to ‘' go out together” had been a thing un-
heard of in times past; but Mr. Heber, who
firmly believed in the co-education of the sexes,
had introduced the daring innovation.

He had been severely criticised by the more
conservative portion of the community because
of his new and unorthodox notions in regard to
female rights and privileges ; and never before
had his theories received such a glorious vindi-
cation as on that day.

At the close of the recess the obnoxicus
paper was handed to him, and he saw to his
surprise and delight that it bore the name of
every boy in school.

He had greatly feared evil results from the
threatened conflict between recognized autho-
rity and youthful independence ; and while his
heart leaned toward his pupils, of whom he
was undeniably fond, his position as instructor
necess‘tated upholding the unpopular side.

That the girls were at the bottom of this wise
concession he could not for a moment doubt,
having already noticed their entreating faces
and imploring gestures.

Judge Tappan called for the paper in the
afternoon, and received it with marked ap-
approval,

‘1 think,” said Mr. Heber, ‘‘ that the young
ladies of the school are respansible for this
sensible change in the aspect of affairs, and 1
also think that the change itself shows, as noth-
ing else could do, the wisdom of friendly and
equal association between young people of op-
posite sexes. Your granddaughter, I am happy
to say, exerted herself to the utmost to avert
the threatened unpleasantness. I saw more
than one name appended to this paper under
her direct supervision.

‘“Ah, yes, yes!"” said the judge, greatly
pleased by the teacher's commendation of his
heart’s delight, a pretty, lady-like girl, who sat
with downcast eyes and flaming cheeks all
through the perfectly audible conversation.

Then with a few words of approbation be-
stowed—at Mr. Heber's request—on boys and
girls alike, the portly judge departed, and the
world wagged on, in spite of old customs ig-
nored, and ancient privilege revoked.

The morning of the Fourth dawned clear
and radiant as a summer sabbath, and as quiet
also, for enough of that old spirit of malicious
mischief had been abroad to dismember every
bell in town, so that they hung mute and
ongueless in their respective steeples.

‘The little cannon also, which had been wont
to shriek a sunrise salute upon happier national
birthdays, was found packed full of hardened
clay, and remained for the time being a sound-
less parody upon perverted justice.

All legitimate channels for enthusiasm being
thus closed, a silence more profound than had
been demanded brooded over the place.

One faint, safe, and perfectly lawful effort
was made by the older boys to accentuate the
solemnity of the time and season.

Just at noon a long procession passed slowly
through the principal streets.

First came four bare headed boys, seemingly

bathed in tears, bearing between them a bier, -

artistically draped in black, upon which reposed

ation by declaring that old Tappen's conscience
sat heavy on his stomach. =

Perhaps there was some foundation for a
suspicion of mental and physical displacement,
for the poor man was evidently in a most un-
comfortable frame of mind and body.

““I do not know,” said he, half apologeti-
cally, “‘that I ought to bring this unpleasant sub-
ject'into an assembly held under the auspices of
young ladies, who have proved themselves so
friendly to reasonable restraint. I congratulate
them upon their energy and adroitness, upon
the appearance of the hall, and the size of the
audience ; and I wish to say to that same audi-
ience, embracing, as I suppose it must, today's
offenders, that they will certainly be ferreted
out, and as certainly arrested and properly
punished. Ignoring altogether this morning’s
treasonable display, I would rcmind you that a
sunrise salute is a national custom, and an
alarm bell a village necessity. Fortunately no
damage has resulted from the perpetration of a
piece of boyish insolence, but the defiance and
insubordination will not be overlooked. Were
my own son guilty of such an offense against
decency and good faith, he should not escape a
taste of merited discipline.”

hat d d
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“Isn't it a nice joke, grandpapa ?" she
queried ; ‘‘ and haven’t we carried it out to per-

fection ?"

‘A joke!™ roared the judge,
ing eyes were so like hisown, and whose temper
matched them.

‘“Isee no joke, and if I did, it would be a

sorry one for you, young woman;” he added
grimly.

‘*O, no, grandpapa!" she protested softly.
‘“Not a sorry, but an amusing one; you must
be amused, you see, or else you are in duty
bound to arrest, and properly punish me.”

For a moment the old gentleman hesitated,
but the easy face, the dancing eyes, the coax-
ing ips of his granddaughter, together with the
gbsolule truth of her assertion, carried the

ay.
**Ah !V she cried triumphantly, ‘‘you see the
funny side of my jest at last ; so laugh a little,
and tell the people how diverting you find it :
for they will all know in a very few moments
that it is your own flesh and blood that deserves
a taste of discipline.”

There was no help for it. Slowly the old
man arose, f‘e.eling. for the once, every one of

This aggressive address p
the hilarity of the occasion. Many of the boys
fidgeted uneasily in their seats, and a lcok of
anxiety crept into more than one motherly face
—anxiety that gradually gave place to amuse-
ment, and then to puzzled solicitude,

For all these modest, lady-like young misses,
with their crimps and curls, their rosy cheeks
and dainty dresses, chose one strange, unsuit-
able, unfeminine theme, for reading and for
singing, for recitation, and for declamation.

There was no change in the subject, as one
after another stepped upon the platform. All
told the same story of woman's rights and
wrongs, her toils and triumphs.

is unp rs.

Feebly he lifted his hand, with a gesture that
implored rather than demanded silence.

“‘ Ladies and gentlemen,” said he, ** I think
we must all acknowledge ourselves beaten.
The young people of Bradhurst have doubtless
enjoyed their little joke, and have given us
return anovel entertainment with an unexpected
ending.  Theoretically we may disapprove,
personally we must admire. Let us bow to the
inevitable.” Then, with an indescribable con-
tortion, meant for a smile, upon his discomfited
old face, he took a hasty and somewhat undig-
nified departure.

His words deceived nobody, but they saved

From the days of Miriam the proph and
Deborah the ruler, down through the ages they
passed, culling here and there from the pages of
history, sacred and profane, such names as live
forever in song and story.

Jeanne D'Arc, the inspired warrior of Or-
leans ; Lady Jane Grey, wisest and most hap-
less of women ; Elizabeth of England, the
virgin queen ; all who had suffered and been
strong ; who had fought a good fight, and
through stress of circumstances, or earnest en-
deavor, had earned an honorable niche in the
temple of fame.

Men were ignored ; that they had lived and
died seemed probable, but no nrention of the
unimportant fact was made.

Judge Tappen’s somewhat surly mood was
not improved by the peculiar nature of the en-
tertainment ; while Mr. Heber's naturally
serious countenance took on a shade of added
gravity.

It brightened perceptibly, however, as Celia
Tappen mounted the platform.

She was so sweet, so gracious, so utterly un-
conscious of the satin and lace that distin-
guished her from her plainer companions.

She carried a roll onaper in one hand, proof
positive that her essay was original, conse-
quently amusing and propitiating.

A little stir in the audience, caused by several
of the older girls leaving the room, rather dis-
concerted her at first; but after a moment’s
hesitation she opened her MS,, and read in a
clear and perfectly modulated voice, a rapid re-
view of facts cited by previous speakers.

““We see,’” she continued, with heightened
color, but unshaken self possession, *‘ that since
the world began, woman has shirked no duty,
and has proved unfaithful to no trust which cir-
cumstances have thrust upon her.

““In the fair old days of romance and chivalry,
men have fallen on the field of battle, and as
they died, unconquered and unsubdued, their
wives and daughters, their sisters and sweet-
hearts, have caught their swords as they dropped
from their nerveless fingers, and have fought on,
until they wrested victory from the very thresh-
old of defeat.

‘“ Can we, representative women of the nine-

eenth century, do less ?
~ _**Think you that the grand old * Spirit of '76"
lives only in masculine remembrance ? or that
love of country, and respect for its ancient and

an American flag, profusely d with

h forms no part of the educa-

white flowers.

They were followed by a band of musicians—
some beating drums, muffled into absolute still-
ness, others breathing soundless music through
silent fifes.

Lastly came a long line of mourners, solemn
faced little fellows, wearing preposterously im-
mense crape badges.

If Judge Tappen objected to the parade he
was wise enough to say nothing, and as long as
the letter of the law was observed, an amused
public did not care to interfere.

Toward evening a slight atmosphere of hi-
larity began to pervade the town,

‘The young ies, having done their part to-
ward preserving law and order, claimed as a re-
ward their right to hold a social and literary en-
tertainment in the town hall.

Permission was readily obtained, and al-
though the boys held quietly aloof, the building
was prettily decorated and brilliantly lighted in
season for the amateur performance.

Everybody went, even the abused sons and
brothers, and their natural enemy, the judge.

Much to the surprise of every one, the latter
opened the exercises by a very decided ebullition
of temper on account of the maltreated beli-
and cannon.

Hall Vinton shamelessly explained the situ.

tion of today ?

‘ Conquered by circumstances over which
they had no control, we see our brothers and
companions /ors de combat ; and so, as our
ancestors, those noble women of the revolution
would have done, we take their places, and in
their stead, fittingly celebrate our nation's good
old holiday."”

She lifted her hand and began to sing, while
all about her, with nodding heads and pounding
hands, and jigging feet, sweet little girls, joined
in ““ Yankee Doodle's "' catchy chorus,

As this exhilarating and inspiring music
filled the room, there arose outside of it such
a wild descordant in, that the very air seemed
rent and torn with crash after crash of rever-
berating sound.

At the same instant, from all the staid old
steeples, the silent bells flung out, with clash and
clamor their contribution to the mad acoustic
carnival ; and while the night air still palpitated
with their resonant pulsations, there arose still
another smaller, shriller, more ear splitting
chorus ; drums, tooting tin horns, small fire-
arms, and wild feminine shrieks and howls, in-
describable, unnatural, and unearthly.

In the midst of the uproar, Miss Celia swayed

- lightly backward, bringing her sweet flushed
face close to her grandfather’s,

. themselves out ;

his granddaughter, and were greeted with one
wild rapturous burst of applause from a
hitherto silent portion of the audience—the

ys.

Alone in the darkness, the judge heard the
shout.

The firecrackers and torpedoes had burned
the rockets had burst and
fallen ; the swaying bells had proved too heavy
a strain upon the lithe young arms, and had
dropped into silence ; only a confused babel of
voices, and a few flashing lights, told of the
evening’s riotous outburst,

The old man looked back for amoment ; then,
from the depths of profound counviction, he
spoke.

*‘Nanny boys, and Tommy girls,"” said he,
*‘and the world turned upside down. There
are two fools in this town, Heber and I ; just a
pair of us,”

— e
[This story commenced in No. 238.]

Gasket-so};f)iamonds;

HOPE EVERTON(ZE‘ INHERITANCE.

BY GAYLE WINTERTON.

CHAPTER XLII

CAPTAIN WELLFLEET MIXES HUMOR WITH
BUSINESS,

R. ASHBANK was evidently a good
deal embarrassed at the position in
which he found himself, and did not
like Captain Wellfleet's strange be-

havior, or the reference to Silky's grandmothers.

But the protuberances on the side of his face
soon manifested themselves again, and he
smiled as blandly and serenely as ever.

*“*Grandmothers’ is the term my friend
always applied to his operations in stocks, and
when he expected to realize a profit from any
venture, he spoke of it as a gift of one of his
grandmothers, for he has as many of them as
he had enterprises on foot in the exchange,"
Ashbank explained, as plausibly as though he
were telling the simple truth ; but no doubt he
wondered how the captain knew anything about
the peculiar phraseology of Siiky.

‘1 understand it perfectly now; but Iam
very sorry Gibbs lied to me, for it impairs my
confidence in him ; and I had some thought of
taking him into the cabin with me as a clerk.”

‘T am very sure, captain, that he did not in-
tend to tell you a falsehood, for he is a high
toned young man, member of a Baptist church,
and very strict in the discharge of his religious
duties, He would not tell a lie any more than
he would steal your diamonds, if you had any
in his way,"” protested Ashbank, quite warmly.
*“ He has always been considered a model youny
man, and those who know more of the world
than he does, say that the only reasoen why he
Jost all his money was because he was too
honest to deal in stocks.™

** After what you say of him I am willing to
believe that Gibbs would as readily steal my
diamonds, or any other man's diamonds, as he
would tell a falsehood ; and, as he is altogether
too good a man for this world, he will die
young, and his time on earth isshort. Dol
understand that you wish to ship as a common
sailor, so that you can be in the forecastle with
vour honest and truthful friend, who has so
many grandmothers that he don’t know what
to do with them 2" asked the captain, as he
rose from his seat at the table.

for once
thoroughly angry with the girl whose unflinch-
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‘“Well, no, sir; I am no sailor, as Gibbs is,
and T should be of no use before the mast. Be-
sides, I am able to pay my passage, and I am
willing to pay his, if his pride will let him ac-
cept such an offer.”

‘‘ We will see about his pride, and I will send
for him ;" and the commander went to the
door.

Captain Wellfleet passed out of the cabin to
the deck of the ship, where he saw that the tug
had come alongside on the port hand, while the
Medusa was on the starboard side of the Gany-
mede : and it was evident that the applicant for
passage had not seen his friend Gibbs, as the
officers had taken him into the cabin of the
towboat.

Bronker’s clothes had been taken off, and he
had been put to bed in one of the berths, so
that his wounds could be properly dressed, for
he was suffering considerable pain, while Silky
had been ironed, and sat on a divan.

Rowly wanted to tell the captain who the ap-
plicant for passage was, and he left the cabin
to follow him, though not till he had written
on a bit of paper that the stranger was Ash-
bank, and passed it to Captain Ringboom.

** You seem to know that man in the cabin,
Captain Wellfleet,” said the shadow, when he
joined the captain in the waist.

**1 don't know him; but there is a screw
loose in him somewhere, and I suspect that he
is a bank clerk, or something of that sort, run-
ning away with money that don't belong to
him,” replied the commander. *‘‘He has ex-
cited my curiosity, and I am going to call in
Gibbs for the sake of having the officers take a
look at him.”

**1 can save you all that trouble, for I know
him perfectly,” added Rowly. * He is a noted
burglar, and the husband of the woman I have

told you about. He was Silky’s pal in the at-
tempt to rob the store of Brillyant & Co., and
was arrested yesterday, as I told you before."”

‘““Whew ! whistled the captain. ‘‘ He is
bigger game than I supposed he was, and we
shall have the pleasure of sending him back
with the other two. If you are sure of the
man, all we want is the officers ; and I will send
the mate and a couple of men to take care of

the prisoners while they perform this new duty,”
continued the captain.

The mate and the men were sent on board of
the Medusa, and Rowly went with them to ex-
plain the situation to the detectives, who made
no difficulty in leaving their charge; but the
captain of the Ganymede changed his mind,
his curiosity and love of a stirring incident
prompting him to bring the two burglars to-
gether in order to witness their confusion.

** Ashbank can have no suspicion of the real
state of things on board of the ship and tha
steamer, can he 2" inquired the captain, stop-
pung short and looking back at the shadow, as
the officer returned for the prisoner,

*Certainly not; if he had he weayld not
come on board of the Ganymedv:," replied
Rowly confidently. *‘How should he know
anything about what has been going on since
the ship left her anchorage ? "

1 give it up; but these fellows know more
than the constitution permits and why should
this worthy invalid take all £his trouble to get
onboard of the Ganymede %»

a Bgcause he knew that/ his pal had shipped
for this voyage! The t/wvo burglars were to-
getherno longer ago than yesterday morning.”

The appearance of/ the officers with their
prisoner interrupted /the explanations, and the
party proceeded to/the cabin, the captain and
the shadow leadin# the way.

Ashbank had Y(aken a seat after the captain
left, but he rose/to his feet as soon as the cap-
tain appeared At the door, and kept his eyes

fixed upon him/as he went to his usual place at
the head of th{. table.

5 ned his gaze on the applicant for
passage in ofder to observe the effect upon him
when he dis.overed his associate ; but Ashbank
did not regove his gaze from the captain, and
did not seg the officers or their prisoner, for his
baﬁk Was hurned toward them.

I have had Gibbs brought in to see if he
wishesto) change his quarters from the forecastle
to the cin " {he captain began, as he dropped
into his -hajr.

hThe Burglar at liberty turned his head to see
the bujar’in bonds ; but as Silky was ironed
'f"”‘ Yis hands behind him, he could not dis-
““:‘ the manacles upon him.

Uthe saw him, and Rowly observed a slight
Sart iy his frame, though he was too well
traineq (4 difficult situations to betray himself to
1Y Breater extent.

§ h, Gunnywood—I beg your pardon, but I
\‘;"K‘n that you were Gibbs on board of this

‘lP.“ said Ashbank, extending his hand to his
f)a,r which for obvious reasons the latter de-
a‘:’fed to take. ‘Iam glad to see you again,
. i 1 mean to take this voyage with you, if the

tain will allow me to do so.”

a“‘ If you wish to make the voyage together,

\h: your business is such that you can leave, 1

‘”m‘l be glad to take both of you in the cabin,”

e }:posed the ocean swell, asblandly as though

e d been ignorant of the character of the
Pt hefo‘re him,

pleade;')n t you shake hands with me, Gibbs 2"
“He 1the applicant for passage.
St "as his hands behind him, and he must
€h|t;\'uu:chmg his back,” interjected the mis-
to dispenge mander. T think you will have
i ‘:’3““ ‘with that ceremony, Mr.—"

Silk 7€ YOU a fool, Maudlefon ?” demanded
Ky mdxznamly,
*Mr. Maudligpon 1

exclaimed the captain,
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“The gentleman did not favor us with his
name; but now we know it. How is your
wife, Mr. Maudleton? 1 don't like to be too
familiar with a gentleman who honors me by
selecting the Ganymede for his voyage to Lon-
don, or I should say, ‘ How is Maggie ?'"

Ashbank was so upset by these questions that
he started back, and gazed at the captain with
a lowering brow.

‘1 have no wife, sir,"” replied he, as he began
to recover his self possession, *‘If I did not
believe it was impossible in a gentleman of your
standing and dignity, 1 should suppose you
were amusing yourself at my expense.”

“‘It’s no use, Maudleton ! Don't you see that
I am in irons, that I have been arrested ? " de-
manded Silky, as he moved a step nearer to his
late associate.

‘“ Arrested !” exclaimed Ashbank, starting
back again till he came within reach of the
officers.

“*It is time you were put in the same box with
him," said one of them, as he slipped the irons
on his wrists, when the other drew them behind
the prisoner.

‘1 don’t understand this,” said Ashbank,
fixing his gaze on the smiling caplain.

‘It is all up with us!” said Silky.

“Your friend sieaks the truth this time,
though in spite of his church relations, and his
high moral character, he is not in the habit of
doing so. [ sup he would even deny that
he stole two hundred thousand dollars’ worth of
diamonds, and would no more tell a lie than
he would do such a thing," said the captain,
rising from his seat.

The diamonds were a new revelation to Ash-
bank. He now understood why his pal had de-
serted him,

“

P plied Ashbank, really puzzled by the al-

lusion.

‘“That is quite true; he is entirely ig-
norant that his associate stole the casket of
diamonds, and intended to dispose of them in
London or on the continent; but it was done
before their failure to secure any plunder at the
store of Brillyant & Co.,"” interposed Rowly,
who was better posted in regard to the inten-
tions and maovements of the burglars than any
other person.

‘ Is that so, Gunnywood ?" demanded Ash-
bank/elevating himself to the dignity of one
who feels that he has been wronged.

. **1 have nothing to say about it, Maudleton.”
~ It was difficult to tell what their names were,
so many different ones were applied to.them.

‘1 knew there was treachery on your part,
Gunnywood,” snarled Ashbank.

““ The pot need not call the kettle black,” re-
plied Silky, who appeared to be resigned to the
situation, at least for the time being.

“* I beg your pardon, Mr. Maudleton, or Mr.
Ashbank, as the case may be, but I sup,
you were safely lodged in the Tombs, and it is
rather a surprise to see you on the wave at this
distance from the city," said Rowly, though he
hardly expected the burglar would give him
any information to gratify his curiosity, ‘1
did the best I could to procure your arrest.”

*“You did I" exclaimed Ashbank, looking at
him with interest for the first time. ‘‘ What
did you do ?”

1 pointed you out to the two officers that
arrested you ; and that was all I could do, or I
would have done more,” returned Rowly,
warmly.

. ‘Do you know me ?”

‘“1 shall answer that question by asking you
the same one, do you know me ?"

‘“Ido not; I never saw you before in my
life,” replied the shadow.

** I think you are laboring under a mistake,
for I saw you when you were in the store of
Brillyant & Co., where I worked.”

*“That is the young cub that we bound in the
store,” growled Silky, who was already plead-
ing guilty, for he knew just how strong the evi-
dence against him would foot up when the day
of trial came. ** But he has daubed his face,
and put on a false mustache.”

““ Just as you have daubed your face and put
on a false beard,” retorted the young shadow,
as he removed his unnatural hair, and, walking
up to the burglar, snatched the false beard
trom his face. ‘It took me some time to de-
termine who you were, though I knew I had
seen you before.”

““Then I am indebted to you for falling into
the hands of the police,” continued Ashbank.

“1 think you are, since I pointed you out to
two of them who happened to be together. 1
am happy to say that I rendered the same ser-
vice to your wife early this morning in her cot-
tage at Yonkers,"” continued Rowly.

‘* Maggie arrested !” exclaimed Ashbank,
giving himself away as readily as his pal had
done. ‘*On what possible charge can my wife
have been taken up, for she never took part in
any of my operations ?"

'{'he burglar was deeply moved by the news
of his wife, for he had not heard it before.
‘Whatever his character, it was plain that he
was wholly devoted to her, perhaps not alone
because she clung to his doubtful fortunes, but
because she was a very attractive woman, as
the shadow and all who had seen her, includ-
ing the widowers at Yonkers, were very wiliing
to admit.

“Didn't your wife assist you at the break
into our store 2" asked Rowly.

CHAPTER XLIII.
AN EXCHANGE OF INFORMATION,
KNOW nothing of any diamonds," re-

‘“She was not with us, and did not lift a
finger to do anything with us,” protested the
burglar.

‘ But she enticed Mr. Amlock out of the
store on the pretense that she was a sister of the
junior partner ; she gave him a dose of mor-
phine, and stupefied him so that he did not
know whether he stcod on his head or his heels.
If she did not lift a finger to help you, she did
as much to aid you as though she had come
into the store and held the senior clerk by the
throat while you did your burglarious work,"”
argued Rowly, with a good deal of enthusiasm.

**That is sound doctrine,” said the captain of
the Ganymede, laughing and clapping his
hands at the vigor and earnestness of the
young shadow. ‘‘But interested as I am in
this case, I must take my ship to sea.”

*‘1did not finish examining the contents of
the bag when Mr. Maudleton applied for pas-
sage. Perhaps you would like to know what
else the bag holds, captain,” suggested Rowly.
‘* You did not take any stock in my story about
the glass ware.”

“Twill be with you in a minute,” replied
the commander, as he went to the door and
called the mate, whom he directed to shake out
the topsails.

**We are two hands short, and the rest of the
crew are hardly sober enough to do any work,"”
replied the mate. ‘‘ We have been drifting in
shore for the last hour.”

*“ Then let go the ancher, and I will send up
town for more men,” said the captain, as he re-
turned to his place at the cabin table. ‘' Now
show up the plunder, Rowly.”

The packages were all opened, and an in-
ventory taken of those containing the dia-
monds, which was compared with the list the
shadow had made, and not a single gem was
missing.

A larger package was then opened, and was
found to contain a portfolio, such as is used by
bank officers and others for bank bills and
papers ; and it was stuffed as full as it could be
with money and bonds.

‘“ Morgan Dykes,"” continued Rowly, reading
the name on the inside of the portfolio. ** That
informs us where tkis money and bonds come
from. But Mr. Maudleton, Mr. Ashbank, or
Mr. Blooks had no hand in the robbery of
which this is the plunder.”

“ How is that ? " asked Captain Ringboom.

“ This break took place last night, while the
gentleman who wants a passage to London was
locked up in the Tombs,” replied Rowly. ** His
wife was present, but she only waited in the
street to see her husband. '

‘“How did you know all this, my boy?”
asked Ashbank, in a patronizing tone.

“1 will make a trade with you, if you like,
and swap off some of my information for some
of yours,” said Rowly, laughing.

*‘Silky has been a traitor to me and to my
wife, and that will explain it all,”" added Ash-
bank bitterly, as he bestowed sundry scowls
upon his associate in crime. ‘* He must have
told you these things, or you never would have
known them.”

** I never told him a thing,” protested Silky.

‘“ Not too fast, Mr. Gunnywood,” interposed
the shadow. ‘‘If you will answer a question
of mine, I will answer the one you have put to
me."”

*“What is the questi>n ? " inquired Ashbank,
apparently more anxiou. ‘o convict his associate
of treachery than he was to save himself.

‘““How did you get out of the Tombs ?"”
asked Rowly.

The burglar knitted his brow, and seemed to
be considering the matter for some time before
he could decide what to do.

““By an arrangement months ago with a
friend for the emergency ; either of us was to
serve the other in case of need,” replied Ash-
bank at last. ‘I wanted a priest, and I sent
for Father Benderly, giving his residence. He
was no priest, but he was my friend, and gave
me his clerical dress, which I put on in the cell,
and plenty of money. Then I went out with-
out even being challenged. Silky had told me
he intended to ship in the Ganymede, if he
made a good haul at the jewelry store, and
leave the country forever. This was the day
she was to sail, and I rushed to the pier, and
chartered the tug. My friend is still in the
Tombs, I suppose, but aiding a prisoner to
escape is not a burglary, and I hope he will get
off easy.”

“In return for your information, I can only
say 1 obtained my knowledge of your plans
from Silky, while concealed under the bed, or
listening at the door of his room,”" replied
Rowly, giving all the details.

The party went on board of the Medusa, and
Captain Ringboom was deputed to send down
the sailors by a tug.

‘“ But where is my clerk you were to bring
down in the steamer, Ringboom ?" demanded
Captain Wellfieet.

iligent search was made, but the captain's
clerk could not be found.

CHAPTER XLIV.
THE FINAL DISPOSITION OF THE STOWAWAY.

GNAPTAIN RINGBOOM had certainly
brought down a young man who was to
act as captain's clerk, and, after his ex-
amination, he had been instructed to re-

main on board of the Medusa until he was
directed to report on board of the ship.

Some time was given to a search for him, and

at last he was found stowed away in the state-
room of the engineer, of whose berth he had
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taken full p and his app: e indi-
cated that he was not in a pleasant frame of
mind.

‘ What is the matter with you ? " demanded
Captain Ringboom, who had been called as
soon as the delinquent was found.

‘I am sick ; oh, sir, I am very sick! I am
afraid I shall never live to see the blessed land
again,” groaned the sufferer, and he looked as
though he had passed through a fever, he was
so pale, and wore such a distressed expression.

** How came you in this room? Who told
you you might turn in here ?"

*“ No one, sir; ask them to excuse me if |
have done wrong,” pleaded the sick clerk, ‘I
was very ill on the forward part of the steamer,
and I tried to go back where you were ; but 1
thought I should faint away, and came into this
room when I saw the door open. Idid not
shut the door ; it was the motion of the steamer
that did that.”

The usual signs of sea sickness were apparent,
though the Medusa had been subjected to very
little of the ocean swell.

‘It is nothing but sea sickness, my man,"
said the master of the Reindeer, in kinder tones
than he had used before.

“Do you think I shall live to see the shore,
sir 2" asked the victim of the long rollers.

**The shore, my hearty! You will not see
the land again for a month,” said the captain.
**But you must turn out and go on board of
the Ganymede, for the captain is waiting for
you, and wants you to do some writing."”

‘I cannot get up, sir ; 1 shall faint away if |
try to do so,” groaned the invalid.

It looked as though the captain’s clerk was a
decided and outspoken failure; and all the
threats and persuasions of Captain Ringboom
had no effect upon him. It did not look as
though he could be of any service on board of
the Ganymede, if he were carried to her cabin,
and the disgusted old salt concluded to report
the situation to his friend.

**1 am sorry for Wellfleet, for he has an ava-
lanche of writing which has just fallen on him,
and he is not disposed to do it himself," said the
captain, as he encountered Rowly on his way
to the deck of the ship. * Do you know of an-
other young fellow that I can send down b{(lhe
tug that brings the seamen? Perhaps Rush
Sinnerton will be willinielo make the voyage
now that Silky is not to be his shipmate.”

** Rush has gone home, and his father would
not let him go to sea on any account; but I
think I can manage the matter, and give Cap-
tain Wellfleet a clerk without any delay," re-
plied Rowly, as they went on board of the ship.

*“How is that ? " asked the captain, curiously.

1 haven't told you how I got loose after the
burglars had knocked me down, and tied me
hand and foot between decks,"” continued Rowly.

““1 did not even know that you had been
knocked down and tied,” said Captain Ring-
boom, halting in his interest and astonishment.

“*Well, Ringboom, have you found my clerk ?
1 want him right off,” interposed he of the
Ganymede, as they came on board of the ship.

** I bave found him, but he will be as useless
to you as a case of freight,” replied he of the
Reindeer, as he explained the condition of the
clerk.

*“That is bad ; that is very bad, for I have
left all my writing for my clerk.”

**Were you aware that Rowly had a battle
below with the burglars at least an hour before
the scare came off, Wellfleet 2" asked the mas-
ter of the Reindeer.

‘“ Never heard a word of it; we were too
busy atter the ship struck on the rock to talk
over the news of the day,” replied the com-
mander of the ship, looking at the young
shadow.

Rowly told the story of his encounter with
the burglars, or rather explained in what man-
ner he had been thrown down and made a pris-
oner, for he had no opportunity to deiend him-
self, and then told the story of Ernest Balfour,
who had so opportunely released him from his
confinement.

* Then he was the one who brought the letter
to me,” added Captain Wellfleet,

‘‘He was ; and I wrote the letter as soon as
I saw that things were in condition for the com-
motion we had arranged.”

*“ T hardly looked at him, though his face was
new to me, and I concluded that he was some
one that belonged on board of the steamer.”

** Ernest Balfour saved the battle to us,” con-
tinued Rowly; **and if it had not been for him
my plan would have been a failure.”

‘“And he was nothing but a stowaway," ad-
ded the commander, with something like con-
tempt in his tones and manner.

““That is just what he was; but he intended
to pay his passage when the ship arrived at
London. He tried to steal his passage, but he
meant to pay for it in the end ; and it was the
luckiest thing in the world that he happened to
stow himself away on board of your ship,”
said Rowly, very warmly. ‘‘I feel under very
great obligations to him, and I have agreed to
see that he is carried.to London, even if 1 have
to pay his passage in a steamer, which I am
willing to do, and have money enough for the
purpose.”

‘“Fasten up your purse strings, for I will
give him a berth to London without money and
without price,” laughed the commander, en-
thused by the earnestness of the young shadow.

* But I have another idea in my head, Cap-
tain Wellfleet. Balfour is well educated, and I
have thought he could do duty as captain’s
clerk,"”

(70 be concluded.)



S a fitting conclusion to
theinterestingarticles
on canoe building

which have recently appeared in the
ARrGosy, we reproduce for our readers
some clear and admirable directions for
boys who want to learn the mysteries of
boat sailing, given by a correspondent of
the New York Star:

I have had, says the writer, several
years' experience in boating about New
York harbor, and have made many peril-
ous passages up and down the East and
North Rivers,

I have been off Cape Horn when it
blew ‘' straight out” and it seemed to
snow horizontally instead of perpendicu-
lariy. But there were forty hands to
keep you company, a 3,000 ton ship un-
der you, and nothing to do when every-
thing was furled savea ‘‘storm staysail”
or a bit of reefed foretopsail, but to
crouch under the weather bulwarks and
let her blow it out.

But in New York harbor, with seven
ferry boats from either shore making
directly for you, and one or two Sound
steamers apparently bent on running you
down, to say nothing of the tugs, sloops,
smacks and schooners all about you, a
lone man in a lone small boat has some-
thing else to think of beside the cut of
his nex* pair of pantaloons.

I have used up three boats in New York

harbor. The first was a flat bottomed
skiff. I had not then ventured on using
a sail. The skiff was stolen from me by

the pirates of Staten Island. I bought
next a skiff with a sail. She wasold and
rotten, but good enough to bang about
in. She went to pieces on the Staten
Island shore, near the Quarantine land-
ing, in hali a gale of wind. My last boat
(a Whitehall) died peacefully of old age
last fall. The immediate cause of her
decease were two incurable ruptures or
leaks in the bows.

You will observe that mine has not
been fancy boating. I wanted a craft
that I could *‘ knock about” in, and that
could stand beaching on stony shores
and banging in bangable places. I think
a cheap ‘‘tub” of any sort the best to
commence with, for blunders and hard
knocks come as a rule in commencing
anything, from doctoring to boating,
and iU's better to have an old carcass of
a boat to experiment on before you buy
or use anything more valuable,

Perhaps the handiest boat for general
use is one that you may row or sail as
you please. Get one with a ‘‘step mast”
—that is, a mast that can be set up or
taken down at pleasure. The foot of
the mast goes through a hole in a board,
nailed about eighteen inches or two feet
from the bow, and on the boat’s bottom
fits into a socket.

In a boiut manageable with a pair of
oars, you can, if becalmed or caught by
an opposing tide, get back muich sooner
to your starting place ; whereas in a boat
manageable by sail only, you may drift
helplessly for hours. Besides, you can
‘‘knock about” easier in the rowboat,
and go up narrow creeks or haul it up
on beaches which you wish to explore.

You can make almost any bit of cloth
answer for a sail ; and on commencing,
if you are your own teacher, the sail
need not be very large. Get used first
to the handling of your bit of cloth. You
may cut it in the shape of a triangle or
jib; and at the lower end which will be
nearest you as vou sit in the boat’s stern,
fasten your rope or *‘sheet,”

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.
THE A. B. G. OF BOAT SAILING.

A sail like this can be made of an old
table cloth, and is much the best to gain
the experience you need.

Your boat may have either a keel or
centerboard. The centerboard isa mov-
able keel. It may be raised or lowered
at pleasure through a slit in the boat’s
bottom. It is the only keel which can be
used on a flat bottomed boat.

The ‘“lee” of the fence is the side you
sit under to shelter you from the wind.
The ‘‘lee ” of your boat is the side oppo-
site that from which the wind is coming.
The ‘‘ weather” or ‘ windward ” side is
the side on which first the wind strikes.
If you ship as “ boy ” on a vessel and at-
tempt to throw water or ashes to wind-
ward, you will get as much of the water
or ashes in your eyes as you can hold,
and thereby make one of your first marks
as a ‘““greenhorn.”

The use of the keel or centerboard is
to *‘hold on " to the water. If the wind
is directly ‘‘aft,” or behind the boat,
there is no ‘‘ holding on” to be done.
The wind’s force then drives your boat
ahead as you drive your sled ahead by
pushing it from behind.

But you can sail your boat very near
the direction from which the wind comes;;
that is, you sail it ** on the wind ” or ac-
tually against the wind. Here the keel
or centerboard plays an important part.

Turn the toat’s head so that the wind
strikes the sail ‘* abeam,” that is, directly
against the boat's side. This result is as
if you were shoving the boat yourself
broadside against the water. But that
part of the boat under water and the
keel prevent much advance in the direc-
tion you are pushing or that in which
the wind is pushing.

The boat slips av. .y in a direction be-
tween the resistance of the water push-
ing against the keel on one side and the
wind pushing against the sail on the
other—something as an orange or apple
seed whentightly pressed between thumb
and forefinger is squeezed or snapped
out across the room. The seed repre-
sents the boat, the forcfinger the water
pushing in one direction, and the thumb
the wind pushing in arother. This is
sailing with the wind abeam, or, asother-
wise called, ‘*onthe wind " or ‘‘near the
wind.”

Sailing in this way the helm and keel
prevent our boat from ‘‘slipping off " to
leeward—that is, being forced directly in
the direction the wind is blowing. Your
rudder is really the movable portion of
the keel, and the more you press this
movable portion against the water, the
more you keep the boat headed as near
as you wish in the direction from which
the wind comes.

There must be a constant play of the
rudder to and fro, so as to catch the
greatest amount of wind force on the
sail, and at the same time to let off this
force when it is too great and threatens
the capsizing of the boat. This play, or
working of the helm, you must learn
from instinct, as you will learn if there is
any boatman in you. It's aknack of the
same order as skill in riding or driving
a horse,

If under sail or through force of the
wind the boat so careens as to take in
water, or there is risk of its doing so, let
go your tiller instantly., The tiller isthe
handle to the helm or rudder. Iam us-
ing the plainest terms I can find for the
benefit of boys who may not be living
near lake or sea; because so many of
these phrases, beloaging to some partic-

ular business or profession, are held as
clearly understood by all when they are
not. Worsestill, many who do not clear-
ly know are ashamed to ask their mean-
ing for fear of exposing their ignorance.

So let go your helm when the boat
seems in danger of capsizing and she will
instantly stand on an even keel. I do
not say that the experienced boatman
does let go the helm in such cases. But
I am talking now to some boy unused to
a boat, who wants to learn to manage
one, and who for lack of a teacher is try-
ing to teach himself, as I did.

One thing, besides, is of great import-
ance 10 your safety. Keep always the
‘“sheet” in your hand. The sheet is the
rope made fast at the end of the sail or
boom, and leading into the boat. It is
by the management of the sheet and the
helm that you regulate the amount of
force with which the wind presses on
your sail. You want as much of that
force to drive the boat through the water
as your boat can stand without upsetting.
You will allow your boat to be careened
over by this force until the top of herside
to leeward of the gunwale touches the
water,or comes withintwo or three inches
of it.

In sailing on or near the wind, when
you let go your helm, or, in other words,
cease the pressure of the tiller, letting go
of it altogether if you please, you throw
the wind out of the sail and take off the
pressure against it. The boat’s head
then comes up into the wind—that is, it
turns naturally toward the direction
{rom whence the wind comes, as it would
de if+tied to stake or anchor.

Now, de this if caught in a squall or

by a sudden flaw. Let go all, both tiller
and sheet. Your boat is then simply
afloat, without any pressure against her,
and if the sea is not too high you are in
comparative safety. Never mind how
much your sail flaps and slats about.
That is only noise, not danger.
- If during the squall the sea is heavy
and looks as if it would come over the
side or stern and swamp you, get the
boat’s head toward the direction from
whence the waves come. Any craft will
float far more safely head on to the
rollers. That's the rule at sea in a gale
of wind. They turn the ship’s head to-
ward the seas, ‘'lie to,” and ride out the
angriest part of the blow. If there's no
lee shore withina few miles—that is, a
shore toward which the vessel is drifting
and may touch in a few hours—a gale,
when all the canvas is ‘‘stowed,” is an
easy time for the sailor.

But keep the sheet always in your
hand, so that you may let it go at a mo-
ments warning. See also that this rope
is all clear of everything thatis in dan-
ger of catching or being entangled with
any nail of the boat or anything in the
boat, in case it should suddenly run out.
Nine tenths of your safety depend on
this care of the sheet. The sheet is
really the knot by which you fastena
certain amount of wind force in your
sail. You want to have it always in such
position that you can at a moment’s
warning spill every bit of wind out of
the sail.

‘“Spilling the wind out of the sail” is
a term used by sailors when at work
folding up their great heavy sheets of
canvas on the ship’s yards. So long as
the wind is in the sail, even after it is
clewed up, it is often an unruly, resil:ss,
flapping mons-er, slapping the men in
the face, or throwing its great heavy
folds of wet cloth over them, and some-
times dragging or knocking them off the
yard. The men, in so spilling the wind
out of the sail, throw on the distended
parts as much of the weight of their
bodies and arms as they can in a posi-
tion where **it’s one hand for themselves
and Uother for the owners.”

I think that two fifths of the boat cap-
sizings come of carelessness in the man-
agement of the sheet.

To *lufi” is to bring the boat’s head
toward the wind as before spoken of,
To ‘‘keep her off ” is to turn in a con-
trary direction, that is, away from the
wind. Or, in other words, to take more
of the wind's force in your sail by turn-
ing the sail in such position that more
wind strikes against it.

**Tacking” is working your boat in a
series of zigzags against the wind. Sup-

ose the wind is coming from the north,
Qou will on one tack send your boat, say,

half a mile to the northwest. Then you
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come up into the wind, that is, head fc
the north. Well, the north wind wor;
allow you to go directly in that direction
But you can slip along at a slant to
northeast. You sail on that **slant,” o
tack, half amile. Indoing this youhzr:
gained perhaps a quarter of a mile
‘“*northing.” You may see by the pe
of objects on shore that you area qua
of a mile farther north than when sin.
ing on the tack. Now you luff or core
up into the wind again, heading nont.
west, and on your northwest zigzag y
gain another quarter of a mile du
north.

Sailing with the wind aft, that is, di.
rectly behind the boat,is a very pleasan:
way of slipping through the water, bu
is not without its peculiar danger, and:
good deal of it, too, in case there is muct
wind and the water is rough. Your
boom is then away off from the boar,
and the straighter the wind blows agairs
it—that is, the straighter you are going
in a line with the wind—the more danger
is there of ‘* jibing,” and about two fifths
of the capsizings come of jibing.

Jibing means that the wind gets on the
other or forward side of the sail, forces
it to the other side of the boat, and itis
then, of all times, if the sheet is fast or
entangled, that over goes the toat; be.
cause the whole force with which your
boat was being shoved through the water
is suddenly changed from pushing her
from the stern to pushing her over side.
ways. If the sheetis fast that force is
jerked against the boat. If the sheet i
free the force is spilled out of the sai
the moment the sail or boom is blown &l
a right angle with the ‘mast, for ther
there is nothing to press against.

If your mother objects to your boat-
ing, for fear you will be drowred, tell
her there is quite as much danger for |
you on land, every time you nde io
wagon, carriage, or railway train. Tell
her that the time must come as you grow
up when you must face danger and rer
risks somewhere. Tell her that boating
is a healthy, manly exercise, and one o
the best methods for cultivating presence
of mind. Tell her that presence of mind
is worth dollars and cents to ycu, &0
possibly to her, in any position in lil
youmay fill. Tell herthatin handling:
boat a boy learns to think quickly anc
act quickly, and to learn this is another
great help in life and in business.

Teli her that a man who has beccme
the least bit of a sailor and learned it
be a bit of a carpenter and rigger and
painter and calker, as he must if he
takes care of his own boat(and take care
of it he must, to be the least bit of &
sailor), learns in doing all this how o
do anything quickly, or how things
ought to be done, and that is ancther
great advantage in any sort of business

e~ —
PATTING EMINENCE ON THE HEAD.

THE airs that young beginners in the learnsd
professions are apt to give themselves sometiné
descend in boomerang current on their own beads.
to the no small confusion ot themselves and (b
amusement of by standers. An msu‘m in poist
is given by the Pall Mall Gazette, of L ondon:

There is a story going about so good thal v
ought to be made public, and so imprghatie et
it must be true. A very eminent Lcndcn surge?
—one of the lights of the profession—the cthes &2f
observed a gentleman fall in the street, ' Bewe!
to his aid, and found he had ‘broken his kg, It
was only a simple fracture, but the man was bsc!
hurt. ﬂm surgeon used his umbrella as @ spirt
and with his own and borrowed handkerte
bandaged the limb tightly, put the patient faaa®
and drove to the necarest hospital. Thefe ¢
were received l:{y a young surgeon or his deguy.

* You've bandaged this very well,” said t
pital surgeon. |

** You flatter me,"” said the great gun.

** Not a bit." said the other.

** I suppose you've been attending an amb
class. ¥E2y say a little lea:ning 1s a dang|
thing, but the little you've learnt you've p'’
good account. I can’t give you your umbrelia H¥.
but l{’you leave your address it shall be &

q"nl!had best give you my card,” said the emine
surgeon.

And he did so.

>or———

JUST TO LOOK AT IT.

Humonr is oftentimes closely allied to the pathé.
as in the following touching bit, which we g
from the Boston Transcript:

Young Victor, who had been for three -re;?
lying ill with pneumonia, asked one day tosee’ ;
overcoat. It was brought out with no htle W&
derment by his mother. p

** Han yn on the foot of the bed, woa't 7%
mamma ? "' he asked. ¥

“Yes, my boy, if you wish; but why do 7%
want to have it out here 2" p ks

“Just to look at it, mamma. It's been s
long time since I've seen it.”
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THE WOODLAND SHADES.
I sPENT 1n woodland shades my day
In cheerful work or happy pla[y,
And slept at night where rustling leaves
Threw moonlight shadows o'er my eaves,
1 knew you young, and love you now,
O shining grass and shady bough.

[ T%is story commenced in No. 289.]

Red Eagle,

WAR CHIEF OF THE IROQUOIS.

By EDWARD 8. ELLIS,
Author of ** The Young Ranger," " The Last War
Trail,”" etc,

CHAPTER XI.
ORRIS OUDEN'S MISTAKE.

T the moment Orris Ouden uttered hi: ex-
clamation, he was rounding the bend in
the Catsuga, and the cause of his aston-
ishment was the sudden gleam of two

camp fires, one on either side of the river!
He had come back to the stream at a point
above instcad of below the Iroquois encamp-
ments.
1t may be another party,” suggested Jack
Morris, who, like his brothers, knew what it all
meant.
** No, sir,” was the decisive reply; ‘‘it's the
identical old show under Red Eagle
It was ever a mystery to.the scout how he
came to make such a strange
blunder though he had an
explanation that would have
satisfied any one but him,
Herecalled that afterstart-
ing up theriver in the canoe,
he had traveled quite rapidly,
and the labor of groping
through the forest, with the
boat 1esting on his shoulder,
caused the distance to seem
much greater than it was,

This explanation, as 1
havesaid, would have sufficed
for almost any person, but
Orris Ouden could never en-
tirely acquit Fimself for com-
mitting so egregious a mis-
tak

e.

He checked the forward
motion of the boat by atre-
mendous sweep of the pad-
dle, and with an exclamation
much more forcible than the
former.

* Boys,” said he, ‘‘when
we git down to the settle-
ments, don't tell this, or I
will never hear the lastof it.”

His companions were anx-
ious enough toreach that re-
fuge to give any promise.
The prospect of landing and
making another tiresome
tramp through the woods was
most unwelcome, but really
there was no help for it.

The hunter had allowed
the boat to approach nigh
enough Lo the camps of their
enemies to gain a glimpse of
the scenes that had already
become familiar to him,

A superficial glance, such
as he was forced to take,
showed no evidence of the
excitement that must. have
reigned among the Iroquois

| a short time before. The
fires were burning as bright-
ly, different warriors were strolling aimlessly
back and forth, and everything indicated a
calm, in striking contrast to the tumult in the
| earlier portion of the evening.
I The only point of difference consisted in
| several canoes drawn against the bank, where
they were brought prominently into sight by the
|\ bright glow of the camp fire. This proof was
., not needed to show that the warriors whom they
, had located by the glow of their pipes were on
| their way to enlist for the warunder the great
chief Red Eagle.

‘“ Thar’s one thing sartin,” added Ouden, for
thecomfort of his friends, ‘* we won't have to
walk half as far as we did awhile ago."”

**On which side do you mean to land ? " asked

| Benny.

) I'lltry the southern shore this time,” he re-
vlied, driving the boat in that direction.

“Don't forget that some of them may be
prowling over the river as they were when we
were here before."

‘1 shall depend upon you to whack ‘em over
the head, 1f they are,” was the reply of the
hunter, which brought a smile to the faces of all
the brothers,

The narrow width of the Catsuga at this
pomt rendered many sweeps of the paddle un-
necessary.  Within ‘a minute or two of Ouden's
discouraging diicovery, Benny, who had his old
seat in the prow, ducked his “head to avoid the
branches brushing over him; and immediately
after all stepped out on land.

‘W'l travel the same as before,” said
Ouden. as the boat was lifted to the shoulder nf
himself and Jack ; **and I'll make sartin of not
comin’ back “to the river toosoon, if I have to
i‘:g}kall the way to the settlements to be sure of
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There was no chance of an error this time,
for they were so near the stream that the boys
th Ives would have di d any such blun-
der, before it could be carried out.

There was no need now of stopping to catch
the murmur of the river to guide their {ootsteps ;
they were too near the camp of their enemies.
When the guide, with a low, warning sound,
checked himself and companions, it was to listen
for that which they did not want to hear—the
stealthy footsteps of the red men, trying to
steal upon them unawares.

The hunter trended so far to the south, that
they left the glimmering lights out of sight;
and when they came back, they were still invisi-
ble around the bend above.

* Wall,” said Ouden with a sighof relief as
the canoe was once more lowered to the water,
“ thar ain’t no mistake about our sarcumventin’
them camp fires Z/is time. We've got plain
sailin' now, always pervided, as I said afore, that
thar ain't another passel of 'em roostin’ further
down stream.”

**Ah, see there !

It was Tom who uttered this exclamation.
Though no onecould tell the direction he in-
dicated in the gloom, yet they knew to what he
referred. A silvery light was making itself mani-
fest above the tree tops, and increasing every
minute.

** The moon has risen, " said Jack.

“ And that proves it is close to midnight,”
added Benny. **But isn't it singular?”

The fact to which he alluded was the course
of the river, which was such that the moon ap-
peared exactly between the two shores, thus

That which caused Orris Ouden immediate
concern was the certainty that still other Indians
would interfere with their progress down the
river. He suspected that the prime object of the
meeting of so many warriors up stream was for
council. Not only was Red Eagle there, but he
had with him several sub chiefs belonging to
the Senecas and Oneidas. While waiting for
all his men to come in, those already gatliered
were taking precautions to prevent any one
going to the relief of the settler’s family, con-
fident that by doing so the whites would drop
into their hands like ripe fruit.

The Morris affair, therefore, may be set down
as in the nature of a side issue to the real enter-
prise on which they were engaged.

The hunter had deferred to the wishes of his
young friends, but he was far from feeling easy
over the matter; yet he looked upon the step
as having been taken, and did not allow them
to know that he felt any misgiving on the
point.

““ There's a good three miles," said he, *‘ afore
this confounded river takes a turn, and till then
it'll be powerful hard to keep out of sight of any
of the varmints along the shore.”

** And it won't be much better even then,” re-
marked Benny, ** fcr by the time we get <o far,
the wnoon will be so high that it will strike the
river no matter what course it takes.”

‘*But thar'll be a line of shadder on one of
the shores that 1 can make use of. Howsum-
ever, since the time has come when we can turn
our eyes Lo some account, I want you all to do
your best, for 1 can tell you we'll need it.”

Thus admonished, you may be sure the boys
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THE MARKS OF THE INDIANs' BULLETS TOLD THE STORY OF OUDEN'S FATE.

throwing 1t8 light full upon the water. Since
the stream wound in another direction above,
the rays would not fall on the surface in front
of the party until the orb rose over the tree tops.
The course of the Catsuga below being direct,
they could keep within the light for several
miles, even if thke moon remained where it was ;
but, since in the order of nature it must steadily
climb to the zenith, they were sure to have the
illumination at their disposal all the way to the
settlements.

While this might have its advantages, yet
there was enough before the party to make all
serious. Ouden referred to several points, as
they placed themselves once more in the canoe,
and resumed the voyage, keeping close to the
southern shore.

1 have no doubt it has occurred to you that it
was incredible all the preparations I have
named as having been made by the Iroquois,
should have been for the single purpose of en-
trapping the family of Varnum Morris. Not
only would the game be not worth the candle,
but such a proceeding was out «{ keeping with
the habits of the Indians, and atsurd of itself.

The hunter had seen enough to convince him
that fully a hundred red mer were on the war
path, in the immediate neighborhood of the
Catsuga above the settlements. It followed,
therefore, that they had in view more important
objects than the capture of three boys, one of
whom was a cripple.

There were other exposed houses between the
home of the Morrises and the destination of the
Jads. These were sure to receive the attention
of the dusky marauders, who, it was not im-
probable, would gather enough strength to risk
an attack on some of the smaller block houses
and settlements,

followed the advice of the hunter. Little Renny
seemed to have a mortgage on the front of the
canoe, where he settled himself into a comfort-
able position and scanned the river and shores
with the closest attention. His power in that
respect was superior to that of either of his
brothers, for, as I have said, nature seemed to
make some strange compensations in this re-
markable youth.

Next to him =at Jack, with Tom at his elbow,
while Ouden held his place near the stern.
The lads asked the privilege of helping with
the other paddle, but the guide preferred to be
left alone in the management of the craft.
There were likely to come demands for sudden
changes in the course they were following,
changes that would have to be made before he
could ask or receive the help of any one, ard
which, therefore, were more liable to be retarded
than helped by the most willing hands.

The larger boys held their peace, using their
eyes and ears for all they were worth, while it
need not be said that the hunter himself called
his utmost skill into play.

CHAPTER XIIL
THE OLD COUNCIL GROUND,

S the craft moved silently down the river,
with every occupant on the watch, the
hunter, holding the paddle in hand,
directed his companions’ attention to the

exceedingly peculiar situation in which they

were now placed.

Aside from the fact that there was scarcely
any available shadow for several miles, there
was the best reason for fearing that at or before
the termination of this moonlit stretch of river,
they would approach one of the most dangerous
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points along the Catsuga, a fact that had not
occurred to the boys until Quden reminded
them of it.

At the distance named, was an open space
fully an acre in extent, which was once a favor-
ite spot for the council fires of the Six Nations.
It was on the northern bank of the stream, and
1 have no doubt that in the long ago, before our
grandfathers were born, forest and river rang
with many of the most stirring bursts of native
American eloquence that ever fired the hearts of
the dusky warriors of the forest.

Of late the proximity of the white settlements
had lessened the popularity of this resort as a
meeting place for the red men. Whenever
hostilities, however, broke out betwcen the
Indians and settlers, the red men gathered
there, though it had become secondaty to the
one further up the river where Red Eagle and
the main body of warriors were encamped,

The hunters and his companicns wondered
why the assembling had not taken piace at the
Old Council Ground, as it was called, but they
felt warranted in believing that some of the
Iroquois were there, at the same time that the
larger party were collected above, though the
hunter had escaped them in paddling up stream.

From this you will see the ground for mis-
giving on the part of our friends, as they re-
sumed their voyage; but, as if there was not
enough in what has been stated, Ouden made
clear some other facts that not only were singu-
lar but alarming to a degree.

First of all, should it be found impossible to
pass the old Council Ground in the cance, that
plan would have to be abandoned altogether.
On the southern bank was
a stretch of swanipy and
tangled forest through which
it was impossible to trans-
imrl the boat except by day-

ight, and even then few
would like to undertake the
task.

The same difficulty pre-
sented itself on the northern
shore, though the ground
there was higher, but the
wood was so interlaced with
undergrowth, running vines,
and dense vegetation, that
the work was equally impos-
sible.

It was certainly strange
that this combination of cir-
cumstances should exist im-
mediately above the Council
Ground, where the necessity
for another laborious detour
was likely to arise ; but such
was the fact, and our friends
had to accept and prepare
for it.

‘“Ouden,” said Benny at
the moment when the still-
ness around them was like
the tomb, ‘‘there’s some-
thing wrong.”

“I'm of that ‘pinion my-
celf and have been for a
minute or two," was the calm
response  of the hunter.
** Whar do you see it 2"

‘‘ There's something mov-
ing in the undergrowth on
the right, and a pretty good
ways ahead.”

“ Gracious, Benny ! said
Jack, ‘“‘you've got mighty
good eyes to see that far
when there's <o little light."

““It is not much that I can
make out, but twice, while
watching the spot, I have
noticed a flash, such as a
fish would make in leaping
out of the water by the bank.”

T observed it only once.”

‘* Maybe it zas a fish,” suggested Tom.

‘“ P'raps,” was the remark of the hunter,
‘‘but bein’ 1t’s so close to the old Council
Ground, it's more likely to be some of the
varmints on the watch for us

“ If that is <0, said Tom in some excitement,
‘it won't do to keep on this way."

‘It 75, and we've got to stir things up,”
was the quiet remark of Ouden, who turned the
boat abruptly to the right as he spoke,

‘** Now,” said the hunter, *‘ comes the tug of
war} if we can git by the Council Ground, we
can keep straight on to the settlements.”

““What are we to do ?” asked Jack.

““You three must pick your way through the
woods to Old Rupert's house, which is a fourth
of a mile below the Council Ground. Thar
you'll come to the river side and wait for me.”

“For how long ?"

“ Not long ; if I git through all right, I'll be
ahead of you, for I'll have a good deal less dis-
tance to travel, and can do it 'bout ten times as
fast as you.”

‘* But something may delay you," said Berny,
following his brothers out of the boat; *‘ and
there ought to be an understanding as to how
long we are to stay there. The night is going
fast, and daylight won't be far off when we are
through our tramp.”

Ouden was silent a moment. He felt the
force of what the little fellow said, and it did
not take long to form his conclusion.

“1If 1 git into a row—and thar's a powerful
chance of my doing so—you'll hear a gun or two
go off ; like enough several yells will be thrown
in. 1f you should be favored with that sort of
music, you needn’t wait more than a quarter of
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an hour for me, but push on to the settlements
as fast as you can travel. Thar won't be much
show for me to give you kelp."”

These were serious words, and all appreciated
their impert.

““Why not let the canoe go?" was the im-
portant question of Benny. ‘‘If we can walk
to the settlements, you can do the same without
running any such dreadful risk as this.”

*I've made up my mind; it's settled; off
with you.”

And, as if to signify that discussion was
ended, the hunter gave the canoe an impulse
which carried it beyond sight of his young
friends. He kept so close in shore, that the
undergrowth brushed him as he forced his way
through it.

** There's no use of staying here,” said Jack ;
“‘but I don't know which has got the most
dangerous task before him—Ouden or we.”

** Somehow or other I have a feeling that we
shall not see him again,” added Tom, who fol-
lowed his brothers, Benny as usual being be-
tween them.

They made no answer to the remark, which,
in truth, voiced their own sentiments, but ad-
dressed themselves resolutely to the work, upon
the accomplishment of which it may be said
their lives now depended.

The start was barely made, when all three
realized that the hunter told the truth about the
impossibility of carrying the canoe over the
same path. The boys were certain they had
never struck such a dense piece of forest. It
was hard to force their way alone, without any-
thing in the nature of luggage. Several times
they were brought to a stand still, and found
themselves obliged to make several detours that
would have led them utterly astray had their
journey been lengthy.

As you have learned, however, Jack and Tom
were used to the woods, and they kept within
reach of the murmur of the Catsuga, noting
carefully their progress, and aiming to return to
the stream at the point named by Ouden. With
this guide, Jack was able to retain his bearings
and to advance surely, even if forced to do so
slowly.

The Council Ground, you will remember, was
directly on the river, so that it was in sight
from the water. It was this fact which made
it so perilous for the party to paddle by, when
they would be in plain view of any Iroquois
lurking in the neighborhood.

The boys veered enough to the right to pass
far around this open space. Whether their
enemies were there or not, was not for them to
determine ; that was the task of Orris Ouden,
while their own was to effect all the progress
they could while the night lasted.

As the minutes passed, and the brothers
worked steadily forward without hearing any
sound from the direction of the river, their hopes
grew stronger. They began to believe he had
passed the danger point, and would be found
waiting for them, when they returned to the
stream below the Council Ground.

“1 fancy he felt J)re\!y sure of succeeding,”
said Tom, ** but he didn’t want us with him, for
we would have hindered him.”

“ If that splashicg which he and I saw, "‘re-
marked Benny, carefully picking his way along
on his crutch, ** meant what I think, then he is
sure to have a brush with the Indians.”

““He is used to thatsort of thing,” added
Tom, **and 1 ain't much afraid he won't be
able to fight his way out, but I don’t believe he
will save the boat.”

**Why not ?"

“‘Howcan he ? " was the pertinent question
of Tom; ‘we all saw how they peppered his
canoe, when itwas floating by Red Eagle's
party, and half as many shots as were fired at
that will riddle owr craft and anything inside of
i

‘“They may not fire, because they hope to
take him prisoner,” suggested Jack, though he
doubted the probability of such a thing.

*The Indians don't take any more chances
that way than they have to; and, if they si
pect who he is, they'll let drive every chanc
they have. Whew ! but this is hard work,”
added Tom, as all three came to a halt for a
breathing spell.

*How far have we come, Benny 2" asked

ack.

“I've kept the best account I could, and think
it is about time to begin working to the left, so
as to reach Old Rupert’s house.”

**That's my belief, too, so we'lldoit.  1f we
are above the place, we can move along shore
toit. 1 don't think there is any danger of our
striking the river beloze.”

“ Hark 1" exclaimed Benny in a frightened
voice.

No need of his appeal for silence, for at that
moment the reports of three rifles in quick suc-
cession struck their ears, instantly followed by
the unmistakable shouts of Indians,

Sad to say there was no roem for doubt, The
direction of the alarming sounds showed that
Orris Ouden was involved in one of the hottest
conflicts possible with the Iroquois along the
Catsuga.

CHAPTER XIII.
THE EMPTY CANOE.

AD the rifle shots been aimed at the boys,

they scarcely could have produced a

#| greater shock, coming as they did at a

time when they were almost certain that

the hunter had passed the old Counaill Ground

in saf=ty and was awaiting them at a point be-
low.
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For a minute or two no one spoke. They had
halted at a spot where enough of the faint
moonlight penetrated the partly denuded
branches overhead, to allow them to see each
other. The expression of the countenances was
not visible, nor was it necessary, for all felt the
same.

**Ouden has made the worst mistake of his
life,” quietly remarked Benny, returning his hat
to his head, after mopping his brow; ‘‘he
ought to have let the boat go and kept with us.”

*‘ There must come a /ast time with such
ventures of his,” said Jack, ‘“and it has come
sooner in his case than he or any of us ex-
pected.”

““It looks bad, I admit,” added Jack, ‘‘but
we are not sure he is dead and buried. It isn't
the first time he has been fired upon, and there's
no certainty that he hasn't pulled through
again.”

‘¢ I don’t see that there’s any need of our go-
ing on to the river,” said Tom; * for if he is
safe, he won't dare to wait for us where he said
he would.”

** We must keep our part of the agreement,”
remarked Benny, in his quiet, decisive way, that
left no room for argument ; * Ouden may man-
age to do what he promised, and, if he does, we
shall have no excuse for failing in ours.”

** And suppose he isn't there 2"

““Then we must get to the settlements as
best we can; lead on, Jack ; we're losing ton
much time.”

Jack kept the advance, but carefully graduat-
ed his pace to that of the lame one, whose in-
jured crutch caused him some trouble. But
Benny was brave, and he pushed on with a vigor
which more than once almost brought him
against the leader.

*“We mustn't imagine we are out of danger,"
he remarked, during one of their breathing
spells; ** for if the red men have caught him,
they may be close to us.”

The chances, however, of running against
their enemies in this part of the wood was so
slight that little alarm was caused, but manifest-
ly the danger increased as they neared the
river.

‘*We struck it pretty well,” said Jack a few
minutes later, when they halted once more.

The reason for this remark was the sight of a
small, low structure, standing a short distance
back from the Catsuga, whose gleaming surface
was visible beyond. It looked like some huge,
uncouth creature asleep on the ground, with-
out a light or sign of life around it.

This was Old Rupert's house, of which I
shall soon have more to tell you, it being the
spot whither Orris Ouden had directed his
friends to force their way and await his return.

‘Without halting at the cabin, the lads care-
fully kept on for a hundred feet pastit, and
found themselves on the margin of the stream
they had left a short time before, all hopeful of
soon meeting the brave hunter at the point
where they now looked in vain for him.

The spot was close to the water, and deeply
wooded, so that none of the moon's rays reach-
ed them. They were in utter darkness, but
they stood close together, listening and conver-
sing in the faintest whispers.

The scene was impressive. The bend of the
Catsuga was still some distance below, but by
this time the moon was high enough in the sky
to prevent much shadow, no matter what the
course of the stream happened to be.

The upper portion of the sky was without a
cloud, so that the orb, which” was half full,
shone fairly upon the river, lighting it to the
opposite shore, which looked dismal and for-
bidding in the gloom. Leaning as far forward
as he could, Jack peered up and down the
stream.

‘Do you see anything ?" asked Benny, in a
guarded undertone.

** Nothing ; I am afraid it is all over with
Ouden, for, if he had escaped the red men, he
would have found some way of reaching this
spot.”

**1 think so, but there is hope yet. They
may have shut him off from arriving here as
soon as he expected.”

‘* Shall we wait a while ?”

It will be best, for we want his company, if
we can get it, to the settlements.”

The brothers seated themselves on the ground,
oppressed and gloomy beyond measure. The
night was so advanced that it was impossible
for them, under the inost favorable circum-
stances, to reach a poinl of safety before sun-
rise. If the Iroquois, who, there was reason
to believe, were not far off, should press their
search for them, it was more than likely they
would strike the trail of the fugitives.

““If there were some canoe we could make
use of for a short time only,” said Tom, ** we
could hide our tracks, and might be able to give
them the slip.”

** But where shall the canoe be found?” was
the query of Benny; *‘if the Iroquois have
boats of their own anywhere near, we have no
chance of stealing one.”

1 would try it," said Jack, thinking any
venture preferable to staying idly in the lonely
place.

** Don’t build any hopes upon such a scheme,
We will follow Ouden’s counsel, which, you
remember, was to push on to the settlements if
he did not show up within a quarter of an
hour.”

* You must be pretty well tired out," re-
marked Tom, “‘and when we start we'll give
you a lift."

“1don't need it," was the reply; * when 1
do, I shan't hesitate to let you know,"”
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What seemed the faint hooting of an owl
trembled from a point on the other side of the
river, and a short distance above where the
brothers were grouped together.

‘* That's one of their signals,” said Benny ;
““but I can’t imagine what it means—there goes
the answer ! "

A similar call quivered from the shore on
which the three sat, and so near to them that
all were startled.

‘““My gracious! They are nearer than 1
thought,” said Benny ; ‘‘ who knows but that
signal refers to us 2"

** How can that be 2"

‘1 don't doubt that Red Eagle and his war-
riors have held some communication with the
Iroquois near the Council Ground. They
know, because of your experience with them,
that there were two boys beside the hunter on
the river. They may not have learned anything
about e, but, after shooting Orris, and finding
he was alone in the boat, they could not fail to
understand that both are somewhere in the
neighborhood.”

‘* But they have no means of knowing where.”

‘‘Not unless some”of them have caughta
lim, of us, which I admit is impossible.
ut I cannot see that they have any call to sig-
nal to each other about Ouden.”

Jack and Tom had such confidence in the
sagacity of their elder brother, that they cred-
ited what he said, though his theory was un-
likely in more than one respect.

The growing conviction that they were wast.
ing valuable time by staying where they were
rendered all uneasy. Tom proposed they should
press down the river to the settlements without
further delay, but Benny insisted on waiting a
short time longer, in the hope that something
definite would be learned about their absent
friend.

‘¢ Jack,” whispered Benny, a minute later, ** it
seems to me I heard a rustling just above us, as
though some one was moving through the
bushes.”

All held their peace for a brief interval, when
the truth of the remark was evident : there was
a soft sound, just as would have been made by
the means named.

“I'll take a look,"” said Jack, rising to his
feet.

Before he could move away, Benny reached
out his hand.

‘“Hold on a minute; it's too risky; keep
your guns ready."”

““There! 1 see it,”” said Tom, who was
seated on the left; ** it's a boat."

The end of a canoe suddenly swung round in
front of them, as though one part had caught
against the overhanging undergrowth, and the
other portion was floating freely in the rapid
current,

It made another half circle, and then came in
lain sight in the moonlight, drifting so aim-
essly downward that it was apparent it was
without any occupant.

‘It may be what we want,” whispered Jack,
in some excitement, rising to his feet; ** I mean
to find out.”

Catching hold of a branch with his left hand,
he leaned as far out as he could, and, grasping
the muzzle of his gun, hooked the stock over
the gunwale, and readily drew the boat to
shore, where, as you may believe, it was exam-
ined with interest.

‘ My gracious !” whispered the sharp eyed
Benny ; ‘‘it's our canoe!"

Such was the fact. Enough moonlight struck
the craft for all three to recognize it beyond
mistake.

‘““Look!” added Tom; ‘‘every shot must
have hit it.”

There was no paddle within, and the bottom
was covered with water. One or more of the
bullets had pierced it below the water line,
causing it to fill until the buoyancy of the ma-
terial kept it afloat.

* Poor Ouden!" was the involuntary excla-
mation of the cripple, who echoed the senti-
ments of his brothers.

(70 le continued.)
oo ———

THE MISSING WITCH.
I~ a series of stories about actors, published in
the Detroit Free Press, occurs almost the oddest in-
stance of absent mindedness that has ever come

under our notice.

When the eccentric Harry Webb was lessce of
the Qu:cn‘s Theater in Dubfin he produced ** Mac-
beth’' with new scenic effects. Among the rest
was an arrangement of clouds to accompany the
exit of the three witches in the first act. Webb,
anxious to discover how the scene worked, passed
from the stage to the front, but he saw only two
witches instead of three.

Rushing back on the stage he asked : ** Where's
the other witch?' Then to the stage manager:
** Fine him, sir: fine him a week’s salary.”

** Please, sir," explained that perturbed function-
ary. **it's yourself that missed the scene."

* Bless me, so it was! Dearme, give me a cloak ;
I'll go on in the next scene ; and Jenkins, fine your-
self five shillings for suffering me to neglect my
business."

**Sir!" exclaimed the dumbfeunded Jenkins.
ﬁ've shillings. It ought to be ten, but T'Il
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RECENT PUBLICATIONS.

* Cuir's Un-Natukat Historv" (Frederick A,
Stokes and Brother). A very amusing book of
humorous sketches and descriptions, from the }xn
of the clever artist whose drawings have so often
been the last but not the least of the ArcGosv's
weekly attractions,
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THE CORNFIELD.
BY E STEIN,
Ix fields of corn the sunbeams creep,
Where cups of crimson poppies steep
And drop their drowsy dreams until
The little winds grow faint and still,
On murmuring leafy seas asleep,
In fields of corn.
The yellow kernels fold and k
‘The mellow wealth the seasons p,
And happy oriolesgnuse and thrill
In fields of corn.
In fields of corn the truant sheep
‘Through red tipped tangled tassels peep,
‘Where silky tufts in crinkles spill
From silverf' sheaths the ripe ears fill
Like golden sweets my heart hoards deep.
In fields of corn.

.o — —

The Young Hermit

F
LAKE MINNETONKA.
BY OLIVER OPTIC,

Author of ** The Cruise of the Dandy" * Al
ways in Luck," ** Young America
Abroad Series,” etc.

CHAPTER XXIIL
MR. ARNOLD BLONDAY.

ASHY heard the order, and obeyed it with

@ his usual promptness, starting the en-

gine in the proper manner, and hasten-
ing tothe pilot house to look out for the
steering.

*Was the little girl drowned 2" called one of
the men on the launch,

‘““No!" shouted Captain Greenway, wha
thought this was a question that ought to be
answered.

The Hebe went ahead, and the line straight-
ened as she did so, though it was plain that the
people on the launch had no idea whatever of
what the young man in the boat had been do-
ing.

As the line came up out of the water, Phil
noticed it, and pulled towards it till he had it
in his grasp, when he unshipped his oars, and
hauled himself to the Hebe by the rope.

As soon as he came on board, he secured the
little boat, and hastened to the pilot house tore.
lieve the engineer of a part of his double duty,
though he had certainly performed both ina
satisfactory manner.

The Hebe had no difficulty in bringing the
launch out of her frmximi(y to the shore, and
she seemed to go off into the wind with hardly
diminished speed ; for the captain intended to
run under the lee of Northwood, and there as-
certain what was the pleasure of the passengers
on board of the tow, as he was not informed
where they belonged, or who and what they
were.

After the experience of the forenoon with the
passengers of the Excelsior, he was not at all
inclined to pay another visit to any hotel; if he
did he was likely to lose his character as the
Hermit of Minnetonka.

*‘ How is the little girl, Bashy 2" asked the
captain, after everything had begun to go along
as usual en board, for he had not thought of
hef as long as his mind was occupied with the
safety of the people on board of the launch.

“She is all right, and says she feels warm
and comfortable now,” replied the engineer, as
she could not well help being in the intense heat
of the engine room. *‘Her clothes are almost
dry, and she says she should like to see you.”

‘ Time enough to see me before she goe
ashore,” returned Phil. ‘'I am going to stop
her under the lee of the land ahead, and then
we will see the people in the launch.”

This was said as a hint that Bashy need not
drive the engine, and he did not shovel any
more coal into the furnace, as he would other-
wise have done; and in a little while the bell
came to stop her.

Phil went aft, and hauled in the tow line as
the launch forged ahead after the engineer had
backed the Hebe so as to stop her headway ; and
without much effort, when Bashy came to his
aid, the tow was hauled alongside the steamer.
for the water was quite smooth under the lee of
the shore.

The captain had gone to the little wheel of
the launch, but the rest of the party remained
in the bow, where they had been since the Hebe
hauled her off the lee shore, the lady springing
to her feet as soen as she saw that the boat was
coming alongside the Hebe.

Though she appeared to be wet, and her
clothes to have been a good deal deranged by
her experience in the launch, Phil could seethat
she was dressed in costly garments. He had no
doubt she was a member of a wealthy family,
as were most of those who spent much time at
the hotels on the lake.

Though the captain guessed that she was from
thirty five to forty years old, she wasstill a hand-
some woman ; but there was something in her
expression that he did not like, for it was too
much like that of Mrs. Gayland, whom he had
come to kyow thoroughly.

By her side wasa gentleman, who looked as
though he was somewhat older than the lady,
and was dressed as finely as she was, with an
evident air of the man of the world about him
Phil concluded that he was the lady’s husband
and the father of the little girl in the engine
room, though this of course could be nothing
more than a guess.
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“ Where is my daughter 2" called the lady, g

as soon as the launch came abreast of the Hebe,
with all the anxiety any mother might feel un-
der such circumstances.

‘*She is in the engine room, drying her
clothes ; but she is all right now, and you need
not be at all disturbed about her,” replied the
captain in themost assuring tones he sould com-
mand.

** Oh, I am so rejoiced | " exclaimed the lady,
who also appeared to be shivering with the cold,
though perhaps it was partly her nervous anx-
iety, *‘Can I seeher?"

** Certainly you can, madam,” said Phil, get-
ting out the gang plank for her use.

“‘1 was sure she would be drowned! And
you have saved her ?” exclaimed the lady, as
she walked to the place where the captain had
placed the plank. * How shall T ever reward
you for what you have done 2"

‘“ The engineer says the little girl is doing
very well, and she has been in his room ever
since she came on board,” replied Phil, without
heeding the grateful expressions of the fond
mother, as she really appeared to be, in_spite of
the diamonds that sparkled in her earrings and
on her fingers.

‘1 don’t know you, young man, though we
have been at the lake for the lasttwo weeks,”
interposed the gentleman, who kept close to the
lady.

“yThat is Captain Philip Greenway,” said
Bashy, who had come to the after part of the
steamer to assist with the gang plank. ** He is
the captain of the Hebe, which is the name of
the boat.”

1 am glad to know you, Captain Green-
way,” said the gentleman, extending his hand
to the hero of the occasion. ** This lady is
Mrs. Austin Goldson.”

““I am particularly glad to make your ac-
quaintance, Captain Greenway ; for you have
saved my only child, and I am under a debt of
gratitude to you that I can never repay,” said
Mrs. Goldson, extending her jeweled hand to
him.

**And you are Mr. Austin Goldson, I sup-
pose 2" inquired Phil, turning away from the
lady when she began totalk of her gratitude,
though he did not doubt her sincerity.

**No, I am not,” replied the gentleman very
promptly. *“The lady is my sister, and I am
the uncle of the li‘tle girl whose life you have
saved. My nameis Arnold Blonday.”

Arnold! The young captain had studied
American history, and he wondered how any
native could call his son by such aname ; but
Mr. Blonday behaved himself with strict pro-
priety, and personally he was not at all disa-
greeable
hil showed the lady and her brother to the
engine room, where the mother infolded her
daughter in a long and hysteric embrace, while
her uncle only took her hand and kissed her just
once,

The captain did not think it would be polite
to witness the interview, and he left the family
to rejoice alone in their reunion with the one
who was so nearly lost to them, for even Phil
could not explain how the boat had kept right
side up so long.

On his return to the deck, he thought he
should make a more presentable appearance
with his coat on when it should be his duty to
look out for the comfort of his passengers ; but
the skipper of the launch confronted him before
he could get to the pilot house, and he was not
cold,

**You have done a handsome thing for my
party,” said Captain Floyd, addressing him of
the i:lebe.

*“We did as well as we could for you, in spite
of all the yelling you set up,” replied Phil.
‘* How did that little girl happen to get adrift
in that boat 2"

** You see we got caught in the storm, but I
made the lee of the point by Huntington's
house ; and we stood it very well, for the water
was smooth enough there in the worst of it,”
returned Captain Floyd. ‘¢ That rowboat be-
longs to Miss Sibyl, and we took it with us so
that she could have a row when we landed at
the Hotel St. Louis, While we were waiting
here the little girl got into it, unknown to any
of us, and we didn’t find it out till we heard
her scream, for she had got out into the big
waves. She couldn’t row there, and she began
to drift off. Her mother was scared almost to
death, and I started the Violet after her. 1
hadn’t any more than got into the big sea be-

fore my tiller ropes broke. Icould not doa
thing, and we began to drift as you found us.”y

At this moment Mr. Arnold Blonday came
out of the engine reom, just as the captain was

pulling down his sleeves and going for his coat.

**What is that mark on your arm, Captain
Greenway ? " demanded Mr.” Blonday, putting
his finger upon the initials on his arm.

‘' The letters are the initials of my name—

Philip Greenway.”

Arnold Blonday was terribly shaken by some

emotion which Phil could not understand.

CHAPTER XXIV. ?
THE EXCITED PASSENGER.

HE day of the tempest was certainly a
very eventful one with Captain Fhilip
Greenway, for it had made him ac-
quainted with the rich widow from Phil-

adelphia, and now the remarkable conduct of

Mr. Arnold Blonday indicated that he had some

Strange interest in him, judging by the depth

of his emotion when he accidentally saw the

letters on his arm.

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

As the P. G. had been on his arm ever since
he could remember, he had become accustomed
to the sight of them himself, and they had long
since ceased to excite his wonder as to how they
came there,

He had half suspected that they stood for his
real name, and, reasoning from the strong
affection which Mr. Gayland manifested towards
him he could almost believe that he was the
son of that capitalist, and that he was the fruit
of some unexplained marriage, concealed for
reasons which he could not fathom.

He had asked the occupant of the elegant
mansion on the Hill, in his last interview with
him, about the letters; but the only reply he
had ever received was that they were on his
arm when he was brought to the hotel at Nice ;
and, though the last letter was the initial of his
surname, he did not know for what the first
one stood, and he and Mrs. Gayland had agreed
to call him Paul, after a brother of the lady, in
order to make his name correspond to the let-
ters.

On leaving the elegant mansion, when he
found it advisable, if not absolutely necessary
to assume a new name, so as to prevent any re-
ﬁun of him from being carried back to St. Paul,

e had selected Philip Greenway so that it should
agree with the initials on his arm in case they
should be seen by any person.

Bashy had spoken to him about them when
they were swimming in the lake; but as they
stood for the captain’s name, as the engineer
knew it, it was not at all strange that those par-
ticular letters should be there, if any; and the
bearer of them explained that sailors and fish-
ermen on the sea were very apt to have such
marks upon them.

The engineer had introduced his captain to
Mr. Blonday and his sister, using his full name,
which clearly accounted for both initials, and
Phil could not imagine what there was to call
out so much emotion on the part of the pas-
senger.

A gentleman and a man of the world, as Mr,
Blonday appeared to be, would not be startled
out of his stoicism and even his self possession
by discovering a couple of letters on the arm of
a stranger, especially if they were in accord
with his announced name.

Probably if the initials on his arm had not
been the subject of so much remark with Mrs,
Forbush only a couple oi hours before, he
would have been less astonished at the impres-
sion they produced upon his present passenger ;
and, as he had never seen or heard of Mr.
Blonday or Mrs. Goldson before, he was utterly
unable to suggest any explanation of the be-
havior of the former.

Mr. Blonday even turned pale, and his lips
quivered when he saw the initials, and he gazed
at them as though he was spell bound by the
sight. As he had taken hold of the captain's
arm with one hand while he pointed to the let-
ters with the other, he seemed to have been
paralyzed in this position, like the characters in
the tale of ‘‘*The Sleeping Beauty,” and it
looked as though he would remain so as long
as they did.

“Do you think it is anylhinF very strange
that I should have the initials of my name on
my arm, Mr. Blonday ?” asked the captain,
after he had looked in silence at the apparently
petrified form in front of him.

“‘Those are the initials of your name, are

“] am not weather wise,”” answered Mr.
Blonday, trying to smile, though the effort was
hardly a success. ‘‘How long do we remain
here, captain ? "

‘1 ran up under the lee of the shcre to en-
able you and the lady to see the little girl ; and
1 am ready to Jeave at your pleasure; if you will
tell me where you wish to go.”

** We have been boarding at the Hotel Lafay-
ette for the last two weeks, and we still have
apartments there,” replied the passenger. ** We
go out on the lake every pleasant day, and have
employed the steam launch on our excursions ;
but the Violet does not seem to have been put
together in a very substantial manner, or she
would not have broken down today ; and we
shall doubtless take some other boat in future.”

‘*An accident is likely to happen to any
steamer, sir,” suggested the captain.

‘‘ But we shoul§ prefer such a steamer as this
one ; and my sister will be very glad to engage
the Hebe, for that I believe is the name of your
boat,” added Mr. Blonday, in a patronizing
tone, though this was doubtless habitual rather
than put on with reference to the gallant young
captain, whose services ought to have exempted
kim from anything of that kind.

‘“ The Hebe does not carry any passengers,”
replied Cabtain Greenway, rather stiffly.

*“You don't carry passengers ?” queried the
man of the world, apparently astonished at the
reply.

‘* Never, sir, unless we pick them up in dis-
tress, as we did you, am‘ras we did another
party today,” added Phil.

Mr. Blonday wanted to know about the other
party, and the captain gave him the naked par-
ticulars without enlarging upon the side in-
cidents of the affair at the L.ake Park Hotel.

‘* Now, Mr. Blonday, if you are ready, I will
take your party to the Hotel Lafayette,” sug-
gested the captain.

‘** I hope you will stay to dinner with us; and
1 am sure the guests of the hotel will be glad to
see one who has made so good a record for
himself as you have, Captain Greenway,” re-
plied the passenger.

*“You must excuse me, sir; and I have no de-
sire to meet the guests of the hotel,” replied
Phil, with all the dignity he could command,
for he had the impression that the gentleman
was patronizing him, and that was something
which he could not endure.

‘‘ But I hope we shall see you again ; and I
am sure my sister will be very much disappointed
if she fails to meet you again in the near future.”

The captain made no reply, but went to the
pilot house,

CHAPTER XXV.
A PRESSING INVITATION,

HEN Captain Greenway reached the
pilot house of the Hebe, he put on his
coat; and he had almost vowed never
to take it off again, or at least not to

roll up his shirt sleeves so that any one could
see the initials on his arm, for he felt as though
they had nearly betrayed The' Hermit of Min-
netonka.

He rang the bell to start the engine back, and
as soon as the Hebe was well off the shore, he
rang again to go ahead, and he pointed her out
into the rough water again.

Phil found that he had enough to engage his

they ?” said the p without g
his gaze from the characters which seemed to
be so impressive to him.

‘“ My name has been mentioned to you, and
you can judge for yourself,” added Captamn
Greenway,

“‘I have really forgotten your Christian name,
captain,” continued Mr. Blonday, looking up
at him for the first time since he discovered the
letters,

** Philip Greenway was the name which the
engineer gave me when he introduced me."”

** Philip Greenway," repeated the gentleman,
with a more sinister expression than the cap-
tain had observed before in his face. * You
are right, and the initials do stand for that
vame.”

* Of course they do,” said Phil, his wonder
and dislike of the man increasing with every
word that came from him. **Is there anything
very strange in the fact that P. G. stands for
Philip Greenway 2"

“I can't say that there is; but it seems to
me that I have seen those initials on the arm of
some other person,” replied Mr. Blonday, sud-
denly recovering the self possession he had lost
as he dropped the captain’s arm, and conjured
up an enticing smile on his thin lips, as if he
felt that he had been ** giving himself away.”
“* Where I have seen them, I cannot for the life
of me remember.”

“It cannot have been on my arm, at any
rate, for I never saw you before in my life,” re-
marked Phil,

““You have rendered my sister a very great
service, my young friend, and I shall not at-
tempt to express her gratitude or my own to
you at this time; but you may be very s.re
that we shall not forget what you have doue
today ; and every time we look upon the little
girl, even after she has reached the years of
maturity, we shall be apt to think of yeu, who
have given us back the life that had been lost
without your assistance,” said Mr. Blonday,
evidently thinking it was time to change the
subject,

““It looks as though it was going to blow
pretty fresh the rest of the day,” remarked Phil,
dodging the new subject introduced: by the pas-
senger,

thoughts for hours to come, though he was
utterly unable to make an ll':in§I of the situation
in which he found himself on this eventful day.

Mrs. Forbush had mistaken him for her
adopted son, though as she resided in Philadel-
phia, it was not probable that the genuine young
man with C. G. on his arm could be anywhere
in the vicinity of Lake Minnetonka.

The only important fact which interested him
in regard to ‘ Conny " was that he had initials
on his arm, in the same place as his own; and
now it looked just as though Mr. Arnold Blonday
knew something about letters on the arm.

The captain cudgeled his active brain with
the utmost vigor, but he could make nothing of
the meager particulars which had come to his
knowledge ; and the more he racked his think-
ing powers, the more fathomless became the
whole subject.

At last, in sheer disgust at what he could not

hend, he P d to lude that

! J
all which was strange and i was
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‘1 hope you feel better than ?'ou did, Miss
Sibyl,” said the captain, as the lady and her
daughter took a position beneath the front win-
dows of the pilot house, both of them supported
by Mr. Blonday.

‘“ Oh, 1 feel very nicely now, I thank you,”
teplied the little lady. *“Tam just as warm as

\toast, and 1 know that yeu saved my life, and 1

shall always be the best friend you have in all
the world.”

‘T am very glad I was able to help you, Miss
Sibyl; and I shall be glad to have as good a
friend as I know you will be,” said the gallant
captain, with a pleasant smile, for there was
nothing sinister or unreal about the child, how-
ever it might be with her mother and her
uncle,

*“ But you must come up to the hotel to din-
ner with us, for I want to see more of you on
the dry land,” continued the little maiden;
and it was plain enough that she had been in-
structed to say this,

‘“1thank you very much, but I have to go
home, for 1 have been out on the lake ever since
early this morning ; and I am not dressed up to
dine with such fine people as you and your
mother,” replied the captain. *You must ex-
cuse me this time, and some time I may be able
to see you again.”

By this time Phil noticed that the mother of
the child was looking at him, and studying his
features, with an absorbing interest which was
very strange to him; and it looked just as
though her brother had communicated to her
some of his own emotional impressions, for she
certainly had not seen the initials on his arm.

‘“ Couldn’t you possibly dine with us today "
asked the lady, with a fascinating smile, or one
that must have been put on as such, for the
sharp eyes and close observation of the captain
had enabled him to discover that she was even
more embarrassed than her brother had been in
his presence.

‘“It would be quite impossible for me to do
so, madam,” he replied, with an earnestness
begotterr by a fear of something he could not
define,

Looking at Mrs. Goldson and her brother in
any manner he could, and struggling to be both
just and charitable in judging them, there was
something sinister in their expression.

** Will you come tomorrow, then ?" persisted
Mrs. Goldson, though she dropped her gaze to
the deck when she realized that the young pilot
was looking into her very soul, as it were.

‘“If 1 decline your kind invitation for the
})resent or the future, I hope you will excuse me,
or I never go to any such occasions, and 1 do
not feel at home in any of these hotels, or even
in a private house. I assure you, madam,
that the greatest favor you can do me is to let
me off from anything in the shape of a dirner,
a party, or a gathering of any kind,” pleaded
the captain.

*‘ Buck says you are the hermit fellow that
lives up to Halsted's Bay,” interposed Captain
Floyd of the Violet, who was standing on the
deck near enough to hear the conversation.

‘1 am calied so sometimes, though it is not
a character of my own choice,” replied Phil,
‘1 suppose the name was given me because 1
mind my own business, and shun all company
except that of my engineer.”

‘‘ You are rather young to be a hermit,” sug-
gested the lady.

“1 am not a hermit in any proper sense of
the word. I am not a religious devotee, and 1
do not live alone. I choose seclusion for reas
sons of my own which concern no other person,
for I am guilty of no wrong or crime which
should drive me from the society of others,” re-
turned Phil. ¢“With this explanation of my
mode of life, I am sure you will excuse my ab-
sence from your table.”

** Of course I shall not insist on your dining
with us against your will, though Sibyl and I
1will be very glad to see you again,” said the
ady.
‘““Won't you let me see you again, Captain
Greenway ?"" pleaded the maiden, so sincerely
that Phil could hardly resist her.

‘T shall be very glad to see you again,” he
replied.

““I am not company, you know, for the:
send me to bed when they have a dinner party,"
inlc?)osed the little lady. .

o ppose your often row in your little boat ;

merely an accident, for the pricking of names
and other devices on the arm was a very com-
mon practice, not entirely confined to those who
follow the sea.

P. G., or even C. G., might stand for a hun-
dred names ; and he amused himself in recalling
all the letters he could think of that would fit
the initials ; and with this disposal of the whole
subject he was fully satisfied, and discharged it
from his mind.

He had hardly set his mind at rest before the
three passengers on board appeared on the for-
ward deck, holding on with all their might to

revent themselves from being thrown over-
ard by the motion of the steamer, which was
now approaching the pier at Minnetonka Beach.
‘There was not a single craft of any kind moored
there, for the hurricane raked squarely across
the bay, and even since the change of wind the
bay was n<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>