L

7@5[% o
Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1888, by Frank A. Munsey, in the otfice of the Librarian ot Congress, at Washington, D. C.
Vol. VI No. 38, ™~s.ome={*mes™  NEW YORK, SATURDAY, AUGUST 18, 1888. meos: ) S50 10 v Whole No. 298.

IN ADVANCE.

DEAN SPRANG INTO THE BOAT AND PUSHED OFF FROM THE SHORE TO RESCUE THE CASTAWAY, LEAVING BRANDON BATES
IN THE BOAT HOUSE, FURIOUS WITH RAGE.

®
See new serial ‘“ Dean Dunham ; or, The Waterford Mystery,’”” by Horatio Alger, Js., on next page.
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AT LOW TIDE.
‘Tue sands on the beach are brown and bare,
‘The sun has set, and the tide 1s out ;
There are no boats in the inlet, where
A while ago skimmed a score about.
Out there, where the curving channel gleams
And glows like a burnished scimetar,
The sea mew follows the sea and screams
At the waves that bear his prey afar.
Full orbed and fulgent the harve mos
Looks down on meadows the scythe e shorn ;
So tender the night one grieves so soon
Its dreams must fade in the wakeful morn.
Finer ecach moment and fainter grows
‘The silver line that the channel makes,
And the sloping bowl of the basin shows
An empty bed where no billow breaks.
There are gleams of sapphire in the sky,
With tints of topaz and hyacinths ;
And through gates of pearl ajar, the eye
Sees arches pillared on jeweled plint
And streets of gold in a city fair
Ot wonderful beauty, such as he
Who dwelt upon Patmos witnessed where
The world he viewed had nor shore nor sea

Dean Dunham;

R,
THE WATERFORD MYSTERY.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.
Author of * Luke Walton," " The Young Acrobat,”

“Ragged Dick, " Tattered Tom,'
N Luck and Pluck, ete., etc.

CHAPTER L.
ADIN DUNHAM SURPRISES HIS WIFE.

2 > been looking forward to this day for
; weeks, Sarah,” said Adin Dunham, as
he rose from the breakfast table on a
certain Wednesday morning in the early

part of June.

** Why, father, whkat do you mean ?" asked
Dunham curiously.

** Because today I am to receive a thousand
dollars—a thousand dollars in hard cash,” an-
swered her husband in a tone of exultation,

“ Well, re 1" ejaculated his wife in
amazement. **Who on e.mln is going to give
you a thousand dollars 2’

*“No one is going to give it to nie; it's my
own.”

* How strangely you do talk, Adin Dun]\am
You ain't out of your mind, be you 2"

“Not as I know of,” answered her husband
with an amused smile.

“Is it really true that somebody is going to
pay you a thousand dollars 2"

Yes, it is.”

*And Jyou say it is your own ? "

“ Ve

““1 don't understand it,” said Mrs. Dunham,
with the air of one to whom a puzzle is pro-
pounded and who gives it up.

“ Then I'll explain. You know when Uncle
Dan died he left me a piece of stony pasture
land in Rockmount 2"

M

“Yes, L know.  You never could sell it, I've
Imv:] you say ag'in and ag'm.
. I've sold it at last, There's a com-

pany ;:.-m to put up a big hotel just on that
spot, and they've offered me a thousand dollars
for the Jand.”

i (,nuhlu t they find a better buildin’ ot than
that

.. \mL you see it's located near the lake, and
though it's barren enough 1t's well situated, and
there's five acres of it, plenty of room for all the
buildin’s required.  They offered me first seven
hundred, then eight hundred, and finally when
they got up to a U\uunml L caved in

“You what

“AWell, | agreed to let 'em have it. I'm
goin’ over today to get the money.”
*Why, it'll make us rich, Adin, I never

expected you'd be wuth a thousand dollars.”
I wonder what Unele Dan would have said
if he'd thought I would have got so much for
the land. He never cared much for me, and
he only left me that because he thought it wasn't
hing. He did better I)\ me than he

: you going to do with the money,

I don't know vet. I'll keep it by me till
I've decided.  Perhaps I'll invest in gov'ment
rmn(h I guess they're about as safe as any-
thing

“So I've heard, Adin.
ment ain't likely to fail.”

I suppose the gov'-

10t s, I guess all the banks will fail too,"

* How are you goin’ over to Rockmount 2

ST borrow neighbor uld’s hotse and
buggy. ‘That horse 1s pretty strong, and he

won 1 nnml the twenty miles—ten there andten

don't like to have you traveli 1’ so far with
all that money. S’pose you should meet with
robbers,™

** There ain't any robbers round here, Sarah,
This is a respectable community,”

* You might meet a tramp.”

“Well, the chances are that he'd be more
afraid of me than I would be of him, I ain't a
child, Sarah. I can lift a barrel of potatoes and
put it in a wagon as easy as most men,"

*Well, Adin, you know best.  Hadn't you
better take Dean with you ?

** Why should 1 take Dean 2"

“ It would be safer for two than for one."”

“You don't mean to say that I need a boyef
sixteen 1o protect me? 1 1 thoughe [ did, I'd
stay at homie and send Dean by hmnelf -
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““Well, Adin, I don’t want to interfere. It
wouldn't be much use, either, for you generally
have your own way. Have you told any of the
neighbors that you are goin' for some money 2"

“*No, except Lawyer Bates.”

““ What made you tell him ?”

““Well, I was in his office the other evenin’,
and somehow I was led intotellin’it. I gave a
sort of hint, and the lawyer he drew it out of
me. Them lawyers are great on cross examin-
in’, you know.”

“* What did Squire Bates say ?”

*‘He told me I'd better not tell anybody else.
He talked for all the world just like you did,
Sarah. You haven't been chatterin’ with the
squire, have you ?”

** No, Adin, I don't like him well enough for
that. I never fancied the squire. He's always
showin’ those long front teeth of his, like a
wild beast.”

*“ They ain't very handsome teeth, I'm bound
to admit, Sarah, but the poor man can’t help
himself. He's as God made him.”

‘* He gave you good advice at any rate, Adin.
There’s so many dishonest people in the world
that it's best to be careful. Did you tell him
when you were goin’ for the money ? "

**1 don't exactly remember. I guess I did.”

“Do you think Squire Bates is a rich man,
Adin 2"

*1 don't know. He'’s a lawyer, and keeps
his affairs mighty close.”

‘“That boy of his—Brandon—is his very
image, even to the teeth.”

‘' Well, he does favor his father consider-
able.”

*“ Dean doesn’t like him. He's a very big
feeling boy. He looks down on Dean because
he is the nephew of a poor man.”

“ 0O, he'll get wiser in time.
mind them young folks so much.

We mustn't
Boys will be

boys.”

** So they will, but there's different kinds of
boys.”

1 guess there's room enough in the world

for both of them. If they don't like each other
they can keep apart.”

‘‘Dean is an excellent boy. 1 don’t know
how we should get along without him,”

** I indorse all that, wife," said Adin Dunham
heartily.

*‘He's always cheerful and willin'—always
ready to do chores and give up his own pleasure.”
I remember last winter he'd set his heart on
going with a skatin’ party, but when I was
taken sick, he stayed at home and tended me,
without a word of complaint. He couldn't
have done no more if he'd been a son instead of
a nephew.”

** Just so, wife! Justso! He'sa likely boy,
and if he keeps on as he’s begun he's sure to do
well.!

** He deserves to prosper, and 1 hope he will.
I wish we could do more for him

‘*So do I, but a carpenter that gets work
only .\bnul half the time can't do what he'd
like to."

Just then Dean came into the house—a
broad shouldered, strongly built boy, with a
frank, open countenance and red cheeks.

** Dean," said his uncle, ‘* won't you go over
to neighbor Gould, and ask if he will lend his
horse and buggy for the day ? I'm goin’ over
to Rockmount.”

* Going to Rockmount 2" repeated Dean
eagerly. ** Will you take me, uncle 2"

** Not today, Dean. It's a long ride, and it'll
be easier on the horse to carry one than two.”

Dean looked disappointed. A ride to Rock-
mount, which was a considerably larger place
than Waterford, would have been to him a very
agreeable recreation, but he was not a boy to
complain or tease when a favor had been re-
fused. So he indulged in no remonstrance, but
went over to Mr. Gould's dwelling, only twenty
rods away, and preferred the request.

‘ Certain aid Mr. Gould pleasantly. *“So
your uncle has business in Rockmount, has he 2"

““ Yes s)r I suppose so, but he didn’t tell me
what it i

** Well, tell him not to over drive the Cap-
tain.” (This was the rather peculiar name of
Mr. Gould's horse.)

*“1 don't think there's any danger,” said
Dean smiling, for he knew that Adin Dunham
was one of the most deliberate of men, and
permitted a horse to select his own pace.

CHAPTER 1II.
SQUIRE RENWICK BATES,
DIN DUNHAM got into the buggy, took
the reins from Dean, and drove away
The pretentious house of Squire es
stood a hittle way back from the road a
quarter of a mile further on.  The lawyer stood
in front of his gate, He smiled as Adin Dun-
ham drove by.
““Well, Dunham,” he said,
your way to Rockmount 2"
“ Yes, squire,”
¢ And bound on a pleasant errand, too.”
tinued Bates, with a second smile.
**Yes, squire. I caw't believe it hardly. It's
a new experience for me. I ne thought I
should be worth a thousand dol
“Yes, i quxlc asum. What do you pro-
pose to do with it 2"
* I may pay up the mortgage on my pl.u‘e 1
* But suppose I don’t want to rece
** But why wouldn't you want to receive e
* Oh, it's paying me fairish interest, and I
should have to look up another investment.”
** But you could do that better than 1.”
* Come and see me when you get back, and

‘5o you are on

con-

I'll give you advice. I wouldn't trouble myself
for every one, but gou are a friend and neigh-
bor,” said Squire Bates, smiling and showing
the long white tusks that gave him so peculiar
an appearance.

** Your advice ought to be good squire. You
are used to investin' money.”

“Yes, 1 have a good deal to invest,” said
Bates. ** Which way shall you return 2" asked
the squire carelessly.

“1 thought I might take the creek road,
squire.”

‘“If it were my case, I would come through
the woods. It's half a mile shorter.”

“That’s so, and I did think of it, but you and
my wife talked to me about robbers, till I began
to think the creek road would be safer.”

Squire Bates laughed in an amused way.

*“1 rather think your wife and I talked like
old women,” he said. ‘¢ It seems rather ridicu-
Igus to think of robbers in this neighborhood.”

*“So it does!” said Adin Dunham eagerly.
“1 told Sarah so.”

“* Then you'll come through the woods 2"

“«Yes."

“ About what time ?”

“Oh, I shan't stay very long after my busi-
ness is done.”

* You'll probably pass through about three
o'clock 2"

** Well, say four, I've got a cousin in Rock-
mount that I shall take dinner with, and that'll
take up part of my time. Then I've got one or
two errands to do at the stores there. I'm to
buy my wife a pair of shoes at Ingalls's store.
He knows just what she wants, and always fits
her.”

‘“There's one thing I would advise you not
to do, neighbor Dunham.”

* What is that 2"

“Don't invite any one to ride home with
ou.”

““Why not ? "

““Well, you'll have considerable money with
you, and it might prove a temptation even to a
respectable man. You see to most people it is
a large sum—not to me, for I am better off than
the average, but I've read in my law books of a
good many crimes that were the result of a
sudden impulse. There's no reason to be nerv-
ous, but it’s well to be prudent, neighbor.”

* That’s good sense, squire. Thank you for
your caution.  Well, I must be getting on.”

“ Good luck to you,” said B:tes, as he turned
and went into the house.

Squire Bates had been for three years a resi-
dent of Waterford. He appeared to have plenty
of money, though it was a mystery where it
came from. He professed to be a lawyer, and
had an office, but beyond writing a will or a
lease, or some such matter, had no practice to
speak of. This, however, did not seem to
trouble him. It was a popular belief that the
care of his property gave him considerable to
do. He had no investments in Waterford ex-
cept the house he lived in, and a mortgage on
the house and small landed property f Adin
Dunham. The assessors got very little satis-
faction out of him when they questioned him
about his taxable property.

““1 am taxed elsewhere,” he said briefly.

¢ But you have some personal propercy ¢ "

‘“Oh well, you may put me down for a
thousand dollars.”

‘It is generally supposed that you have a
much larger personal property than that.”

** T have, gentlemen,” answered Bates frankly,
“but you know that government bonds are not
taxable."”

That explained ity The board of assessors
jumped to the conclusion that Squire Bates had
a large sum in government bonds, and did not
pursue their inquiries further.

There was one thing that puzzled Waterford
people about the lawyer. He often absented
himself in a mysterious way, sometimes for
weeks at a time.  He never told where he went,
nor did his wife and son when questioned ap-
pear to know. At any rate they never gave any
information. He would reappear as suddenly
as he had disappeared, and always explain
briefly that he bad been away on business,
What the nature of the business was he did not
state, a sensible thing probably, but his reticence
excited considerable remark among his fellow
townsmen, who did not approve of it.

When Squire Bates re-entered the house he
went up to his room—his library was on the
second floor—and locked the door, He sat
down ina rocking chair, and seemed plunged
in thought.

“ A thousand dollars!" he soliloquized. ¢ Tt
is a good sum of money. It would be a great
lift to Adin Dunham. Tt would enable him to
pay off the mortgage on his place, and that
would not suit me. 1 prefer to foreclose by and
by. Upon the whole the money will be better
in my hands than in his. It was well T sug-
gested to him not to come home by the creck
road. That is too open, and would not suit my
plans.”

Lawyer Rates rose, and, taking a key from
his pocket, opened the door of a small closet.
It was aclothes closet evidently, but its contents
were of a curious character. There was one
suit that a fastidious tramp would have scorned
to wear. There were several masks, There
were disguises of different kinds, three wigs,
one red, and false beards.  Of what earthly use
could these articles be to a respectable coinay
lawyer ?

Not even Mrs, Rates had seen the inside of
thiscloset, Once she suggested cleaning it, but

the curt refusal with which her proposal was re-
ceived prevented her making it again,

NUMBER 3

“T ke pers in there," said her
band, “e:npd lal;na not willing that th
be disturbed.”

*“1 would be very careful, Renwick,"sic ¥
Bates. ‘I would attend to it mysell

“You will offend me if you say m
Bates,” said her husband, looking d
and she took the hint.

Mrs. Bates was a pleasant, gentle womun s
did not put on airs, and she was much c e
popular in the village than her busband,
face had a singularly disagreeable exp
especially when he smiled, for then he
his long white teeth, which, as Mrs Tk
expressed it, were like the fangs of awu

His son Brandon was like his father, cie-
the teeth. He was a boy of cruel iz
haughty and imperious, and disposed to
over his schoolmates and companions. He.
heartily tired of Waterford, and had mare |
once suggested to his father that it wo
wise to leave it.

** When I want your advice, Brandon, | v
ask for it,"” said Squire Bates briefly.

Brandon did not press the matter. He ke
his father too well, but he complaired v b,
mother.

*“What on earth can father be thinking oi 1,
stay in such a quiet hole as Waterford ?

‘‘Itis a pleasant village, Brandon,”said '
mother gently.

“* What is there pleasant aboul it?2"”

‘“ The people are pleasan

‘1 have no fit associates.”

““There is Dean Dunham, who is abotl

el
1 hate him!" said Brandon passior -

“Why do you aate him, my son? Nr i
Dunham tells me he isa great comfort to her

‘1 don't know anything about that. He
very impudent to me. He seems to think ke s
my equal.”

*I am afraid you are too proud, Brand

‘“Isn’t father the richest man in Waterfc
1'd like to know ? Dean Dunham is the nephes
of a poor carpenter, who keeps him out
charity.”

** Ah, Brandon, you shouldn't value penple
for their money

** Dean Dunham isno fit companion
1f I were in the city, I should find plenty
sociates

Gentle Mrs, Bates sighed. She could notap-
prove of her son’s pride.

CHAPTER IIL
BRANDON'S JOKE.
ABOUT quarter of a mile from the village

was a pond of small size, not m»r:
third of a mile across, but it pro
the boys of the village a great deal c»t
amusement. In the summer it afiorded chances
for bathing and boating, in the winter for skat-
ing.
Among the boys who had boats on the pond
were Dean Dunham and Brandon Bates, but
there was a considerable difierence between
them. Dean’s was an old flat bottomed boat,
which he had bought for a dollar from a man
who had uscd 1t for half a dozen years, while
Brandon's was spick and span new, a very
handsome craft, and by all odds the finest on
the pond.

Brandon was not, however, the best rower,
though he considered himself such, That d
tinction belonged to Dean, whose arms wers
strengthened by labor, and whose constant
practice gave him unusual skill.

Directly in the nnddle of the pondwas 2
small island, not over half an acre in ext
which naturally enough was often visited by i
boys of Waterford.

On the day of Adin Dunham's journey [
Rockmount, Brandon, having nothing else
do, for there was a vacation in the viliag
school, sauntered down to the place where be
kept his boat. He had had a small boat hous
constructed, where he kept his boat under
cover. Tt had been built by Adin Dunham, the
village carpenter, and excited the admiration of
the other village boys, who did not aspire &
such a luxury.

““Why don’t you get your uncle to build yor
a boat house, Dean 2" asked Rrandon, satin-
call

an laughed good naturedly.

“* My old boat isn't likely to be injured by ex
posure to the weather,” he answered.

“ That's true. How would you like to have
a boat like mine 2"

* I should be delighted ; so if you are
ing of giving me one, I hope you' will go ahead
and do it.”

Brandon shrugged his shoulders.

“1It is too expensive for a working boy," he
said.

I know of ene working boy who would ap-
preciate it, 1 suppose you don't call yourseli &
working boy.”

‘1 am a gentleman's
haughtily.

i -\nd gentlemen's sons don't work, | pre
sume.,"

** They don’t work for a living.”

** There are different ways of workmg worke
ing with the brains, for instance.”

" Of course 1 do that.”

*“And I, too.”

1 don't approve of a superior ecncaticn (¢
the lower classes,” remarked Brandon.

“Whom doyou mean by the lower classes !’
asked Dean, his face flushing.

st ()h working boys and working men, 28¢
soon.”

son," said Brandin.
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““ Some of our most successful MEN used to be
working boys."

‘“ A few,"" Brandon admitted reluctantly,

“ I mean to become one of those few."

Brandon laughed sarcastically.

“* You'd better be contented with your station
in life,” he said.

** Thank you for the advice, but I shan't fol-
low it.”

“* It won't make much difference, I fancy.”

‘This conversation took place three months
before, soon after Brandon's boat house was
completed.

‘When on this June day Brandon loosened his
rope, and prepared for a row, he was alone.
But just as he was pushing off he caught sight
of a small boy, ten years old, the son of a poor
Irish widow in the village, who regarded him
and his boat wistfully.

“* Give me a ride, Brandon,” he asked.

Ordinarily Brandon would have answered in
the negative, and indeed he was on the point of
doing so, when a sudden idea entered his
mind.

‘* Well, jump in, you little brat 1" hesaid.

Tommy Boyle was only too glad to doso, and
he did not trouble himself to resent the rough
form of invitation.

‘* Thank you, Brandon,” he said.

** Look here, youngster, don't call me Bran-
don.”

** Why, isn't that your name?” asked Tommy,
in wonder.

“ It is not respectful. You must call me Mr.
Bates."

** But Mr.
Tommy.

** That is my name, too.

Bates.”

Tommy did not pay much attention to this
explanation, for he was paddling his hands in
the water.

** Lemme row,” said Tommy, suddenly.

** Let you row 2 You can't rqw.”

“Yes, 1 can. Dean lets me row."

‘It doesn't make much difference about his
old tub,” said Brandon, scornfully ‘you
can't row in this boat.”

**Why not, Brandon ?"”

“ Didn't I tell you not to call me Brandon "

‘“ Mr. Bates, then.”

“Perhaps I'll let you row when we come
back. Did you ever go to the island >

** Yes, Dean took me there one day."”

**We are going there now."

‘“Are we ?  Cricky, ain’t that fun "

Brandon smiled unpleasantly, showing his

teeth after his father's fashion.

‘“He'll be singing a different tune before
long,” he said to himself.

“When I'm a big boy I'm going to have a
boat, too,” said Tommy.

* Perhaps Dean will sell you his, then,"
gested Brandon, amused.

‘* He says Le'll give it to me."”

“It'll be a splendid craft, then.

to do without one 2"

‘' He says he'll have a boat some time that'll
beat yours, Brandon—I mean Mr. Bates."

““Oh, he says that, does he ?” asked Brandon,
showing his teeth again, but in a less good na-
tured manner. ‘*Ishould like to know where
he's going to get it from. Do you know how
much this boat cost "

WNo."

Bates is your father,” objected

My father is Squire

" sug-

Is he going

“Itcost fifty dollars,” said Brandon, in an
important tone.

“Isthat a good deal of money ?”

1 should say it was. IUll be years before
Dean Dunham sees as much money as that."”

“Dean is a nice boy !I" said Tommy, sur-
mising that his favorite was spoken of slight-
ingly.

**Oh, he's well enough in his place, but he's
a poor working boy.”

My mother says he’s awful good to work,"”
asserted Tommy.

“Well, that's what he's made for. But here
we are at the island. Wouldn't you like to
land, Tommy ?"

**Oh, yes—Mr. Bates.” .

‘“All right, then ! Jump out.”

Tommy jumped out, and scrambled up the
bank. Then he turned round, expecting Bran-
don to follow,

But Rrandon instead pushed off from shore
till his boat rode twenty feet away.  Then he
turned a laughing face towards his young pas-
senger,

“* Ain't you comin’ too, Brandon 2" asked the
little boy, in surprise.

** What did I tell you ?”

‘“ Mr. Bates.”

*“No, I'm going back."

*Wait for me.”

““No, I'm going to leave you here a little
while. You'll have fine sport,” and Brandon
burst into a fit of laughter.

*Oh, take me off I" exclaimed Tommy, m
dire alarm,  ** I don’t want to stay here."”

“You'll be like Robinson Crusoe. You'll
have 2 fine time.”

““Idon’t know Crusoe—I want to go home.”

“It's the best joke I ever heard of," said
Brandon, laughing heartily. ** You will be
ll(}_x\z of the island, Tommy—King Tommy the

First,”

But Tommy did not enjoy the joke. He
begged and entreated Brandon to take him
away, but the hard hearted boy, by way of an-
swer, impelled his boat vigorously, and poor
Tommy. sitting down on the bank, and dig-
£10g his fists into his tear stained eyes, felt that

Was without a friend in the world.

* How the little chap roars " said Brandon,
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turning with a smile to wateh the forlorn cast-

ay.

hydid not take him long to reach the boat
house, where he coolly proceeded to put up his
boat. He was just hauling it on shore when
Dean Dunham made his appearance.

‘ What are you laughing at 2" he asked.

Brandon pointed over to the island, where
poor Tommy was still mourning his captivity.

** Look there |" he said

CHAPTER IV,
TOMMY BOYLE 1S RESCUED.

s HO is that ?” asked Dean, quickly.
‘“It is Tommy Boyle.”
“‘ How did he get there >
‘1 carried him in my boat.”

‘* And left him there ?"

‘‘ Yes,” answered Brandon, with an amused
laugh.

‘* Didn’t he want to come back "

*¢Of course he did. He's awfully frightened
to be left there alone. Itold him he would make
a good Robinson Crusoe, but the little beggar
never heard of him.”

** Why did you do such a mean thing, Bran-
don Bates ?"" demanded Dean.

** That's my business, Dean Dunham,” an-
swered Brandon, in an offended tone.

““Then I'll make it my business,” said Dean,
sternly.  '* Get right to your boat and go
after Tommy."

*“Why, you impudent beggar I" exclaimed
Brandon, almost foaming at the mouth with
rage, ‘‘ how dare you say that to me ?"

‘“ There's no courage needed,” said Dean,
dryly. ** Are you going to do as I ask you ?"

**No, I'm not,” said Brandon, shortly. * Be
off with you, if you know what'’s best for your-
self, or I may take it into my head to thrash

S

““T am ready—any time, except now. I have
something else to do.”

Brandon Bates was standing with the boat
rope in his hands, preparing to draw it into the
boat house. He was by no means prepared for
what was coming. Dean with a quick move-
ment snatched the rope from him, jumped into
the boat, seized. the oars, and before the owner
had recovered from his astonishment, was two
lengths away, rowing in the direction of the
island.

“Come back here, you rascal!" excliimed
Brandon, almost purple with rage, and stamp-
ing in his fury.

**1 have no time,"” answered Dean, coolly.

*“What do you mean by stealing my boat "

“Your boat is safe, I have only borrowed
it

T never saw such impudence ! I will have
you arrested 1"

** Do so, if you want to. I am going to
rescue the poor little fellow you have left on the
island.”

“* Then take your own boat.”

“Tommy went over on your boat, and he's
going back on the same."

Brandon called out again, but Deas was now
too far away to hear him,

The temper of Brandon Bates was not the
sweetest, but it is doubtful whether he had ever
been more angry than at the present moment.
He felt that his dignity had been outraged, and
himself insulted, and that too by a working
bo;

I'd like to shoot him I" he vociferated,
shaking his fist in impotgnt rage at the rapidly
receding boat,

Tommy meanwhile had seen what was going
on, the distance being inconsiderable,

As soon as he saw that his situation was
xnown to Dean, the little fellow’s excitement
and alarm subsided.

** Dean will come for me, and take me home,"
he said to himself,

When he saw Dean's bold seizure of the
boat, he clapped his hands in joy.

“*Dean's a good deal better boy than Bran-
don,”" he said. He rose from his place, and
stood watching eagerly for the coming of his
deliverer,

“* Hallo, Tommy !" called out Dean, when
he was within hearing distance,

** Hallo, Dean!”

“ Were you very much frightened 2"

“Yes; I thought I'd have to .stay here all
night

Swiftly the boat sped through the water, till
it grazed the pebbly shore,

** Jump in, Tommy !"

Tommy needed no second bidding.

“*Oh, Dean, I'm so glad you came for me.”

“And I'm glad 1 saw you. What made
Brandon play such a trick on you 2"

1 don’t know,  When I begged him to take
me back, he only laughed.”

““He doesn't look much like laughing
now," said Dean, smiling, as he saw Riandon
still standing at the boat wharf, shaking his fist
angrily.

‘1 hope he won't fight you, Dean," said
Tommy, rather troubled.

** He may if he wants to,
the worst of it.”

Meanwhile Brandon caught sight of the vil-
lage constable, walking along the road a few
rods from the shore of the pond.

He ran to the road and intercepted him.

** Mr. Pray,” he said.

** Well, Brandon 2"

*“T want you to arrest Dean Dunham.”

“ What am I to arrest Dean Dunham for?"
asked the constable in surprise.

* He took my boat from me by force, like an

I think he will get

impudent young loafer as he is, and is out in
the boat rowing."
. “Yes, I see him. Tommy Boyle is with
him. How does that happen 2"

** He went over to the island and took him
off.,”

““I don’t understand.
on the island ?

*“I took him there.”

““You took him there ?
stay 2"

‘“No, I left him there—as a joke."

“You left the poor little boy there to get off
as he could ! said the constable, indignantly.

‘“It didn't do him any harm,” said Brandon,
sullenly. ‘‘There are no wild animals there
that I ever heard,” he added sarcastically.

‘“And Dean Dunham took your boat to go
after him "

“ Yes, he did. He took it away from me

"

How came Tommy

Did he want to

without asking my permission.

‘“ He did perfectly right. Would you have
had him leave poor ’{‘nmmy there 2"

“ Why dicn't he take his own boat, then ?"
said Branco.., .0 a sullen tone.

‘‘Because he didn't want to leave Tommy
there any longer than was necessary. He has
only done what you ought to have done.”

‘“He had no business to steal my boat. 1
want him arrested.”

“1 am more likely to arrest you for kidnap-
ing the boy.” 2

“You don't seem to know who I am, Mr,
Pray,” said Brandon, angrily.

*“Oh yes, I do. You are Brandon Bates, but
you are not so important a person as you sup-
pose.”

If I am not, my father is, and he'll have
you turned out of your office.”

He expected the constable to show dismay
at this threat, but Mr. Pray, who was very in-
dependent, only laughed. *

““All right!” he answered. ‘1 am glad
you let me know what's going to happen. I'll
see what else I can find to do. How soon do
you think I shall lose my place ?"

Brandon turned from the constable in dis-
gust. Everybody seemed to be in a conspiracy
to nsult him,

Dean was now very near shore, and Bran-
don's attention was called elsewhere. The
constable remained, a little curious to witness
the interview between the two boys. Perhaps
because he could not find words to express his
feelings, Brandon did not say a word while
Dean was landing his young assenger. As he
jumped out himselfl he held out the rope to the
angry owner,

‘T have brought back your boat safe,” he
said.

“You'll pay for this, Dean Dunham !” said
Brandon, as he took the rope with a red face.

“*Can I help you put the boat into the boat
house ?" asked Dean calmly.

“1 want none of your help.
touch my boat again!"”

““Then don’t play any more such dirty tricks
on my friend Tommy! Tommy, I wouldn't
advise you to go out rowing with Brandon
again.”

1 won't,” sard Tommy, fervently,

“You won't get a chance, you dirty little
brat !"" snarled Brandon

‘*Come away, Tommy. When you want a
boat ride come to me. I'll give you a ride any
time."

“It's a great privilege riding in your old
scow,” sneered Brandon.

1 don't think much of the boat myself," said
Dean, smiling. ** I've seen those [ liked better.”

Dean went home, and attended to various
chores. About four o'clock that afternoon Mrs,
Dunham began to look for her husband.

“It's time your Uncle Adin was at home,”
she said. ‘I suppose his business kept him
longer than he expected.”

Just then Mr. Gould entered the yard.
looked excited and anxious.

“ Dean,” he said, ‘*something's happened to
your uncle. My horse just ran into my yard
with the empty buggy."”

Dean turned pale.

“‘What shall we do ?" he asked.

“ Come with me. We'll go back over the
road, and see if we can find him. Not a word
to your aunt! We don't want to make her
anxious.”

Never dare to

He
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Lowe, 250 Smith St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
press, for type.

H. K. Bishop, Warsaw, N. Y.
tennis racket or books.

Vernie Holt, New Berlin, N. Y.
an International album.,

F. A. Richardson, Rox 261, Tarrytown, N. Y.
A hand tnking press, for type.

h. B. Zahniser, 66 Marion Ave., Mansfield, O.
A new B flat cornet, for a canoe.

A2l

A banio, fora

Six books, for

Thomas S. Crow, Box B, Paris, Tex. A watch,
for dumb bells and Indian clubs.
Daniel Westhook, Branchville, N. J. A silver

vased watch, for musical instruments.
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W. L. Gnlllil:)f. 405 East Main St., Xenia, O.
A press, ard 4 ks, for a photo outfit.

Ralph L. Thompson, Box z37, Lisbon, Me. A
bicycle, for s amps; and stamps, for co.ns.

W. B. Hale, Willamsville, Mass. Stamps, for
the same ; foreign stamps, for U. S. stamps.

S. B. Perry, Lowell, Mich. A book by Alger,
for any number of Munsev's Porvrak Sexies.

A. Streeter, Box 470, Somerville, N. J. An old
copper cent, for every U. S, Department stamp,

J. W. Eymann, 72 East 3d St., Mansfield, O,
Type, for the same ; and 848 tin tags, for stamps.

J. R. Simpton, 1129 Shotwell St., San Francisco,
Cal. A clariona, with music, for a s string banjo.

H. Mahony, 29 gth St., Cambnidge, Mass, Six
boys’ books, for a volume of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

M. C. Watters, "Z‘ Franklin St., Allegheny, Pa.
Fifteen diffcrent foreign stamps, for every half
cent,

Huron N. Blodgett, 38 Snell St., Brockton, Mass,
A $10 violin and bow, for a field glass of equal
value.

Clark Groninger, 238 Vine St.
A book by Castiemon, for No. 1 of
LAR SERIE:

Fred Heydler, 4 Oregon St., Rochester, N. Y.
Six hundred and fifty different postmarks, for fish-
ing 1ackle.

Joseph Myers, Lincoln, 1ll. ‘* All Adrift,” by
Optic, for *“The Sportsman's Club Afloat,” by
Castlemon,

Leigh Call, Box 730, Springficld, Tl. A pair of
1ce skates, or a pair of roller skates, for a reel, or
fishing tackle.

A. E. Knecht, 152 York St., Cincinnati, 0. A
number of articles, for a press with or without
outfit.  Send for hst.

Charlie s Barker, 160 East 84th St., New York City,
A new [ .ot power scroll saw, valued at $i12, for
musical instruments.

Thomas P. Nolan, 134 West 28th St., New York
City. A small hand inking press and outfit, for a
fishing rod and reel,

Ernest L. Snook, 676 Lexington Ave., Brooklyn,
N. Y. Stamps, for the same. Correspondence
with collectors desired.

Charles Kiralfy, 30 West Washington Sq., New
York City. Six books by Alger, Castlemon, etc.,
for a pair of fencing foils.

S. Cochrane, 59 Maiden Lane, New York City.
A photo camera and outfit, with tripod and dry
plates, for a canvas canoe.

Charles F. Brown, 344 East 8ist St., New York
City. A pair of extension roller skates, valued at
$3.50, for a catcher's mask.

W. D. Brodhun, 227 South Main St., Wilkes
Barre, Pa. A polyopticon with 248 pictures, for a
New Eclipse camera and outtit.

Robert Thomann, 240 East 22d St., New York
Cuty. Five thousand white cards, for books, plays
or recitations preferred, or tools.

John M. Hubbard, Lake Village, N. H. Two
hundred foreign stamps, for every 100 U. S, reve-
nue or square cut envelope stamps.

Charles J. Gunderson, 633 Minnesota Ave., Sioux
Falls, Dak. A set of 4 boxing gloves, and a New
Rogers scroll saw, for a photo outfit.

Clair Newton, Mendota, 1ll. A 24 by 1% press,
and 4 books of adventure, for a small camera, type,
or a volume of TuE GOLDEN ARGOSY,

Walter H. Clare, 304 Center St., Dunkirk, N. Y.
A 3% by 4% photo camera, with plate holder, trays,
etc., for a tent or a 4 draw telescope.

Maurice V. Samuels, 713 Post St., San Francisco,
C A patent lined 3c. pink envelope of 1864, for
rare U. S. adhesive or envelope stamps.

J. C. Barker, s7 Fairmont St., Cambridgeport,
Mass. A pair of skates, a book by Castlemon, and
2 paper books, for a double canoe paddle.

G. W. Woolsey, care A, Clarke, 248 Smith St.,
Brooklyn, N. Y. A set of drawing tools, valued
at §7, for a violin and bow of equal value.

W. W. K. Campbell, 132 Castle St., Boston, Mass,
One hundred and two U. S. and foreign stamps,
for the ** Arabian Nights.”” Massachusetts ofiers
only.

Alfred Ward, 181 8th St., South Brooklyn, N. Y.
A violin and bow, a banjo,a 3 by 4 press, with
type, ctc., and books, for a watch and chan or
ning.

David P. Kernan, 822 Ensor St., Baltimore, Md.
Three books, 1300 tin _tags, and 3 J. S. stamps,
for the best offer of Tue GoLpex Arcosy before

I. M. Ross, Fremont St., Somerville, Mass,
Bound books by popular authors, and a set of
water color paints, for old U. S. or Department
stamps.,

F. L. White, Castile, N. Y. A rod and multiply-
ing reel, a Hightield lancewood bow, and 12 tube
otl paints, for full size lantern shdes, or a World
typewriter.

Bertie Westervelt, 487 Mulberry St., Newark,
N. ]J. Six books by Opuc, one by Trowbridge,
and one by Alger, for a self inking press and s
fonts of type.

Chillicothe, O.
Mounsey's Popu-

W. K. n Derveer, New Brunswick, N. J.
Pairs of patent lever roller skates and ice skates,
and 2 presses with 3 tonts of type, all valued at $8,
fora tent large enough for two,an A tent pre-
lerred,

‘George E. Bolton, 853 Greenmount Ave., Balti-
more, Md. Two hundred different stamps or tin
tags, for every two numbers of Munsev’s PopuLar
SERIES, or every 6 numbers of THE GoLpEN ARGOSY
before Vol. V.

E. P. Wooden, Box 184, Millerton, N. Y. A vio-
lin outfit, valued at $20,and a 3 joint lancewood
fishing rod, with extza up, reel, fine, basket, hooks,
etc., valued at $io, for a 48 or 50 1n. rubber tred
steel spoked bicycle

B. F. Weishampel, 1810 Barclay St., Balumore,
Md. Ten un tags, a piece of wood from japan, s
foreign stamps. d the old U 3c. red and 3c.
blue with engine, for every s / an or Central or
South American stamps.

”A. Fisher. 172 East 114th St., New York City. A
514 by 8} self inking press, with 18 fonts of type
and outfit, a pair of No. 10 roller skates, and books,
for a sz in_half nickel bicycle, New York and
Brooklyn offers preferred,
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THE LISTENING POET.
BY 0. W. HOLMES.
WhHen evening’s shadowy fingers fold
The flowers of eve ue,
Some shy, half opened bud will hold
Its drop of morning dew.
Sweeter with every sunhit hour
The trembling sphere has grown
Till all the fragrance of the flower
es at last its own.
We that have sung perchance may find
Our little meed of praise,
And round our Falhd temples bind
The wreath of fading bays.
Ah, poet, who has never spent
Th{‘ breath in idle strains,
For thee the dewdrop morning lent
Still in thy heart remains.

ARMS AND METHODS

OF

CIVILIZED WARFARE.

BY LIEUTENANT W. R. HAMILTON.
Author of ** Popular Military Instructions.”

PART V.,

T first all hand firearms were dis-
charged by means of igniting a
coil of yarn or small rope held in

the hand, but this gave way to the match
lock, which was a contrivance for hold-
ing the coil of ignited rope in a cock,
and at the pull of the trigger causing it
to fall on a pan full of priming powder.
Early in the sixteenth century the match
lock gave way in turn to the wheel lock,

THE FIRST MUSKET.

and this about 1600 to the flint lock. In
the former, a wheel containing iron py-
rites was made to revolve rapidly against
a cork head, and the sparks then pro-
duced fell into the powder pan.

‘But I think all boys will be very much
amused to know of the origin of the
flint lock. It was invented by the Dutch.
Certain Dutch marauders, called snap-
haens, or ** hen snappers,” who were too
poor to afford wheel locks, devised the
‘“snaphance,” as the gun was first called.
It consisted of the usual barrel and stock,
but the hammer held a piece of flint, and
when it came down at the pull of the
trigger it struck a picce of steel, and the
sparks made fell at once into the pan of
priming powder.

The next advance was not made till
the present century, when the invention
of detonating powder brought about the
percussion lock.

Then came the breech loaders. The
first of these to attract much attention
was the Prussian needle gun. In this
the hammer drove a needle-like picce of
steel clear through the head of the cart-
ridge, through the powder, and at the
base of the bullet, just in front of the
powder, was the percussion cap, which
was exploded by the blow. The cap was
then, in our present system, moved back
to the base of the powder, so that a
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strong blow on the head of the cartridge
at a certain point would explode it.

And now in these days we find the
breech loading gun to have developed
into a magazine or repeating gun. A
number of cartridges are so arranged
that, as fast as tHe soldier can aim and
fire, the gun is reloaded, and the empty
cartridge shells thrown out.

A late invention has made a gun which
shoots a small cartridge in which the
bullet, being steel, is heavy, and has a
greater range and penetration than the
old lead bullet. This powder is of greater
force, and is smokeless when fired. A
little electric battery is stored in the
stock, and the gun discharged by elec-
tricity ; and, as the cartridges are much
smaller, it is possible with this gun to
shoot twenty cartridges in twenty sec-
onds,

But great as the improvemenis have
been in small arms, they have been far
more wonderful in cannon. After the
bombard was invented, it was made
larger and larger, until towards the end
of the fourteenth century we find it
throwing stone balls weighing 200 Ibs.

The process of loading was very slow
and tedious. First the chamber had to
bé charged with powder, and then the

* barrel loaded with the ball, after which

the barrel was fastened to the chamber,
and the iron stirrup attached. The piece
was then fired by inserting a red hot
wire through the vent. But as this
method of firing was danger-
ous on account of the liability
of the piece to burst, it gave
way to the following method:
the vent was filled with quick
burning powder, and to this
was attached a slow match,
which was lighted, and while
burning allowed the can-
noneer to gain considerable
distance from the gun before
it went off.

The heavy guns were at
first laid on the ground, after-
wards on a couple of pieces
of timber. Soon this gave
way to the necessity of moving
them around, and they were
therefore mounted on wheels;
and- during Gustavus Adol-
phus’s time, this facility of
movement was one reason of
his success in war.

In the reign of Louis XI
of France, guns of a lighter
construction were introduced,
so as to be more movable, and
iron balls were first cast, and
superseded the stone balls.
Shortly after, cannon were
made of bronze in one cast-
ing, and from that time to this
there has been arapid and
steady advance in the size,
accuracy, and power of heavy
ordnance.

At the breaking out of the
War of the Rebellion, the
largest cannon then made
threw round balls of not over
8o Ibs. in weight, and for a
not greater distance, accurately, than a
mile and a half. Before the first year
of the war had closed, however, the
rifle gun on a large scale made its ap-
pearance, throwing a shot of 200 lbs. a
great distance; and, by the end of the
war, the largest gun the world ever
saw up to that time had been turned out
by the United States—the 20 inch gun.
This huge monster, whose breech was 6
feet in diameter, and bore 20 inches,
weighed 116,000 1bs., or 58 tons, threw
a round shot of 1080 Ibs. weight, and
required a charge of powder of 100 Ibs.

Since then, the rifle has superseded
the smooth bore, and today the huge
guns made by the English and Prussians
weigh over 110 tons, and throw projec-
tiles of 2200 Ibs. a distance of eight or
ten miles, requiring as much as Soo Ibs.
of powder for a single charge.

Then the breech loading principle has
been applied to all these large guns, and
now the revolving cannon, firing its
eight shots a minute, the Gatling gun
firing its 1000 shots a minute, and the
Maxim gun that, once loaded and put in
position, nceds but the pressure of a
spring to put it in motion, and off it goes
by itself, without any further care, and
keeps it up till its 666 shots are all gone
—these seem to indicate that the time
must soon come when destruction of life

in war must be so terrible as to make us
believe wars impossible in the future.

And how have gunpowder and firearms
changed systems of fighting? In many
ways. The number of ranks of men in
line of battle have been continually
growing less and less, while the lines
have grown larger and larger. Where
before was a dense mass of men, now
are a number of slender lines.

Napoleon did not change the system

NUMBER 25,

pass through a half dozen men before
1s stopped.

The use of cavalry in modern wari
always to'push out ahead and discorer
the whereabouts of the enemy, and by
celerity of movement to conceal o
army and mislead him. Artilleryis noe
brought up on the skirmish line, and
must therefore be as quick as infaniy
And infantry fight in long, thin, wayer.
ing lines, continually reinforced.

BREECH LOADING CANNON, THIRTEENTH CENTURY,

of fighting to any extent. He was, on
the other hand, only an adapter, but so
perfectly did he adapt his soldiers to all
and any situations, that he was the most
wonderful master of military science the
world has ever seen. He reduced the
number of ranks in infantry to three,
but he always made his cavalry charge
in great masses. Thus at the battle of
Austerlitz the Imperial Guard were
12,000 strong when they made their
grand charge. But Napoleon’s success
was due to the marching powers of his

But in no way has modern war made
such a change as in the character of the
courage it requires. In the olden times
men fought face to face, and a soldier
was obliged to ki!l his foe in order 10
protect himself. All the animal partof
his nature was aroused, and the sightof
blood was very common. Courage came
of itself, as it was incited by feelings of
revenge and blood. Nowadays, met
fight almost out of sight of each other,
and when a man is killed no one can say
who killed him. It requires a vastly
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men as much as to fighting, and it was
through the wonderful celerity of move-
ment that he succeeded in concentrating
at all times a larger body of his men on
a single part of the enemy, and beating
him before reinforcements could be
brought against him.

Since then the number of ranks has
been reduced. In the War of the Re-
bellion the battle line was but two men
deep, and now, in modern war, there
is but a single line of men, standing
at intervals from each other. This is
made necessary because of the terrible
power of firearms, as a bullet now will

higher sort of courage to stay on the
field of battle and see comrades contint*
ally falling around, and not knowing
from whom or when one’s own turn may
come. "

Bravery today consists in obeyin,
ders, in the full knowledge that qmear(l:
death quick and terrible, and hablc'w
come at any instant, and the only mot*¢
we have to incite us is that itis duih!n-
Yet I am sure there is not a boy ¥
reads these articles but is willing in 3';-"
good cause to give his life for his cout
try’s sake at any time.

< THE END. -

g or
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FAITHFUL FRIEND or DEADLY FOE.
BY T. CRABBE.
On, conscience! conscience!
ul friend,
How canst thou comfort, ease. relieve, defend !
But if he will thy friendly checks forego
Thou art, oh, woe for me! his deadliest foe.

D

Man's most faith-

[ 7%7s story commenced in No.293.]

0ld Man ofIEeEMOUHtaiHS

THE RAILROAD AMONG THE ANDES.

By GEORGE H. COOMER,

Author of ** The Mountain Cave,” *‘The Boys
#n the Forecastle,” etc.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE RESULT OF A CHASE.

—EHE spectacle that riveted Rupert’s atten

tion after his sudden awakening, was
that of a large, lithe animal, mounted on
the neck of the horse he had himself

ridden, while another beast of the same sort

was tearing away at the poor creature’s flank.

The Chilians were a little behind, as Rupert
had been the first to take the alarm, but he
could hear them rushing out after him, cocking
their guns as they came.

Running up a few paces nearer, in order to
make sure of his mark, he threw his rifle to his
face and fired at the animal on the horse's back,
At the report both the fierce assailants aban-
doned their prey and went bounding off like a
couple of huge cats.

‘““Bang! bang! bang! bang!” went the
boy's trusty repeater, four times in quick suc-
cession ; while the Chilians, getting only an in-
distinct view of the fleeing game, did not fire at

all.

‘* Where is he ?" cried one.

‘“Gone ! " answered another.

*“1 didn’t see him !” said a third.

** What was he ?” asked a fourth,

““Did you hit him, Rupert?” inquired Joa-
quin Morina.

** Don’t know," replied Rupert, gazing off in-
tently in the direction the beasts had taken.

*1 thought I saw two,” said Joaquin, * but |
had no good chance for a shot.”

““Yes,” replied Rupert, still gaz-
ing after the animals ; *‘ there were
two, and I ought to have hit the
one I fired at.”

‘‘ Likely enough you did,” was
the answer; ‘‘they are hard to
kill. What is that dark spot away
yonder 2"

* That is what I am looking at,”
said the lad. ‘It may be only a
rock, but I'll run out there and see.™

He ran to the spot, then turned
towards his companions with a
shout.

““Here he is!"” he cried. * I've
fixed him ! He's dead as a stone ! "

In a few moments the whole
band stood around the dead prize,
all pronouncing it a mountain lion,
and a very large one.

It was dragged to the fire, which
being kindled anew to a strong
blaze, revealed the stout form of the
cat-like beast to good advantage.
The creature was of a yellowish
gray color, about five feet long
frcm the nose to the root of the
tail, and with such legs and claws
as indicated immense muscular
power.
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" the welcome surprise he might give his com-

nions by providing them .with the steak of a
at vicuna for breakfast. So taking up his rifle,
and creeping off on hands and knees, he soon
found himself in a position where he was pro-
tected from the view of the game.

He now made his way along very fast in a
stooping posture, but presently, iooking up
through a fissure of a rock. he saw that the ani-
mals had disappeared, having probably gone
behind the cliff on which he had seen them
standing.

Upon this he ran on with long strides, but
still took good care not to place himself in a po-
sition to be seen by the vicunas, should they re-
turn to the point where they had been at first.

At length he reached a spot near where they
had stood, and climbing the cliff, peered over,
but could see nothing of them. With his head
just above the rock, he gazed all about, well
knowing that they could not be far off, and at
length caught a glimpse of one of them just as
it passed down a declivity
and out of sight.

He followed on, dodging
here and there, but found
that they traveled faster
than himself, It might be,
he thought, that they had

the grass, then waited a‘few moments to recover
breath and nerve. There were four of the vi-
cunas, and they presented a pretty sight, as they
fed close together like so many graceful deer.

Having recovered a little from his ** shaki-
ness,” and lying flat on the bank in such a man-
ner as to get a rest with his elbow, Rupert
aimed at a buck which was the nearest of the
four—and then, *‘crack |” went his repeater,

The buck sprang into the air, staggered a lit-
tle as he came down ; then, making a great ef-
fort, he dashed off after his compaaions.

No less than eight more shots Rupert let fly
successively, but to no purpose. The animals
were now in such rapid motion, that, holding
out his rifle without a rest, as he was now
obliged to do, he found it impossible to get any-
thing like an accurate aim. An old hunter
would probably have dropped at least one or
two of the swift footed creatures, but young
Oswell had not yet arrived at such proficiency.

The buck, however, at which he had first

‘So this is areal mountain lion,”
remarked Rupert. ‘I have seen
such fellows in cages, but I never
expected to kill one.”

Rupert’s horse was so badly torn
that they were obliged to shoot it upon the spot
to end its sufferings.

The fire now blazed up brightly, and as it was
still only a little past midnight, the men once
more lay down about it as they had done at first.

The horses had become quiet and were again
feeding, and everything was as peaceful as if no
startling episode had occurred in the rude little
camp. But Rupert lay long awake, the excite-
ment of the incident having made his mind
active,

He fell asleep at last, however, and when he
next awoke, daylight was on the Andes.

Raising himself upon his elbow, Rupert lay
forashort time gazing at the rugged scenery
:bou! him, lighted up as it was by the dawning

ay.,

Presently his attention was attracted to a
number of animals, about the size of ordinary
sheep, which stood upon a cliff in such relief
against the sky that he could see them with
some distinctness in the gray light, although
they were too far off to offer a successful shot.

He believed them to be vicunas, an animal

Tesembling the llama, although considerabiy
smaller, He had seen specimens of this animal
at San Felipe, and had heard the Chilian hun-
ters describe it in its wild state.
.. Taking a careful survey of the surroundings,
it seemed to him that by creeping quietly from
the place where he lay and getting into a hol-
low at a little distance, he would be able to steal
upon the creatures without discovery.

No one else was awake, and he  thought of
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caught sight of him ; but as they merely walked
off instead of running, he wasin constant ex-
pectation of seeing them come to a stand.

Before he was aware of it he had gone a mile
or two, and still the game kept out of range, or
at least so far away that a hunter so inexperi-
enced as Rupert could have hit them only by
mere chance ; and he was reluctant to frighten
them by firing when by a little more patience
he might, perhaps, obtain a successful shot and
return to his companions in triumph.

*“Why, at a quarter of a mile,” he s#id to
himself, ** I couldn’t hit the side of a barn ; and
they are all ot that distance off.”

At length, when he had nearly given up the
hope of approaching them nearer, he observed
that they had come to a halt and begun feeding
on the grass of a small plateau, upon one side
of which was a ridge that would afford him
protection in trying to steal upon them.

All the hunter's instinct was aroused within
him as he crept along behind the friendly
cover, once or twice just peering over it, with
his head laid sidewise, to ascertain the exact
position of the animals and see if he were yet
near enough to them.

Presently he judged himself opposite to the
unsuspecting creatures, and cautiously opening
a tuft of grass on the ridge, he looked through
it to see that they were not more than twenty
rods off. With his exertions, and the excite-
ment he was under, his hands trembled so that
he was doubtful of being able to take a steady
aim. He pushed the muzzle of his rifle through
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aimed had evidently received a mortal wound.
After going about fifty rods his speed slackened,
and in a few moments he fell. But he was up
and off almost as soon as down.

Rupert gave chase, hoping to get close up
with him so as to deliver a finishing shot. After
a few rods the buck fell again, but again leaped
up and ran, although with more difficulty than
before, It seemed almost certain that he would
soon give out entirely, and so the young hunter
continued the pursuit.

Several times he fired, but without effect, as
the animal succeeded in keeping forty or fifty
rods ahead ; and it was not till the chasé had
continued for two miles that the tough old buck
went down for the last time. It was dead when
Rupert reached it, having run as long as life re-
mained.

It proved to be a sleek, plump creature,
which no doubt had a plenty of appetizing steak
beneath its hide ; but, tired as he was, and at
the distance at which he must be from the
camp, the successful young hunter did not feel
like attempting to appropriate any portion of
his prize.

“TI tell the men about it," he thought,
‘“and perhaps some of them will come back
with me to get it.  We might throw it across a
horse and take it along on our tramp home.

He started to return, but soon found that he
had lost’his way. The place where he had
made the first shot at the vicuna he was unable
to find ; and everything looked new and strange
to him.
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‘I suppose the men will be searching for me,"”
he reflected. “‘but 1 am as likely to be going
away from them as towards them. I have not
the least idea of the direction I ought to take.”

He continued traveling at a venture for a
time, alternately climbing up cliffs and descend-
ing into chasms, but all the while in ignorance
of the proper course,

At last, to increase his uneasiness, he obs
served the approach of a thick, tunnel shaped
cloud, so black as to appear really terrible. He
had heard what fearful cyclones at times stept
through the passes of the Andes, perhaps caused
by the peculiar formation of the valleys, and it
was evident that one of these was now at hand.

Running for protection to the base of an
overhanging cliff, Rupert waited the approach
of the storm.

Rain, hail, snow and wind all came at once.
The uproar of the gale was deafening. Shrubs
were torn away, stones overturned, and the air
was almost as black as night.

If anything had been wanting to com-
plete the young wanderer’s bewilderment,
it was supplied by this fierce tornado.
When it was over he ventured from his
covert to find the sky overcast with clouds,
and the atmosphere very cold.

He now ascended to a great height upon
the mountain cliffs, hoping thus to gain
some correct idea of his position ; but
high as he might climb, there were cliffs
still higher to interfere with his view, so
that he was no wiser than before. Be-
sides, in thus ascending, he tound that the
air grew colder as he mounted, till at last
it became s piercing that he found it nec-
essary to seek a region of less altitude,

It “was night almost before he was
aware of it ; and an exceedingly lonesome
night it promised to be, although he had
now so far descended as to find the air
quite comfortable.

In a little nook where stunted trees
were growing between the rocks he built
a fire ; but he had nothing to eat and was
unable to find a single drop of water.

The fire had an extremely sad and
lonely look, as he remembered the stout,
cheerful group of Chilians who had sat
with him about the broad blaze of the
previous evening ; and his weariness and
hunger gave all things a dreary aspect.
He had observed game several times in
the course of the day, but had not at-
tempted to secure it, as he now wished
that he had done.

The want of water, however, was much
worse than that of food.

‘What, he asked himself, had become of
his late companions 2 Were they search-
ing for him among the mountains? or
had they turned their horses homeward to
report his mysterious disappearance ?

The poor_fellow ached in every limb
with a feverish pain ; his throat, too, was
parched, and his stomach felt hollow and
faint. What would he do should he find
no water the nextday? Tired as
he was, he was yet unable to sleep,
he was 700 tired to rest.

While he lay thinking of water,
and how good a draught from the
old bucket at home would taste, his
attention was arrested by snarling
sounds, apparently not far off, which
soon grew into loud roars of rage.

Instantly all weariness was for-
gotten, and springing up, he
started hurriedly towards the scene
of the tumult.

It was evident that two or more
animals were engaged in fight, and
he believed that with his repeater
he should be able to hold ** the
balance of power ” between them,

Getting near the place, he was
approaching it cautiously, when
there was a rush in his direction,
and a large black animal ran swift.
ly past him, pursued by another of
the same appearance.

‘This turn of affairs was so sudden that it took
Rupert by surprise. Seeing both the creatures
almost at the same instant, he hesitated to fire
at the first one. not knowing what might be ex-
pected from the other,

The fugitive escaped, but its pursuer, upon
discovering a human spectator, stopped short,
and rising upon its hind legs, stood erect, look-
ing like a great black hog when it rears itself
against a fence.

There could not have been a fairer shot. The
creature was scarcely twenty feet off, and its
breast was completely exposed.

“*Crack ! crack ! crack!" went three of Ru-
pert's cartridges, as fast as he could fire them,
and the animal tumbled over, expiring after a
few kicks.

It proved to be a black bear ; and, to the sur-
prise of its slayer, its hair was dripping wet.

** There must be water close by here,” thought
Rupert, **and perbaps they got into 1t while
fighting. I'll loo™ and see where it is.”

Sure enough, a few yards off he discovered a
deep spring, so hemmed in by rocks as to be
reached only through a narrow opening, and
then the cause of the ursine encounter was
plain.  The bears had both arrived at the drink-
ing place at about the same time, and as
neither would give precedence to the other, a
fight had ensued, in the course of which one if
not both of the combatants had received a
ducking.

Rupert fell flat upon his stomach and drank
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with a relish as great as if no bear had ever wet
his shaggy coat in the sparkling water.

Then, slashing the tough skin of the animal,
he cut out a large piece of steak, and hurrying
back to his fire, proceeded to broil the delicious
prize in true hunter's fashion. He had about
him not an atom of salt, but in the present
state of his appetite this deficiency was of little
account,

It was a late supper that he made, but to him
an excellent one,

‘There by his roaring, crackling fire, with the
darkness lying all about his camp, he devoured
a generous quantity of the juicy steak, and
then, after taking another refreshing drink at
the spring, lay down in comparative comfort.

He had still a very lonesome feeling, but it
did not prevent him from sleeping soundly.

CHAPTER XVIIL
A SINGULAR DISCOVERY.

N the morning Rupert found that his fire
had gone out ; but he rekindled it and then
went down to the spring to examiue the
battle ground by daylight. Both in and

near the pool he found plain marks of the con-
flict. And he thought it probable that while
one of the bears was drinking, the other, being
very thirsty, had attempted to push it aside,
thus shoving it into the water. Then the first
brute had rallied, perhaps, and driven back the
other. There were tracks at the bottom of the
fountain, and on its margin wherever there was
earth enough to show them.

He went back to his fire and broiled another
piece of steak ; but his appetite was less sharp
than on the evenmng previous. Then, having
finished his meal and taken a last refreshing
draught at the spring, he once more set out
upon his tramp in search of the oﬁen country.

As the sun now shone clearly, he could get a
correct idea of the general course necessary to
be followed ; but there were so many unavoid-
able turnings on account of the huge barriers in
the way that he still could not help getting wo-
fully confused at times.

Sun or no sun, it is less easy for one to
trace his way through a savage region with
which he is totally unacquainted than the inex-
perienced reader may imagine. And especially
is it so where the traveler at almost every mile
meets some insurmountable barrier which com-
pels him to change his course. Nevertheless,
Rupert knew that, upon the whole, he must be
getting towards the open fields of Chili, just as
a ship, tacking against the wind, is still slowly
approaching her port.

** There is the sun,"” he said to himself, ** and
however things may look to me, the sun must
be right ! .

At times he was upon a cliff a thousand feet
high ; at other times in a deep gorge where
trees grew, and shrubs and grass sprang up.

On the mountain sides, the air was cool, but
in the deep dells the sun was excessively hot.
In one of these gorges he saw an anaconda
basking upon a pile of rocks where it lay coiled
in hideous, loathsome rings.

He was almost upon the reptile before dis-
covering it.  Then he stopped in horror.,

The snake moved its ghastly head, raised it
three or four feet above the coils, and lovked at
him with its small, glittering eyes, as if curious
to know what sort of a creature he might be.

Rupert’s blood ran cold ; he feltas if he could
fight anything but a snake—but oh, those hor-
rid, scaly coils! Suppose the monster should
touch him !—only just touch him—would it not
be worse than death ?

Is there a single one of my readers who does
not shudder at the sight of a snake > What
then would he do should he come upon one
thirty feet long? Think of the diamond
shaped head—the slim, lithe neck—the hideous
middle folds—the tail, running off to a sharp,
horrid point ! ]

All this Rupert saw at a glance ; and to crown
the rest, the lizard-like mouth flew open, and a
long, loathsome tongue began playing out and
in like forked lightning.

“T must be steady now," thought the brave
boy, **or I am gone. No shaking. Good old
rifle, do your best

Yet in spite of his utmost resolution, he d7id
shake.  And when his good repeater was
brought up, he was not sure that he could hold
it steadily on the mark, although that mark
was not fifty feet from him.

But by a strong effort he conquered his ner-
vousness for the moment. What, he reasoned,
had he to fear? \Was he not sure of victory,
when he could pour out eighteen charges in
rapid succession 2 It was only the horrid idea
that his game was a snwake which so unnerved
him.

He clapped the breech hard against his
shoulder, brought his face down to a level with
the sights, took a keen, sure aim, aund pulled
trigger.

Oh, what a slatting and crushing and tum-
bling about there was!  Again, again, and
again—*"bang! bang! bang!" the good re-
peater spoke ; and finally the struggles of the
wounded monster began to subside.  He had
been hit fauly in the head at the first fire, and
the succeeding shots stretched him out bevond
any chance of recovery. ¥

When all was over, Rupert’s knees became
so weak that they would hardly support him,
He was ashamed of himself, but he could not
help it. - There is not one person 1 a thousand
who can kill even a common black snake with-
out something of this feeling,

The ground color of the serpent was a light
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gray, and this was mottled with darker hues, in
such a manner that the whole had the appear-
ance of a roll of oil cloth. By measuring with
his hands, Rupert judged the entire length to
be about thirty two feet, while the thickuess of
the largest part was ten or twelve inches.

In the middle of the day, the young wanderer
made a dinner upon a bird which he shot, and
then he continued his journey.

Towards night he arrived at a spot which ex-
cited his curiosity very much,

Before him lay what seemed the mouth of a
cavern. Entering it, he found that so much
light was admitted through rifts in the rock
above that no lantern was needed to show the
way within. These rifts served the purpose of
stars and moon,

Sometimes, too, there would be a very long
one, like a mighty sword; and through it the
long rays of light would pour down with a sin-
gular and almost startling effect.

He kept on for a considerable distance, all
the while wondering where the cavern was to
end, and asking himself if he had not better
turn back. But the place had a fascination
which it was hard to resist.

At last the rays from above no longer pene-
trated the strange tunnel, and he concluded to
retreat, thinking that all beyond must lie in
total darkness.

*As he was about turning in his tracks, how-
ever, it seemed to him that he could discover a
faint gleam of light still further on.

Groping his way towards this, he found that
it grew broader as he advanced, until at length
it seemed as if he were really approaching the
open daylight,

This he presently discovered to be the case.
The tunnel grew wider and lighter, and he per-
ceived that he had reached its end. Instead of
burrowing into the depths of a mountain it
simply pierced a shallow bed of rock and
emerged into the open air.

But at what a remarkable spot it ended!
The boy stopped in profound surprise, as he
saw before him a sort of amphitheater shut in
by ragged walls that rose hundreds of feet high.

These great, sweeping walls had innumerable
angles and juttings, and at some places they
arched far over the open area. Between them,
and separated from the main rock, were pillars
in all manner of fantastic shapes; while the
vast walls themselves seemed to contain caverns
that extended far under them.

There was a labyrinth of passages between
the various pillars and piles of loote stones, and
along one of these passages Rupert made his
way, wondering and half bewildered. What a
wild, strange scene it was, he thougnt.

But presently he heard sounds of life. This
greatly surprised him. He passed on a Iittle
farther and caught sight of human figures,
They seemed to be those of workmen em-
ployed in some ordinary occupation. What,
he asked himself, could they be doing here ?

He had just resolved to advance boldly to-
wards them, when he found himself close upon
two persons engaged in conversation. They
were hardly ten feet from him, but were hidden
by a projection of rock, as he stood in one of
the strange passages of this very strange place.

At first he thought of stepping forward and
revealing himself to them at once, and he was
upon the very point of doing so, when some-
thing in the tones of one cf the speakers caused
him to hesitate.

He was startled. Had he not heard that
voice before 2 'Was it not the same which had
inquired for Mrs, Orne in Cedarville 2 Was it
not the same which only a few evenings
had told him that he was *‘only a boy,
that American boys were ** very forward—alto-
gether too much so 2"

CHAPTER XIX.
AN UNWELCOME RECOGNITION,

COGLES, " said the fanuliar voice,  there is

Y some profit in the business, or I should

not be at all this pains.  The govern-

ment tax, as you know, is high, and

where a large distillery can be carried on free

of that burden, it is like taking gold from a
mine."

“The tax, I suppose,” said the other voice,
“would amount to several thousand dollars a
year,”

“ Yes," was the reply ; ‘“last year it would
have been thirty thousand.”

**And all this you pocket, besides the legiti-
mate profits of the busines You are doing a
good thing for yourself, certainly.”

** That is what I intend to do, at all events—
itisw I am here for.”

1 should think the government officials
would be apt to get track of you. Here you
are, close to San Felipe and Santa Rosa.”

*+ O, there is very little danger. It does not
cost much to keep things quiet.  The officers
are not obliged to know every hole and crevice
in the mountains, or see everything that comes
out of them.  Of course, it wouldn't doto carry
on such a business right under their noses, but
here I am all right.”

1 see,” replied the other,

And now about my daughter,” continued
the first speaker.  ** She is very young, and the
idea of marriage does not enter her mind. 1
am afraid we may find trouble in effecting the
arrangement.  Not that she would have any
objection to you, personally, but she is a mere
child, and the thought of the thing may startle
r.

hel

he cares very little for money and show, 1
suppuse,” was the remark of the other person.

“Nothing at all | ” replied the father.

¢ So the hundred thousand dollars I speak of
would have no effect, you think 2"

‘* Not the least.”

*I will make her the absolute mistress of
that amount, as I have toid you.”

““You are worth two millions, it is supposed.”

*‘Yes, 1 can easily satisfy both you and her
on that point.”

‘1 should be happy to see my daughter so
well situated, but I am afraid your case is hope-
less. T should not feel like compelling her to
act against her inclination in the matter."”

** Do you really think she would not listen to
my proposition, were I to make it personally to
her?”

&

*“T am very much afraid she would not.”

‘‘ But, Mr. Orne, would not your influence do
much in the case 2"

** No doubt ; but I cannot resort to compul-
sion,  You perceive that I myself am to gain
nothing in a pecuniary way and so have no
motive to urge my daughter to any step against
her will.”

‘“Mr. Orne,” replied the rich suitor, *you
cannot suppose that I would fail in gratitude to
you for any effort you might see fit to make in
my behalf. Money is of little account to me
where the whole happiness of my life is con-
cerned.”

It is of much account to me,” was the re-
ply. *I should hope that Isabel's good f...-
tune might be of some benefit to myself.”

** And for a consideration may I hope that
you would give her to me—that you would ex-
ert your authority in my favor 2"

‘It is certainly in my power to turn the scale
either way, Senor Almeda, but-without some
great inducement I could not venture to use
anything like authority in the premises.”

**Suppose, sir, that I divide the hundred
thousand between Miss Isabel and yourself 2 "

“ That would hardly answer, Senor Almeda.
I should be loath to deprive my daughter of
half her fortune.”

** But, sir, she would be the wife of a man
worth two millions; and should she outlive

"

m

*Oh, that is all very well, but you have
spoken of giving her a bundred thousand dol-
lars in her hand.”

““Well, sir, what are your terms 2"

*“A hundred thousand to Isabel, and a hun-
dred thousand to me.”

** And in that case you insure my success in
my suit 2"

**Ido; I shall not permit my daughter to
cross her own fortune.”

“*Then, Senor QOrne, it is a bargain. We
will have it in black and white; and the hour
that Miss Isabel becomes my wife shall see you
in possession of the sum you name.”

** And when do you wish it to take place ?”

*“As soon as it can be brought about. Say,
in a month—in one month from today."”

“Very well; I will see that the contract is
fulfilled on my part. 1think I am acting for
Isabel's good.”

Rupert was amazed at what he heard. First
it seemed wonderful to him that he should hap-
pen to fall upon Bel Orne’s father at such a
time and in such a spot; and next, the cool,
calculating selfishness manifested by both par-
ties to the transaction appeared to him so mon-
strous that he was shocked and sickened by it.

He was in hopes that they would say somé-
thing of Bel's present whereabouts, but they
did not; and at length, fearing that they would
discover him, he made a movement to retreat.
In doing so he stumbled over a loose stone, and
the noise caused the two men to lock around
the projection of the rock behind which they
were.

‘A-hat you, fellow!” cried Mr. Orne.
““Who are you? and what are you doing
here 2"

‘* Tam here by accident, sir,” replied Rupert.
‘1 have lost my way among the mountains.”

Mr. Orne looked at him sharply.

*Oh, Isee!” he said 7 ** you are the Ametican
boy I spoke with the other evening.  You seem
to be in the habit of putting yourself where you
are not wanted. How long have you been
standing here 2"

‘A few minutes, sir.”

““And listening to my conversation with this
gentleman 2"

‘*1did not try to overhear it, sir."”

*But you kave overheard it. You are an
eavesdropper !

“I am no eavesdropper,” replied Rupert,
with a touch of indignation in his tone, *'1f 1
have overheard anything it has been by acci-
dent.”

‘* Some one has sent you here as a spy, I be-
lieve. \What business could you have among
the mountains 27

** Some of our mules were stolen, and I came
out with a party to look for them,” explained
Rupert. **1 got separated from the rest and
Jost my way.”

**1 have good reason to think you a meddle-
some upstart boy, always putting yourself
wl
** This gentleman and myself were speaking of
business matters that concern only ourselves.
Now tell me how much of our conversation you
overheard. Do not prevaricate, or it may be
the worse for you.”

It was characteristic of Rupert that he could
bear nothing m the nature of a threat. Let
the circumstances be what they might, this
always roused him to defiance.  Still worse was
the implication that he could think of shield-
ing himself by a falsehood

e you have no right to be,” said Mr. Orne. .
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‘“ Mr. Orne,” he said, ** do you suppose | 2n
coward enough to tell a lie 2 You can murc
me if you like, but 1 despise you! 1 pz.
heard every word that you have said about w..
ing your daughter to this man, but it is
what might have been expected from you wrer
you stole her from her mother !

It was an incautious outburst—yet hardly =
outburst either ; for it was delivered 1n a 1cpe
as hard as iron, and full of a cold, calm scirp

““You are an impertinent little villain!™ g
Mr. Orne, **but I shall not bandy wordss ;3
you. I'll see that you are taken care of.”

Then, turning towards a number of e
whom Rupert could see at a little distan
called out to some of them by name :

‘*Here, you, Antonio, Ramon, Gabre
Take this young scamp and shu: him
cave yonder. Don't you let Lim out, e
till further orders ! "

The men approached, and, seizing the yous
lad roughly, proceeded to obey the comniard

Rupert might have turned, and. pert
made his escape before they laid hands on hn
but he was too indignant to do this. His 1z
tive pride stood in his way.

*No,” he thought, “ I'll not run off lil
criminal ; I'll stay and face them. I've
nothing that I'm ashamed of.”

So they thrust him nto a dark, wretched b
and put up in front of him a barricade w
he could not hope to break through. He he
them bracing it with bars, as if they t
him a wild beast.
a dangerous spy ; and they probably thoug
no punishment too severe for him.

They laughed, and, calling to him throueh
the openings in the barricade, asked bim how
he liked his tenement, and if he intended w
set up a distillery there.

“You'll find the cave haunted, too.” they
said. *‘ Look out that something don't cath
hold of your coat in the dark! You'll scea
plenty of spirits there !

But the young captive was too indignant and
full of defiance to heed any of their unfeeling
flings at his situation, or even to realize how
serious that situation actually was.

(70 te continued.)
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Twoe Rivals:

THE ROAD TO FAME

CHAPTER XXV.
A CROSS PURPOSE TALK.

ANDAL rose at the sound of the firt
breakfast bell the next morning. and on
the staircase met Mrs. Hazeldean. He
gave her back a book she had lent him,

and as he was about to speak, she beckoned to

him to follow her into a little morning roon: ap-
propriated to herself,

Seating herself in a large chair in this
sanctum, Mrs. Hazeldean looked [ormidably at
home.

** Pray,” said the lady, coming at once to the
point, with her usual straightforward candor,
*“what is all this you have been sayvinyg tomy
husband as to the possibility of Frank's mariy-
ing a foreigner ?" .

*“Would vou be as averse 10 such a notion &
Mr. Hazeldean is 2"

“You ask me a question, instead of answer
ing mine.”

Randal was greatly put out in his fence by
these rude thrusts. For, indeed, he had 2
double purpose to serve—first, thoroughly 10
know if Frank's marriage with a woman like
Madame di Negra would irritate the squire st
ficiently to endanger the son's inheritance ;2nd.
secondly, to prevent Mr. and Mrs. Hazeldean
believing seriously that such a marriage wasto
be apprehended, lest they should prematurely
address Frank on the subject, and frustrate the
marriage itself.

Yet, withal, he must so express himself, that
he could not be afterward accused by the
parents of disguising matters. In his talk (©
the squire the preceding day, he had gone 2
little too far—further than he would have done
but for his desire of escaping the cattle shed and
short horns.  While he mused, Mrs, Hazeldean
observed him with her honest, sensible eyes,
and finally exclaimed :

** Out with 1t, Mr. Leslie I" X

“Out with what, my dear madam? The
squire has sadly exaggerated the importance of
what was said mainly injest.  But I willowitto
you plainly, that Frank has appeared to me 2
little smutten with a certain fair ltalian.”

“alian I cried Mrs. Hazeldean, * Well.!
said so from the first. Italian !—that's all
1t 2" and she snnled.

Randal was more and more perplexed. Th
pupil of his eye contracted, as it does when ¢
retreat into ourselves, and think, watch, and
k guard.

*“And perhaps,” resumed Mrs. Hazeldean
with a very sunny expression of countenant
**yvou have noticed this in Frank since he va
here 2"

“Tt is true,” murmured Randal; “but!
think his heart or his fancy was touched et
before.” X

* Very natural,” said Mrs. Hazeldean, " Ho¥
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could he help it ?—such a beautiful creature
Well, I must not ask you tO tell Frank’s se-
crets ; bux 1 guess the object of attraction ; and
lhough she will have no fortune to speaL of—
and it is not such a match as he might form—
still she is so amiable, and has been so well
brounght up, and is so little like one's general
notions of a foreigner, that I think I could per-
suade Hazeldean into giving his consent.”

‘“Ah ! said Randal, drawing a long breath,
and beginning with his practiced acuteness to
detect Mrs. Hazeidean's error, **1 am very
much relieved and rejoiced to hear this; and
1 may venture to give Frank some hope if I

find him disheartened and desponding, poor
fellow 1

“*T think you may,” replied Mrs. Hazeldean,
laughing pleasantly. ** But you should not
have frightened poor William so, hinting that
the lady knew very little English.  She has an
accent, to be sure; but she speaks our tongue
very prettily. I always forget that she’s not
English born.  Ha, ha, poor William I”

**Ha, ha !" laughed Randal.

“*We had once thought of another match for
Frank—a girl of good English family.”

“* Miss Sticktorights 2"

““ Noj; that's an old whim of Hazeldean's.
But he knows very well that the Sticktorights
would never merge their property in ours,
Bless you, it would be all off the moment they
came to settlements, and had to give up the
right of way. We thought of a very different
match ; but there’s no dictating to young
hearts, Mr. Leslie.”

* Indeed no, Mrs. Hazeldean. But since we
now understand each other so well, excuse me
il I suggest that you had better leave things to
themselves, and not write to Frank on the sub-
ject.  Young hearts, you know, are often stimu-
lated by apparent difficulties, and grow cool
when the obstacle vanishes.”

** Very possibly ; it was not so with Hazel-
dean and me. But I shall not write to Frank
on the subject, for a different reason—though I
would consent to the match, and so would Wil-

liam, yet we both would mlher after all, that
Frank married an Lnkhxhwunmn We will
not, therefore, do anything to encourage the
idea. But if Fran happiness becomes really
at stake, then we will stepin. In short, we
would neither encourage nor oppose. You un-
derstand 2"

‘* Perfectly.”

“And in the meanwhile, it is quite right that
Frank should see the world, and try to distract
his mind, or at least to know it. And I dare

it has been some thought of that kind
which has prevented his coming here.”

Randal, dreading a further and plainer ex-

lanation, now rose, and saying, *‘ Pardon me,
Eul 1 must hurry over breal fast, and be back in
time to catch the coach”—offered his arm to
his hostess, and led her into the breakfast par-
or.

Devouring his meal, as if in great haste. he
then mounted his horse, and, taking cordial
leave of his entertainers, trotted briskly away.

All things favored his project—even chance
had befriended him in Mrs. Hazeldean's mis-
take. She had not unnaturally supposed Vio-
lante to have captivated Frank on his last visit
to the Hall.

Thus, while Randal had certified his own
mind that nothing could more exasperate the
squire than an alliance with Madame di Negra,
he could yet assure Frank that Mrs. Hazeldean
was all on his side. And when the error was
discovered, Mrs. Hazeldean would only have to
blame herself for it.

Still more successful had his diplomacy
proved with the Riccaboceas; he had ascer-
tained the secret he had come to discover ; he
should induce the Italian to remove to the
neighborhood of London: and if Violante
were the great heiress he suspected her to
prove, whom else of her own age would she see
but him? And the old Leslie domains—to be
sold in two years—a portion of the dowry
might purchase them !

Flushed by the triumph of his craft, all for-
mer vacillations of conscience ceased. In high
and fervent spirits he passed the Casino, the
garden of which was sol'tary and deserted,
reached his home, and walked thence to meet
the coach and regain the capital.

On reaching town he heard mixed and con-
tradictory rumors in the streets, and at the
clubs, of the probable downfall of the Gov-
ernment at the approaching session of Parlia-
ment.

Randal, whose whole prospects at present
were but reflections from the greatness of his
patron, was alarmed. He sought Egerton, but
the minister was impenetrable, and seemed
calm, confident, and imperturbed. Somewhat
relieved, Randal then set himself to work to find
asafe home for Riccabocca; for the greater
need to succeed in obtaining fortune there, if he
failed in getting it through Egerton.

He found a quiet house, detached and se-
cluded, in the neighborhood of Norwood. No
vicinity more secure from espionage and re-
mark. He wrote to Riccabocea, and communi-
cated the address, adding fresh assurances of his
own power to be of use.

The next morning he was seated in his office,
thinking very little of the details, which he mas-

tered, however, with mechanical precision,
when the minister who presided over that de-
Ranmem of the public service sent for him into

is private room, and be; ggt‘d him to take a let-
ter to Egerton, with whom he wished to consult
relative to a very important point to be decided

u the cabinet that day,
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“I want you to take it,” said the minister
smiling (the minister was a frank, homely man),
** because you are in Mr. Egerton’s confidence,
and he may give you some verbal message be-
sides a written reply. Egerton is often over
cautious and brief in his writings.”

Randal went first to Egerton's neighboring
office—he had not been there that day. He
then took a cabriolet and drove to Grosvenor
Square. A quiet looking chariot was at the
door. Mr. Egerton was at home; but the
servant said

** Dr. Foster is with him, sir; and perhaps
he may not like to be disturbed.”

““What, is your master ill 2"

‘“ Not that f know of, sir. He never says he
isill. But he has looked poorly the last day or
two."

Randal hesi da 1 but his co E
sion might be important, and Egerton was a
man who so held the maxim that health and
all else must give way to business, that he re-
solved to enter; and, unannounced, and un-
ceremoniously, as was his wont, he opened the
door of the library. He started as he did so.

CHAPTER XXVL
EGERTON'S VISITORS.

HAT which caused Randal to start was the
sight of Audley Egerton leaning back on
the sofa, with the doctor, on his knees
before him, applying the stethoscope to

his breast.

Egerton's eyes were partially closed as the
door opened.

But at the noise he sprang up, nearly over-
setting the doctor.

‘“Who's that >—How dare you!"” he ex-
claimed, in a voice of great anger.

Then recognizing Randal, he changed color,
bit his lip, and muttered dryly :

““1 beg pardon for my abruptness; what do
you want, Mr, Leslie 2"

“This letter from Lord Fox; I was told to
deliver it immediately into your own hands; I
beg pardon

** There is no cause." said Egerton, coldly.
* 1 have had a slight attack of bronchitis; and
arliament meets so soon, I must take ad-
vice from my doctor, if I would be heard by the
reporters. Lay the letter on the table, and be
kind enough to wait for my reply.”

Randal withdrew. He had never seen a phy-
sician in that _house before, and it seemed sur-
prising that Egerton should even take a medi-
cal opinion upon a sfight attack.

While in the anteroom there was a knock at
the street door, and presently a gentleman, ex-
ceedingly well dressed, was shown in, and hon-
ored Randal with an easy and half familiar
bow.

Randal remembered to have met this per-
sonage at dinner, and at the house of a younyg
nobleman of high fashion, but had not been in-

T

troduced to him, and did not even know him by~

name. The visitor was better informed.

*Our friend Egerton is busy, 1 hear, Mr.
Leslie,” said he, arranging the camelia in his
buttonhole.

* Our friend erton !” It must be a very
great man to say. ** Our friend Egerton."”

** He will not be engaged long, I dare say,"”
returned Randal. glancing his shrewd, inquiring
eye over the stranger's person.

1 trust not; my time is almost as precious
as his own. I was not so fortunate as to be pre-
sented to you when we met at Lord Spend-
quick's.  Good fellow Spendquick ; and de-
cdedly clever,”

Lord Spendquick was usually esteemed a
gentleman without three ideas.

Randal smiled.

In the meanwhile the visitor had taken out a
card from an embossed morocco case, and now
presented it to Randal, who read thereon :

** Baron Levy, No 15 1-2 Bruton Street,”

The name was not unknown to Randal. Tt
was a name too often on the lips of men of
fashion not to have reached the ears of an
habitné of good society,

Mr. Levy had been an attorney by profes-
sion. He had of late years relinquished his
ostensible calling, and not long since, in conse-
quence of some services toward the negotiation
of a loan, had been created a baron by one of
the German kings. The wealth of Mr. Levy
was said to be only equaled by his good nature
to all who were in want of a temporary loan,
and with sound expectations of repaying it
some day or other.

You seldom saw a finer looking man than
Baron Levy—about the same age as |
but looking younger ; so well preserved—such
magnificent black whiskers — such  superb
teeth !

Vulgar, some might call Baron Levy, from
his assurance, but it was not the vulgarity of a
man accustomed to low and coarse society—
rather the low tone of a person not sure of his
own position, but who has resolved to swagger
into the best one he can get.

When it is remembered that he had made his
way in the world, and gleaned together an im-
mense fortune, it is needless to add that he was
as sharp as a needle, and s hard as a flint. No
man had had more friends, and no man had
stuck by them more firmly—as long as there
s a pound in their pockets !

Something of this character had Randal
heard of the baron, and he now gazed, first
his card, and then at him, with—admira-
tion.

T met a friend of yours at Borrowell’s the
other day,” resumed the baron—'‘young

Hazeldean. Careful fellow—quite a man of the
world.”

As this was the last praise poor Frank de-
served, Randal again smiled.

The baron went on :

*“1 hear, Mr. Leslie, that you have much in-
fluence over this same Hazeldean. His affairs
are in a sad state. I should be very happy to
be of use to him, as a relative of my friend
Egerton’s ; but he understands business so well
that he despises my advice.”

** I am sure you do him injustice.”

““Injustice ! I honor his caution. I say to
every man, * Don’t come to me—I can get you
money on much easier terms than any one
else ;" and what's the result? You come so
often that you ruin yourself ; whereas a regular
usurer without conscience frightens you. *Cent
per cent,’ you say; ‘oh, I must pull in.’ If
you have influence over your friend, tell him to
stick to his bill brukers and have nothing to do
with Baron Levy.”

Here the minister's bell rang, and Randal,
looking through the window, saw Dr. Foster
walking to his carriage, which had made way
for Baron Levy's splendid cabriolet—a cabri-
olet in the most perfect taste—baron’s coronet
on the dark brown panels--horse black, with
such action !—harness -just relieved with plat-
ing.

The servant now entered, and requested Ran-
dal to step in; and addressing the baron, .re-
spectfully assured him that he would not be
detained a minute.

‘* Leslie," said the minister, sealing a note,
‘‘take this back to Lord Fox, and say that [
shall be with him in an hour.”

** No other message >—he seemed to expect
one.”

‘1 dage say he did. Well, my letter is offi-
cial, my message is not; beg him to see Mr.
Percival before we meet—he will understand—
all rests upon that interview,”

Egerton then, extending the letter, resumed
gravely :

*Of course you will not mention to any one
that Dr. Foster was with me; the bealth of
public men is not to be suspected. Hum—
were you in your own room or the ante-
room 2"

** The anteroom, sir.”

Egerton's brow contracted slightly.

*“And Mr. Levy was there, eh 2"

** Yes—the baron.”

‘“Baron ! true. Come to plague me about
the Mexican loan, I suppose. I will keep you
no longer."

Randzi, much meditating, left the house, and
re-entered his cab. he baron was admitted to
the statesman’s presence.

CHAPTER XXVIL
A GLIMPSE BEHIND THE CURTAIN.

GERTON had thrown himself at full
length on the sofa, a position exceedingly
rare with him ; and about his whole air
and manner, as Levy entered, there was

something singularly different from that state-

liness of port common to the austere |
lator.

The very tone of his voice was different. Tt
was as if the statesman—the man of business—
had vanished ; it was rather the man of fashion
and the idler, who, nodding languidly to his
vmmr. said :
vy, what money can I have for a vear ?"

“The estate will bear very little more. My
dear fellow, that last election was the very
deuce. You cannot go on thus vyery much
longer.”

“* Mydear fellow !"  Baron Levy hailed Aud-
ley Egerton ‘*as my dear fellow.” And Aud-
ley Egerton, perhaps, saw nothing strange in
the words, though his lip curled.

*“1 shall not want to go on thus much longer,"
answered Egerton, as the curl on his lip
changed to a gloomy smile. ** The estate must,
meanwhile, bear £5000 more.”

‘* A hard pull on it.  You had really better
sell.”

1 cannot afford to sell at present. 1 cannot
afford to have men say, */ udley }kerluu is
done up—his property is for sale.

It is very sad when one thinks what a rich
man_you have been—and may be yet.”

“Beyet! How 2"

Baron Levy glanced toward the thick ma-
hogany doors—thick and impervious as should
be l)n doors of statesmen.

Why, you know that, with three words

[mm \ou I could produce an effect upon the

stocks of three nations, that might give us each

a hundred thousand pounds. We would go

shares.”

**Levy,” said Egerton coldly, though a deep
blush o\er~pread his face, ** you are a scoun-
drel ; that is your lookout. T interfere with no
man’s tastes and conscierces. [ don't intend
to be a scoundrel myself. 1 have told you that
long ago.”

The baron laughed, without evincing the least
displeasure.

““Well," said he, *‘you are neither wise nor
complimentary ; but you shall luve the money.
But yet, would it not be better,” added Levy,
with emphasis, **to borrow it, without interest,
of your friend L'Estrange 2"

Egerton started as if stung.

“You mean to taunt me 1" he exclaimed,
passionately. T accept pecuniary favors from
Lord L’Estrange ! 1!"

* Tut, my dear Egerton, I dare say my lord
would not think so ill now of that little act in
your life which——"
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l‘;Hold hold I" exclaimed Egerton, writhing.
“ d 1

He stopped, and paced the room, muttering
in broken sentences :

“*To blush before this man !
chastisement !"

Levy gazed on h:m with hard and sinister
eyes.

The minister turned abruptly :

* Look you, Levy,"” said he, with forced com-
posure—‘‘you hate me—why, I know not. I
have never injured you—never avenged the in-
expiable wrong you did me.”

** Wrong |—you a man of the world ! Wrong!
Call itso if you will then,” he acded, shrink-
ingly, for Audley’s brow grew terrible. ‘' But
have I not atoned it 2 Would you ever have
lived in this palace, and ruled this country as
one of the most influential of its ministers, but
for my management—my whispers to the
wealthy Miss Leslie? Come, but for me what
would you have been—perhaps a beggar 2"

*“ What shall I be now if 1 )ive? Then 1
should not have been a beggar ; poor perhaps
in money, but rich—rich 1n all that now
leaves my life bankrupt. Gold has not thriven
with me ; how should it 2 And this fortune—
it has passed for the main part into your
hands. Be patient, you will have it all ere
long. But there is one man in the world who
has loved me from a boy, and woe to you if
e\er he learn that he has the right to despise
me

Chastisement,

»

gerton, my good fellow,” said Levy, with
great composure, ' you need not threaten me,
for what interest can I possibly have in tale
telling to Lord L'Estrange 2 As to hating you
—pooh ! You snub me in private, you cut me
in public, you refuse to come to my dinners,
you'll not ask me to your own : still there is no
man I like better, nor would more willingly

serve. © When do you want the £ sooo
““Perhaps in one month, perhaps not for
three or four. Let it be ready when re-

quired.”

“ Enough; depend on it
other commands 2"

‘* None.”

“1 will take my leave, then. By the by,
what do you suppose the Hazeldean rental is
worth—net 2"

“1 don’t know or care.
signs upon that, too "

“Well, 1 like keeping up family connec-
tions. Mr. Frank seems a liberal young gentle-
man."

Before Egerton could answer, the baron had
glided to the door, and, nodding pleasantly,
vanished with that nod.

Egerton remained standing on his
hearth, A drear, single man's room it was,
from wall to wall, despite its fretted cellings
and official pomp of Bramah escritoires and red
boxes. Drear and cheerless—no trace of wom-
an’s habitation—no vestige of intruding, happy
children.  There stood the austere man alone.
And then with a deep sigh he muttered :

“ Thank Heaven,not for long—it will not
last long."

Repeating  those words, he mechanically
locked up his papers, and pressed his hand to
his heart for an instant, as if a spasm had shot
through it.

* So—I must shun all
shaking his head gently,

In five minutes more, Audley gerton was
in the streets, his mien erect, and his step firm
as ever,

**The man is made of bronze.” said a leader
of the opposition to a friend as they rpde past
the minister.  ** What would 1 give for his
nerves 1"

Have you any

You have no de-

solitary

emotion !I'" said he,

(7o be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
GOsY.  [le can get you any number you may
want.

e ———
DICTIONARY ENGLISH.

Book learning, wiile generally accounted to
be of great value, is apt to lose its potency when
solely relied on for the acquirement of a foreign
language.

A lady who had learned English ina school n
Europe, says a writer in the /%omi
where she was accounted remarkably §
our tongue, came to this country to take charge of
an estabhshment. Brought face to face with the

ractical requirements of every day life, her Eng

1sh proved less comprehensive and accurate than
might have been wished.

On one occasion she wished to direct a servant
to kill a chicken, and. after plucking 1t, to bring
her the feathers. The form which her directions
took was* ** Die mec that beast and bring me his
vestment.” o

Perplexing as the servant must have found this
order, his astonishment can hardly have been equal
to that of a carpenter to whom was addressed a
still more amusing blunder by this lad She had
an interview with him 1 reference to some altera-
tions she thought of undertaking n her dwelling,
but found the estimates he made so large that she
determined not to have the work underlaken.

In a short tine, however, she found herself so
incommoded by the state of the house that she de-
cided 1t would be necessary to have the alterations
made, even at the figurc named by the carpente
She accordingly sent for him, and once more care-
fully explained what she wished to have done.

To her surprise, the man promptly named a price
for the work which was considerably .n advance
of his previous estimate, and his feelings may be
imagined when, in her consternation, her peculiar
English betrayed her into saying - sir, you
are dearer to me than when we were first engaged."”
It the carpenter appreciated a joke he should have
scaled down his figures,
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IMPORTANT NOTICE.

Any reader leaving home for the summer
months can have THE GOLDEN ARGOSY for-
warded to him every week by the nmewsdealer
Jrom whom he is now buying his paper, or he
can get it divect from the publication office by
remitting the proper amount for the time he
wishes to subscribe. Four months, one dollar ;
one year, three dollars.

>
MATTERS WEATHERWISE.

EIGHTEEN HUNDRED AND EIGHTY EIGHT
bids fair to go down in history alongside of the
famous ** year without a summer” in the early
part of the century. First cnd foremost, of
course, stands the memorabie March blizzard,
coming at a time when everybody thought
winter was over, this capped by an abnormally
wet May, foll d by an pred dly hot
June, crowned in turn by the coolest July
since the weather report bureau was established.
And who knows what new phenomenon may
have succeeded the latter between this writing
and the time this number reaches our readers ?

P s 5B S A
IS IT TRUE?D

A WELL known New York lawyer says he be-
lieves that small people are in many ways
superior to their taller fellow mortals. His ob-
servation tells him, he asserts, that little men
and women are generally more good humored,
more agreeable, more quick witted, and truer
friends than those of greater stature.

Is this the fact 2 Are the old proverbs ‘‘ 111
weeds grow apace” and ‘* Blessings come in
little burfdles,” which we suspect were invented
by a short man, really true afterall? We leave
the interesting question to our readers, as a
fruitful subject for discussion. It has one dis-
advantage, however ; both tall and short people
approach it with a prejudice, while those of
medium height don't seem to care about it.

Perhaps the New York lawyer's evidence is
rendered less reliable by the fact that he is one
of the most diminutive citizens of the metrop-
olis.

— e ——
| PRESENT POPULARITY OF THE PAST.

STRANGELY enough, two absorbing passions
of the age are diametrically opposed to each
other. The one is that of constantly inventing
**some new thing,” the other, that of reviving
in its original state and glory some time worn,
out of date institution of by gone years.

In our own country we have the scheme of
transporting Libby Prison, famous during the
Civil War, to place it on exhibition in Chicago,
while the late craze for spinning wheels, old
china and rickety furniture may be set down in
the same category of revamped antiquities. And
now two Yankees have gone even further back
in their efforts to meet the popular demand for
age incrusted relics. y

‘They are said to have purchased the ruins of
Babylon, the ancient city of grandeur, might
and wickedness, :_md propose to make as good
as new—or rather old—for sight seers, not only
the fiery furnace of Bible memory, but also the
very den which Daniel once shared with the
lions.

B —
A RICH AND ‘POOR MUTUAL BENEFIT S0-
CIETY.

It does certainly seem as if a little chip off
the millennium had found a resting place in
New York this summer. For several seasons
past, large hearted but slim pocketed philan-
thropists have lamented the fact that while the
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poor sweltered during the heated term in the’
same crowded tenement that furnished them
but cramped and suffocating lodgment during
the winter, the comfortable and spacious homes
of the rich are empty and comparatively cool,
for block after block. Every now and again
these closed houses, with their tempting con-
tents, would fall a prey to the prowling bur-
glar. So here were two classes of needs; the
poor needed purer air and more roomy quar-
ters, and the rich needed some one to guard
their premises during their own absence at sea-
shore and mountains. Could not these two
needs be made to fit into one another ?

The rector of one of New York's largest
churches thought they could, and this summer
the experiment is being tried, many wealthy
members of his congregation having placed
their city homes in the hands of the committee
whose business it is to find worthy and deserv-
ing occupants and guardians for them from
among the poor families on their list.

e —
ITis a common saying that nowadays man
can do anything short of interfering with the
laws of nature. But in certain cases, it appears,
even the latter are no longer a barrier to him.

Housekeepers can now be supplied with seed-
less raisons—which are produced artificially by
cutting short the complete development of the
fruit in its grape stage. At the period of half
ripeness, an end of the vine is buried in the
ground, which simple device checks the growth
of the seed without damaging the flavor.

‘o —
NATURAL GAS.

NATURAL gas is rapidly taking an important
place in the life and business of several States
in the Union, especially Western Pennsylvania
and New York, with large portions of West
Virginia, Ohio, Indiana. and districts in Mich-
igan, Kansas, and elsewhere. Its cheapness
and convenience has enabled it to supersede
coal to the amount of twenty million dollars a
year.

Like many other modern novelties, natural
gas has been known for centuries in China,
and a good many people have been frightened
by a story that a whole province of the Celestial
empire was once destroyed by the explosion of a
vast subterranean reservoir of the gas, which
was ignited by a back draught from a burning
well.

The idea is a terrible one, but fortunately
such an occurrence is impossible. Gas cannot
explode unless it is in contact with plenty of
air, which of course could not be found in the
recesses of the earth. Experience shows that
enough wells have been accidentally ignited
this country to blow up all Pennsylvania, but
no disaster has ensued, and all fears of a colossal
upheaval may be dismissed.

Another interesting point may be gathered
from the Flowery Kingdom. Over thirty years
ago, during the Tai Ping rebellion, one of the
Chinese wells was set on fire by the rebels ; and
the flame has been burning ever since, with such
force that no native engineer can extinguish it.
This is strong evidence against the predictions
made by some, that the gas supply is limited,
and will soon be exhausted.

‘Whatever may be the future of natural gas,
wonderful indeed is the manner in which an
element practically unknown four years ago has
come to be recognized as an important factor in
American industry, and a new source of wealth
to the country.

AT Sy P =t
THE BEST OUT OF MANY.

PAPERS may come and papers may go—as
they very often do—but the ARGOSY seems to
gain steadily in its hold on the affections of its
readers, These unsolicited testimonials have
rained down upon our offices in greater quanti-
ties than ever during the past few weeks.

Inpianapots, Ixp., July 10, 1888.
T have taken Tue GoLDEN ArGosy for the last
six months, and can truthfully say that it i1s the
best paper I ever read. While there are plenty of
good papers issued, there is not one that can hold
a candle to the ArGosv,
Paterson, N. ., July q. 1888.
‘The Arcosv is indeed one of the best story pa-
rs published, and in my opinion every boy in the
and should have it instead of the dime novels
which are so numerous.
M. W. Hicaixs.

Atrantic Crrv, N. J., July 10, 1888.
I have taken about eight or ten of the best juve-
nile pers in this country, and think the Arcosy
goes ahead of them all,

Joun CanvFIELD, JR.

GEORGE HEARST.

United States Senator from California.

THE junior Senator from California is one
of the well known group of men who amassed
colossal fortunes in the early days of the Golden
State. Wonderful indeed is the oft told story
of these men’s lives, and not the least remark-
able career is that of Senator Hearst, the Mis-
souri farmer’s boy who fought his way to mil-
lions and to a seat in the United States Senate.

He was born in Franklin County, Missouri,
on the 3d of September, 1820. He graduated
in a local mining school when he was eighteen,
and then for several years worked on his father’s
farm. l"le was thrifty and industrious, qualities
that stood him in good stead when in 1850 he
joined in the great rush of gold seekers then
hastening toward the Pacific coast.

He went over-
land to the Cali-
fornia gold
fields, and was
one of the few
who, while thou-
sands around
them failed,
made a large
fortune. His
success was due
to his wonderful
skill in determin-
ing the value of
mines ; heis still
admitted to be
the most expert
prospector and
judge of mineral
properties in the
country. So ex-
traordinarily
clever is he in
locating the hid-
den treasures of
rocks, that in
miners’ parlance
he is said to be
able to ‘*‘smell
ore.”

Becoming
chief partner in the firm of Hearst, Haggin,
and Tevis, he conducted a large and profitable
business in buying and selling claims and devel-
oping mining enterprises ; and the firm grew to
be the largest mine owners in the United States,
with the exception of a few public companies.
Its reputation was excellent, and though the
dealer in mining property is generally supposed
to be as tricky as the proverbial horse trader,
no sharp practice was ever alleged against Mr,
Hearst and his partners.

In his busy life’ Mr. Hearst has found little
leisure for attention to political affairs, though
frequently urged to come forward by the Dem-
ocratic party to which he belonged. In 1865 he
was elected a member of the California As-
sembly. On another occasion his friends sought
to make him a candidate for the office of Gov-
ernor of the State, but unsuccessfully. In 1885
he received the nomination of his party for
United States Senator ; but it was merely hon-
orary, as the Republicans held a majority in the
Legislature.

The following year, however, General John
F. Miller, one of California's representatives at
‘Washington, died, and the choice of a successor
falling to the Governor, he namel Mr. Hearst,
on the 23d of March, 1886. Taking his seat on
the 8th of April, Senator Hearst filled out the
remainder of the unexpired term, and in Janu-
ary of last year was reelected, his political
friends having meanwhile gained control of the
California Legislature,

Senator Hearst is a plain man ; indeed, his
opponents call him uncultivated. Still, though
he is not an orator, and lacks the learning of
some of his colleagues, his business-like qualities,
his wide knowledge of the Pacific coast, and his
sturdy integrity, make his services valuable to
the august body of which he is a member.

He has lously served the i s of his
adopted State as a legislator, and has done
much to develop modern methods of gold
mining. He is also engaged in farming and
stock raising on a large scale, and is the prin-
cipal owner of the Zxaminer of San Francisco.
Not all his ventures have proved profitable, and
his long list of successes has been checkered

HON.
From a Photograph by Bell.
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with several failures. Only a few years ago,
indeed, his ** pile " was said to be reduced a-
most to nothing by unfortunate investments;
but he went to work promptly to recover hi
losses, and his property today is estimated ata
goodly number of millions.

The Senator is a good judge of human nature
as well as of rocks and ores. He appreciates
honesty. On one occasion a Democratic candi-
date for office in California had not given hic
views on the railroad question, then a burning
one in the State, as fully as some desired, and
Senator Hearst was urged to force the candidate
into more definite promises. This he declined
to do, saying: ‘ This gentleman once had 3
chance to beat me and my friends out of a hus-
dred thousand dollars on some land surveys and
did not do it, and would not take a cent for his
honesty either,
so 1 guess his
bare word is
good enough for
me.” And the
Senator’s  judg-
ment proved en-
tirely correct.

Senator Hearst
is popularat
‘Washington, not
merely for his
wealth, for few
millionaires in
the country de-
pend less on their
riches for the
friends they have
than he does.
He is tall and
thin, and has, in
spite of his nearly
three score and
ten years, the
most erect and
soldierly figure
in the Senate
His wife, who is
a good deal
younger than her

=< husband, is like
him a native of Missouri, where the Senator
married her during a visit tc his old home.
R. H. TITHERINGTON.
—_— e
BRIGHTER THAN SOLOMON.

A FAIRER red stands blushing in the rose
Than that which on the bridegroom’s vestment

ows ;

‘Take but the humblest lily of the field,

And, if our pride will to our reason yield,

It must by pure comparison be shown

That on the regal seat great David’s son,

Array'd in all his robes and types of pow'r,

Shone with less glory than that simple flow'r.
—M. Prior.

HEARST.

—_—te——
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.
Praise undeserved is satire in disguise.—Broed-

THE virtue of prosperity is temperance.— Bacor.
Accuse not Nature, she hath done her part;
Do thou but thine.—Aiton.
FosTERr the beautiful, and every hour thou callest
new flowers to birth.—Scksller.
MaNNERs must adorn knowledge, and smooth its
way through the world.— Lord Chester field.
‘THERE is no courage but in innocence, no con-
stancy but 1n an honest cause.—Soxfiern.
SomeTIMES a noble failure serves the world s
faithfully as a distinguished success.— fen.
THE passionate are like men standing on their
heads ; they see all things the wrong way.— f/afe.

£82 Pride,
Howe'er disguised in its own majesty, is httleness.
— Wordswerth.

Tue plain rule is to do nothing in the dark, to b¢
a party to nothing underhand or mysterious.—
Dickens,

GREAT results cannot be achieved at once ; and
we must be satisfied to advance in life as we walk,
step by step.—Smiles.

THE book to read is not the one which thinks for
m, but the one which makes you think. N0

k in the world equals the Bible for that.—Dr-
McCosh,

HaLF the misery of human life might be esur-
guished b{lmuluxl offices of compassion, benevo
lence, and humanity.— A ddison.

Tuose who are quite satisfied, sit still and do
nothing : those who are not quite sausfied, are the
sole benefactors of the world.—W. S. Laxdor.

O~k of the best rules in conversation 1s never Y
say a thing which any of the company can reasond-
bly wish we had rather left unsaid ; nor can ther¢
be anything more contrary to the ends for which
people meet together than to part unsatisfied with
each other or themselves.—Szwi/z.

It was prettily devised of AEsop, the fly sat upo?
the axle tree of the chariot wheel, and said, ** Wha!
a dust I do raise!” are there some vain per
sons that, whatsoever goeth alone, or moveth upo?

reater means, if lh:g have never so littlea hand
in it, they think it 1s they that carry it.—Baws.
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EACH HAS HIS PART.
BY WitLiAM WORDSWORTH.
SmaLL service is true service while it lasts ;
Of friends, however humble, scorn Bot one ;
The daisy, by the shadow that it casts,
Protects the ling’ring dewdrop trom the sun,
—_— e

Blanche Burton.

BY FRANK A. MUNSEY.

i A R. DERNE, may I come in just a few
minutes ? I want to ask you some-
thing. Iknow your rules say, ‘No

- one but employees allowed in the of-

fice,” but you will let me come in, won’t you 2"

The gentleman addressed as Mr. Derne seem-
ed surprised at the request, but replied :

‘* Why certainly, Blanche ; Ishall feel flat-
tered toreceive a call from you. Come right in,
and taks a seat by the table. Our rules are sim-
Ply to protect our patrons; and you won't tell
any secrets, because you can't read what the in-
struments say."”

‘* I'msoglad | " replied Blanche; ‘‘if that's
all the rules mean, then you can let people in
here when you want to 3"

‘* Yes; I sometimes make an exception to
the rules, and let in a friend, as I did you, but
do notthrow open to every one.”

“¢ How nice itisto be a man, and have a neat,
pretty office like this, where you can have any-

y come to see you that you choose, while
those that you don't care for you can

simply point to the company’s rule;

and then you know what telegrams

everybody sends and receives. But

how do you read those that come ? "
Mr. Derne smiled at his little
friend's idea of office life—at her

bright picture of what
was rather adull mon-
otony to him, and re-
plied :

*¢ I read them by the
click of the instrument.
On that one by your
side, a message, dated
Chicago, is ing
through, and 1s to a
banking house in St.
John, making inquiries
about a check; while
this instrument over
here is clicking out a
conversation that is go-
ing on betweena fel-
low in Boston and a
young lady down on
the coast.”

“Did you say a
lady?" interrupted
Blanche. * Do ladies

learn to telegraph, and
can they do it as well
as men ?"

“*Yes, indeed ; there
are more than a dozer
ladies on this line, and
they are very good op-
erators, and earn al-
most as much salary
as the men. They
are all inveterate talk-
ers, though, and when-
ever the lines are not
occupied with business
you can hear some of
them chatting, and
these conversations are
often very amusing.” *

“ Why, how jolly!
It must be such fun to
listen to them! But
to read it as you do, 1
should think one would
have to be awfully
smart.”

“ No, not necessari-

ly sovery *smart.’ It
is largely a matter of
practice. I commenced
when 1 was a boy,
only twelve years old,
and it came easy to
me."”
*“What! only twelve years old? " said Blanche,
as if surprised at the thought. ‘I should think
one so young could not learn telegraphy, it is
so hard.”

“ Well you think as every one naturally does ;
but learning telegraphy is like learning a lan-
guage. 1 have heard little German children
speak very acceptable English after having been
in this country only three or four months. In-
deed, at the expiration of a few weeks, they
could get along very well at play with Ameri-
can children, while their parents and older
brothers and sisters could not master our lan-
guage in years of study. So, in this business;
after one gets to be twenty one years old, if he
attempts to learn it, he will probably make a
bungler at it, and never be able to do first class
work. But it is surprising to see how quickly
a youngster will pick it up.”

‘1 suppose one has to go to a telegraph
school to learn. What one did you attend, Mr.
Derne, and how long were you there 2"

** No, my little girl ; operators don't grow in
what are termed °‘telegraph schools.” Those
that learn telegraphy there, with almost no ex-
ception, amount to but very little in handling
real business ; but whoever wants to become an
actual operator—a live one—must go into an of-
fice and practice till he masters it,”

“If that’s the only way of learning, I don't
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see where all of the operators come from. You
have never taught any one, have you ?”

*‘ The most of them enter an office as messen-
ger boys, and grow up in the service,” said Mr.
Derne. ‘' No, I have not graduated an opera-
tor since being here, as Tom Baxter, my mes-
senger, doesn’t seem to care about learning,
though I wish he had taken more kindly to it,
both on hisaccount and my own, as by this time
he would have been able to manage the office
whenever I might choose to goout. But I be-
lieve you came in to ask me something. We
drifted into this talk from your questions, but
now Iam ready to listen to you.” 5

Mr. Derne, of course, supposed they drifted

into the going ion, 1t be-

ing by the surr di while to
Blanche 1t was quite another thing—every
question had a purpose, and they were put by
her with such shrewdness that Mr. Derne did
not suspect her aim, and committed himself
upon every point, just as she desired.
There now remained but one question
that she cared to ask, and this was the
main one, to which all the others led, and

her real objectin calling upon the tele-
graph manager; but before that is re-
lated, I will tell you something of thesub-

ject of this sketch.

Blanche Burton was the daughter of
Arthur P. Burton, a dry goods dealerin a
thriving New England village, the name
of which I do not care to give, for fear it

2 N—

strong will, was now bending every energy to
this purpose.

To one of Blanche's make up, a right choice
means everything, and, fortunately, she was in-
fluenced in this by reading a book. that showed
very clearly many of the follies of educating girls
for helplessness, and the great advantage of
their having a more practical education—know-
ing how do some one thing well enough to earn
a respectable and honorable living, should ad-
versity overtake them. She was at once struck
with the feasibility of the idea, and it so hap-
pened that the minister, where she attended
church, soon after preached a sermon on the
same subject, or, as he termed it, ‘‘ The Practi-
cal Education of Girls.” Very likely he had

just read the same book that interested Blanche;
however, his sermon was a good one, and, doubt-
less, fresh to the majority of his hearers. He
went farther than the book, and cited many in-
stances where girls who had been brought up

BLANCHE AT WORK IN THE TELEGRAPH OFFICE.

might be embarrassing to the parties of whom
Tam writing.

Mr. Burton's store was one of the largest in
the place, and, as he was very popular, he had
alarge trade. He was also prominently con-
nected with town and school matters, and his
prospects for a successful career were surely flat-
tering—none in town were more so, though he
was yet young, and had won all he now poss-
essed by hard work and shrewd management.

His wife was a pleasant, sweet dispositioned
lady, but delicate and timid, while Blanche, his
only child, was full of life and sunshine, and
possessed the courage and ambition of her father.
She was at this time thirteen years of age, and
was unusually bright and attractive, with hand-
some blue eyes, full of music and mirth, good
features, fine complexion, and lov:ly hair.

It is not surprising that her father was proud
of her—for proud he really was, and intended
to give her every advantage that he could af-
ford for general culture and accomplishments.

As his income was ample, Blanche could
very reasonably have looked forward to a board-
ing school ** for finishing off,” and possibly a
trip abroad ; but, being of a practical turn of
mind, she took little delight in such a view of
life, and secretly determined never to fall in with
her father's proposals, as she had already formed
a different plan for herself, and, possessing a

and educated in luxury, knowing nothing of the
practical side of hfe, were made miserable by
some sudden stroke of fortune, or rather mis-
fortune, which left them in poverty, with no
way of earning a living.

Blanche listened eagerly to the sermon for a

-time, or until she was satisfied that it ran in the

same channel with her thinking, and then
commenced stealing sly glances at her father,
to see the effect upon him, I am disposed to
think she was willing to accept the balance of
the sermon without following it, just as some
men sign papers without reading them through,
‘Whatever her intention, I am quite sure this is
just what she did do, for, in the brief time that
followed before the close of the service, she per-
fected quite an elaborate scheme, which she de-
cided to act upon the next day.

Monday morning Blanche started out from
her home with girlish enthusiasm, and called
upon Mr, Derne, the manager of the local
branch of the Western Union Telegraph Com-
pany ; and then it was that the conversation
given at the beginning of this sketch took place
between them.

In Blanche's questioning of Mr. Derne she
had shown much sagacity in drawing him out
before making known the purpose of her call;
and his answers had been so satisfactory that
she now thought the victory, so far as he was
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concerned, more than half won, and proceeded
as follows :

“Well, Mr. Derne, I was almost afraid to
come and see you, for I didn’t know you would
even let me in; but you did, and said you could
when you chose, and that girls made good op-
erators, and earn almost as much salary as the
men, and that they should commence while
young, and that the best place to learn is in a
regular business office. Now I want to learn
telegraphy. 1 came down to ask you about it,
and to see if you would teach me.”

Mr. Derne was amazed, and hardly knew
what to say, or which way to look. He saw
that he had so committed himself upon every
point, that now there remained hardly an ex-
cuse in which to take refuge ; and that he must
either agree to her proposal or say plainly that
he did not aesire her as a pupil.

He was under too many obligations to her
father to say this, and so told her she could
come, while inwardly
he was vexed, at hav-
ing had so shrewd a
gan played upon him

y a young girl, and at
the idea of being both-
ered by a student.

One point had been
gained, and the same
evening the important
matter—for it was im-
portant to Blanche—
came up at home for
final settlement, when
she told her plans and
related her experience
at the telegraph office.
Mrs. Burton looked
amazed; Mr. Burton
was no less surprised,
and was somewhat ir-
ritated to think his
daughter had taken
such a ** wild notion,”
as he termed it, into
her head.

At first he was dis-
posed to refuse her
proposition  squarely,
as it was contrary to
his plans, while” for
once Mrs. Burton took
a different view, and
thought it not so bad
an idea after all. She,
too, had evidently been
influenced by the ser-
mon the day before,
and a general discus-
sion now followed, in
which Blanche took
an important part.

Mr. Burton noticed
with evident delight
his daughter’s shrewd-
ness in the bargain
with Mr. Derne, and
also in first getting his
consent before men-
tioning the matter at home ; he saw her idea
was a very sensible one, and he felt a just pride
in his little daughter and her practical ideas.
He did not manifest this, however, but said,
addressing his wife :

“Pooh! it's a whim she has taken into her
head—only a girl's fancy, but, as it's vacation,
I suppose we may as well let her go into the
office long enough to get sick of her foolish
idea;" then to Blanche he added : ** If you be-
lieve all you read in books, I don't know what
your end will be. 'What can you do, any way,
at telegraphing 2 You don't think you are
obliged to work for a living, do you?" If you
were a poor girl there would be some sense in
your doing as you propose. Well, well, the
novelty will soon wear off. You had better
commence in the morning. A few days will
tire you of office work.”

Blanche, indeed, found the first few weeks’
experience in the office dull and discouraging.
Seemingly, she made no improvement. She
couldn’t understand anything the instrument
said—all the sounds were alike to her. She be-
gan to wonder, more than ever, how one could
get any meaning out of them. But, notwith-
standing the unpromising outlook to her, she
was determined to keep on, and show her father
that she could accomplish what she undertook in
real earnest.

I have not the space in this story to give the
details of her office experience, neither is it my
purpose to do so at this time.

At the expiration of a little more than two
months’ constant practice, Blanche found her-
self able to send a message very creditably, and
could read slow sending quite well—so well, in-
deed, that she could converse with other stu-
dents who were, perhaps, a hundred miles
away, and as anxious for the novelty of talking
by telegraph as herself. This lent a fascination
to the practice, and changed the mono: ~nous,
meaningless click of the instrument into intelli-
gible sounds.

When the fall term of school commenced,
Blanche had to give up practice, all save Wed-
nesday and Saturday afternoons; but her next
vacation was spent with Mr. Derne, and, after
that, more or less of her spare time, until she
could run the office practically as well as the
manager himself. Now, feeling that she knew
the business, she gave her attention largely to
her books and music, both of which she pur-
sued with her accustomed faithfulness.

During this time, Mr. Burton's popularity
continued, and he had served his town two win.
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ters in the Legislature. His business had
grown larger, though he now found himsell
somewhat crippled for funds, the cause of which
was due to large investments in real estate. He
had made these investments believing there
would be a marked advance in the village prop-
erty. Indeed, there was every reason to expect
this, but the hard times came, and were so
severe that building operations ceased, and his
property became a burden to him.

Finally, he was obliged to sell, at a sacrifice
of many thousands of dollars, that he might
have the necessary amount to conduct his regu-
lar business ; for he felt obliged to sell large
quantities of goods on trust, and found it ex-
tremely difficult to collect his bills,

Notwithstanding this, he was determined to
push ahead and build himself up again as be-
fore. He intended putting in a larger stock of
goods than ever, and, with this in view, went to
Boston and made his fall purchases ; but, in re-
turning home, he was one of the vicums of a
terrible accident on the Eastern Railroad, where
a large number of lives were lost, and many
were horribly mangled. Mr. Burton had a leg
and arm broken, and received internal injuries
that caused his death in a few days.

He was not taken home until after he died,
and, as Blanche looked upon the cold, lifeless
body of her father, whom she loved so much,
and who had loved her with the tenderest af-
fection, she was almost beside herself with
grief, while her mother was heart broker and
prostrated by the sudden and terrible blow.

But a little time elapsed after the funeral be-
fore creditors in Boston and other places, from
whom goods had been bought, presented their
bills and demanded a settlement. As they
could no longer expect patronage from Mr.
Burton, they felt free to urge an immediate pay-
ment of their claims against his estate. To
meet these, the executor was obliged to sell the
store and goods at a loss; and now came an-
other heavy stroke of misfortune in the shape of
a failure of a neighboring house, on whose
notes appeared Mr. Burton’s name for a large
amount, so that when everything was settled,
the widow and her daughter had barely their
home left to them.

What were they to do now, with no income,
and no one to provide for their necessities ?

Mrs. Burton had hardly recovered from the
shock of her husband's sudden death; and
when she came to realize that they had no means
of support, her anxiety for the future, mingled
with grief, almost deprived her of reason, and
she became dependent upon Blanche for coun-
sel.  The brave girl managed home affairs, and
commenced revolving in her mind the question,
**How shall T earn a living for myself and
mother 2"

To be sure, she could telegraph, and could
probably get a situation in some office at a good
salary by leaving home, but her mother was too
feeble to remain alone. However, something
must be done, or their house would have to be
mortgaged to pay living expenses. Blanche
determined this should never happen if she
could prevent it, and bravely set out to find a
respectable employment of some kind.

After going from store to store, she at last
procured a situation as clerk, at the miserable
salary of three dollars per week. The hours
were long—from half past seven in the morning
till nine at night—and the work so hard and
wearing that Blanche, being young and unac-
customed to such labor, became fatigued almost
beyond endurance.  Still, she kept bravely on,
until the wear and tear, and the anxiety of her
mind, prostrated her, and she took to her bed,
her head weary and her whole heart faint.

Mrs. Burton saw it was useless for her daughter,
whose life had been one of ease and comfort, to
try to bear the drudgery of a store, and, as there
seemed to be no other way for their support,
she finally consented that Blanche should leave
home if she could procure a situation. But to
both mother and daughter the thought of being
separated—each bearing alone her burden of
sorrow—renewed their grief, which was soothed
only by their commingled tears and mutual
sympathy.

So Blanche decided to see Mr. Derne, and
ask to whom she had better apply fora position,
On making her errand known to the manager,
he said he had just received a letter from a
friend, inviting him on a two weeks’ trip to the
Adirondack Mountains, **Will you take my
place in the office so that I can go?" he asked.

Blanche was only to glad to comply with his
request, and the next day found herself in charge
of a bright, pleasant office, with only business
enough to occupy a portion of her time, and,
what was the main object to her just then, a
salary of twelve dollars a week. Contrast this
situation with the one she had at the store, that
paid her but twelve dollars a month, and you
will see clearly the difference between the value
of skilled and unskilled labor. She felt con-
tented in that position, and told her mother
how pleasant her duties were,

**This seems like living again,” she said;
““almost as it did when 1 used to be in the office.
Oh, how I wish I could have the position right
along. I could support you, and we could be
happy once more—as happy as we can be with-
out father,” she added, with a sigh; * but
what's the use of wishing 2 Tt will be but about
a week longer before Mr. Derne will return,
and then I shall hardly know which way to
look.”

The next morning, as Blanche was busy at
her work, to her great surprise who should ap-
pear but Mr. Derne.

* Good morning, Blanche,” said he,

‘“Isup-

*
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pose you are tired of the office by this time, and,
consequently, glad to see me back." ¢

““No; I'm not tired of the work, but like it
so much I'm really sorry to see you here so
soon,” replied she, and then said ; * but 1 sup-
pose it is ungrateful in me to say so. I believe
I am really growing selfish now 1 have to look
after myself.”

Blanche had expected to earn another twelve
dollars, and the disappointment meant much to
her.

Mr. Derne noticed this, and hastened to ex-
plain as follows :

“ In starting for the Adirondacks, I first had
to visit New York, where 1 was to meet my
friend. We were to have gone from there, but
while in the city I called at the Western Union
office, and, to my surprise, had an excellent situ-
ation offered me—one that pays much more
than this. 1 accepted it at once, for, like all
young fellows in the country, 1 have always
been anxious to try city life. This necessitated
my giving up the mountain trip, so I came back
to settle up my affairs here. Yesterday I saw
the superintendent, and he agreed to let me off.
I then spoke to him in your behalf, and he gave
me to understand that you should succeed me.”

Blanche was almost beside herself with joy at
the prospect of having the office permanently,
and great tears of gratitude rolled down her
cheeks. She thanked Mr. Derne over and over
again for his kindness to her.

In a few days, and at the age of only sixteen,
Blanche found herself actually manager of the
office which three years before she entered as a
student. She little dreamed then the change
that these three years would make in her home
and circumstances, nor did she fully realize how
wise a decision she formed when she determined
to learn some profession.

—_—te———

FANCY.
BY JOHN MILTON.

In the soul
Are many lesser faculties, that serve
Reason as chief ; among these fancy next
Her office holds ; of all external things,
Which the five watchful fancies represent,
She forms imagination’s airy shapes,
‘Which reason joining, or disjoinin
‘What we affirm, or what deny, an
Our knowledge or opinion.

, frames
call

—_— e ——
[ This story commenced in No. 289.]

Red Eagle,

WAR CHIEF OF THE IR0QUOIS.
By EDWARD S. ELLIS,

Author of ** The Young Ranger,"** The Last War
Trail,” etc.

CHAPTER XXIX.
DOWN THE CATSUGA.

ENNY MORRIS saw that Jack and Tom
had almost given up the last lingering
hope that their lives might be spared by
the Indians, and he endeavored to en-

courage them as much as possible. But he
could say little to give them any confidence.

The lingering distrust which all felt of Red
Eagle’s intentions respecting the twins was
deepened by his curious demeanor, following
so closely upon his violent act in behalf of the
one who was halt.

While the hunters were absent in the woods,
the chieftain walked out in the gloom, not re-
turning until one of the Oneidas appeared with
the carcass of a deer, which was hastily though
rudely dressed, and broiled in large slices over
the fire.

Then, when the leader came forth, he took
the first piece, and, seating himself on a fallen
tree, where no one presumed to put himself be-
side him, he fell to eating in the same glum si-
lence he had shown for the last half hour.

The boys said nothing, but Benny watched
him closely. He was on the point of crossing
over and saying something to him, but his good
sense told him the chief wasin a mood which
would render such an act unwelcome if not
dangerous.

No one could say what thoughts were secth-
ing in that savage breast. Possibly the old
Adam was striving with his better nature, and
might get the mastery. He may have felt that
he showed an unmanly weakness in befriend-
ing the members of the race whom he hated
with an intensity beyond that of the ordinary
red man. It would not have been out of keep-
ing with his instincts, had he bounded to his
feet and slain all three in quick succession. The
American Indian is subject to such fearful out-
bursts, and there is no telling what the untamed
savage will or will not do in unusual emergen-
cles,

Suspecting the struggle that was going on,
Benny Morris put up a fervent supplication to
the Master of the human heart, begging him to
guide the chief safely through the labyrinth of
sin and temptation,

It was yet early in the evening, and the meal
was hardly finished when Red Eagle abruptly
rose from the tree on which he was seated and
fixed his gaze with such a burning intensity on
Jack Morris that the hearts of the brothers stood
still.  During his absence, the chief must have
approached the body of Pete, for his tomahawk
was at 1ts place in his girdle, aiongside his
knife, and he held his formidable rifle in his
right hand.

The scrutiny lasted but a moment, when he

beckoned to Jack to approach. The lad in-
stantly rose from the ground and obeyed.

Before he reached him, he made the same
gesture to Tom and Benuny in turn, and the
next minute the three stood before him, like so
many cuiprits in front of their teacher, calling
them to account for some misdeed.

‘Then Red Eagle said something to one of his
warriors, who immediately advanced and handed
to Jack and Tom each his rifle, while the
brothers waited in wonder for the next orders.

Again without speaking, Red Eagle com-
manded them to follow him, as he turned about
and walked in the direction of the river near at
hand.

It need not be said that the boys obeyed in
the same silence that they received the com-
mand.

The long struggle that had been raging in
the brain of the terrible chieftain was ended,
and his decision reached. It looked asif the
good angel had triumphed, but even the wise
Benny was not certain.  He watched the Seneca
closely, and was hopeful, but not altogether
free from misgiving.

A dim, shadowy, awful fear haunted the lame
one that Red Eagle meant to take him and his
brothers by themselves, and put them to death
out of sight of the others. Having saved them
in the presence of his warriors, the chief might
be ashamed to destroy them under the eyes of
those who had witnessed his swiit vengeance.

But the probabilities were against this theory.
The tomahawking of the captives before the
Oneidas would do much to wipe out the weak-
ness he had shown in sparing them.

‘The strongest proof, however, was the sur-
render of the guns to the boys. When they
were handed over by the fire, the owners glanced
at the powder pans, and saw that they were
full. Thus they were furnished with the most
effective weapons for defense, and you need not
be told how promptly they would use them the
instant the necessity arose.

All was dark on the margin of the Catsuga,
but the sky was so clear, and the stars shone so
brightly, that the movements of the whole
party could be seen. The chieftain stooped
and examined the interior of a large canoe
lying against the bank. As he did so, glimpses
of other boats were seen. The Oneidas must
have had several at command.

“ Go in boat,” said Red Eagle, speaking for
the first time, and the lads obeyed without hesi-
tation, Benny being first.

““Where shall I sit, Red Eagle?” he asked,
leaning on his crutch in the middle of the canove.

The chief pointed to the canoe prow.

* That suits me,” replied the lad, * for I am
used to sitting there ; come on, Jack and Tom.”

A gesture of the hand told them to place
themselves at the stern, while Red Eagle took
up the paddle, and sat near the middle. In
accordance with the rule, he faced the front,
thus placing his back toward the twins.

Observing this, Jack, who was nearest the
stern, leaned forward and whispered in the ear
of Tom :

“* We've got him ; our guns are loaded !

Tom nodded by way of reply, and the hopes
of the brothers rose higher than at any time
since their capture.

Although Red Eagle was the mightiest war-
rior of the fierce Iroquois, there was a limit to
his prowes He might consider himself the
equal of several pale faces in a fair combat,
but, if he should undertake to slay three boys,
situated as they were around him, and with a
couple armed and on the alert, he was sure to
find the task beyond his power.

ST keep my eye on him,” thought Tom ;
**if he means to paddle to some lonely place
down the river and tomahawk us, it will be the
last job he undertakes.”

I can tell what he intends to do in time to
prevent it,” said Jack to himself, following the
same line of thought; **and the instant he
stops paddling, I'll raise my rifle, and it’ll then
depend on who's ‘the quickest. I don’t think
it will be he.”

But you will admit that this was taking a
most unreasonable view of the situation. 1f
such was the intention of Red Eagle, I am
sure we would all lower our respect for him.

Benny had hardly taken his seat when one
of his feet touched something in the bottom of
the canoe, and he leaned oves to learn what it
was,

**Good ! he called out to his brothers; **1
have found my Bible!"

It was indeed the precious book which lay
unharmed at his feet,

1 wonder how it got there?” said Jack,
sharing the delight of the happy fellow.

It is Red Eagle's doing,” replied Benuy ;
‘Uit's just like him. The Great Spirit must
love him.”

The ardent tribute to the chieftain's kindness
was understood by him, and must have kindled
some appreciation on his part, though he did
not speak. He had taken up the long paddle,
and, dipping it first on one side of the craft
and then on the other, sent it swiftly down the
river. He veered to the middle of the stream,
where he was clear from the overhanging
shrubbery and gained the advantage of the
more rapid current.

That canoe ride down the Catsuga was one
no member of the party could forget during
after life, for not only were the circumstances
peculiar, but the time and surroundings were
most impressive. The starlight was just strong
enough to reveal the dark line of shore, while
blank darkness was on every hand.

Turning his head after going a short way,
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Jack caught a momentary twinkle of the camp
fire they were leaving, but it instantly vanished
under the motion of the boat, and no sign of
life met theyeye in any direction.

The listehing ear took no note of any sound,
save that faint murmur which is always percep-
tible near a stretch of forest. None spoke, but
all gave themselves to meditation, the lads not
forgetting to keep their eye on Red Eagle, and
not yet wholly free of misgiving concerning
him.

No one could have looked at the chief with-
out admiration. He was a specimen of the
perfect American Indian, lithe, graceful, quick,
and as alert as a panther. The motion of his
arms, in swaying the paddle on alternate sides
of the canoe, was as regular and as free from
apparent labor as the working of delicate ma-
chinery. It looked indeed as if he merely
dipped the implement without pressing it
against the water, and, but for the fact that the
boys felt the impulse beneath them, as regu-
larly as the breathing of a sleeping person, they
would have believed he was merely toying with
the blade.

** Yesterday we started alone in our boat,”
reflected Benny, * and had not gone far when
we met Orris Ouden, who gave us great help.
Little did we dream that the latter part of the
voyvage would be made with Red Eagle, who is
conspiring to massacre so many of our people.
How strange that Tom or Jack or I should have
had any aistrust of him after he had slain Pete
and grasped my hand before the Oneidas ! ™

From this you will understand that every
misgiving at last was removed from the mind
of the lame boy. It was about the same with
his brothers, though they did not relax their
watchfulness of him who was held in such fear
along the frontier.

Those iron arms could have driven the boat
at double the speed, and continued it for hours
without tiring ; but the distance to the block
house was not far, the night was young, and
there was no call for haste.

The course of the river was winding through-
out its length, but the boys were familiar with
every portion between their homes and the set-
tlements. They had been over it times without
number, and, despite the darkness, were able
to locate themselves whenever they glanced at
the dark shore on either hand.

When they saw they were approaching the
block house which stood at the upper portion
of the larger settlement, they were free of all
suspicion of their escort. Had he meditated
any wrong against them, it would have been
revealed before this.

Jack, who had held the hammer of his rifle
raised for most of the distance, softly lowered it
again, and rested the weapon across the gun-
wales in front. Tom had not taken such ex-
treme precautions, but he breathed freely now
that certain peril no longer threatened. Benny
had tamed the savage that was believed to be
untamable, and, so far as he and his brothers
were concerned, they had nothing to fear from
the chieftain whose tomahawk had been buried
in the brain of so many of his enemies.

Suddenly, while all were looking ahead, and
the boat was sweeping round another bend, a
point of light gleamed across the water on the
northern shore.  Then another and another, at
varying distances apart, unul fully a dozen
shone like stars through the gloom.

*“ There is the settlement,” said Benny, who
had turned so as to look over his shoulder;
‘“*our journey is near its end.”

*“And it has been a pleasant one,” added
Jack, with a sigh that could not tell the un-
speakable relief he felt at their deliverance
from the perils by which they were enviraned a
short time before.

““Yes; we can never thank Red Eagle
enough,” remarked Tom, stretching his limbs
and yawning from the cramped posture he had
borne so long; ‘*he has been the best of
friends.”

Benny would not have uttered these words,
for, with his knowledge of the Seneca’s nature,
he knew the charge he was likeiy to resent the
most angrily was that of being well disposed
toward the race that were driving him and his
people from ther hunting grounds.

True, he had proven himself the one friend
in necd, but you know there are some persons
s0 oddly made up they cannot bear to be re-
minded of their good deeds.  Strange that it s
so, but none the less is it true.

The Eagle headed the canoe for shore, at a
point above the block house, and beyond sight
of the pickets that were likely to be on duty,
since it was known that the Iroquois had taken
the war path,

As the prow struck the bank, the brothers
stepped lightly out, and turned to help Benny.

¢ Stay,” said the chief; **he go wid Red

Eagle.
The boys stood amazed at this, uncertain
whether to give their assent or not; but the

lame brother, retaining his seat, said
*It is all right, boys; Red Eagle has some
business with me ; T am not afraid to trust my-

self with him, and I am sure yoa should not

be."
[9 the Catsuga on that cool autumn night.
Only a short distance hehind was a sec-
ond, which moved as noiselessly as a shadow,
keeping close to the northern shore, and so

CHAPTER XXX.
THE COMPACT.

HE canoe of the Iroquois chieltain was
not the only one that was stealing down
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graduating its speed to _that of the one in ad-
vance, that at no time did the distance between
them vary more than a few yards.

Subtle, watchful, and keen of sense as was
the great Seneca, he had no suspicion that an-
other boat was so near him, and the reason was
that in the other boat sat as consummate a
master of woodcraft as himself.  The namé of
this individual was Orris Ouden,

You have not forgotten anxiety for the
safety of the lads, from whom he was separated
the preceding night.  You will recall that, after
delivering his important report to General
Greenfield, notifying the pioneers at the lower
settlem=nts of their danger, and returning once
more to the vicinity of the block house, he set
out to search for the brothers, for whom he felt
the gravest alarm,

The good fortune that had marked the steps
of the hunter up to this point seemed to leave
him for a while. In the face of his skill in
tracing the faintest footprints in the forest, he
was unable to strike the track of his friends un-
til near the close of the day, when he was dum-
founded to discover the three in the hut of Old
Rupert, where it would seem he ought to have
looked for them long before.

But as yet he did not dream of the under-
ground passage.  Whil: maneuvering around
the Oneidas, with the hope of gaining more
accurate knowledge of the situation, he came
in collision with Black Buffalo, who was prose-
cuting a scout for himself.

The collision proved disastrous to Black Buf-
falo.

Ouden deemed it best to draw off, as he ex-
rected a lively search to be made for him.
“inding the coast clear once more, he returned
in time to witness the dramatic salutation be-
tween the Iroquois chieftain and Benny Morri

This was a revelation to the hunter, but it
%ave no hint of the means by which the larger
bovs had left the hut, where they held off the
Oneidas so long. tlis natural thought was that
Red Eagle had cenvinced the youths of his
friendship, and they had voluntarily walked out
and given themselves up.

The hunter let nothing escape him now,
When the chieftan conducted the lads to the
river side, he cautiously followed, and was near
enough to understand what they were doing.
It was an easy matter to withdraw one of the
other canoes, and follow them, as I have shown
he did.

It was not strange that Ouden should have
shared the misgiving of the boys, for no white
man kngw the ferocity of the chieftain better
than he, and it was inconceivable that an emo-
tion like friendship or gratitude should exist in
his heart toward any Caucasian, unless it might
be the lad that was halt,

There was something in the latter beyond
his helplessness which proved winsome to the
wildest nature; and, since Red Eagle had
shown a liking to Benny in the days of peace,
it might be he was still disposed to make an ex-
ception of him in his crusade against the pale
faces ; but it was incredible that he should in-
clude his lusty brothers,

Had Red Eagle attempted the wholesale de-
struction of his guests in the boat, Ouden would
have darted his canoe like a swallow to the spot,
and, to put it mildly, there would have been
lively times on that part of the river; but, as
you know, nothing of the kind took place.

Jack and Tom, therefore, had no thought
that their old friend was at their elbow, as they
stood on the shore, looking after the canoe
from which they had just stepped, and which
was bearing away Red Eagle and their brother,

The twins were not uneasy, for after their
recent experience they could not doubt the love
of the Iroquois for Benny.

“1 wonder whether the chief is going to
adopt him,"” said Tom, with a gentle laugh.

*“Being a king of the Iroquois, it may be he
has a young princess picked out for Beuny's
bride, and he wants to take him home to in-
spect the dusky beauty.”

** Benny is getting old enough to think about
young ladies, but I don't belicve he dreams of
anything of that kind now. Then I'm afraid,
added Tom, ‘‘that the Iroquois maidens
wouldn't take kindly to one who cannot fire a
gun and run like a deer.”

“‘ There is something about our brother,”
said Jack, more seriously, ** which attracts the
chief. What it is I cannot define, any more
than I can tell why he charms every one; it is
the nature which God has given him. T
wouldn't be surprised if he wanted Benny to go
to his village and become his son.”

‘“ He may want to do that some day, but not
just now.”

**And why not?” .

‘* Red Eagle is too busy plotting his deviltry
against the settlers to take any time with his
family, where he would have to leave Benny.
No; he wants him for something else.”

“I'm hopeful the boy will get the chance to
do some good by opening Red Eagle's eyes to
the foolishness of fighting against our people.”

**If there is such a chance, you may be sure
Benny will see and take advantage of it.”

“Well, they are out of sight,” remarked
Jack, a minute later, ** and we may as well go
into the settlement for the night.”

The brothers had taken a few steps when
they were checked by a familiar call :

*“Helloa, thar, younkers !

Tt was Orris Ouden that walked out from the
wood behind them and took the hand of each
nturn, Glad were all to meet, and in a brief
space the hunter had heard the whole story of

ds. =

young frien,

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

““ Whew ! ” he muttered, when they had fin-
ished; ‘*and so thar’s an underground trail
atween the river and Old Rupert's hut! |
never thought of that, though it won't do the
old chap any more good, for he went under
long ago.”

**What do you suppose Red Eagle wants
with Benny 2"

* Don't know, but he's safe with him—you
can depend on z4at. Howsumever, what's the
use of standing here 2 IU's gettin’ late, and we
may as well go up to the block house, whar 1
see a light is shinin’.  The gineral will be glad
to us, and thar are several things I want to
k over with him.”

**We would rather go to Mr. Jenkins’s,” said
k, **for we have often stayed there over
sht.”

“* All right,” replied the hunter, walking with
them to one of the substantial cabins, within
which a light was shining.

Before reaching it, they were challenged by a
picket, and compelled to make themselves
known ere he would allow them to pa:

The boys bade their friend good night, and,
after giving Mr. Jenkins and his wife an ac-
count of their stirring experiences, they went to
bed and speedily fell asleep.

Meanwhile, Ouden was holding a conference
with General Greenfield, who had been ex-
pecting him all the afternoon and evening, and
was anxious for the meeting.

They sat alone in the apartment which the
officer used as his headquarters in the block
house. The garrison were on di.y, and the
space within the structure was so small, that
the two had to keep their voices at a low key to
prevent their words being overheard.

“Well,” said the general, after shaking
hands with the brave man, whom he held in
high esteem, ** you never did a better thing than
when you gave the folks down the river notice
that Red Eagle meant to attack them tomorrow
at dayhght.  You found them so unprepared,
that had the attack been made not a soul would
be left ; now they are secure without any help
from me."

“Yes; Red Eagle is so disgusted that he
doesn’t mean to take his warriors near the
place.”

** How can you be sure of that 2"

Ouden told what he had learned from the
boys. The chieftain himself had surveyed the
small settlement that very day, after hearing
that the pioneers were alarmed, and, fiery and
brave as he was, he saw the folly of making an
attack at the time,

** Better yet " was the comment of General
Greenfield ; **if the leader of the Iroquois was
any one but Red Eagle, I would be sure the
outlook would strike him so unfavorably that
he would give over his designs against us. The
settlements can never be safe so long as he is
alive

Nothing could exceed the impressiveness with
which this sentiment uttered, and the
action of General Greenfield was pecular,

He was sitting at the opposite side of the
table, and, without stirring a muscle or utter-
ing a word, he looked at the scout who sat on
the other side, gazing as fixedly upon his
countenance.

The lips were silent, but the eyes spoke a
language equally plain to both.

**1 have funds from General Washington,"”
finally said the officer, ** and he tells me to ex-
pend them as I think best for the cause of
American independence.”

** How much is in this 2"

‘‘ Five hundred dollars.”

“In Continental currency, I s'pose 2"

“ Every penny is yellow gold, and it shall be
yours when Red Eagle can no longer hurl his
warriors against the settlements.  What do you
say 2"

Orris Ouden extended his hand and warmly
pressed that of the general, who smiled and
nodded as he bade him good night.

The compact was complete ; the contract was

signed, sealed and delivered.

P second canoe took the same course, follow-
ing so closely that the occupant never Jost

track of the chieftain, though he handled his

own craft with such skill that the wily Seneca

never suspected that he was shadowed.

And on that same evening, a third boat went
over most of the course, a short way to the rear
of Orris Ouden the hunter, as if its single oc-
cupant was also watching him. The solitary
individual, who swayed the long paddle with a
skill equal to that of the other two, was the
Mohawk known as The Wild Cat.

Some peculiar business must have led him to
make this trip, for it was without the knowl-
edge of his chief, whom he seemed so anxious
to avoid that he kept further to the rear of the
white man than the latter did behind Red
Eagle.

Probably half the distance between the camp
at the old Council Ground and the upper settle-
ment was passed, when Ouden was surprised
to discover a boat following him.

His ear caught the faint ripple of a paddle,
and he instantly ceased swinging his own, and,
taking up his gun, waited for the stranger to
approach near enough to risk a shot. He
paused until he fell further behind Red Eagle
than at any time on the way.

But The Wild Cat was too cunning to be

was

CHAPTER XXXIL
PURSUING THE PURSUER.

HAVE said that on the autumn night that
Red Eagle paddled down the Catsuga, a

caught. He knew of the white man in front,
and avoided him by slowing his own speed.
His plan did not contemplate a fight, though,
under different circumstances, he would not
have shrunk from the test.

The hunter bent his head, peered through the
gloom behind him, and knew the next moment
that his pursuer, if he be considered such, had
also ceased paddling. It followed, therefore,
that he suspected the tactics of the white man.

T don't know you,” muttered Ouden, taking
up his paddle again, **but if it wasn't for this
king varmint in {ront, I'd mighty soon find out
who you are,  Just now I'm after bigger game,
and T don't mean to be drawed aside by any
one else.”

For several minutes the hunter gave his
whole attention to Red Eagle's canoe, for just
then he was afraid the grim chieftain medi-
tated treachery to the boys whom he was taking
down the river. The presence of the third
boat, far to the rear, added to Ouden’s misgiv-
i id he believed ‘a desperate struggle prob-

But he could not forget the dusky scamp
dogging him, and the sharp eyes strove to pierce
the gloom to the rear oftener than they followed
the shadowy craft in front.

The hunter swung his paddle so deliberately
that, between each impetus he gave the boat,
he held the blade suspended for several seconds
in mid air, with the drops falling at his feet.

It was during these brief intervals that he
listened for the dip of the paddle which caused
him no little disturbance.

Rarely did he fail to hear it, for, though it
would have been inaudible to untrained ears,
the hunter read the meaning aright, and began
to believe that if he avoided a fight with the
chieftain in front, he was in for one with the
warrior at the rear.

With all his acumen, O Ouden could not
explain satisfactorily to himself the presence of
the second Indian (for he was certain it was not
a white man) behind him.

The most probable theory, as it seemed to
him, was that he was an ally, who, at a signal
from his chief, was to dart forward with his
boat, and take part in slaying the boys. But,
if such were the fact, the hunter could conjure
up no reason for it.

Beside the unquestioned prowess of the
Seneca, who would have scorned to ask help
in disposing of three youths, one of whom was
helpless, he certainly was under no compulsion
to adopt such an inconvenient plan. If he
wanted a companion at the frightfu! moment,
why should he not take him in his own canoe,
which would readily carry several more, and
thus have him at hand to prevent any possible
mnscarriage of his purpose ?

However, although the hunter could not help
speculating as to the cause of his pursuit, it was
not necessary that at that time he should know
the truth,

So extraordinary was Ouden’s power of hear-
ing, that, without once seeing his pursver, he
kept accurate trace of him by the faint ripple of
his paddle. You might think The Will Cat
did this purposely, but it was not so. He
swung the implement with great care, and did
not believe it was heard by the white man,
though the action of the hunter told him his
pursuit had become known to him.

Matters continued in this peculiar form, until
Red Eagle had approached within a mile of the
block house, It was at that junction that
Ouden, while holding his own oar suspended in
mid air, and listening with all his ears, became
aware that the Indian had ceased paddling.

‘The hunter listened for some time, during
which his canoe fell somewhat to the rear of
gle, who advanced steadily; but the
sound came not, and, driving his own boat for-
ward with increased vigor to recover the lost
ground, or rather water, he again listened for
a few seconds.

No; the paddle of the strange Indian was
motionless,

“ He has stopped, sure enough.” was the
conclusion of the hunter; ** maybe he means to
run along shore and give me a shot from the
wood."

Little probability of that, since he would
have been sure to betray himself to the scout
who felt no fear of him,

At intervals he ceased his paddle, but he
heard no more of his pursuer.

Then, as you have been told, the hunter ran
ashore, so far to the rear of Red Eagle that the
two were mutually invisible ; stealing forward,
he joined the boys just as they turned away to
enter the settlement close at hand.

As T have said, Ouden was right in believing
that for some cause his pursuer had landed, or
at least ceased paddling.  Previous to this, the
hunter had concluded that Red Eagle intended
to put the boys ashore near the settlement. A
great burden was thus lifted from his heart and
he dismissed the other warrior from his
thoughts.

Meanwhile, The Wild Cat had pulled his
boat far enough up the bank to hold it secure
against being swept away by the current. He
had chosen a spot familiar to him, for he had
encamped there many a time while on hunting
excursions of his own.

Like so many miles of the Catsuga, the bank
was lined with dense wood and undergrowth,
through which he was obhged to pick his way
for several yards. It was his wish to keep near
the river: and when he stopped he was not
fifty feet from it.

He had selected a bluff, a rod in height, and
from which a tiny stream of clear water wound
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into the current below, falling so gently as to
cause scarcely a ripple.

A giant tree was surrounded by ashes, the
remains of many former fires, more than one of
which had been kindled by the Mohawk him-
self. A large flat stone rose a couple of feet
from the ground, while the surrounding un-
dergrowth shut out all wind that might have
disturbed the campers,

A more pleasant place for forming a small
camp could not exist. Wkhen I add that enough
of the wood gathered on former occasions re-
mained to keep a vigorous fire going several
hours, you will agree that, since the Mohawk
had decided to camp by himself, he had made a
selection that could not have been improved.

Such was his intention, and, in less time than
you won'd have supposed, the fire was under
way. The Wild Cat, like many of his people,
carried his flint and steel, and he could start a
flame more quickly than it takes many a lad to
build the morning fire for his parents,

He waited till the blaze was burning strongly,
when he threw on more wood, and walked
down to the river where he had left his cance.
Entering this, he paddled out a short distance,
and, looking up the bank, was able to see the
light among the trees and undergrowth,

This must have been what he wished, for he
returned to land, drew up his boat, and then
stood in the gloom, as if awaiting the appear-
ance of some one.

Such was the fact: he had started the fire to
attract the eye of Red Eagle, who, he knew,
would soon be on his return from landing the
boys near the settlement.

Looking out on the calm surface of the Cat-
suga, he saw nothing of the chief's boat, nor
could he catch the sound of the paddle, which
would tell of his approach before the eye could
discover him.

Convinced that he would not appear for some
minutes, the Mohawk returned to the burning
wood, stirred it up, threw on more fuel, and
then came back once more to his position at
the foot of the bluff.

Hark!

Yes; he heard the sound for which he was
listening, and peering out in the darkness, dis-
cerned the shadowy outlines of a canoe ascend-
ing the stream.,

The Mohawk did not stir fora minute or two,
but never once removed his eyes from the ob-
ject, which became more distinct each minute.

He was surprised to observe that instead of
one person there were two, but he quickly iden-
tified the smaller one seated at the prow, and,
emitting a low whistle, had the pleasure of see-
ing the craft head for the foot of the bluff
where he was standing.

(7o be continued.)
o
A MACHINE WHICH FAILED.

I~ British India as many as fourteen thousand
people are killed in a year by venomous snakes,
Various schemes have been suggested to rid the
country of the terrible pests, and of course the in-
genious inventor has come to the front with sun-
dry and manifold ideas :

One of these was the ‘“‘asphyxiator,”” a device
evolved by a wild eyed Bri genins, which,
when applied to a rabbit hole, compelled the rabbit
either to bolt or be sufiocated. The inventor called
on the Secretary of State for Indix and induced
him to order twenty asphyxiators to be sent to In-
dia in order that the snake might be treated even as
the rabbit had been. A local offictal, whose name
was Buckland, was ordered to make trial of the
machine. It comprised a **sort of fire box in
which_a pestilently smelling paper was to be
burnt.” The turning of a wheel sent the smoke
through a long nozzle, which was to be inserted
into the snake's hole,

Mr. Buckland, having manned the machine with
a crew of three men (one to stoke and turn the
wheel, another to direct the nozzle, and the third
to stand by with a stick 1n case the snake elected
to bolt), set out one day to make the trial. The
smoke was promptly injected into a snake hole,
when out bolted a terrified rat. The man with the
stick struck at it madly, and broke the nozzle pipe :
the man holding that fell back upon him that
worked the engine, and both collapsed, and—the
rat escaped !

After a native had lighted up this infernal ma-
chine to warm himself, and been found well as-
phyxiated, *“the men,” as Mr. Buckland naively
put it in his report, **lost confidence " in it ; and
the official career of the asphyxiator in Bengal
came to an end.

On the whole, it was lucky that the men in charge
of it never encountered anything worse than a rat.

COULD PAY MORE THAN 855.

Ho1eLs at the sea side and summer resorts are
accused of limiting their billsonly by theirideas of
the guests’ total possessions,

A returned tounst from Florida, says the New
York Swn, reports that things down there are
mighty pleasant, but that even Flonda has its
drawbacks, or instance, the tourist stopped at
one of the hotels from Saturday might till Monday
morning, and was handed a bill for $ss.

** Take that back, young man,” he said, *and
tell 'em at the desk that I am worth more than
that.” He says that he was chagrined because the

proprictors limited his carthly possessions to $55.
S ees

Ocr New * Boy' (whose credentials are coming
in by mail)—** Dey’s a jonnleman down stahrs, sah,
what wan's ter see yer."

Ourself—**Did he send up acard 7"

Our Boy—** Nossir.”

Ourself—** What's that in your hand ?"'

Our Boy—" Dar's a kyind ob cyard, sah,he gub
me, but 'tain’t got no spots onter hit—on'y spell.
e
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COMING HOME.
BY OLIVER DVER.
Aptev! is uttered with a sigh;
Farewell ! we speak in pain ;
We ever part with tearful eye;
We may not meet again;
But oh, there 1s a blissful word,
When breathed by those who roam,
Which thrills with joy whenever heard
"Tis coming, coming home !
>

The Young Hermit

LAKE MINNETONKA.
RY OLIVER OPTIC,
Author of ** The Cruise of the Dandy,"
ways in Luck.” * Young America
Abroad Series.” efc.
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CHAPTER XL.

PAIR PUT IN AN APPEAR!/

THE HAPPY

S

FTER the steamer was moored
in her usual berth, the captain
and the agent took another
careful survey of the Hermit-
age and its surroundings ; but there was no sign
of life in or near the shanty. y

There was nothing more to be done, and the
situation was beginning to be monotonous, so
that both the captain and the agent began to
gape fearfully, especially the former, for he had
not clupl a wink during the night.

‘*“Weare as quiet here as though we were on
a desert island in the middie of the ocean,” said
Cavan, with a long yawn,

*“ I suppose you know what your next step is
to be, Mr. Ca ? said Phil. giving this asa
hint that he <hou[d like to know something
more of his plans,

* I have no more idea what we shall do next
than vou have, Captain Greenway; 1f 1 had |
should tell you at once,” answered the agent
with another long gape. ** The next step will
depend upon the movements of that happy pair,
and onr present purpose is simply to let them
have their own way and lull them mlo security
by all the expedients within our reach."

**That is just what I should have done last
night if T had not been burdened with that
money,” replied Phil,

‘I had that put into the safe at the Ryan
while you were reading your time table, and 1
hav receipt for it," added Cavan, ** \We may
have nothing to do for the next three or four
hours, and we may as well turn in, and have a
nap while we are waiting ; but some one will
have to be on watch where he can see what is
done, if anything, on the point.”

¢ Bashy has had about four hours’ sleep, and
he can keep the watch,” suggested the captain,
gaping till he had nearly dislocated his jaw,

Cavan went to the forward cabin, and took
possession of one of the four berths, while the
captain called at the engine room to see Bashy,
who was entirely willing to take the morning
watch, and declared that he was not at all
sleepy.

The captain took possession of another of the
berths, and soon all in the cabin were sound
asleep, for they did not **need a brass band to
lull them to slumber ™ after the occupation of
the night.

Bashy had dropped the canvas curtains that
inclosed the engine room ; the fuel in the fur-
nace had been exhausted so that no smoke issued
from the smoke stack, and the Hebe looked ex-
actly as she had the night before when the
happy pair went to their beds in the shanty

The engineer stretched himself on the divan
abaft the engine, after he had raised the'curtain
on the port side so that he could see the shore ;
but he was not as wide awake as he had pro-
tested that he was, for Le could stand a great
deal of sleep, and he was soon in the same con-
dition as those in the cabin; but he was sure
that any unusual thing would wake him in an
instant ; and the captain had suggested that he
might sleep on his sofa if he was <0 disposed.

‘The bay was as smooth as glass in the early
morning, for the northwest wind had subsided,
and there was not a ripple of water nor lhe
movement of a human being to disturb him,
and he slept as soundly as his companions in
the cabin,

It was all of nine o'clock when Bashy came to
a realizing sense that he was still a living being,
and when he woke, he looked at the shore
throngh the opening under the curtain,

The smoke was pouring out of the funnel
which had been carried above the roof of the
shanty, and it was evident that the occupants of
the Hermitage had finished their long night of
slumber,

In accordance with his instructions the en-
gineer called the captain and informed him that
the happy pair in the shanty were up, and ap-
peared to be getting breakfast, for there were
two uncooked hams, plenty of potat a k
of hardtack, and a supply of groceries, in the
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closet, which they would have no difficulty in
finding.

** Don't show yourself, Captain Greenway,"
said Cavan, when he was called. **Not more
than one of our party must be seen by the
cheerful couple. I have a plan, though it de-
pends upon the movements of those fellows.”

““You can go into the engine room, where
you can see without being seen,” suggested
Bashy, who hoped that he would be called upon
to take an active part in the drama which was
to be played.

The captain and the agent adopted this sug-
gestion, and passing out of the cabin went by
the starboard side, where they could not be seen
from the shore, to the engine room, leaving Mr.
Westlawn still asleep in his berth

* That smoke suggests break said Cavan
after he had taken a full survey, in the better
light of the sunshine, of the point and the
shanty. ‘1 suppose we are out on that score,
and we shall have to let our stomachs grumble
till those fellows will let us go to oue of the
hotels,”

“ Not at all; we have crackers and cheese
enough on board to "eep you from starving,
though they don't make a very nice breakfast
for a gentleman," interposed the engineer.

“Trot them out, Bashy ; they will do as well
as anything while we are on watch,"” said the
agent.

The bucket containing the food was brought
into the engine room, and all then proved that
they had appetites and were not epicures, for
they used up a full hall hour in eating the dry
breakfast.

From the sounds that came from the forward
cabin, it was evident that Mr. Westlawn was
stirring, and Bashy carried the crackers and
cheese to him, with the request that he should
remain where he was.

“We may have to stay here all day,” sug-
gested Captain Greenway, when his watch in-
formed him that it was ten o'clock.

‘1 don't think so,” replied Mr. Cavan,
““Those fellows will be as discontented as we
are for the want of something to do. Ihave no
doubt they will hail the steamer if they see any
one on board of her, as we must take care that
they do.”

** Bashy can show himself where they will see
him,” said Phil.

**Not yet," interposed Cavan when the en-
gineer rose to take the hint. ** He maust be the
ouly one that is seen. There are the two vil-
lains on the shore!"

The agent unfolded his plan for the next
move, and gave Bashy, who was to be the only
actor in it, full instructions in regard to s
duty ; and then he was sent out where he could
be seen by the intended victims of the strategy.

‘* Steamer ahoy ! shouted Gay Sparkland,
from the nearest shore, though he could hardly
be heard in the distance.

“On shore ! rq:lle-d Bashy, whose lungs
were g()od for half a mile. ** Bring off that
boat 1"

Roddy and Gay seemed to be in consultation
over this request ; then they soon left the beach
and walked across the point; but in less than
half an hour a boat was discovered coming
around the point, and it was seen that the happy
pair were complying with the request made by
the engineer.

““We must all go into the forward cabin with
Westlawn,” said Cavan, beginning to be fully
alive again.

They retired to the cabin indicated, with the
exception of Bashy, to whom the agent gave
more particular instructions, and the door of
the cabin was locked, while the ex detective
drew the curtains inside so that not a sight of
the interior could be obtained by the expected
visitors.

The arrangements were hardly completed be-
fore the boat, which was the one belonging to
the steamer, came alongside, and without wait-
ing for an invitation the happy pair went on
board.

* Good morning, sir,” said Roddy, in his
blandest manner. ** 1 hope you are very well."

*“1 couldn’t be any better if 1 had been in the
hospital for six months,” replied Bashy, with
abundant assurance. **1am glad you brought
off that boat, for 1 am a prisoner on board, as
I mll swim a stroke,”

Are you alone here 2™ acked the chief of
(I\c_- visitors, while Gay was looking about the
boat.

“Well, T couldn’t be any more alone if I had
been Mr. Adam in the Garden of Eden before
he lost his rib, My engineer went ashore yes-
terday afternoon, and was to go over to the
Chapman House to see his girl ; and did not
come back at six o'clock, as he promised. 1
pity the girl if she married him, for he is a
drunken fellow w' In-n lie gets off, and I suppose
he found whisky,

* Who lives in this shanty 2" asked Roddy,
pointing to the shore. s %

** 1 do," replied Bashy,

““Then you are the man T want to see.”

Bashy invited them to the engine room.

CHAPTER XLI.
YOUNG STRANGER AT THE
BANK.

“ELSIOR

THE
[2 SHY seated himself and his guests in the
@ engine room, and treated them with di-

stinguished consideration, though he

knew but little about them.
““We got caught here yesterday in the storm,
and could not get away, for the waves were ton
big for our boat,” said Roddy. * We knocked
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at the door of the shanty ; and as no one an-
swered us, we went in and made ourselves at
home there. We will pay for everything we
had, however.”

** Don’t mention it; vou did just right, and 1
am much obliged to you for using my humble
abode," replied Bashy.

‘“We like the place so much that we should
like to stay there for a week or two, and will
pay a handsome rent for the shanty," continued
Roddy.

** Don't mention it, for I shall be glad to have
the cottage occupied, as I shall have to be away
from it for a week or two,” responded Bashy in
the most gracious manner.

“*That settles it, and we are already in pos-
session.”
ome of the scallawags come up here in
my absence, and make mischief in the cottage ;
and as you are gentlemen, I shall be glad to
ha\e you occupy the house to keep them out of
it

Bashy was so very obliging that it was quite
unnecessary to resort to the claim which Gay
had suggested, and the happy pair were evi-
demly greatly pleased with the result of their

l am very much obliged to you for bringing
my boat back. for now 1 can go up the lake and
get another engineer,” continued the represent-
ative of the Hebe

** But how are we to get ashore if you keep
the boat ?” asked Roddy.

*1 will pull you ashore, and bring it back
with me.”

““All right; we have a boat of our own.
Does this steamer carry passengers?” asked
Roddy.

** As a rule, she does not; that is, she does
not carry them for money," replled Bashy, with

bund self  cc 1 have got
money enough to live on, and I only take my
friends out in her ; and some of them are stay-
ing at the hotels, so lhal I shall have enough to
do for a week or two.”

““We expect a friend to come up today, and
we wish to bring him up here; but as you
don't- \

“Yes, I do; I do anything of that sort ; but
if you should offer me any money for it, I
don't know but it would lead to a duel,” replied
the engineer, very cheerfully. ‘' But I can’tdo
anything for you till I find an engineer. I can
run the boat alone down to the place where I
expect to get one ; for I won't have Banks after
the trick he played on me yesterday.”

We are in no hurry, and any time today
will suit us ; and we are all ready to go ashore,
though I am sorry to trouble you so much,”
said the chief. It looked as though he did not
trust Gay to say a word.

** No trouble at all!” protested Bashy. ‘‘1
am so glad you have consented to look out for
my cottage for me that I shall be happy to do
anything for you.”

The engineer pulled the happy pair to the
shore; and they manifested no curiosity to
know anything more about the Hebe or the ap-
parent owner of her and the shanty ; but before
he started he lighted the fire in the furnace.

On his return he was warmly praised by
Cavan, who had heard some of his remarks in
the engine room by opening a window a little ;
and Bashy was as happy as though he had won
a victory, though he did not understand the
object of the plan in which he had been the
chief actor.

Bashy attended to the engine, and as soon
there was steam enough the moorings were cast
off, for the agent had accomplished all he de-
sired, and even more, for it looked as though
the unseen and cautious Chick Gillpool was to
join the party at once.

Phil took charge of the engine while Bashy
went into the pilot house to steer until the
Hebe was out of sight of Cape Cod, as she
would be as soon as she reached the narrow
passage out of the bay, when each of them re-
sumed his usual duty

*“I think you have got me iuto a mess, Mr,
Cavan,” said the captain, when he took his
place at the wheel, though he laughed to soften

it

*“What makes you think so, Captain Green-
way 2 We shall soon have that happy trio in a
very tight place,” replied the agent, rubbing
his hands at the success of his plan.

*“Of course Gay Sparkland will know me
when he comes on board of the boat, and it
seems to me that will end the whole matter,"”
said Phil, not a little disconcerted.

** But itis not my intention to have him recog-
nize vou.”

** How can you possibly prevent it, sir 2"

““You must either get another pilot to take
your place, or—"

* Rut I should say that it was necessary for
us to watch these fellows all the time,” inter-
posed Phil, whodid not like the idea of haviny
another person run his steamer,

“ 1 should say so myself; and if you don't
object to the plan, I can fix things so that Gay
will not know you. I have done such a thing
when I wanted witnesses.”

* 1 will do anything rather than hand the
Hebe over to another pilot."”

“Very well ; we shail have plenty of time to
attend to the matter before you return to the
Hermitage," added Cavan. ** Now, where did
you say the man was stopping that was so much
startled when he saw your arm 2"

*“ I landed him at the Lafayette.”

“ Who did you say was with him >"

**A lady who was his sister, and her name
was Mrs. Goldson ; she had a daughter, Sibyl,"
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replied the captain, who wondered why he put
lhese particular questions at this time.

Goldson,” repeated Cavan, as he
wrote the name in his memorandum book.
““ Mr. Westlawn wants you to land him at the
Lafayette.”

** Do Iland you there, or do you remain on
board to make the trip with the happy pair 2"

** No; I shall go on to Excelsior ; but be sure
and leave my friend at the Lafayette.”

‘£ Of course 1 shall do so, though it is some-
what out of the course to Excelsior,” replied the
captain, wondering if the agent thought he
could forget to du so.

“ On the whole, 1 think you had better leave
him at the Lafayette after you have landed me
at Excelsior,” said Cavan, who seemed to be in
deep thought all the time. ** We had not
finished our talk when you got to the cape this
morning.”

The agent joined the gentieman from Chi-
cago in the after cabin where he had sent him,
and nothing more was seen of either of them
till the Hebe touched the wharf at her destina-
tion.

It had been decided that all hands should
take breakfast at Excelsior, and they started for
a hotel for this purpose; but when they were
opposite the bank the ex detective wished to
examine the premises in view of future events,
and the captain and the engineer walked to the
hotel to order the meal, leaving the two gentle-
men in the street.

Cavan and his friend went into the bank and
looked over the room ; and after they had com-
pleted the examination they went to the door to

leave, when the agent suddenly halted, as a
young man came in.
* Look at him, Westlawn!" exclaimed

Cavan, drawing his companion back so that he
could see the person indicated.

The young man who had excited the atten-
tion of the ex detective was not more than four-
teen or fifteen, was well dressed, and looked
about him as though he had nothing in par-
ticular to engage his attention, for he did not
g0 to the counter.

“How are you, Mr. Cavan?” said the
cashier of the bank, recognizing the real estate
agent.

*‘Do you know that young man who appears
to be wandering about the bank without any
business on his hands ?" asked the agent, after
he had talked a few minutes with the cashier.

‘I never saw him before in my life," replied
the bank officer.

I suppose mu kno\\ most of the people that
live in this town ?

** About all of them who live here, but not all
the summer boarders."”

** That young man does not live here, then >

*“No; and I should say that he has not been
here long, or 1 should have seen him before,”
added the cashier.

““He came up in the last train ;
said a man at the counter.

* Did you ever see anything like it!" ex-
claimed Cavan. ‘‘He is the image of Captain
Greenway of the Hebe.”

Mr. Westlawn was even more astonished than
the agent.

Isaw him,"”

(70 be continued.)
R
COINS VALUABLE AND VALUELESS.

As a genuine silver dollar of 1804 1s worth some-
thing like $1000, it is hardly strange that counter-
feit specimens should from time to time appear.
A coin dealer in Washington recently told a re-
porter something about these bogus curiosities :

Some of them are electrotypes, and some are
“*altered dates,” said to be_done by an expert en-
graver in Massachusetts. This man has counter-
feited the 1804 silver dollar by changing the figures
on genuine silver dollars.  The Western towns
hme bccn salted with them, and some collectors

1@

S0 he plz\cmg of the counterfeits has been done in
acurious way. A dignified elderly tramp of pal-
1shed bearing tells the collector a pathetic tale of
his downfall from affluence. Reared in the lap of
luxury, he has now nothing left but an old silver
dollar, given to him by his grandfather, with the
injunction to keep it always; he has been told that
the coin is valuable, but he knows nothing about
it, and he would like to sell it.

The result 1s he gets from $50 to $100 for it, and
the papers come out with the statement that an-
dollar has been found.  But as soon as
the coin is submitted to an expert numismatist, the
frand is detected.

Tue same dealer narrated the curious way n
which an old woman in Washington threw away
$s0:

The condition of the coin is everything n nu
mismatics, and a fresh, clean, unused copper cent
may be worth fifty or a hundred tmes as much as
the same prece if a little worn, or even tarnished.
An cld weman in \\'a\hmatm\ had a number of
old copper coms, and among these were two cents
winch ] would have given her $:0 for. She re-
fused to part witn them, and I told her that she
was making a mistake,

The cents at this ime had been carefully cared
for, but now that she had tearned their value she
showed them 10 every one that came in. and let
her friends handle them unul they were [vmcnmu\'
ruined. The result was, when she wanted (o selt
them later, they were not worth $1 apiece, and |
could nat buy them.,

It is on this account that you cannot get perfect
or fine coins irom circulation or poor people.  The
pieces are too worn and defaced, and are 1n conse-
Quence of little numismatic value. The coins pur-
sued and sought after are in possession of persons
mn easy circumstances, who. while having no nu-
mismatic tendencies, lu-ep the pieces as a matter
of affection or sentiment. I meet with such at
times, and the hunt for valuable specimens is as
exciting as landing a trout or fine salmon.
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THE SPRING.
BY W, WILSEY MARTIN,

SyvmsoL of youth and hife! clear, bubbling spring,
That pour'st perennially God’s crystal wine
That all may quafi—1 worship at thy shrine,

he whole wide earth holds not a purer thing!

>os

[ Zhis story commenced in No. 206.]

T'he Liost Race,

AND

THE UNKNOWN RIVER;
A STORY OF CENTRAL AFRICA.

By DAVID KER,
Author of ** Drowned Gold," etc

CHAPTER VIIL
AT THE WHIRLPOOL'S EDGE.

T was fortunate for Charlie Thorne and Pat
O’Connor that old Nkosi, the Bangala
chief, was there to help them in their peril-
ous situation.

Two desperate strokes of the paddle brought
the native's boat round alongside, just as the
monstrous head of the hippopotamus rose above
the surface. Charlie had barely time to spring
into the other canoe and drag Pat in after him,
when the whole side of
their own boat disap-
peared with a horrible
grinding crash, torn away
like a shred of paper by
the monster's teeth.

““ A miss is as good as
a mile,” said Thorne,
forcing a laugh.

But he soon saw that it
was no laughing matter.
Having demolished one
boat, the hippopotamus
turned savagely upon the
other; and now they
found themselves in a
“ fix” indeed.

If they tried to head
back up the stream, it
would simply be running
right into the terrible jaws
that had crunched their
canoe like a nut; while if
they did not, they would
be carried down into the
deadly whirl of the ** Cal-
dron.” What was to be
done ?

Nkosi's set teeth and
knitted brows showed that
he fully realized the dan-

ger; but the old Bangala
warrior was not one to be
taken aback by any peril,
however frightful or un-
expected. He handled his
paddle warily, steadying
the boat rather than driv-
ing her on; for the cur-
rent was carrying them
quite fast enough as it
was, and a hippopotamus,
though wonderfully active
for its bulk, can seldom,
if ever, overtake a well
managed canoe.

Meanwhile Thorne and
O'Connor, thus reduced
to complete inactivity,
watched anxiously the
progress of the game that
was being played for their
lives. Both inwardly
chafed at sitting idle in
thisdeadly crisis, and see-
ing other men working for
them ; but what could
they do? Their paddles
were gone, and even had
they had them, their as-
sistance might very possi-
bly have been morea hind-
rance than a help. There was nothing for it but
to sit still and bite their lips.

Nearer and nearer came the dreadful whirl-
pool—behind them followed, open mouthed, the
infuriated monster. And still Nkosi kept the
boat’s head down the stream, and still his com-
panion, with a face immovable as a bronze
statue, seconded him stroke for stroke.

All at once the Bangala shouted some order
to his comrade, and with three or four desperate
strokes they whirled the canoe’s head round to
the right, so suddenly as almost to capsize it.

Fora moment Charlie thought that all was
over., But Nkosi's strong arm had made its
effort just at the right instant to catch the side
current, which was their only hope of safety ;
and even on the brink of the whirlpool they
turned away from it, and glided towards the
shore. And now the hunted boys had the sat-
isfaction of seeing their persecutor in trouble in
her turn. The hippopotamus had been too
spitefully eager in pursuing them to notice her
nearness to the eddy, which otherwise she
WOqld certainly have avoided ; for the great
African river horse, in spite of its unwieldly
bulk, and broad heavy face, is not by any means
such a fool as it looks.

But the perilous whirlpool was now too close
0 be avoided, and the impetus of the huge,
Panderous carcass, sent through the water at
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its utmost speed, could no more be checked at a
moment’s notice than the ‘* way” of a fifteen
knot steamer. Just as the canoe darted away
from the edge of the whirlpool, the pursuing
hippopotamus went headlong into it.

Instantly the fierce snorting of the enraged
brute changed to a hoarse grunt of terror, as it
strove desperately to escape from the dizzy
whirl that was spinning it round. But all its
frantic efforts were of no avail. Round and
round it went, grunting, sputtering, splashing,
struggling ; and the figure that it made was so
unspeakably ridiculous, with its staring eyes
and gaping jaws, its great floundering body,
and its look of utter bewilderment, that Pat and
Charlie laughed till every echo of the rocks ha
ha'd in chorus, and even Nkosi's iron face re-
laxed into a grim smile.

But the poor hippopotamus’s involuntary
gambols came to a sudden and disastrous con-
clusion. The eddy, gradually whirling it nearer
and nearer to the great red cliff that towered
overhead, ended by dashing it against a project-
ing rock, with a thump that made all its ribs
crack again.

Bruised, battered, gasping, and terrified out
of its wits, the discomfited monster went drift-
ing down the stream, a helpless mass, just as
Charlie and Pat came safely to land.

After a day of such excitement, our two
heroes naturally found it no easy matter to com-
pose themselves to sleep. For more than an
hour they lay awake, talking over their adven-

ture, and laughing at the recollection of the
poor hippopotamus’s astonished face when she
found herself being danced round and round by
the eddy.

And when at length Pat dropped off into a
doze, Charlie found himself unable to follow
his companion’s example.

‘The more he tried to get to sleep, the more
broad awake he seemed to be. First he grew
hot and threw off his wraps; then he grew
cold, and pulled them on again. Next came an
irritation in his left shoulder blade, followed
by another and a worse one in the small of his
back. Presently his great toe began to itch ;
then the tip ot his right ear ; then the tip of his
nose. After that he had a hunt for an imagin-
ary mosquito, giving himself half a dozen rat-
thng boxes on the ears, any one of which would
have flattened a full grown cockroach. Then
he lay on his left side ; then he lay on the right
side ; then he lay on his face with his heels up
in the air; and then, by way of a change, he
put his heels where his head ought to be. At
last, in sheer despair, he got up and went to the
window.

But scarcely had he got there when he heard
something which drove all thought of sleep out
of his head. From the veranda outside came
floating through the still night air, in Stanley’s
clear, decided tones :

“I hope to solve that mystery, too, before
many months are over. It's one of the few
puzzles still left in Equatorial Africa, and it's
high time that somebody should get to the bot-
tom of it.”

‘ Provided it happens to have any bottom to
get t0,” answered the deep and slightly mock-
ing voice of Dr. Hercules Hardhead.

Charlie Thorne's heart beat faster, and he
bent eagerly forward to catch the next words.
What mystery could it be which even Stanley
had not ]yel penetrated 2 And that too in
Equatorial Africa, through the deadliest regions
of which the great explorer had forced his way
in the teeth of all obstacles.

CHAPTER IX.
THE LOST RACE.

““ @Y AY what you will, my dear doctor,” re-
sumed Stanley, ** I'm positive that the
Unknown River takes the course I've
mentioned, and that the * Lost Race of

White Africans’ (as scientific men call them)

really exist as I have often said.”
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 Quite right, doctor," rejoined Stanley, with
exasperating good humor, ** that's always the
handiest way to get rid of a disagreeable fact.
But I assure you 1 haven't the least wish to
convince you against your will. Seeing's be-
lieving, as they say. I've seen these people,
and therefore 1 believe in them ; you haven't
seen them, and therefore you don’t. But take
my word for it, you'll believe in them one of
these days as firmly as I do.”

** Well, let us discuss the whole matter coolly
and calmly,” roared the doctor, getting purple
in the face with rage, and kicking a camp chair
to the other side o?the veranda. ‘““If there zs
a nation of White Africans, they must have
some fixed habitation, mustn't they ? They
can't be scattered all over the continent like
scraps of torn paper. Well, you saw them, if I
remember aright, away to the eastward, among
the great equatorial lakes, not far from the
head waters of the Nile. Now, the Portuguese
talk of having seen them on the table land of
the southwest. One of the later German ex-
plorers says he met them in the northwest, be-
tween Lake Tchad and Niger basin ; and when
1 was in England
last year, I came
across a man who
declared positively
that he had fallen
in with some of
them on the bord-
ers of Abyssinia,

far away to the
northeast. Now,
you can't all be

right, so which are
we to believe 2"
““You're confirm-
ing my theory in-
stead of upsetting
it, myglear doctor,”
said Stanley, who
seemed to grow
cooler as the man
of science grew hot-
ter. * Don’t you
see that if all these
men of different na-
tions, without any
collusion among
themselves, agree
in saying that
they've actually
seen the White
Africans, it's a
pretty strong proof
that they must exist some-
where > As to the ques-
tion of whom to believe,
I should say you had bet-
ter believe the one whose
information is the most
exact and circumstantial.
Now, let me read you an
extract from the journal I
kept while I was marching
through Unyoro with
Mtesa’s army in the end
of 1875 :

“ ¢ With Colonel Seka-
jugu were four men of
Gambaragara, who were
of a remarkably light com-
plexion, and differed alto-
gether in habits and man-
ners from the Waganda.
They possessed their own
milch cows, and their diet
appeared to consist entire-
ly of milk. The features
of these people, besides
their complexion, were so
regular and remarkable
that my curiosity was
aroused to the highest
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“ With all possible respect for you, my dear
sir,” retorted the doctor, ** T am equally certain
that the Unknown River does nothing of the
kind, and that the White Africans do not exist,
never did exist, and never will.”

““But I tell you that I've seen them myself.”

*‘ You've seen four light complexioned natives,
with regular features—probably half castes or
albinos—and from chat you instantly conclude
that there must be a whole nation of the same
type. What would you say to me, now, if 1
were to believe in a nation of hunchbacks, or of
men with one eye, on the strength of having
seen three or four one eyed men, or three or
four hunchbacks ?”

““Well,” said Stanley quietly, * why shouldn't
there be a nation of hunchbacks? There's a
nation of dwarfs—the Watwa—on the Upper
Congo, as I can bear witness, for I have seen
and spoken with some of them ; and the first
time I saw one, I took him for some deformed
monstrosity who had been cast out by his own
tribe. I won't pretend to say, till T've seen
more of them, whether the White Africans are
white by nature or from disease; all I say is
that they are white, and that they're real men.”

““Well,” growled the scientist, who was be-
ginning to get excited, **show me a fair sized
colony of these wonderful fellows, or bring me
any trustworthy witness who has actually seen
a whole nation of them, instead of three or four
scattered specimens, and I'll give in. Till then
1 won't believe a word of it.”

CHIEF,

Eimh respecting them. I
ad seen stray representa-
tives of them at Mtesa’s
court, and I here set down
what I gathered respect-
ing them, both from their
own lips, and those of Sekajugu, the best
informed of the Waganda.

‘““These light complexioned people are
natives of Gambaragara, a country embracing
all the districts immediately neighboring the
base of the lofty Mount Gordon Bennett, upon
the summit of which (14,000 or 15,000 feet high)
snow is often seen. The mountain springs up
in a series of terraces from a level plain ; numer-
ous waterfalls plunge down its steep slopes, and
two days are usually occupied 1n the ascent to
the highest summit.

‘“*The king, Nyika, and his principal chiefs,
with their families, live during war time on the
highest part of the mountain, which appears to
be, from report, something like an extinct
crater. It was described to me as a hollow
surrounded by high walis of rock, which con-
tains a small round lake, from the center of
which rises a lofty columnar vock. Tt is very
cold there, and snow frequentiy falls. The
slopes, base, and summit are thickly populated.

** ¢The king possesses several villages in dif-
ferent parts of the mountain, and appears to
move from one to the other, as his numerous
herds of cattle become stinted in their pasture.
Milk being the principal diet of these people, it
may be supposed that cattle are abundant. The
Katekiro of Uganda, 1in his great raid on the
region, is said to have collected 50,000 head of
cattle.

*¢ ¢ The people are a peculiarly formed race.
At one time they are said to have been all white,
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and to have emigrated from Northern Unyoro,
but at present the black and light complexioned
are about equal in numbers. The blacks are
the result of successive wars during aucient
times, and intermarriage between the taptors
and captives, the resuit being a singulariy long
limbed and slender people. The royal family
and the chiefs’ families continue to preserve their
exclusiveness, and hence the original color of
the founders of the State has been preserved.

“* The women are said to be singularly beau-
tiful ; I have seen several of them, and though
7 would not call them beautiful, they are super-
ior to any women I have seen in Africa, and
have nothing in common with negroes except
the hair.'"

Here Dr. Hardhead, who had been listening
with signs of growing impatience, broke out
full mouthed :

** Proof ? Do you call that a proof ? So far
as it proves anything at all, it just confirms
what I've been saying. The existence of these
\White Africans as a nation, remember, rests
not upon your own personal observation, but
solely upon the stories told by the Waganda ;
and we all know the value of any testimony
given by men who believe that the English came
down from the sky, or up from the bottom of
the sea, who took your floating fort for a spirit,
and who will tell you quite gravely that their
national hero, Wakinguru, killed six hundred
men with his own hand in one battle without
receiving a scratch ! All the genuine specimens
that you have to judge by are the four Gambara-
gara men whom you saw. You've just mistaken
three or four half castes or albinos for an entire
nation, and the sooner you admit the fact, the
better."

“All very fine, my dear doctor,” rejoined
Stanley, as composedly as ever ; * but would half
castes have regular African wool on their heads,
or would albinos have just the same kind of
eyes and hair as other people ? "

For once in his life, Dr. Hardhead looked
fairly nonplused.

) (Vrll, I see 1t's perfectly useless to argue
with a man who is obstinate in his opinion
against all proof,” hne snapped, too angry to
perceive how exactly this polite description of
his opponent applied to himself. ** But if you
won't give up the Lost Race (which in my
opinion is a lost race that has never been found)
what proof have you of the course that you at-
tribute to the Unknown River? Come, now,
what do you say to that 2 You didn’t see that
with your own eyes, you know ; that's purely a
matter of native testimony, which is worth ab-

ine "

““ Well, T don’t know about that,” replied
Stanley. ** Dr. Schweinfurth, who discovered
the source of the river, wasn't a native; and [
who explored the mouth of it, am not one
either."

** What you persist in calling the mouth o
you mean,” retorted the uncompromising
doctor.  **It's just the same story as before;
you mistook three or four unique individuals
for samples of a whole tribe, and now you're
mistaking two distinct rivers hundieds of miles
apart for one and the same stream,”

CWell, let's see,” rejoined Stanley, unfolding
a large map of Central Africa. ‘' Here's what
1 call the Unknown River, which Schweinfurth
discovered in 1870, and marked on his map as
the Wellé Makua. It flows westward, as you
see, bending gradually to the south, so that it
certainly can’t fall into any tributary of the
Nile. Then, again, it's too far south of the
great central desert to be lost in the sands, like
some of ihe rivers of Central Asia ; and so—"

‘““And so,” interrupted the doctor with a
hideous grin, ** it must necessarily flow into the
Congo, of course. Just in the same way, if |
recollect aright, some ingenious gentleman
proved that it was Prince Madoc of Wales who
discovered America, because he sailed westward
from England and never came back; so if he
didn’t go to America, where did he go 2"

“ Well, doctor, I'm always open to instruc-
tion, especially from a man of your superior
African experience,” said Stanley, with a quiet
irony which was wholly lost upon his self com-
placent adversary. *‘I say that the Wellé
Makua flows to the west and southwest till it
falls ingo the Upper Congo, under the name of
the Aruwimi.  Now, if it doesn't do that, what
does it do 2"

1 tell you what it does,” answered Dr.
Hardhead in a tone of perfect confidence, as he
produced a map of the Congo State. ‘It flows
to the northwest, and is a tributary of the
Logoné River, which falls into Lake Tchad."

“'Well, doctor,” returned Stanley, ** we had
better agree to differ, for 1 see we shall never
convince each other, When 1 explore the
Aruwimi, as I hope to do before long (for T be-
lieve it will turn out to be navigable much
higher up than people suppose), the question
will soon be settled one way or the other ; and,
in the meantime, as we've got some hard work
in hand tor tomorrow, we might as well think
about turning n."

The voices died away in the distance, but
Charlic Thorne still remained leaning out of
the window, motionless as a statue,

CHAPTER X.
THE CHIEF AND HIS FETICH.

HAT Charlie had heard was indeed
more than enough to set his excitable
brain on fire. A Lost Race and an
Unknown River, of which no one

knew anything certain, and about whose char-
acter and position two such men as Slanlcy and
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Dr. Hardhead were unable to agree in a single
point, were things compared with which—in
his eyes at least—all the wonders of the Ara-
bian Nights seemed tame.

And then came another thought, more daz-
zling still. Suppose it were possible to get
leave to join the exploration which Stanley had
declared his intention of making!

Why, then he—he, Charlie Thorne—might
take Ius place in history as one of those daunt-
less men who had been the first to track the
course of the Unknown River, and speak face
to face, in the depths of the great equatorial
forest, with the Lost Race of Central Africa.
For although Dr. Hardhead had denied the ex-
istence of the White Africans, our enthusiastic
Charlie had no more doubt that they really ex-
isted than if he had dined with half a dozen of
them the day before.

The 1dea was so great and overwhelming that
Thorne felt as if he could not live another mo-
ment without telling it to some one else. He
sprang to O'Connor's bedside, and began to
shake him as violently as Pat had shaken him
half an hour before.

** Pat, Pat, wake up! The river! the river!"

““The river, is it, Masther Charlie ?" said
Pat, rubbing his eyes with a bewildered air, as
well he might, poor fellow, at such an unex-
pected awakening. **Is it a flood ye mane ?”

“*No, no!"” cried Thorne, indignantly ;
‘‘there’'s an Unknown River somewhere, and
we're going to discover it. Fancy what the fel-
lows at our school will say, when they read our
names in the newspapers, and see that we've
been with Stanley in a place that no white man
ever got to before |

““That's an illigant idea, sure,"” cried O'Con-
nor, broad awake in a moment. * Will we
start at wanst, thin, Masther Charlie 2"

And honest Pat was evidently quite ready to
put on his clothes and start off that very mo-
ment to the Unknown River, or wherever else
Charlie might think fit to lead him.

“ Well, we needn’t be in quite such a hurry
as all that, Pat,” answered Thorne, laughing in
spite of himself. **We must wait till Mr.
Stanley’s ready to start with his expeditior
but when he goes, I'll go too, as sure as my
name's Charlie Thorne,”

**And wheriver ye go, Masther Charlie, it's
Pat O'Connor that'll not be far behind ye anny-

"

‘1 know that, old fellow. Good night.”

And Charlie fell asleep, and dreamed that he
was voyaging down the Unknown River on the
back of a hippopotamus (the face of which
bore a singular likeness to that of Dr. Hard-
head), while a gro.p of White Africans, who
were playing baseball on the bank, kept sing-
ing tauntingly an impromptu version of ** March-
ing through Georgia :
** See the learn'd doctor now, who wouldn’t believe

inus:

When Stanley tried to set him right, he made a
precious fuss,

So (serve him right !) he's turned into a hippopota-

mus,
And he goes sailing the Welle.

Hurrah! Hurrah! it's deathly sick he'll be,

Hurrah ! Hurrah! he'll be sore from neck to knee,

And never get a single lump of sugar in his tea,
Till he has sailed down the Welle,"”

Bat, full as Charlie's mind was of the Lost
Race and the Unknown River, neither he nor
any one living could have foreseen the astound-
ing revelation which the next morning was to
bring with it on that very subject.

Next morning Charlie awoke late (as was
only natural, after his disturbed mnight), and
found Pat just beginning to dress.

At breakfast, Mr. Goodman noticed the pale
faces and red eyes of our two heroes, and made
some remark upon them; but Charlie never
even heard him, so completely was he engrossed
by the thought of the Unknown River and the
Lost Race.

The meal had hardly ended, when a native
came up and said something in an undertone to
Stanley, who at once rose and went out with
him.

Half an hour later, just as Thorne and
O'Connor were wondering why Mr. Goodman
did not appear to allot them their day's work,
his voice was heard at a distance calling ** Char-
lie! ™

‘The boys, hurrying out to the terrace on the
other side of the house, beheld a very strange
and unlooked for spectacle.

Stanley was sitting in a camp chair under the
shade of a broad leaved palm, with Mr. Good-
man beside him,  In front of them stood a tall
black man, whose look of importance suggested
that he must Le a chief of some note.

A little behind the group, Dr. Hardhead,
keeping his eyes fixed upon the African as
keenly as if he meant to dissect him on the
spot, and was picking out the likeliest place to
begin, seemed to be taking diligent notes either
of his remarks or of his personal appearance.

The latter was certainly worth noting, for
even in equatorial Africa it would have been
hard to find a more extraordinary hobgoblin.
He was immensely tall, and so thin that (as
Pat observed with more frankness than cou
tesy) **ye might cord a trunk wid him, asy.
His gaunt, hairy arms, disproportionately long
even for his lanky body, might have roused the
envy of a gorilla and his nut shaped head had
lost all its tront wool by a terrible knife wound,
the bald scar of which made him look very
much like a parrot with its head feathers scalded
off.

His dress was as extraordinary as himself.
He had been tempted by the bright color of a
red flannel shirt (the tarry blotches of which

showed it to have belonged to a seaman), and
had put it on by thrusting his legs through the
sleeves and drawing up the skirts round his
waist, securing them there with a pair of striped
cotton stockings twisted into a sort of girdle,
A black broadcloth waistcoat, of unmistakably
clerical cut, half covered his bony chest, across
which it was fastened with loops of twisted
grass.

**This is one of the chiefs of whom I told
you the other day, Charlie, who come down
sometimes from the upper river to trade with
us,” said Mr. Goodman, shooting a warning
glance at his nephew, who was literally shaking
with laughter. ‘‘I thought you'd like to see
him, for if you go up the Congo with us on our
next voyage, he may help you in seeing what
you want."”

Charlie, brimful of the Unknown River and
the Lost Race of White Africans, looked quite
radiant at this suggestion, and greeted the sur-
prised chief with a hearty handshake and a
boisterous greeting in Englisa, of which his
new friend understood not a word.

‘“ Doesn't he understand plain English, poor
old chap?” said Thorne, pityingly. *‘Well,
just tell him, will you, Uncle Robert, that I
want to shoot an elephant, and that if he'll put
me in the way of doing it when I come to see
him, I'll be awfully obliged to him.”

When this was translated, the chief showed
all his splendid white teeth in a broad grin, and
made some answer, in which Charlie caught
the words ** Rula Matari.”

‘* He says,"” explained the missionary, ** that
you seem to be such a keen hunter, you must
be Mr. Stanley’s son."

** Well, the old boy knows how to pay a com-
pliment, and no mistake,” cried our hero ; **he
won't beat that if he tries for a month. Ask
him, please, how many elephants he's killed
himself.”

The chief answered the question by picking
up the gun which he had laid on the ground
beside him, and holding it out towards Charlie,
extending at the same time the five fingers of
his other hand.

**What! Five elephants with that thing?"
exclaimed Thorne, in amazement, having often
heard that the natives hardly ever succeed in
killing an elephant. **Why, it's only a flint
lock—the regular old George the Third sort.
‘What a hunter he must be I

Charlie’s manifest admiration evidently
pleased the worthy savage, who exhibited with
unmistakable pride the gourd in which he car-
ried his powder, curiously -ornamented with
rows of colored beads. Then he displayed his
hunting knife, forged by a native smith, and
fantastically decorated on sheath and handle.

But Charlie's eyes strayed from it to a small
leopard skin pouch which was hung round the
warrior's neck by a collar of twisted wire, simi-
lar to those which one sometimes sees among
the Zulus and Basutos of South Africa.

Thorne pointed to the pouch with an inquir-
ing look, to which the chief replied by an em-
phatic utterance of the single word ‘‘ Fetich,”
which our hero had already heard often enough
to be quite familiar with it.

“‘Is that a fetich?” cried Charlie. “It'sa
mighty queer one, anyhow. I say, let's see
what's inside, will you ?”

The chief paused for a moment when this
request was translated to him, as if hesitating
to show such a treasure, even to men whom he
knew to be thoroughly trustworthy, Then he
drew forth from the pouch what seemed to be
a folded sheet of very dirty paper, which he
cautiously proceeded to open.

The three white men looked on carelessly,
having already seen countless palm kernels and
shreds of old handkerchiefs converted into
sacred talismans, and supposing their guest's
fetich to be some trifle of the same kind. Put
no sooner was it fully opened than Mr. Good-
man and Dr. Hardhead started back as if they
had seen a ghost, while even the iron nerved
Stanley uttered a loud exclamation of astonish-
ment,

(70 be continued.)

Ask your newsdealer for THE GOLDEN AR-
Gosy. He can get you any number you may
want.,

—_—————
THE TELEGRAPH IN ASIA.

From London to Calcutta, overland, is a
distance of about eight thousand miles, and
these two capitals of England and of India
are connected by a curious and interesting tele-
graph line, Starting from Belgium, it passes
through Germany and Russia to Odessa ; then
across the Crimea to Kertch, and along the
Caucasian slopes to Tiflis; through Persia,
passing by Teheran, Ispahan and Bushire;
along the wild coast of Beloochistan to the In-

dian frontier.

It is, says Thomas Stevens, the bicyclist, in
the New York Swn, the longest and best
equipped telegraph line in the world. From
the Belgian coast to far distant India there
stretches one continuous long row of splendid
iron poles, climbing over rugged mountains in
the Caucasus, stretched out across the level
Persian deserts in long, straight reaches, pro-
truding like black, tapering stems from the
sand waves of Beloochistan.

To establish such a line was of course a work
of enormous labor, and the difficulties were far
from overcome when the posts were set up and
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the wires strung on the insulators. For some
years it was almost impossible to keep commu-
nication open between Teheran and Bushire
Here, for nearly a thousand miles the line tol-
lows along the greatest caravan route in Persia.
The charvadars, or muleteers and camel men,
regarded the long .engths of nice strong wire
strung all along their route almost in the light
of a special dispensation of Providence, sent
to their favored country so that they might ob-
tain all the material they wanted from time to
time to mend their ramshackle pack saddles,
chains and harness, without paying out any
money. Whenever anything broke that could
be mended with wire, the charvadar would
simply shinny up a telegraph pole and help
himself.

Next to the charvadars the wandering tribes
were the worst depredators. The nomads of
Persia are much given to embellishing their
charms of person by means of thick wire brace-
lets. Copper or silver wire is their preference,
but they have no objection to bracelets of baser
metal, especially if they can obtain them w
out pay. To stretch a telegraph wire throu
their country was about the same thing as pla
ing a pot of jam where it can be easily reached
by a boy. Nomads who had * caught on”
went strutting about the country wearing a
wealth of telegraph wire bracelets that made
the eyes of their less lucky tribesmen bulge
with astonishment.

Finding that they could be obtained for noth-
ing by merely climéing up the iron poles and
hacking off the wire, the popularity of the new
style bracelets spread far and wide among the
tribes. The unsophisticated children of the
desert, for a time, outdid even the caravan men.
Ambitious young nomads thought they saw in
the unlimited quantities of telegraph wire an
opportunity to largely increase their wealth,
and they began to carry the bracelets into the
more remote regions as articles of commerce.

The English finally had to appeal to the
Shah of Persia to protect the line. ‘* Very
good,” said the King of Kings, blandly, **it
shall be stopped.” Orders were sent out to cut
off the hands of people who were found wear-
ing telegraph wire bracelets. Equally effective
punishments were dealt out to the caravan peo-
ple. This had the desired effect, and today the
telegraph wires are as safe in Persia as in any
country.

P
HOW TO MAKE RUBBER STAMPS.

THE following directions for making rubber
hand stamps have been furnished to us bya
subscriber, and are more complete and practical
than the brief recipe we gave some time ago :

Set up the desired words in type, and have the
form tightly locked up. Take about 6 Ibs. of
French powdered chalk and s lbs. China clay,
sift both together into a large tin pan, mix with
water, and knead with the hands to the thick-
ness of putty. Take a lump of this substance
and dry it by laying it on the stove. This may
be done before setting up the type, as it must be
perfectly dry when used.

Now take a smooth 1ron plate, with the sides
raised so that the mold will be deep. Take some
of the dried clay and chalk, and about half as
much plaster of Paris, and mix together with a
little dextrine and water, to make a putty.
Spread this at once, before it dries, over the
plate with a flat piece of metal, making it per-
fectly smooth and even.

Benzine the type; put a piece of yellow tissue
paper over the mold, and drop the plate gently
on the type. Lift the plate up again, and pull
off the paper ; then apply the plate again to the
type, this time without paper. Place the form
and plate in a_copying press, and screw down
the wheel as if tocopy a letter, but not so hard.
‘Then loosen the wheel, and take out and separ-
ate the form and plate.

At this stage if the mold is still soft you
must wait a while; when it becomes hard you
can take the final impression. Again replace
the plate on the form, being very careful that
the type shall strike the mold in exactly the
same place 2s before. Put them again in the
press, and take the last impression by screwing
the wheel as tightly as you can.

Now place the plate over a gas burner, and
let it dry for three quarters of an hour. Sand-
paper the mold, making it even and smooth.
Then lay a strip of unvulcanized rubber over
the type, covering all of it, and place in the
vulcanizer, which must be heated up to at least
200 degrees by gas jets bencath it.  Press firmly
again, screwing the wheel tight ; then turn off
the gas, and leave the mold in the press for
ten minutes.

Then take out the mold, and pull the rub-
ber from it. If you are making several stamps
at once, cut them apart now. Glue each name
to the hand stamp, or self inker, or whatever
you wish to attach them to.

In making the mold, the best way to make
sure that it will strike the type in exactly the
same place every time is to have the type ina
form that hasa pin projecting from each corner,
and to have corresponding holes in the plate.

——— e

A POOR BUSINESS OUTLOOK.

LIGHTNING ROD AGENT (to bov).—'*Is that
your father lying there in the shade, sonny ?”

Boy.—** No, sir; pa's away, an’ me and ma
is the only ones to home; that's a dead book
agent. D’ye want to sell ma anything 2"

** Thunder, no," said the lightning man.

And he lit out,
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THE GOVERNMENT'S YOUNGEST SERVANTS.
THE ARGOsY now and then receives inquiries
concerning the pay, etc., of the Senate pages
at Washington. Some interesting bits of in-
formation about these juvenile adjuncts to the
wheels of government is afforded in the follow-
ing article from the St. Louis Republi
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D S
Does not get '&ot’iualf; it requires careful,
persistent attention and a remedy that will assist
nature to throw off the causes and tone up the
digestive organs till they perform their duties
willingly. Among the agonies experienced by the

an

The Senate page corps numbers fifteen as
bright and quick boys as can be found any-
where. They receive appointments on the rec-
ommendations of Senators, and come from all
sections of the country. They are paid $75 a
month each during the session of Congress,
which generally lasts about eight months for

the long and three months for the short session,
and at the close of the latter it is customary to
vote tiem an extra month's pay in order that
they may return to their homes,

In addition to their salary, the pages make
quite a goodly sized sum by selling autograph
albums containing the signatures of the Sena-
tors and prominent people whom they button-
hole for their autographs. Their period of but-
terfly life is rather short, however, as it gene-
rally does not extend beyond two Congresses,
the age limit being between ten and sixteen.
After they reach the age of sixteen they are
compelled to leave,

The pages are very neat in their dress, and
pay great attention tostyle. They wear tunic
coats and knee pants, generally of some dark
material, and affect black silk stockings. Their
work begins at g A. M., when they assemble in
the Senate chamber and get the desks of the
Senators in order for the day, arranging the
several bills, petitions, etc., on them, after
which, unless there are errands to run, they can
amuse themselves until 12 o'clock, when the
Senate convenes, at which time they station
themselves on either side of the president’s
platform.

After the chaplain's prayer their work begins
in earnest, and they are kept constantly on the
run, answering the snap of the fingers of the
Senators, carrying bills and papers to the presi-
dent's desk, and executing the multitudinous
demands of the law makers,

The Senate usually is in session till 4 o'clock,
when it goes into executive session, releasiny
the pages from duty. As it is customary for
the Senate to adjourn on Thursday evening un-
til Monday morning, there is nothing for the |
pages to do in the interim, and they amuse
themselves in various ways  Some are contin-
ually poring over novels of ** The White Eagle,
the Trapper,” order, but the ‘greater number
are enthusiastic bicyclers, those who are not
fortunate enough to own a wheel not begrudg-
ing paying sixty cents an hour for the rent of
one, and many are the amusing squabbles among
them as to how many minutes one has to ride it
before anothe~ *akes it, they having hired it on
shares. It ¢ it be denied, also, that some
are confirmex n chewers.

The wide u._rble banisters on either side of
the stairs leading to the upper floors offer a
great temptation to them to slide down them
head ficst, rather than walk down, and the ve-
locity with which they go (when a fall to the
tessellated floor beneath means certain death)
would terrify their mothers.

They are all young politicians, taking a deep
interest in the debates, and are thoroughly
posted on all topics that come before the Senate,
and religiously defend the position and merits
of their respective senatorial favorites. It is no
uncommon thing, after adjournment over some
heated debate, for them to take sides and debate
the arguments pro and con that they have heard.
And they go at it with a vim, defying parlia-
mentary law and grammar ahke, and just as
much in earnest as though they received $5000
a year for it.

But it is in their playroom—the awful myste-
ries of which they allow no other mortal eye to
penetrate—where the pages kick up high jinks.
For good and sufficient reasons, apparent to the
most casual observer, this room is located in a
distant and secluded portion of the capitol
building, and there they shout, laugh and play
to their hearts' content.

It is very seldom that quarrels among them
ever result in blows, as it means a summons to
appear before that awful tribunal, in the mind
of a page, the sergeant at arms, to be followed
by a suspension of two weeks or more, with
loss of pay.

. The pages are under the charge and direction

of old Captain Bassett, who has occupied the

position, it is said, ever since the memory of
man. He started in as a page himself, and is
now a hale, bald headed and white bearded old

gentleman. Senator Gorman was also once a

page, and the story is that he frequently had

his ears pulled by Captain Bassett on occasions
when he lapsed from grace.
—_— e

FITS.—All Fitx stopped tree by Dr, Kline's Great
Nerve ltentorer. No Fits after first day’s use. Mar-
velous cures. ‘I'reatise and $2.00 trial bottle free Lo
enses. Send to Dr. Kline, 911 Arch St., Phila., Pa.—A
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N Wire. A Railr

Lutertaining and instructive. Beautifully

aud sold. $1.00 postpaid. _Address ELMER YA
LN, High St., Columbus, 0.

86 Album o] & games, 1
Dictlonary of Dreams, | Game Fox & Geess, 26 Recipes
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are distress before or after eating, loss
of appetite, irregularities of the bowels, wind or
gas and pain in the stomach, heart-burn, sour
stomach, etc., causing mental depression, nervous
irritability and sleeplessness. If you are dis-
couraged be of good cheer and try Hood's Sar.

illa. It has cured it will cure you.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Bold by all drugglists. $1; six for §5. Made
only by C. . HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

Piso’s Remedy for Catarrh is the
Best, Easiest to Use, and Cheapest.

CATARRH
o LR G
_n replying to this adv. ment!

TELEGRAPHY !

I( you wish to know all about learning Telegraphy, con-
' raph, &c.,
J. H.
NN . rs of
Telegraphy latest edition, which we will send free of
charge to all who apply by mail or otherwise. It s the
plainest and best book of {natruction in Telexn?hy ever
published, being complete in_deseription, explanation
and illustrations, . H. BUNNELL & CO.,
106 & 108 Liberty 8t. , New York.
1n replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argoay.

Facial Blemishes.
=D I = SAMPLES, Elegant nidden ns

FR E No postals. P. 0. BUX 2688, Ne #t
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gend stamp for 50 page book.
D.w': J.WOODBURY, Albany, N.Y.

Habit Cured. Treatmentsenton trial.
HUMANE REMEDY CO.. LaFayette, Ind.
to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

= u ;7 Curlous. c:lﬂ.t Plct-:ll
DOO 5. 50 Box 2685, Now Fork
An replylng Lo Lals adv. menuon wolden Argosy.

Momhlne Habit Cu in X
B) days. No pay :1‘11 c‘g
r. J. Stephens, Lebanon, Ohio.
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OLII COINS and Stamps
stamps for Book. All rar
J. SCHAYER, 79
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ton, Mas:

suve ONE-HALF on 1000

SEE HERE ! o i o
C., L.

al-zue.  Big pay to agents.  Chicago Seale Co., Chi
in replying to this adv. mention Golden A

CURE: 1] .| gy
Comfortable, vil?bhla 11y k AL FREE‘“A“;:"‘
nvieible, Illustrated book & . Addrem
or call on F. HISCOX, 853 Broadway, N. Y. Name this paper,
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GRAND MID-SUMMER OFFER.
and expen

s.’ ves peid any 1t5
. e

REE. " We mean fust what we say.
Address STANDARD SILVERWARE Cf
In replying to this adv. ment

NICE CARDS. Your name

10 on all. 100 lovely scrap pic-
tures, | autograph album. 3 other prizes,
all mailed for 10c. Send 4c. for book elegant NEW sam-
ple cards and biggest terms ever offered agents.
HOLLEY CARD CO., Meriden, Conn
In replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

by Pacx’s Par. Iurnovan

perton o sell our goods.

apital required. Salary pa..
in advance. Full particulars
BOSTON, MaSS,
Golden Argosy.

monthly

1s A DISEASE,
and ean be Cured,
brldmlnllten-
ing Dr. Haines’ Giolden Specific, It can be giv-

enwithout the knowledge of the patient, if desired,
by placing itin coffee, tea or articles of food. Cures
Snr.nleei Send for free circulars. GOLDEN
PECIFIC Co.. 185 Rara St.. Cincinnati, 0.
Tn replying to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy

ILLUSTRATION HALF SIZE.

” CAMPAIGN BADGES

WHICH WILL IT BE?
Gold Plate with correct Photo-
graph of the President and Vice
President of either party, at-
tached on a Red, White and

for one. Show your colors. Sam-
ple 10¢; 75 cemn‘per dozen; £
per gross. Send for Catalogue.
W. HILL & CO.,
Ll L Wholesale Jewelers,
1 d 100 W, Madison Street, Chicago, lll.
An replylng to this adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

D m;.‘!i_s BobY BATTERY?

S Contains 10degrees o1
[6b
2

strength, Current can be in-
creased, decreased, re-
versed or detached at will,
and applied to any part of the
body or limbs by whole family.

eral, Nervous
ronic Diseases. It

ing prices, testimonials. mech-
anism, and simple application
for the cure of disease will be
'REE to any address.

-vvxiﬁ;\
i | sent F.
DR. OWEN BELT CO., 191 State St., Chicago.

le book of cards all for 2c.stamp. Card Works, Box 1933, New York
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A GREAT RUSH FOR BOOKS

Nothing like 1t ever kenown since we have been in business. Cart-
loads of good stories shipped daily. Every one wanted a
book and got it almost hot from the printing press.

This is how it happened. We commenced in Number 285 a new story by OLIVER
Orric, entitled 27he Young Hermit of Lake Minnetonka. The week before
commencing it we inserted a notice in the ArGosy, saying :

BOYS Here is_Your Chance. Any one of the fol-
lowing Books Free:

We stated that as this was an extraordinary story, we wished to get it into the
hands of boys and girls who were fond of reading, but who were not at present
taking the ARGosy. And we offered to give any of the follewing books for every
copy of the ArRGOsY sold to such boys and girls.

THIS IS THE LIST OF FREE BOOKS.

‘‘ A VOYACE TO THE COLD COAST: or, Jack Bond’s Quest ** by Franx H. Con-
VERSE, tells the story of a plucky American boy who set out 1nto the world to seek his fortune, and re-
lates the strange quest that led him to the African coast.

‘‘ THE BOYS IN THE FORECASTLE : A Story of Real Ships and Real Sallors,’ by
GEORGE H. Coomer. This is one of the very best of Mr. Coomer s healthy, manly stories. Every reader
will be deeplv interested.in the adventures of Bob Allen and Tom Dean. \

‘‘ THE FORTUNES OF A YOUNC ARTIST ** by Mary A. Dewmisow, isa pathetic and de-
lightful tale, and the sympathy and interest of every reader will certainly go out to Duke and Barbara
Gower while following the strange life history of these two very attractive young people.

‘ NUMBER 91: or. The Adventures of a New York Telegraph Bov,'® by Artutr Leg
PuTnaMm, author of ** Walter Griffith,” etc. This is an extremely dramatic and interesting story of life in
the great city.

‘*JACK WHEELER: A Story of the Wild West,”” by Carraiv Davip Southwick.
spirited and stirrng narrative of life among the ranchmen and the Indians on the great prairies.

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

‘*THE YOUNC ACROBAT,' by that universal favorite, Horatio ALGER, JR., is a thrilling
story of circus life. It narrates marvelous adventures, and strange and mysterious experiences.

These books contain between two and three hundred pages,
and they are beautifully illustrated and handsomely bound. ~ They
are the best stories of the very best authors—such stories as are
usually sold for $1.25.

You should have seen our mail directly after this notice appeared—thouvsands
of letters from eager boys anxious for some of these charming books poured in
upon us. We were deluged with orders, and had to work like beavers to keep from
being buried out of sight as the postman dumped bag after bag of letters at our feet.
It seemed as if everybody in Christendom wanted a book, and wanted it right
away. We did our best to gratify them. The printing presses awoke to the emer-
gency, and turned off the beautifully printed sheets like magic. In almost no time
they were folded by nimble hands, bound into books, and mailed—rushing across
the continent drawn by mighty engines of the rail. Then a slight lull came, and
we thought we were out of the rush, but we never fooled ourselves so nicely be-
fore. We had hardly had time to get our breath when the second orders com-
menced to rush in upon us without mercy. Nearly every boy who got one book
was so delighted with it that he lost no time in getting others of his acquaintances
to take the ARGOSY so that he could get the remaining six books. Thus it happened
that our second orders called for many more books than the first. But this experi-
ence has taught us to be prepared another time when making such offers to the
readers of the ARGOSY.

And we are now prepared to repeat this offer on our new
story commenced this week, which is entitled

DEAIN DTN I A N;

OR,
WATERFORD MYSTERY.
BY HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

We are very anxious to get this week’s ARGosy into the hands of boys and
girls who are not now reading it, or perhaps never read it, and know nothing of
its fine stories. We therefore make you the following offer :

For every copy of this week's Argosy you will sell to such
boys and girls we will give you for your trouble any one of the
above books you may select.  If you sell one copy you will get one
book. If you sell a dozen copies you. will get a dozen books.
You must, however, send THREE TWO CENT stamps to pay post-
age and packing on EACH BOOK.  7his you must not fail to do.

You can get the papers from your newsdealer for your friends if he happens to
have any extra copies on hand. If he has not, he can order them for you, or you
can get them direct from this office. If your nc“(sdealer has none on hand, you
could probably save time by sending the money right to this office with your order
for books. Six cents must be inclosed for each copy—stamps will be taken as pay-
ment. These copies must be sold to those who do not now buy the ArGosy. Our
object is to get new readers started on this extraordinarily good story, hoping
thereby to still further increase our circulation. Otherwise we could not of course
afford to give you these books.

These seven books make the foundation for a fine library,
such a library as anv boy could well be proud of, and by a little
effort you can get them free. Address

FRANK A, MUNSEY, Publisher, .

A

THE

In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

81 Warren Street, New York,
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o dw. I say there, boy, let 'RP try your pony,” sai
* You—you ride )um, my_ bronco I” f,r(‘ﬁl
-slmuqer.

LITERAL SIGN POSTS. \

‘THE advent of the electric light has been hard
on the publicly posted names of our city streets.
It would take a race of giants to read.them
should they be suffered to retain on the new
poles the positions they occupied on the old
lamp posts, and yet when kept at their former
level there is difficulty in deciphering them at
night. A way out of the predicament might be
had by adopting an old fashion prevalent in
Yucatan, and which is thus described by the
correspondent of an English paper :

Formerly all the streets in Merida were dis-
tinguished irfa manner peculiar to Yucatan, by
images of birds or beasts set up at the corners,
and many still retain the ancient sign; for ex-
ample, the ‘street upon which we are living
is called La Calle del Flamingo, because
of a huge red flanringo painted on the corner
house.  Amnother is known as the street of the
Elephant, and the representation of it is an ex-
aggerated animal, with curved trunk and a
body as big as a barrel. There is the street of
the Old Woman, and on its corner is the car-
icature of an aged female, with huge spectacles
astride her nose. The street of the Two Faces
has a double faced human head ; and there are
otWers equally striking.

The reason for this kindergarten sort of
nomenclature was because when the streets
were named the great mass of inhabitants were
Indians who could not read, and therefore
printed signs would have been no use to them,
but the picture of a bull, a flamingo or an
elephant they could not mistake.

B
CABLE CARS WERE NEW TO HIM.

(who has just arrived in town,
—** Bless my soul ! there goesa

Farmer CATCAK
to s friend Scro
car without hn\:{‘\. 4

ScroGes.—* Don't need any
the man on the platform runs it.

OaTcaxe.—" Sho! Yedon'tsay? Whata pow'ful
strong chap he must be !

t's acable car, and

ational Patvar
s of Bust
Lowest

BRA
264 & 266 Wint 1
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allow you may,” he added, as he dismounted with mischief in his eye.
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| saidto hﬁ labor-saving
{ _ self-shining, etc.

{ which stain th;Jands
¢l pitthe iron, and fillthe

house with a paisonous
and s"llt':.’ken‘1 Er
CAUTION — BEWARE DF WORTHLESS IMITATIONS UNDER OTHER NAMES,
PUT UP IN SIMILAR SHAPE AND COLOR INTENDED TO DECEIVE. THE
EACH OUR TRADE NARK. lslﬂ ssryc’gcgogéﬁ
ONE SIX OUNCE PACKAGE SHAKEN UP WITH WATER WlLL MAKE

BEVERAL BOTTLES OF ODORLESS LIQUID OR PASTE POLISH, AND THE CONSUMER
PAYS FOR NO EXPENSIVE TIN OR GLASS PACKAGE WITH EVERY PURCHA§£

g BICYCLE=CUN | | NEW COFFEE POT

W. GUMP
THAT BEATS THEM A

w-.l‘lhh.? rices.
AGENTS COIN MONEY

/
—— = TS, [[feip¥
PRIC E'BEAUTYOF POUSH SAVINGOI LABOR, I0CEN | { house
FREENESS FROM DUST. DURABILITY AND CHEAFNESS,
TRULY UNRIVALLED IN ANY COUNTRY.

PABKAGE OF THE ENUINE BEAR
i ® e TAKI OTHE!

id the dude,
* Wal ves, ves

/

‘When Baby was sick, we'gave her Castoria,
When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria,
When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

-
X
Q
<
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m

in the use of WiLsor's Com-
pound of Pure Cop Liver O1L
with PHospHaTES, mild and agreeable in
taste. Send for Ilhwtrnlad Circular, Freg.
Dz. A. B. WILBOR, Cuemist, Boaton Mass.
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lar size P easy
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Company
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F'G CO.. BOSTON, MA

POPE MA

| CATALAN WINE.

1433 Vesey St., New York. N. ¥, |
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ON APPLICATION //
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CHICAGO, I ».
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8END 2¢. STAMP FOR DESCRIPTIVE CIRCULARS, vanm, )
AWOODEN BOX PREPAID ANYWMERE I U. S. witw 125 pRasec-
Ties. $2.00, ENGLE SPRING GUN CO., Hazeton, Pr,
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A. G. SPALDING & BROS,
261 Broadway New York
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POSTAL CARDE

g
of 20 eamples of cloth, from V\llk.ll w
T TOPORDER THE FAMOU.

Plymouth Rock $3 Pants 3

and Full Suits at $13.
Fullest particulars and GUARANTEED
self-measurement blanks enclose
Plymouth Rock Pants Co., ,
18 Summer Street, Boston; @
285 Broadway, New York;

Burnside BAg., Worcester, Mass, Sum
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BASE BALL BASE BALL

pznuvﬂu BARK, mou, AND PURE

For the PREVENTION and CURE of o A
Ball 25c., Toves 26c. ir,

Mnlnrin,Indlgestion,l‘ever&Ague, Lossof S(,E::elhok zs'gc Msa t::hﬂe;t:iuz ?3:' Art nlp;:w‘h.lng

appetite, Poorness of Blood, Neuralgia,&c. | 25c.. Base Ball Guide 10c.

22 Rue Drouot, Paris. Each of the ahovn sent on receipt of price, or

E. FOUGERA & C0., Agents for the U. 8, | AU ToF#* uo’\ J. REACH & CO..

30 NOR' WIL M 8T, Y. ]lrkel St l‘hlhdelphh Pa.
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Muxsey's Poruran Serics includes the best stories of the favorite anthors, band-
somely illustrated, with the finest of paper and printing, neatly bound with paper
covers. The numbers now issued are:

No. 1. “Tue Mouxtary Ca
George H. Coomer,

or, Tar Mystzry or THE SiErrA NEvADA," by

No. 2. “ A Vovage 1o THE Gorp Coast,” by Frank H. Converse.
No. 3. ““Tue Boys ¥ THE ForecasTLE; A SToRY oF REaL Smips axp REAL Saivows,”

by George H. Coomer.

No. 4. ““ Barpara’s Trrvmens,” by Mary A. Denison.

No. 5. “ NumBer 91; or, THE ADVENTURES oF A NEW York TrLeRarE Bov, * by
Arthur Lee Putnam.
 Jack WHEELER; A Story oF THE WiLp West,” by Captain David Southwick.

No. 6.

No. 7. ¢ THE MYSTERY OF A Du}uoxn," by Frauk H. Converse.

No. 8. *Tue Yousa Acrosar,” by Horatio Alger, Jr.

No. 9. “Luke Bexserr's Hioe Ovr,” by Captain C. B. Ashley, United States Seout.

No.10. “Tom Tuacy: or, Tur Trrars or A New Yorx Newssoy,” by Artbur
Lee Putnam.

No. 11, “Tur Swvearers’ CAvE; or, Wro Smaut e THE HEm?” by Anut
Ashmore.

< Tue WiLns or New Mextco,” by G. M. Fexx.

POPULAR SERIES is issned monthly, and the price of a year's subseription,

which includes twelve numbers, is $3.  Single numbers can be ordered from any nev®

dealer, price 25 cents ; or they will be sent direct from this office, postage P’“d o

receipt of 25 cents 1n xmmps. Address your letters to York
w .

In replying to this ndv. mention Golden Argosy.
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