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I 1ises over yonder hill
A flaming golden cup ;

Its kisses hight the crystal nll
And wakes the flowers up.

Tt makes the murky shadows fly,
It makes the apples glow,

And in the peaceful summer sky
It sets the bright rainbow.

hfznlds the cloudlet's fleecy win

t draws the purple sea,

Spills roses in the lap of spring
And wakes the belted bee.

I see it now its tresses shake
'"Way down the west, and know

It flies to China land to make
The sweel tea roses blow.

*A&RaceeWi'thmTAsRace.a-

RY PERCY

p Y Jove, it's queer enough that we three

@ chaps should all come up here with
our shells at the same time ! "

The speaker was a young man in a

crimson blazer, Reginald McGrath by name.

He was standing on the end of the little pier
that jutted into the Hudson for the accommoda-
tion of boating parties from the Hendrik House,
Powskill.  He was watching two young fellows
of his own age, who, attired in blue and white
and dark blue jerseys respectively, were pulling
leisurely up to the landing after a spurt up and
down the noble stream in their skeleton boats.

**Why should it be queer, Rex 2" said the
young lady. a cousin of McGrath's, who had
accompanied him on a stroll from the hotel
prazza.

** Bucause, don't you see,” replied Reginald,
touching his crimson blazer significantly, *“ we
represent three different colleges. Wonder who
the chaps are 2"

This question was solved after dinner that
evening when a mutual friend introduced Reg-
inald McGrath, of Boston, to Lawrence Rhine-
way, of New York, and Edgar Bell, of Hart-
ford.

The three were soon chatting volubly of
matters at their respective colleges, of the men
they knew in common, and of th> latest in-
stances of record breaking in the recent inter-
collegiate games.

But the theme which carried them far into the
night was boating, and early the next morning
all tiree were afloat for a friendly pull against
one another across the Hudson.  And this was
but the first of many such aquatic diversions

The young ladies in the respective parties
were inclined to feel a little jealous of the shells
that deprived them so frequently of the society
of their cavaliers,

.* A shell is as selfish as a bicycle,” was Maud
McGrath's opinion, which, coming to the ears
of the boating trio, caused them to look grave,
until Kdgar Bell suggested that they should get
up a race and stir a little general excitement
into their pulls.

This idea, being broached to the ladies, was
hailed by them  with undisguised delight,
for there was no denying the fact that thus far
the present summer at Powskill had been dis-
tressingly uneventful.  They volunteered to
make a prize for the victor with their own
hands, and immediately set to work on a silk
flag of unique design and dazzling effect.

The young men, meanwhile, had an excel-
lent gxcuse for going out in their shells more
frequently than ever, but where they had for-
metly pulled off in sociable companionship, they
now stole forth, each in an opposite direction,
one going up the river, another down, and the
third across.

They did not wish to detract from the inter-
est of the spectators in the race atsell by per-
mitting them to compare the respective merits
of the competitors by seeing them side by side
beforehand.  The proprietor of the Hendrik
House promised his hearty co-operation in the
way of providing stake boats, starters, and
grand stands, as indeed he well might, see-
g that the letters his guests had written to
their friends concerning the forthcoming event
had already resulted in orders for rooms to the
full capacity of the hotel.

Some anxiety was felt regarding the possible
state of the weather on the all important day,
but when the Saturday selected dawned, all con-
cornoon this score was dissipated. Tt was cool,
and yet not windy, than which no more favor-
able conditions for a boat race can be im-
agined.

Quite a crowd had collected on the river bank
long before the hour for starting, to say nothing
of the packed steam Jaunches and small boats
that hovered in the neighborhood.

At last the three handsome shells stood ranged
in line off the little pier, bows pointed up stream,
their  occupants  waiting  with  every nerve
strained for the pistol shot that was to send
them off, like an arrow from the bow of the
archer,

Although there was none but the friendliest
rivalry between them, each feit that more than
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his own personal gratification at beinyr the victor
was at stake,  He had the prowess of his col-
legze to uphold, and thus each considered him-
self the champion for the time being of the

honor of his alma mater.

When the three had rowed up to their places
the cheers for the blne and white, and the dark
blue, hidd been about equally divided as to vol-
ume, bhut it noticeable that the eries for
crimson were few an the number of voices that
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swelled them, although shrill and enthusiastic
in tone,

And this was not difficult to
The two first named colleges were 1:.uch nearer
at hand than the one from which McGrath
hailed, and hence it was not strange that their
adherents on this particular occasion should out-
number those that yelled for crimson.

But this very fact was destined to turn the
tide of the neutrals in favor of Reginald, and
the cheer that attended the send off was almost
equally divided among the three universities,

But little augury as to the result could be had
from a mere comparison of the rowers.

Although Bell was somewhat taller than the
other two, each had the broad shoulders and
straight back of the athlete. At the start off
Rhineway had shot ahead, but was speedily
overtaken by the other two, and then for two
minutes the three were neck and neck.

Of course this increased the excitement among
the spectators tenfold, and the cheers that were
sent up quite drowned the shrieks of two small
boys who slipped into the shallow water near
the shore by reason of craning their necks
overmuch,

The course had been laid out with special
reference to the convenience of the onlookers,
and was quarter of a mile down the rivertoa
stake boat, thence up stream half a mile to an-
other, and back from this to the starting point
at the hotel wharf.

Of course this involved the rounding of two
stake boats, where one might have sufficed, but
as the rowers had set out to please the young
ladies in the affair, they had determined to be
consistent throughout.,

Bell spurted just befove reaching the first
turning point, and made such a close shave of
the stake boat, that he came near fouling
McGrath as he swept back again, headed to-
wards Albany.

He kept this lead until after they had passed
the hotel, and the Dark Blues howled themselves
hoarse with delight. '

But half way to the upper stake boat, Rhine-
way let himself out again and sent blue and
white to the front once more.

** By George!" ejaculated a dark Dlue al-
umnus, **who would have thought they were
so evenly matched !

The excitement was in fact far in ex of
that which it was thought possible to awaken
in such a **scratch” competition, got up be-
tween three fellows who had never seen one an-
other before.  And the end was nat yet,

‘The next second McGrath had forged his way
to second place, shot past Rhineway and led
the van on the home stretch amid a deafening
chorus of cries for Crimson.

But both the others were pressing the new
leader hard, and the excitement grew intense.

Reginald's cousin became so wrought up that
she declared she couldn’t look any longer, and
put her fan up before her eyes. Buta fresh
cry caused her to put it aside quickly, and strain
her gaze eagerly in the direction whither all
other eyes were now turned. And this was not
towards Reginald McGrath, the probable victor,

“ Keep off ! keep off ! yelled fifty voices,
intermingled with minor comments such as
** The idiot ! ** Stupidity ! " and so on.

Tor the puffing tug boat, which had for some
time been seen approaching the spot from the
other side of the river, was now bearing di-
rectly down upon Bell and Rhineway.

The two latter, absorbed in the race, paid no
attention to the intruder until it was within ten
yards of them, and then looked up, fully expect-
ng that her pilot would give them the right of
way. But her course was maintained unswerv-
ingly, and no sound of whistle was heard to
warn them out of the path.

What did it mean? The question was
silently answered the next moment when it be-
came clear that there was nobody in the pilot
house.

*Pull towards shore, Bell, for your life!
Never mind the race,” cried Rhineway, ** The
tug's a runaway.”

I'he Hartford youth needed no second bid-
ding. He perceived only too clearly the danger
they were in,

With all his might he pulled on the starboard
oar, nearly oversetting his shell with the sud-
denness in the change of direction,

Rhineway—for they were now side by side—
as quickly followed his example, but a murmur
of horror ran throngh the spectators as the tug
too altered her course, if bent on running
them down,

It was a race within a race, and for life!

Men shouted directions which there was no
time to carry out, and rushed frantically up and
down the bank, as if tieir own rapidit
movement could communicate itself to those in
danger.  Women covered their faces with their
hands, and some even placed their fingers in
their ears,

** But look there, to the rescue, to the rescue !

The ladies fearfully lift their heads and see
the boat with the crimson flag veer rapidly
around, until it is headed for the masterless
propeller.  McGrath had realized that it was
almost impossible for his two rivals in the race
to save themselves from the blind, headlong
charges of the tug, and had therefore deter-
mined to bring them help in another direction.

Had it rested with him to board the runaway
by rowing faster than she was steaming, he
would have stood not the slightest chance of
success, but the angle at which the steamer had
rushed 1 between his siell and the other two
threaw open to him the possibility of reaching
her side by a diagonal course,

account for,

But even then, it was an open question of
whether he would be able to cover the distance
before the tug had shot out of reach.

Breathlessly the onlookers watched the out-
come of his mighty effort. -If he should not
succeed in boarding the tug, even should Bell
and Rhineway escape, was 1t not possible that
her erratic course would bring her crushing into
the frail dock on which men, women and
children were packed so densely 2 For those
on the shore end were crowded so eagerly for-
ward to see all that they could, that the struct-
ure could not possibly be cleared for several
minutes, and all the steam and sail craft in the
river were too far off to be of any service. On
Reginald's success then many lives might de-
pend.

But be quick, man, or she will have escaped
you.

Letting his handsome sculls go where they

will, and leaving his shell to its fate, McGrath,
with two rapid movements, springs to an up-
right position, places two hands on the tug’s
gunwale, and vaults over her side.
0 use for him to plunge down into the en-
gine room directly in front of him, however,
He knows nothing about machine and his
meddling with levers and valves might result
only in further harm.

So he dashes straight up the narrow deck to
the pilot house, for thanks to careful observa-
tion of the men at the wheel on the Boston
night boats, he is at home in thic method of
steering.

A few brisk turns of the wheel and the tug
is headed for the middle of the river, while a
mighty cheer goes up from throats but just now
parched with terror.

A boy from the village at once put out in a
skiff and rescued Reginald's shell, but what was
to become of Reginald himself ?

How was he to stop the mad career of the
Tantalus, which was the name lettered on the
tug's pilot house 2 One thing was certain, he
was not the fellow to desert her until she was
harmless.

So he kept straight on towards the epposite
shore, where he knew was a town that had con-
siderable commerce.  And sure enough, before
he was half over he was hailed by three men in
a sail boat, who had started out in pursuit of
the truant towboat,

It seemed that she had run aground in the
fore part of the day, and been abandoned by
the crew until the tide should rise. Meanwhile
a meddlesome boy had happened along in his
boat, and boarding the deserted tug, had
thought to have a little fun by fooling about the
machinery

He chanced to put the machinery in motion,
and as the tide was pretty well in, the impetus
sent the steamer off the shoal, so terrifying the
boy that he jumped into his boat and pullcd
away for dear life. g

The crew now came aboard, the sail boat was
put in tow behind, and Reginald carried 1
to Powskill in triumph, where an ovation
awaited him that caused his blushes to vie with
his jersey in hue. He was unanimous
a victor in the race, and had in fact, s
Rhineway and Bell positively declared, won
two of them, having got the better of the runa-
way tug.

And the ladies at the Hendrik House had
enough excitement to last them the remainder
of the summer.

—_— e ——
MILLIONAIRE

Tue directors of railroads, banks, and other large
companies are almost always paid five orten dollars
for attending each meeting of their respective
boards ; and with some leading financiers, who are

connected with many corporations, these compara-
tively insignificant sums amount to a good deal in
a year.

The New York Mail and FEaxpress observes that

1t is curious to notice the anxiety displaved by
some of the wealthi t men in Wall Street when
there isa prospect that one of these regular meet-
irgs will not be held because of the lacking pres-
ence of a quorum, the rule being, in such cases, no
meeting no pay.
The other day there was no quorum at an execu-
tive meeting of the Manhattan Elevated Railroad,
and Russell Sage represented to have worked
himself nto a very interesting condition of excite-
ment over the absence of the necessary quorum
and the consequent loss of the opportunity to
charge up five dollars against the company. He
said that the voung men on the committee had no
business to be on it, as their sense of responsibility
wits not at all properly develog He was urged
to tarry in the hope that others would soon put in
an appearance, but he answered with promnt irri-
tation that he couldn’t afford to take the risk.  He
was due at a bank meeting, and the bank meeting
paid ten dollars.

A somewhat similar story is told of another
director of a great company. The other day a for-
wetful clerk neglected to give him notice of a meet-
ing which had been sent to lus office until long
after the hour of the meeting had joined the van.
isbed past. This forgetfulness cost the millionaire
exactly ten dollars, and for i time he thoteht very
seriously of stopping that amount out of the
clerk’s slender salary.

- g
THEY BLLIEVED HIM.

Two ladies at the station asked the price of hack
fare, and
quired -

* What do you ask for carrying baggage 7

* Nothing," replied the jehu

“Well, you may carry the baggage, and we will
walk,'" said the ladies,

finding 1t was twenty fve cents, in-
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A BLADE OF GRAS
FOUND GROWING IN THE CREVICE OF A4 WALL
HEART OF THE CITY.

O, rari and tender blade of grass !
Lifting thy slender sword of green
To catch the sunbeams as they pass
The glaring walls of stone between ;
Thou art a child of alien race,
And unfamihar with the town ;
Yet I admire thy modest face,
And weave a song for thy renown.
What shrewd and daring wind of fate
Discerned this naked grain of earth,
And brought beyond the city's gate
The living seed that gave thee birth 7
Between these rough and ragged stone:
Lifting thy tender arms to heaven,
Thou sreakcst in inspiring tones
Of all the blessings God hath given.
-

N THE

[ Lhis story commenced in

THE

Twoe Rivals;
OR,
ITHE ROAD 70 FAAMLE.
CHAPTER XXVIIIL.
CONCERNING HELEN DIGRBY.

ARLEY L’ESTRANGE arrived at his
father's house after another period of
residence on the Continent. The few
years that had passed since we saw him

last had made no perceptible change in his ad-

pearance. He still preserved his elastic youth-
fulness of form, and singular variety and play

of countenance. ' i
He seemed unaffectedly rejoiced to greet his

parents, and had something of the gayety and

the tenderness of a boy returned from school.

His manner to Helen, whom he had sent on
ahead, bespoke the chivalry that pervaded all
the complexities and curves of his character. It
was affectionate, but respectful. Hers to him,
subdued—but innocently sweet and gently
cordial. :

As soon as Harley was in his own room, his
mother joined him.

* Well,” said he, *“ I need not ask if you like
Miss Digby.  Who would not 2"

** Harley, my own son,” said the mother,
bursting into tears, ** be happy your own way
only be happy, that s all T ask.™

Harley, much affected, replied gratefu!ly and
soothingly to this fond injunction. And then
wiadually leading his mother on to converse of
Helen, asked abruptly :

And of the chance of our happiness—her

happiness as well as mine—what is your opin-

jon ? Speak frankly.”

**Of /er happiness there can be no doubt.”
replied the mother, proudly. ** Of yours, how
can you ask me? Have you not decided on
that yourself 2"

But still it cheers and encourages one in

any experiment, however well considered, to

hear the approval of another. Helen has cer-
tainly a most gentle temper.”

*“ T should conjecture so. But her mind—

“Is very well stored.”

** She speaks so little—""

“Yes. I wonderwhy? She'sa woman!"

“Pshaw ! said the countess, smiling, in
spite of herself. ** But tell me more of the pro-
cess of your experiment. You took her as a
child and resolved to train her according to
your own ideal. Was that easy ? "

1t seemed so. T desired to instill habits of
truth—she was already by nature truthful as the

d a taste for Nature and all things natural—

that seemed inborn ; perceptions of Art as the

interpreter of Nature—those were more ditficult
to teach. 1 think they may come. You have

heard her play and sing 2"

“No.”
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he will surprise you. She has less talent
for drawing; sull, all that teaching covld do
has been done—in a word, she is accomplished.
Temper, heart, mind—these all are excellent.”
Harley stopped, and suppressed a sigh. ** Cer-
tainly T ought to be very happy,” said he; and
he hegan 1o wind up his watch,

*Of course she must love you 2™ said the
ter a pause. ‘*How could she

“Love me ! My dear mother, that is the very
question: T shall have to ask.”

**Ask! Love is discovered by a glance; it
has no need of asking.

** I have never discovered it then, T assure von.
‘The fact is, that before her childhood was
passed, I removed her, as you may suppose,
from my roof. She resided with an Italian
family, near my usual abode. 1 visited her
often, directed her studies, watched her im-
provement 4

* And fell in love with her 2

* Fall is sach a violent word. No; 1 don't
remember to have had a fall. Tt was all a
smooth inclined plane from the first step, until
at last Isaid to myself, * Harley I.'Estrange,
thy time has come. The bud Kas blossomed
into flower. ake it to thy breast.”  And my-
self replied to myself meek o beit.' Then
I found that Lady North, with her daughters
was coming to England. T asked her ladyship
to take my ward to your house. 1T wrote to
you, and prayed your assent j and. that granted,
1 knew you would obtain my father's. Tam
here—you will give me the approval 1 sought
for. I will speak to Helen tomorrow. Perhaps,
aflter all, she may reject me."”

|
|
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‘Strange, strange—you speak thus coldl
lightly ; you so capable of ardent love !
Mother,” ‘said Harley, earnestly, ** be sat-
isfied ! 7 am! l.ove, as of old, I feel, alas!
too well, can visit me never more. But gentle
companionship, tender friendship, the relici and
the sunlight of a woman's smile—hereafter the
voices of ciildren—music, that, striking on the
hearts of both parents, wakens the most lasting
and the purest of all sympathies. These are
my hope. Is the hope so mean, my fond

mother 2"
Again the countess wept, and her tears were
not dried when she left the room.

The next morning was mild, yet somewhat
overcast by the mists which announce coming
winter in London, and Helen walked musingly
beneath the trees that surrounded the garden
of Lord Lansmere's house. Many leaves were
yet left on the boughs; but they were sere and
withered.  Aund the birds chirped at times ; but
their note was mournful and complaining.

All within this house, until Harley's arrival,
had been strange and saddening to Helen's
timid and subdued spirits. Lady Lansmere had
received ber kindly, but with a certain restraint;
and the loftiness of manner, common with the
countess to all but Harley, had awed and chilled
the diffident orphan.

Lady Lansmere's very interest in Harley's
choice—her attempts to draw Helen out of her
reserve—her watchful eves whenever Helen

shyly spoke, or shyly moved, frightened the
poor child, and made her unjust to herself.

The very servants, though staid, grave, and
respectful, suited a dignified, old fashioned
household, painfully contrasted the bright talk
of Italian domestics.  Her recollections of the
happy warm Continental manner, which so sets

the bashiul at their ease, made the stately and

cold precision of all around her doubly awful
and dispiriting.

Lord Lansmere himself,
know the views of Harley, and little dreamed
that he was to anticipate adaughter in law in the
ward whom he understood Harley, in a freak of
generous romance, had adopted, was familiar
and courteous, as became a host.  But he
looked upon  Helen as a mere child, and
naturally left her to the countess,

The dim sense of her equivocal position—
of her comparative humbleness of birth and
fortunes, oppressed and pained her ; and even
her gratitude to Harley was made burdensome
by a sentiment of l|elp|rs~m~~ The grateful
longing to requite. And what could she ever
do for him 2

Thus musing, she wandered alone through
the curving walks ; and this sort of mock coun-
try landscape—London loud and even visible
bevond the high gloomy walls, and no escape
from the windows of the square formal house

~seemed a type of the prison bounds of Rank
to one whose soul yearns for simple, loving

Nature.

Helen's reverie was interrupted by Nero's
joyous bark. He had caught sight of her, and
came bounding up, and thrust his large head
mto her hand.

As she stopped to caress the dog, happy at
his honest greeting, and tears that had been
long gathering to the lids fell silently on his
face (for I know nothing that more moves us to
tears than the hearty kindness of a dog, when
something in human beings has pained or chilled
us), she heard behind the musical voice of
Harley.

Hastily she dried or repressed her tears, as
her guardian came up, and drew her arm within
his own.

“1 had so little of your conversation
evening, my dear ward, that [ may
olize you now, even to the priv

who did not as yet

last
well monop-
tion of

And so you are once more in your native
land 2"

Helen sighed softly. -

“May I not hoge that you return under

fairer auspices than those which your childhood
knew ?

Helen turned her eves with ingenuous thank-
fulness to her guardian, and the memory of all
she owed to him rushed upon her heart,

Harley continued, and with nest, though
melan-holy sweetness—* Helen, yonr e
thank me ; but hear me before vour words d
I'deserve no thanks. 1 am about to make to
you a strange confession of egotism and sel-
fishness."

“You l—oh, impossible 1™

“ Judge yourself, and then decide which of
us shall have cause to be grateful. Heler, when

was scarcely your age—a boy in years, but
more, methinks, a man at heart, with man's
strong energies and sublime aspirings, than
have ever since been—1 loved, and deeply

He paused a moment, in evident struggle.
Helen listened in mute surprise, but his emotion
awakened har own ; her tender woman's heart
yearned to console.  Unconsciously her arm
re»led on his less lightly.

* Deeply, ard for sorrow.
that may be told hereafter. The worldly would
call my love a madness. Idid not reassn on it
then—I cannot reason on it now. Enough ;
death smote suddenly, terribly, and to me
mysteriously, her whom 1 Joved. The love
lived on, Fortunately, perhaps, for me. T had
quick distraction, not to grief, but to its inert
dulgen was a soldier; 1 joined our
armies.  Men called me brave. Flattery! 1
was a coward before the thought of life. 1
sought death ; like sleep, it does not come at
our call. Peace ensued. As when the winds
fall the sajls droop—so when excitement ceased,

Ttisa long tale,
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all seemed to me flat and objectless. Since then
I have been a wanderer—a self made exile. My
boyhood had been ambitious—all ambition
ceased.  Let me be brief ; I did not mean thus
weakly to complain—I to whom heaven has
given so many blessings !

1 felt, as it were, separated from the com-
mon objects and joys of men. I grew startled
to see how, year by year, wayward humors pos-
sessed ni I resolved again to attach myself
to some living heart—it was my sole chance to
rekindle my ow But the one I had loved re-
mained as my type of woman, and she was dif-
ferent from all I'saw. Therefore I said to my-
self : * I will rear from childhood some young
fresh life, to grow up into my ideal,” As this
thought began to haunt me, I chanced to dis-
cover you. Struck with the romance of your
early life, touched by your courage, charmed by
your affectionate nature, I said to myself :

“ Here is what I seek.” Helen, in assuming the
guardianship of your life, in all the (ullu'c
which I have sought to bestow on your docile
childhood, I repeat that I have been but the
egotist.  And now, when you have reached that
age, when it becomes me to speak, and you to
listen—now, when you are under the sacred
roof of my own mother—now 1 ask you, can
you accept this heart, such as wasted years, and
griefs too fondly nursed, have left it 2 Can you
be, at least, my comforter 2 Helen, here I ask
von, can you be this, and under the name of —
Wife 2"

It would be invain to describe the rapid,
varying, indefinable emotions that = passed
through the inexperienced heart of the youthiul
listener as Harley thus spoke.

He so moved all the springs of amaze, com-
passion, tender respect, sympathy, childlike
gratitude, that when lie paused, and gently took
her hand, she remained bewildered, speechless,
overpowered,

Harley smiled as he gazed upon her blushing,
downcast, expressive face. He conjectured at
once that the idea of such proposals had never
crossed her mind ; that she had never contem-
plated him in the character of wooer ; never
even sounded her heart as to the nature of such
feelings as his image had aroused.

“* My Helen," he resumed, with a caim pathos
of voice, ** there is some disparity of years be-
tween us, and perhaps [ may not hope hence-
forth for that love which youth gives to the
voung. Permit me simply to ask, what you
will frankly answer—can you have seen in our
quiet life abroad, or under the roof of your
Italian friends, any one you prefer to me

** No, indeed, no ! murmured ilelen.
could 12 Whe like you 2"

Then, with a sudden effort, for her innate
truthfulness took alarm, and her very affection
for Harley, childlike and reverent, made her
tremble lest she should deceive him—she drew
a little aside and spoke thus :

** Oh, my dear guardian, noblest of all human
beings, at least in my eyes, forgive, forgive me
it I seem ungrateful, hesitating ; but I cannot,
cannot think of myself as worthy of you. 1
never so hifted my eyes.  Your rank, your posi-
tion-—"

“Why should they be eternally my curse ?
Forget them, and go on. o

s not only they,'

How

" said Helen, dlmost sob-
bing, ** though they are much ; but 1, your ty pe,
your ideal =-11 impossible i Oh, how can 1
ever be anything even of use, of aid, of com-
fort, to one like you !

* You can, Helen—you can," cried Harley,
charmed by such mgenuous modesty. ** May |
not keep this hand 2

And Helen left her hand in Harley's, and
turned away her face, fairly weeping. A stately
step passed under the wintry tree

** My mother,” said Harley L'Estrange, look-
ngup, ** I present to you my future wife.”

CHAP
AN IMPORTA
Ngf ITH

R XXIX.
" PIECE OF INFORMATION,

slow step and an abstracted air,
Harley L'Estrange bent his way to-
ward Eperton's house, after his event-
ful interview with Helen,

He had just entered one of the streets leading
into Grosvenor Square, when a young man,
walking quickly from the oppostte direction,
came full nst him, and drawing back with
a brief apology, recognized him, and exclaimed :

**What, you in England, Lord L'Estrange
Accept my congratulations on your return, But
you seem scarcely to remember me.”

** 1 beg your pardon, Mr. Leslie. T remember
you now by your smile ; but you are of an age
in which it is permitted me to say that you look
older than when I saw you last.

**And yet, Lord L'Estrange, it seems to me
you look younger."”

Indeed, this reply was so far true that there
appeared less difference of years than before be-
tween Leslie and L'Estrange ; for the wrinkles
in the schemer's mind were visible in his visage,
while Harley's dreamy worship of Truth and
Reauty seemed to have preserved to the votary
the enduring vouth of the divinities.

Harley received the compliment with a su-
preme indifference, which might have been
suitable to a Stoic, but which seemed scarcely
natural to a gentleman who had just proposed
to a lady many years vounger than himself,

Leslie” resumed : ** Perhaps you are on your
way to Mr. you will not find
him at home ; he is at his office.”

““Thank you. Then to his office I must re-
direct my steps,

“Tam going to him myself," said Randal.

>

L'Estrange had no prepossession in favor of
Leslie, from the little he had seen of that
young gentleman ; but Randal's remark was an
appeal 1o his habitual urbanity, and he replied
with well bred readiness : ** Let us be compan-
ions so far.”

Randal a(ceple(l the arm proffered to him,
and Lord L'Estrange, as is usual with one long
absent from his native land, bore part as a
questioner in the dialogue (Iml ensued.

“ Egerton is always the same man, | suppose
—too busy for illness, and too firm for sor-
row?"

1 he ever feels either he will never stoop to
complain.  But indeed, my dear lord, T should
like much to know what you think of his
health.”

** How 2 You alarm me !

“ Nay, I did not mean to do that; and, pray,
do not let him know that I went so far.  But |
have fancied that he looks a little worn and suf-
fering.

* Poor Audley ! said L’Estrange, in a tone
of deep affection.  ** I will sound him, and, be
assured, without naming you ; for I know well
how little he likes to be supposed capable of
human infirmity. I am obliged to you for your
hint—obliged to you for your interest in one so
dear to me.”

And Harley's voice was more cordial to Ran-
dal than it had ever been before.  He then be-
gan to inquire what Randal thought of the
rumors that had reached himself as to the
probable defeat of the government, and how
far Audley’s spirits were affected by such risks.

But Randal here, seeing that Harley could
communicate nothing, was reserved and
guarded.

** Loss of office, could not, T think, aff
man like Audley,” observed Lor
‘“ He would be as great in opposition,
greater ; and as to emoluments.

*The emoluments are good,"
Randal, with a half sigh.

“ Good enough, T suppose, to him back
about a tenth of what his place costs our mag-
nificent friend—no, I will say one thing for
English statesmen, no man among them ever
yet was the richer for place.”

** And Mr. Fygerton's private fortune must be
large, | take for granted,” said Randal, care-
lessly.

1t ought to be, if he has time to look to it.”

Here they passed by the hotel in which lodged
the Count di Peschiera.

Randal stopped.

Wil you excuse me for an istant 2 As we
are passing this hotel, will just leave my card
here,”  Sosaying, he gave hns card to a waiter
lounging by the door. ** For the Count di
id he, aloud.

L'Estrange started ; and as Randal
his arm, said :
that Italian lodges here ? and you know

't a
e,
perhaps

interposed

again

him 2"

1 know him but slightly,
any foreigner who makes

** He makes a sensation

* Naturally ; for he is I\.mdmnu- witty, and
said to be very rich—that is, as long as he re-
ceives the revenues of his exiled kinsman.”

“1 see you are well informed, Mr. Leslie,
And what is mppmul to bring hither the Count
di Peschiera ?

1 did hear something, which 1 did not quite
understand, about a bet of lus that he would
marry his kinsman's daughter; and so, 1 con-
clude, secure to himself all the inheritance ; and
that he is therefore here to discover the kinsman
and win the heiress.  But pml;.xhl\ you know
the rights of the story, and can tell me what
credit to give to such gossip.

““1 know this at least, that if he did lay such
a wager, I would advise you to take any odds
against him that his backers may give,” said
L'Estrange, dryly ; and while his hp quivered
with anger, his eye gleamed with arch, ironical
humor.,

*You think, then, that this poor kinsman
will not need such alliance in order to regain
his estates 2"

“Yes; for I never yet knew a rogue whom 1
would not bet against, when he backed his own
Tuck as a rogue against Justice and Providene

Randal winced, and felt as if an arrow had
grazed his heart; but he soon recovered.
-\nd, indeed, there is another vague rumc
that the young lady in question is married al-
ready—to some Lxu.lnhm.m_"

This time it was Harley who winced.

Good Heavens ! that cannot be true—that
would undo all!  An Englishman just at this
moment ! But some Englishman of corres-
ponding rank, I trust, or, at least, one known
for opinions opposed to what an Austiian would
call revolutionary doctrines 2"

ST know nothing.  But it was supposed,
merely a private gentleman of good family.
Would not that suffice 2 Can the Austrian
court dictate a marriage to the daughter as a
condition for grace to the father 27

** No—not that ! said Harley, greatly dis-
turbed.  ** But put yourself in the position of
any minister to one of the great European mon-
archies.  Suppose a political insurgent, formid-
able for station and wealth, had been pro-
scribed, much interest made on his behalf, a
powerful party striving against it, and just when
the minister is disposed to relent, he hears that
the heiress to this wealth and this station is
married to the native of a country in which
sentiments friendly to the very opinions for
which the insurgent was proscribed are popu-

as one knows
sensation.”

larly entertained, and thus that the fortune to .

be restored may be so employed as to disturb
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the national security—the existing order of
things. Suppose all this and then say if any-
thing could be more untoward for the hopes of
the banished man, or furnish his adversaries
with stronger arguments against the restora-
tion of his fortune 2 But, pshaw—this must be
a chimera! If true, I should have known
of iI o

‘* I quite agree with your lordship—there can
be notruth in such a rumor. Some English-
man hearing, perhaps, of the probable pardon
of the exile, may have counted on an heiress,
and spread the report in order to keep off other
candidates, your account, if successful in
his suit, he might fail to find an heiress in the
bride 2"

** No doubt of that.  Whatever might be ar-
ranged, I can't conceive that he would be al-
lowed to get at the fortune, though it might be
held in suspense for his children.  But, indeed,
it so rarely happens that an Italian girl of high
name marries a foreigner, that we must dismiss
this notion with a smile at the long face of the
hypothetical fortune hunter. Heaven help him,
if he exist!™
““Amen ! echoed Randal, devoutly.

““Thear that Peschiera’s sister is returned to
England. Do you know her too 2"

A litle.,”

** My dear Mr. Leslie, pardon me if I take a
liberty not warranted by our acquaintance.
Against the lady I say nothing. Indeed, I have
heard some things which appear to entitle her
to compassion and respect, But as to Peschiera,
all who prize honor suspect him to be a knave
—1 know lnm to be one. Now, I think that
the longer we preserve that abhorrence for
knavery which is the generous instinct of youth,
why, the fairer will be our manhood, and the
more reverend our age.  You agiee with me 2"
And Harley suddenly turning, his eyes fell like
a flood of light upon Randal's pale and secret
countenance,

** To be sure,” murmured the schemer.

Harley, surveving him, mechanically recoiled,
and withdrew his arm.

Fortunately for Randal, who somehow or
other felt himself slipped into a false position,
he scarce knew how or why, he was here seized
by the arm; and a ciear, open, manly voice
cried : ** My dear fellow, how are you? 1 see
you are engaged now ; but look into my rooms
when you can, in the course of the day

And with a bow of excuse tor his interruption,
to Lord L'Estrange, the speaker was then turn-
ing away. when Harley said :

*No, don’t let me take you from your friend,
Mr. Leslie. And you need not be in a hurry to
see Egerton: for 1shall claim the privilege of
older friendship for the first interview,"

“Itis Mi. Egerton's nephew, Frank Hazel-
dean.”

** Pray, call him back, and present me to him.
He has a face that would have gone far to
reconcile Timon to Athens.”

Randal obeved ; and after a few kindly words
to Frank, Harley insisted on leaving the two
young men together, and walked on to Down-
ing Street with a brisker step.

To a reader happily unaccustomed to dive
into the deep and mazy recesses of a schemer’s
mind, it might seem that Randal's interest in
retaining a hold over the exile's confidence
would terminate with the assurances that had
ached him, from more than one quarter, that
Violante nught cease to be an heiress if she
married himself.

“OBut, perhaps,” suggests some candid and
youthful conjecturer perhaps Randal Leslie
is in love with this fair creature 2

Randal in love ! No! He was too absorbed
by harder passions for that blissful folly.  Nor
if he could have fallen in love, was Violante the
one to attract that sullen, secret heart ; her n-
stinctive nobleness, the very statehness of her
beauty, womaniike though it was, awed him,
Men of that kind n love some soft slave—
they cannot lift their eyes to a queen.  They
may look down—they cannot look up. Itas not
in them,

But, on the one hand, Randal could not re-
sign altogether the chance of securing a fortune
that would reahze s most dazzling dreams,
upon the mere assurance, however pmhuble.
which had so dismayed hi and, on the
other, should he be compelled to relinquish all
idea of such alliance, though he did not con-
template the base perfidy of actually assisting
Peschiera’s avowed designs, still, if Frank's
marriage with Beatrice should absolutely de-
pend upon her brothe obtaming the knowl-
edge of Violante's retreat, and that marriage
should be as conducive to his interests as he
thought he could make it, why- he did not
then push his deductions further, even to him-
self—they seemed too black : but he sighed
heavily, and that sigh foreboded how weak
would be honor and virtue against avarice and
ambition,

Therefore, on all accounts, Riccabocea was
one of those cards m a sequence, wh'ch so cal-
culating ver would not throw out of his
hand. cy with the Ttalian was still part
and parcel in that knowledge which was the
synonym of power,

(70 be continued.)

o
I-ORH(-\ LUNG TROUBLE.
** You don't look well lately, Robinson. '
I can't sleep at night on ac-
count of lung trouble.” .
Jows -+ Nonsense ; your lungs are all right.’
Roninson Yes, mine are ; the trouble 1s with
the baby's

Brows
Ronivson—**No ;
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FORTUNE’S ARROWS.
BY JOHN DRYDEN.

Let Fortune empty her whole quiver on me,
1 have a soul, that like an ample shield,

Can take in all, and verge enough for more.
Fate was not mine, nor am I Fate's:

Souls know no conquerors.

Archery.

BY EDWIN C.

BRIDGMAN.

RCHERY, as
the reader is
probably aware,
is one of the
most ancient of
arts. For at least two thousand years it
played a most important part in the his-
tory of warfare, from the time when the
arrows shot by the soldiers of the Scyth-
ian queen Tomyris utterly destroyed
the army of the Persian monarch Cyrus,
to the days of Poitiers and Crecy, when
the shafts of the stalwart English yeo-
men carried death and dismay among
the ranks of the French chivalry.

After the introduction of firearms, the
bow went out of use as a military
weapon, and with it perished much of
the picturesqueness of mediaeval com-
bats. Arclery lingered long as a pas-
time, but after the reign of Elizabeth it
went completely out of fashion in Eng-
land, and was almost lost in the forget-
fulness of the past, when, like many
other old things, it was revived and
once more brought into favor during the
last two generations.

While some other pastimes are more
popular and widely known, yet archery,
the sport that has Robin Hood and Maid
Marian for its patron saints, has many
enthusiastic votaries in this country. It
deserves to have them. In spite of its
disadvantages—the cost of a good out-
fit, the difficulty of procuring a suitable
ground, and the long practice necessary
to acquire any degree of skill—it is rec.
ommended by several peculiarities. It
is one of the few sports in which men
and women, boys and girls, can meet on
terms of friendly and equal rivalry. Tt
depends mainly on skill, not on strength ;
and at. the same time it gives very
healthy exercise to the muscles, and
there is nothing like it for expanding
the chest and shoulders. It would do
untold good to many a girl. It takes
her out of doors into the breezy sun-
shine, and that regularly, if she is ever
to hit the target ; it knits together her
thews and sinews, gives her decision
and promptness, and that nice corres-
pondence between eye and hand which
lies at the root of all excellence in art,
and furnishes her with an object in life,
and something which day by day may
stir her emulation, and prevent her
pulses from stagnating in idleness. In
a word, shooting with bow and arrow
will speedily turn, if any sport can do it,
a pale, dyspeptic girl into an active
blooming Amazon.

Then, again, there is a fascination
about archery which fills its adherents
with such enthusiasm that they consider
it the most delightful and enjoyable as
well as the most health giving and pic-
turesque of pastimes,

There are four parts of the country
that form the centers of this archery
enthusiasm. These are New York,
Washington, Ohio and California. Prob-
ably Ohio is stronger in the element than
any of the others as it has for outlying
support clubs in the neighboring States
of Michigan, Illinois, Kentucky, and
Indiana. There is a strong club in New
York City, and one in Brooklyn, while
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California boasts of an organized band
of archers. Washington has had a club
for a number of years, and it is said that
the latest recruit to the ranks is none
other than the mistress of the White
House.

There is a National Association of
Archers, which has a meeting every
year, with championship matches. This
year’s convention is to be held at the
Soldier's Home, Dayton, Ohio, on the
28th, 29th, and 3oth of August. The
gentlemen’s championship is now held
by Mr. Clark, of Wyoming, Ohio, and
the ladies' by Mrs. Phillips, a Michigan
archer.

THE ARCHER'S EQUIPMENT.

To shoot well the beginner needs a
good bow. The enthusiastic archer who
shoots from dawn till dusk the longest of
these long summer days will tell you that
there is nothing like yew. A straight
bit of yew without a knot in it is the
archer’s ideal, and the young aspirant, if
he can send abroad for it, may send from
$100 to $250 after that same beautiful
embodiment of elasticity and spring.

A good bow is like a fine old violin;
its owner makes a baby of it, and passes
a hand lovingly over every inch of its
polished wood, never thinking of re-
proaching it for the extravagance it bred.

Equipped for the field, there are two
preliminaries for the beginner to man-
age. He must learn to string the bow,
and he must learn how to stand.

The archer’s position is a peculiar one.
The bowman who would master it must
take his place with his left side turned
toward the target, feet squarely on the
ground, heels some few inches apart,
the toe of the left foot pointing to the
right of the target, face turned over the
left shoulder looking straight at the
gold.

This is on the assumption that the bow
has already been strung. To perform

_this delicate operation, the handle of the

bow is grasped with the left hand, the
bottom end resting against the inside of
the left foot. The back of the bow is
thus pulled toward you steadily with the
left hand, while the right carries the
string and slips its loop into the notch
at the upper end. The point on the
string where the arrows should be
nocked, opposite the upper line of plush
which marks the bow handle, is always
indicated by the good archer with a bit
of colored thread so that the arrow may
be correctly placed every time.

To get a correct draw, the bow is held
horizontally by the handle with the left
hand, while the right takes the arrow
from the quiver and adjusts the neck on

FOLLOWERS OF MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD.

Not, however, that one need to spend
any such sum. Lancewood, lemonwood,
snakewood, beefwood bows, either in
one piece or backed, that is made of two
pieces glued together, come very much
cheaper, almost indeed at any price you
choose to pay. Five dollars is as low as
it is economy to go, and a $10 or $15
bow will give better satisfaction in the
long run.

Maid Marian’s bow is lighter than
Robin Hood’s. He shoots with a thirty
five to fifty pound bow. Forty pounds
is perhaps his average, though if his
muscles are well seasoned he may not
stick at sixty pounds.

Maid Marian begins at twenty to
twenty two pounds, and unless she
shoots a great deal seldom gets above
twenty five. There are good bow women
in Brooklyn and New York, however,
who shoot habitually with a man’s bow
of thirty to forty pounds.

Pounds, the expert will explain to
you, means the power required to bend
a bow sufficiently to draw the arrow to
the head.

Next after the bow come the arrows,
of seasoned pine, straight, smooth,
feathered with peacock feathers, and of
lighter weight for a lady's bow, propor-
tioned to its drawing power.

The quiver is a thing of fancy, as
ornamental as you please. When a tar-
get has been provided, $20 is the sum
which will cover an economical bill.

the string. The left hand now lifts the
bow as high as the shoulder, turning it
almost but not quite perpendicular, the
top leaning a trifle to the right, while
the fingers of the right hand are hooked
round the string, the a ow resting be-
tween the first and second fingers.

The right hand now draws the string
back straight from the center of the bow,
while the eyes are fixed on the target,
and when the arrow has been fully
drawn to its head it is at once and
smoothly let go.

‘“ There are just two requisites for a
good score in archery,” said a good
archer recently, ‘*always taking patience
and practice for granted. One of these
is a quick eye, the other issteady nerves.
Nobody who is flurried can shoot. More
than that, though the hand may seem
firm at the moment, if the mind is, or
has been recently, preoccupied or wor-
ried, good by to your chances. A lady
who is one of the best archers in the
country called a meet on her lawn one
pleasant day this spring. She had been
making exceptionally fine scores every
morning at practice, but that day with
the care of her guests on her shoulders,
she made the most wretched showing of
anybody there.”

Women who shoot well are not by any
means few, though the range employed
is commonly much shorter than for men.
There are archers feminine here and
there who try their arrows at 100 yards,
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80 yards and 60 yards, the standards for
men, but the ladies’ range as recognized
by the clubs calls only for arrows at 3
yards, 40 yards, and 50 yards in shooting
for prizes. These ranges are much
shorter than those shot by the lady arch-
ers in England. There there are womesn
whohave practiced archeryall their lives;
here Maid Marian commonly shoots for
a season or two only, while it is in
fashion.

The young archer will find it hard at
first to hit the target at all, even at a
short range, much more to strike the
‘“ gold,” or bull's eye. The following
directions, given by an expert, may be
of service to him :

While you are placing your arrow in
its place for a shot, your bow should be
held horizontally. When you are ready
to shoot, take such a position with refer-
ence to the target that you are at right
angles to it, but you turn your face over
your left shoulder so that you look di-
rectly atit. The arrow being notched.
you now place the first three fingers of
the right hand under the string and
hook them upon it with the arrow be-
tween the first and seeond fingers. Turn
the bow to a perpendicular position,
the arrow resting on the knuckle of the
first finger of the bow hand and against
the bow.

Don’t attempt to take aim. Fix the
eyes upon a mark and draw the arrow
back until you can feel that the head is
just about to touch the bow hand. But
do not take your eyes off the target to
determine this.

When the arrow has been drawn back
its full length let go at once, for it will
not do at all to keep it in position to get
a better sight. You must practice to
get a correct aim by simply glancing
at the target, while drawing the arrow
back.

Of course, if the target is far away,
one has to consider the degree of eleva-
tion according to which the arrow must
be shot to make it reach the target at
all ; but that is learned only by actual
experience, and cannot be taught without
the bow in hand.

The novice is likely to draw the string
back too low. The right hand should
always be just above the ear when the
arrow is ready to be loosened. This is
hard and awkward to begin with, but it
is the only way to shoot, and should be
insisted on with all archers.

In conclusion, a few historical details
may be of interest. Itis only within a
hundred years that firearms have been
able to beat the most skillful archers. In
1791 a match was shot at Chalk Farm,
now part of London, between a Mr.
Glynn, an archer, and a Dr. Higgins,
who used a rifle. The target was four
feet in diameter and distant 100 yards.
Each contestant had twenty one shots.
The result will make modern riflemen
laugh, for Dr. Higgins is credited with
*“hitting " the target twelve times. No
account is taken of bull’s eyes; a man
who did not send the bullet whistling
into the next county was thought to be
a crack shot. Glynn did better with his
bow, for he hit the target fifteen times
out of his twenty one trials, and thus
won the match.

As late as 1812, when the French were
getting away from Moscow as fast as
possible, some Tartar archers followed
the retreating army at such a distance
that the French muskets did not reach
them, and yet worried and decimated
the fleeing ranks by bow shots.

The longest distance that an arrow
has been sent from a bow, the record of
which may be regarded as authentic, is
972 yards.- This tremendous feat was
accomplished by Selim, Grand Seignor
of Turkey; in 1798. The record was
carefully taken by Sir Robert Ainslie, at
that time British representative at the
Turkish court.

The bows of today could not throw
an arrow under the best conditions half
that distance. The Turks made their
bows to use as weapons, and they were
accordingly long and heavy, and the
arrow that Selim shot was a light one.
One of the best long records ever made
in England was also the work of a Turk-
ish bow and a Turkish archer. It was
in 1792, when Mahmood Effendi, Secre-
tary to the Turkish Embassy, shot an
arrow a distance of 482 yards. The
best bows of the present time find their
limit at about 400 yards,
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THE HAPPY FARMER.
BY E. C. S. BROWNE.
AT last, at last, the evening shadows fall,
And wearily but hippl]ygl hie me home,
While in my heart I hear the welcome call
That bids me from the hillside to the hearthside
come.
O parung day, that brings the parted near !
O dusky shade, when higher lights appear !
I welcome thee, with heart and carol free,
I welcome thee, blest hour, when fond hearts wel-
come me !
—_— e ——
(This story commenced in No. 293.)

0ld Man ofngountains

THE RAILROAD AM‘ONG THE ANDES.

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

CHAPTER XX.
A WONDERFUL CAVE.

HEN the barricade had been erected,
the cavern was very dark, although
some streaks of light still came through
chinksin the rude door. These streaks

seemed to cut the darkness like knives, and had
the appearance of thin partitions reaching out
through the gloom.
Rupert had never before felt how precious a
ray of light may be.
After a time he realized that the
walls of his prison, the rock floor
beneath him, and the rock roof
overhead, all began to be faintly per-
ceptible, though there was no more
light than at first. His eyes were
becoming accustomed to the dark-
ness ; and it occurred to him that,
after all our talk of night and day,
a human being might, perhaps, by
force of habit arrive at the condition
of an owl, so as to have no need
of the sun except for warmth,

Nevertheless he felt himself very
far from this condition at present,
for he could not see the rats that
went scampering across the cave,
though an owl, he believed, would
have had no difficulty in doing so.
He thought of the solitary prisoners
of whom he had read, such as Baron
Trenck, and tas Man in the Iron
Mask, and their fate appeared to
him more terrible than it had ever
done before.

As his first emotions, which were
chiefly those of anger and scorn,
began to subside, he reflected upon
the probable consequences of what
had taken place. e did not be-
lieve his life to be in danger, but he
thought that Mr. Orne would prob-
ably keep him a prisoner for a con-
siderable time—at least until after
Isabel's fate should be decided, if
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Rupert lighted it and felt a sort of relief at
sight of the clear, steady blaze that seemed such
friendly company in the midst of that black
darkness. The rays shone upon the rough
walls and reached for a good distance back into
the cavern.

A sudden thought possessed the young pris-
oner, and he determined to explore the place as
far as possible. It might be that some avenue
of escape could be found. He had, of course,
little hope of this, but at least the exploration
would help to divert his thoughts.

‘It would be useless to think of sleeping,” he
said to himself, *‘so I will see what the place
looks like.”

He entered a passage that seemed no more
than a narrow fissure in the rock, and which at
many places would not have admitted two per-
sons abreast. Atirregular intervals it zigzagged
sharply to right and left, but as it was not
crossed by other passages, there seemed to be
no danger of getting lost while exploring it.

*‘ Probably,” he thought, ‘‘those fellows be-
hind me know all about this cave ; and yet if
they think it haunted, as they seem to, it may
be, after all, that they take good care to keep
out of it, and they will never follow me.”

not longer.

I don't know what he can ex-
pect todo with me then,” he thought,
“for I shall still be in his way as much as
ever ; but perhaps he imagines he can bring me
to some kind of. terms ; so that I will say noth-
ing about the distillery business. At all events
he wants to have the affair of Bel settled before
he has any trouble about the other. O, if I
could only get him arrested for breaking the
revenue laws, I might find Bel and save her !
But, dear me, 1t doesn’t look much like that
now! Here I am—a prisoner |

He could not help seeing how serious his pre-
dicament was. Here, completely in the power
of these outlaws, he must, perhaps, remain for
a long time, or at least until there could be no
further hope of rendering Bel assistance.

After all had become silent outside of his
dungeon, Rupert worked desperately upon the
clumsy door which shut him in, trying with
might and main to force aside some portion of
the heavy barricade, but found that he could
not move it in the least.

Firm and steady as his nerves generally were,
they almost gave way under the terrible strain
now imposed upon them.

“*Must I remain here,” he asked himself,
*“and either be starved to death or fed like a-
convict by these villains ? I must be more hun-
gry that T am now before I touch a morsel of
anything to eat from fkesr hands! And yet,
whatam I'to do ? How can I help myself 2"

For a time he felt as if he should go wild, but
at last he calmed himself, with a sullen resolu-
tion to hold out in mind if he could not hold
out in body,

There was a small quantity of trumpery lying
about the rock floor, and in order to see if there
Was among it anything which would serve him
for a seat or a bed better than the rock itself,
he lighted a friction match, as he had done
several times before while he was attempting to
force the barricade.

Holding it at arm’s length, he was taking a
hurried survey of the few articles scattered
about, when he discovered among them a large
lantern standing near the cavern wall. Picking
it up, he found it to be in good condition, and
fullof oil. No doubt many lanterns were used
about the distillery, and probably this one had

left where it ‘was last used.

RUPERT PLUNGED HEADLONG

The strange tunnel ran on and on, and Rup-
ert, in following it, half forgot his troubles in
his curiosity to discover where it would end.
At length it broadened so suddenly that he was
taken completely by surprise. All about him
were lofty pillars, with passages winding in
every direction: and almost instantly he dis-
covered that lhedpamge by which he had come
was so confounded with the rest that he had
lost it. Should he find it again it could be only
by accident.

Soon he perceived a streak of light stretching
out like a bow along the vast roof. e knew
that it was night outside as well as inside, so
that it could be only the moonlight which he
saw; and he felt, therefore, that when the sun
should be up the streak would be much brighter,
probably admitting light enough to aid him
considerably in discovering the secrets of this
wonderful place.

The rays of his lantern did not reach far, but
they enabled him to see all objects immediately
around him, and as the floor was level, he went
on somewhat faster, all the while looking for
some opening which he might be able to reach
by climbing.  The one which he now saw ap-

peared to be hardly less than a hundred feet
above him.

The immensity of the cavern struck him with
wonder, for, turn where he would, it still
reached beyond him; and as he continued to
discover rift after rift in the roof, his hope was
strong that when day should come outside, it
would show him some fissure though which he
could escape.

At length he saw that it was morning. This
he could easily discover by the flashes of light
that shot into all the crevices and made long,
golden bars through gray darkness.  Still, how-
ever, he could see no opening, large or small,
which it was possible to reach. All were as
high above him as the dome of a church is
above the aisles below.

At many points within the cave it was now
as light as it is outdoors in an ordinary moon-
light night; yet there were other parts still
wrapped in profound darkness.

Rupert wandered on and on, hoping that the
lofty roof would soon begin to pitch downward,
or the low floor to slant upward, so that some
of those tempting rifts would become accessi-
ble. But as yet there was no sign that such
was to be the case.

INTO THE CHASM BELOW.

At length he came upon a spot more remarka-
ble than any he had yet found. It contained
what appeared to be a grove of fossil trees.
The light which poured through a long rift
directly above this spectral grove, permitted
him to discover the forms of objects through a
space sixty or seventy yards in diameter ; while
his lantern, which was still burning, was of
great assistance in revealing the exact shapes of
those which were close at hand.

The resemblance to a grove was so complete,
as seen at first in that dim light, that his illu-
sion was very natural. But still there remained
the mystery, beyond all explanation, as to how
a roof of rock could have been formed above
the petrified trees, leaving this vast hollow
where they stood.

In a few minutes he saw his mistake.

“They are only stones,” he said, ** but they
do look like trees with the top branches gone.”

They seemed, upon a closer inspection, like
enormous icicles that had grown up by degrees
from the floor of rock, and he knew that they
must be stalagmites thousands of ages old.

From the roof above, as he could see by the
sunlight that glimmered through the rifts, there
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hung precisely such another grove, but with the
branches pointing downward, like boughs re-
flected in the water. It was a strangely beauti-
ful spectacle.

Rupert kept on through the seeming grove
till he reached what appeared to be the very
last of these stalagmites and stalactites ; but as
he approached the spot there was something
about 1t which drew his attention more and
more strongly at every step. At length he
stopped short. His lantern rays fell upon the
stony shape before him, that, like all the others,
reminded him of an old tree trunk ; but it was
not this which brought him to the full stop he
made ; it was an object reclining against it.

CHAPTER XXI.
DESPAIR AT LAST.

UR young friend held his lantern now
@ high, now low, now to right and now
to left, trying to throw the best possible

light upon what he saw. k

A strange sensation crept over him ; his hair
almost rose. What was it that he looked upon ?
In every respect it had the appearance of a hu-
man skeleton !

He approached a step or two nearer, and saw
that he could not be deceived. There grinned
the ghastly death’s head ; there were the arms,
the ribs; the very feet, with the small, compli-
cated bones. The hands were there, too, look-
ing like vulture’s claws.

At first Rupert thought it possible he might
be laboring under an illusion, as when he mis-
took the stalagmites for trees; but a close view
told him that this could not be the case. He
possessed a manly courage and unusual powers
of reasoning; but in spite of these he was
dreadfully startled. Beyond doubt he saw be-
fore him the skeleton of a human being, and
one who, like himself, had been a lost wanderer
in this vast and solemn cave.

‘The form was in a sitting posture, with the
head supported by a projection of the pillar
against which it rested. Upon a finger of one
of the long hands a diamond ring glistened,
and close beside the figure lay a small book ;
but not a vestige of clothing was to be discov-
ered.

Rupert hurried away from the spot, sickened
by what he had seen. ~He thought how greedily
a prowling robber, unless prevented by super-
stitious terrors, would have snatched that dia-
mond ring ; but for himself he would not have
touched it had it held a fortune.

Here the floor of the cave showed a number
of fissures, some of them two or three feet
wide, others only a few inches. In stepping
over one of the open seams, not more than half
a foot across, Rupert found his attention at-
tracted by the sparkle of something at the bot-
tom of it which shone as dead wood or fungus
will in the dark.

He could not help looking down at
it with a feeling of curiosity on ac-
count of its steady brightness in that
gloomy place. He saw that, whatever
it might be, the glowing substance was
divided into many small parts, most of
which were clustered in a mass, while
the rest were scattered for a yard or two
on each side along the fissure.

He could hardly believe that the
gleams were those of decayed sub-
stances. There was a sparkle about
them which was peculiar, and which
he had never observed to be thrown out
by such matter, although, of course,
he knew very little of such things,

** It is something that the cave pro-
duces,” he thought, *‘just as it pro-
duces those strange icicles. But oh,
how I wish it had such shining eyes all
around its walls! Then I should know
better which ‘way to go. I suppose,
though, they are not formed except in
such dark holes, and where there is a
peculiar kind of rock.” .

Then the thought of the fearful skele-
ton he had just seen returned upon him
so vividly that he hurried from the
place, feeling that he must get as far
as possible from such a ghastly spot
before stopping to sleep or rest.

“No wonder,” he reflected, ‘*that
the fellows yonder think the cave
haunted, if they have ever traversed it
as faras I have! I know, of course,
that it 757’ haunted, as they under-
stand such things, for I don’t believe in super-
natural appearances ; but I know there is some-
thing horrible in 1t, and that is sufficient for
me."

Still, for a thousand skeletons he would not
have gone back to the dark hole from which he
had escaped.

‘* Live or die,” he said, ‘I am able to bid
those villains defiance. Anything but to be a
prisoner to those wretches and have them exult
over me ! It begins to look as if T might die
here in this cave, but I'll hope as long as I can,
and try as long as I can. If I am never to get
out, what will mother do? Oh, what a sorrow
it will be to her ! T do hope I shall live, if only
for her sake. And then, too, there is poor Bel.
If T never get out, she will never get home.
But I wi// get out—I'll find a way somewhere
and somehow !

His lantern he knew could not burn many
hours, and without it he would not be able to
traverse the darker portions of the cave. Be-
tween the intervals of dim light there were long
stretches of total blackness, and here the lan-
tern was absolutely necessary.

Whenever he had passed one of the fearful



614

black belts that lay across his path with an utter
eclipse, where night reigned forever, he would
again see far ahead of him some streak of the
glorious day pouring in through a rent in the
roof. But so high—oh, so high!—a hundred
feet above the sad, dark floor of the cave.

Where was there any side wall > When
would he arrive at one? And would he find
such rents in it as were in the roof 2 If so,

how easy his escape would be !

The hope of finally making such a discovery
cheered him on, and especially so at all those
points where the lofty arch above appeared to
be not quite so high as at other places. He
could not help thinking the rock a mere shell,
and surely, at last, there must be some low
opening which would let him out, hke a chicken
out of an egg.

So he traveled on, the lantern showing the
way through the darker sections, and those
high, strange windows making a twilight when-
ever he had passed certain points.

As he emerged from one of the gloomy
streaks, he was surprised to feel something in
contact with his feet, the touch of which re-
minded him of cloth. Upon pickirg it up, I
found that it was a man's coat.  This si
him greatly, and he was still further myst
upon finding near it other articles of we
apparel.  There were a pair of pantaloons, a
shirt and a hat, all covered with a thick mold.

What could be the meaning of this discovery
lie was at a loss to imagine. But he kept on,
feeling that he had no time to lose, as his lan-
tern might go out at any moment.

Hungry, faint, and tired, he gazed about, till
at length it seemed to him that he had reached
another mimic grove, precisely like the one he
had first seen. ‘There were the same stony
semblances of trees ; and everything about him
had a look as if he had seen it before—even the
large crevices in the roof.

A few moments more, and he stopped short
in a kind of consternation; for, close before
him, was the fearful skeleton that had so ap-
palled him earlier in the da

‘Then it was clear to him that he had been
traveling in a circle.

He was almost ready to drop with exhaustion
and disappointment ; but, boy though he was,
the indomitable courage of his nature came to
his aid.

1 won't give up!” he thought. * There
must be a way out of this place, and I'll find it !
I'll start again, and take good care not to turn,
I'll take ranges ahead—first this light in the
roof, and then that, in a straight line.”

He started off, directing his course with the
utmost care, and looking anxiously to his lan-
tern, fearing that oil could not hold out much
longer.

Again he saw the glow in the crevice, and,

tired as he was, could not help wondering what
caused it. He thought of diamonds ; but this
fancy was quickly dismissed. It seemed ab-
surd to suppose that such a cluster of precious
gems could be found among the rocks. Indeed,
he did not much care what the substance was;
he was too wretched to give much thought to
anything but the chances of escape from the
cave.
This time he felt sure that his course was
straight; and a straight course, he reasoned,
must at last bring him to some termination—
some wall of this remarkable cave that would
either open to him a way out, or show him the
end of all hope.

At last he saw that the roof sucddenly lowered,
pitching down so that it was but a little higher
than his head. For a considerable space a
streak of light streamed through it, and this he
followed-—but then all was blackness.

“I'll go on,” he resolved, ** and perhaps at
the next crevice 1 shall be able to get out.”

It was pitch dark where he now was—s» dark
that the rays of the lantern were swallowed up
at the distance of only a few feet. He could
touch the roof with his hand—and oh, if a wide
crevice, like many of those he had passed,
would now appear in it, what a joyful sight it
would be !

Suddenly a dimness fell upon the small ring
of light about him. With a sickness at his
heart he looked at the lantern. Its flame was
low and feeble—it was going out !

B

CHAPTER XXIIL
A WILD LEAP,
P()R a few minutes the blaze flickered, and
-

then it was gone, The very sparks that

clung to the wick were precious to Ru-

pert, but these too died out. Darkness
like a sohd wall lay around. The boy raised
his hand before his eyes, but he could not dis-
cover it,  Had a thick bandage been placed over
them it would have made no difference,

Now he had not the least idea of which way
he ought to turn,  One course was as likely to
be right as another, and as hikely to be wrong.

But oh, how tired he was! Could he move
another step under such discouragement 2 At
first he felt that he could not. If he were 1o
die, as it seemed 10 him that he must, he might
as well die there as to wander farther,

He sat down on the rock floor to rest and to
think. He could almost feel the intense black-
ness which lay upon him, an | it appeared to
him that every movement he made must leave
s imprint in it.

However, he was soon so utterly exhausted
in mind and baody as to realize Ins desperate
situation less than e would otherwise have
done, He lay upon his back, flat on the stone
floor, trying to rest, and ere he became aware

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

of his drowsiness, he was almost asleep. Vis-
ions of the skeletcn he had seen floated through
his brain, and he thought that sometime his
own form would be found here as a second
skeleton.  The thought not add anything
to his unhappine: he was too far gone for
that—too full of miserable aches and too near
the climax of despair.

As ) v thus, with his tired eyes just clos-
ing, and his brain only half conscious, he was
suddenly startled into complete wakefulness.
A long, deep, hollow sound rolled along under
his hard floor, and the next minuze the floor
itself shook violently,

Rupert was instantly upon his feet. All
drowsiness had fled, all weariness was forgot-
ten. Another and another shock succeeded.
He braced himself to keep from falling, and
stood waiting in the pitch dark for what might
come.

At the third shock, there was a rending noise
somewhere about the cave, and then straining
his eyes in the direction from which it appeared
tocome, he perceived at a little distance a gleam
of light, though he could not see whence it came.

Groping his way towards it, he found that it
broadened as he advanced. ‘Theoof ahead of
him descended so low that to pass under it he
was forced to creep on hands and knees for a
number of yards. Then all at once it rose, the
rock going up at a sharp angle to a height of
fifty feet, with the daylight pouring in upon it
through a long fissure that reached from top to
bottom of the cave, and which it was evident
that the earthquake had just opened in the side
wall.

Rupert's heart bounded at the sight. The
sun was near setting, and its slant beams glit-
tered through the long aperture and were shot
into the cavern like arrows.

In an nstant he measured the seam with his
eyes.  Near the foot it was too narrow toadmit
his body, but it widened above, so that were he
to climb a little way up, his exit, he believed,
would be easy.

But how was he to climb that little way ?
Standing on tiptoe, he felt of the rock as high
as possible, but found no projection which
would afford a hold for his hands or a rest for
his feet.

There was great danger of getting wedged in
the fissure, should he attempt to reach the
higher and wider part of it.

He looked about him for something with
which to fill up the narrow rent and afford him
a foothold.

Finding a few loose stones he threw them
into the sharp seam and then mounted upon
them. Still he was not high enough. The
rent would not let him thiough.  But how
plainly e could now see the outer world ! A
volcano upon one of the mountains had burst
into full activity, and its mighty flame pierced
the very sk He cocld smell the sulphur in
the air. Perhaps the earthquake had caused
the outburst, or at all events, perhaps the same
forces which caused the earthquake were now
finding vent from the enormous mountain
chimney.

He clambered down inside, looking for more
stones, and finding a few which answered his
purpose, tossed them up so that they became
wedged on top of the others.

‘T needn’t hurry now,” he reasoned; ‘I'm
sure of escape, and 1 may as well fix things as
they ought to be.”

He was still the same brave boy who had
worked patiently with the four men where four
hundred were needed.

Again he climbed up; and now it was possi-
ble to force his body through the crevice. But
what a sight presented itself as he did so !

A chasm of two or three hundred feet in
depth yawned below him ; and a leap from his
present position would be a.leap to certain
death !

It need not be said that his disappointment
was terrible.  He felt almost like flinging him-
self from the cliff in utter despair,

But as he gazed downward, he saw shelf
after shelf projecting from the rock ; and again
his courage rose. It would be an awful experi-
ment, but he would try it—he would lower him-
self httie by little down the ragged side of the
cliff and trust to fortune for the rest.

‘The sun had now set ; but all the while the
glare of the volcano made the scene as light as
noonday ; and all the while, too, the sulphur-
our smell of the burning mountain flavored the
air, as if a great pit of brimstone had been fired
somewhere in the neighborhood.

‘The descent was perilous in the extreme.
Clinging to the side of the rock, the boy came
down step by step, often with the shelf on
which he stood not more than a foot wide. At
the start he was at twice the height of an ordi-
nary steeple; and the reader may imagine
what courage it required to descend from one
projection to 2nother, clinging now to this pro-
tuberance and now to that ; where the least
misstep, or the least loss of balance, would have
been instantly fatal.

At last a shelfl was reached which seemed to
be the final one. It was thirty feet above the
ground—as Rupert calculated—and there was
not another stair,

Must he jump ?

He hesitated in a sort of dismay. Thus far
he had escaped broken bones, and it seemed
hard to spoil all now by making himself a crip-
ple for life.

With his back against the rock, he stood cal-
culating the chanc The volcano, a little to
his right, sent its flame and smoke soaring to
the clouds, making the evening like noon,

It seemed to him possible to make the leap
with safety, but the chances were much against
this. He looked in front, he loaked to right
and to left—but nothing remained for him ex-
cept to climb back to that dreary cave, or to
jump from where he stood.

Thus for a few minutes he stood undecided ;
then his mind was made up—he would leap and
take the consequences.

As he was in the very act of springing out, he
caught sight of a living figure at the bottom of
the chasm. It was a human form with long
white hair and beard, and it seemed to be wav-
ing him back. But the gesture came too late.
Already he had thrown out his arms for the
leap, and his balance was lost.

He endeavored to regain his poise, but the
result was a fall instead of a leap. With arms
and legs wildly flying, down he went for the
thirty feet between the shelf and the ground.

He struck the top of a small scrub pine,
which, of course, gave way beneath him, but
which, at the same time, luckily broke his fall;
and from this he rolled upon the earth, where
he lay insensible, his heaa having received a
severe blow,

(70 be continued.)
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CHAPTER XLIIL
THE NEW PILOT OF THE HEBE.

HE resemblance between the young man
in the bank and the young captain of the
Hebe was certainly very remarkable, and
if they had been dressed alike, it would

have puzzled a keen observer to tell one from

the other.

Still there was something in the expression of
the stranger which was not that of Captain
Greenway ; something that was at least a shade
less open, honest and manly, though one would
hardly have noticed this difference unless he
were skilled, as the ex detective was, in reading
faces.

‘‘ But isn't that the young fellow in command
of the steamer ?" asked Mr. Westlawn, turning
his back to the stranger so as not to excite his
attention,

** Captain Greenway could not have changed
his clothes since he left us in the street just
now, even if he had had another st with him,”
replied Cavan. ** Besides, 1 am beginning to
note a shade of difference between the two.”

**1 can't see a point of variation between the
faces or forms,” said the gentleman from Chi-
cago.

*1 see it all now!” exclaimed the agent,
clapping his hands together, and walking away
from the stranger, who seemed to be aware that
he was under notice, and was moving towards
the outside door.

** What do you see?" asked Westlawn, im-
pressed by the manner of his companion.

“I have two cases on my hands; and it
seems to me now that they are beginning to run
together, and I am afraid 1 shall get them
mixed,” said Cavan, leading the way out of the
bank, after he had again spoken to the cashier.

** What do you mean by that ? " inquired the
other, to whom the agent had said nothing of
his mission to the lake with the captain of the

ebe.

“ We shall be likely to see this young fellow
that looks like the captain again, for the
steamer is coming down to this place again to-
day,” replied Cavan, as they walked up the
street to the hotel.

** I never saw such a close resemblance be-
tween two human beings as between the cap-
tain and that fellow in the bank. 1 wonder
where he has gone,” remarked Westlawn.

*“You will see him again soon, and I believe
your affair is coming out all rnight,” answered
the agent, as they went into the hotel, and the
subject was dropped.

At breakfast, though it- was pretty near a
country dinner hour, nothing was said about the
matter, for there were representatives of each
of the ex detective's cases present, and for
reasons of his own he was not ready to mingle
them.

** 1 suppose you will be back in the course of
two or three hours, Captain Greenway,” said
Cavan, when they had returned to the wharf,

* Ishall, if I am not detained on the way,”
rephed Phil.  **But if [ am to leave you here,
1donot yet understand how I am to act as
pilot of the steamer on the next trip without
being recognized by Gay Sparkland.”

1 don’t know that you will agree to my
plan," added Cavan, as he took from his pocket
a couple of old corks he had picked up near the
hotel.  ** But here is the key to the diffi-
culty.”

** Those corks ?”

** These corks, If T am not mistaken, y
took part in an amateur minstrel show last win-
ter with my boy. 1 was in the audience,
though I did not know one person from an-
other.”

* I see what you mean ; and I am to go into
burnt cork,” said Phil, laughing at the idea.
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““ All but the opera, for you will not haswe ¢
sing, unless you prefer to do $0,” rep..
Cavan.

‘1 don't object to the singing, though Gz
might recognize my songs or my voice.”

“*Do as you like about that. Have vou z:
other clothes on board 2" o

‘1 have a suit that 1 put on when 1 have a2
dirty work to do.”

‘Al right ; and you had better put on v
other rig before we leave, for I have busine: -
Excelsior which will keep me here, apart ir ~
my desire not to embarrass the movem
the happy pair at the otherend of the lake
you can put on your war paint as well he
anywhere else.”

‘The captain did not object, and procuring !
old clothes, he dressed himself for his partis
the forward cabin, though not til he hac e
pared his cork under the boiler; and in les
than half an hour, with the assistance ¢f
Cavan, who had had experience in this cepan-
ment of professional work, he appeared on d- i
as a young colored man, who got his compies-
ion from the burnt cork.

The laying on of the color was done bett:
than itissometimes. He was not ** so black
charcoal would make a white mark on him,
but just dark enough to show that he was r.4s
white man; and his dress was carefully a-
ranged to keep up his character. <

Mr. Westlawn was smoking his cigar on e
forecastle, and Bashy was at work in the engme
room, getting ready for the trip, and expect
to get the bell to back her every moment.

“*Where is Captain Greenway ?” asle
Bashy, when Cavan showed himself at -
engine room, the curtains of which had bet
rolled up.

‘‘ He does not go with us,” replied the ag
with a twinkle of the eye, as he glanced a
dark skinned pilot at his side.

** The captain doesn’t go with us I" exclaimed
the engineer, pausing in his occupation with
surprise,

‘* Of course not ; one of the passengers vou
will bring. down from the Hermitage weuld
recognize him if he were on board, to which all
of us object,” replied Cavan; but he tho
the engineer ought to know more than he cid
about the situation, and he explained as much
of their movements as he deemed expedient.

**1 knew there was something out of the
way, and that you would not take all thi
trouble for nothing,” added Bashy, opening bis
eyes very wide. ** But we can't get along with-
out a pilot.”

** The pilot has just come on board,” said the
agent, pointing at the young colored man

Bashy looked at him, and did not seem 1o be
particularly delighted with the change, and
possibly he had some prejudices agaiost the
race to which he appeared to belong: but he
said nothing in the presence of the new pilt,
who was directed by the agent to take his place
at the wheel, which he did, though not til he
had looked the engineer full in the face without
being recognized.

“T don’t know about this busine said
Bashy, shaking his head when the pilot had
gone to his staticn.  ** I thought 1 knew every
man on the lake that knows how to steer 2
steamer, but I never saw that darky before, and
I don't believe he knows the navigation
through Priest’s Bay.”

“‘Iam sure that he knows the way as well
as Captain Greenway himsell,” Cavan insisted;
and then, after speaking with Mr. Westlawn, he
went on shore,

‘The new pilot cast off the fasts, and rang
back her, though Bashy was very confident
the Hebe would come to griei before she
reached Cape Cod, and he kept a very clese
watch upon the course of the steamer after she
got away from the wharf,

The boat took her usual course. and after she
had gone a couple of miles, keeping in decp
water all the time, the engineer began to hav
more confidence in the new pilot, theugh he
was quite sure that the pas thiough
Priest’s Bay would bother the colored fellow.

**You seem to be a nmew hand,” said Mr
‘Westlawn, when he had fimished his cigar, &
he stopped in front of the piiot houvse.

“*Yes, sir,” replied Phil, when he found that
the passenger did not know him. *Butl
think I know my way about this lake.”

**No doubt of it; but did the captain tell
you that I was to be left at the Hotel Lalay-
ette 2™

“*Yes, sir; he told me all about it; and |
know the name of the man you want to wr

« over here," answered Phil, somewhat exhil-
rated by the success of his disguise.

**What is that large hotel on the left 2 Tt
that the Lafayette 27

** No, sir; that is the Lake Park."”

The gentleman from ago was satisfied
that he was not going astray in the new hands
to which he had been committed, and he seated
himself to look at the scenery.

In a short time the Hebe was approaching
Minnetonka Beach at full speed, for the engi
neer had been cautious at first.

3
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CHAP XLIIL
A LADY AND GENTLEMAN TURN PALE AND RED.
S the Hebe approached the wharf in front
of the hotel, the pilot saw a rowboat
with a gentleman and lady in the stern
sheets, pulled by a little girl, in whon
he recognized the one he had saved from the
angry waves the day before.
Miss Sibyl promptly identified the Hebe, and

Q\
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stopped rowing, while she Spoke to those in the
stern of the boat, when all of them began to
wave their handkerchiefs at the steamer, and
the pilot rang the bell to stop her.

** What is the matter 2" called the engineer
through the tube, for he felt that, in the ab-
sence of the captain, he ought to exercise some
supervision over the management of the steamer,

* Nothing at all; we are all right,” replied a
voice through the tube.

**What are you stopping here for, then 2"
demanded Bashy.

* T know what T am about,” responded Phil,
rather sharply, and forgetting that he was a
person of another color, whom the engineer
did not know. ‘“Mind your bells, and don't
meddle with my department

Bashy did not like this sharp answer; but he
knew that the engineer was subject to the or-
ders of the pilot, at least so far as the bells
were concerned, and he went to the side of the
boat to ascertain the occasion of the stoppage.

“* Mr. Westlawn, that is the gentleman in the
boat that you wish to see,"” said the pxlnx, call-
ing to the passenger.

The gentleman from thmgu rose fr:;n\ his
seat and looked at the party in the boat with
the most intense interest, as Phil judged from
the expression on his face.

*“Where is Captain Greenway ?" asked the
little girl at the oars; and by tlus time the Hebe
had forged ahead so far that the little lm.u was
abreast of it when she lost her |

** He is not on board, Miss 7 replied
Bashy, who was now nearer to the little maiden
than the pilot was.

“* Not on board !" she exclaimed, evidently
much disappointed. ‘| wanted to see lim
ever so much.”

** We left him at celsior,” added the engi-
neer, speaking what he believed to be the truth.

** He will be on board agam this afternoon, or

the captain?” repeated Mr. Ar-
nold Rllﬂ\ddv I have a very important let-
ter for him.

‘* He stopped off at Excelsior; but he wiil
soon be on board again,” replied Bashy
will give him your letter as soon a

““But it is a very important letter, and [
would not have it lost for a thousand dollars,"
added Mr. Blonday.

“* You had better give it to the engineer,
ded the colored pilot, who had left the wheel
and come out on de

Mr. Blonday consulted with his sister, and
after he had done so the boat came alongside
the steamer, and the letter was handed to Bashy,
who assured the gentleman that it would be
perfectly safe.

* Good morning, Mrs. Goldson.  How do
vou do 2" interposed the gentleman from Chi-
cago at this moment, as he took off his hat,
and bowed low to the lady.

**Why, Mr, Westlawn ! Can that be you 2"

xclaimed the lady ; and Phil thought she was
not half so glad to see the passenger as she
wished to make it appear.

If a ten pound weight had been suddenly at-
tached to the chin of Mr. Blonday, his  jaw
could not have dropped lower than it did ; and
it was true, and not a fancy of the captain of
the Hebe, that both the gentleman and the lady
turned pale as soon as they recognized the gen-
tleman from Chicago.

‘1 am very glad to see you, and [ hope you
are going to stay a day or two with us,” con-
tinued Mrs. Goldson.  Phil was sure that she

was lying, for her tones and her looks indicated
it; and he concluded that the relations between
his passenger and the lady and her brother were
not the most cordial in the world,

“Thank you, Mrs. Goldson! T am most
happy to aceept your kind invitation, for I have
some very important business with you and

and [ have come to this lake on
1. Ina word, I have some

your brother ;
purpose to see
news from Pari

If Mrs. Goldson and her brother were pale
before, they both turned red now, and looked
each at the other, as though the situation were
exceedingly embarrassing to them

“ 1 shall be very glad to see you.” replied the
lady, who was the first to recover her self pos-
session,  ** 1 am sorry this boat is so small that
e mn‘l take you in."

¢ The steamer will put me on the wharf, and
I will meet you at the hotel," added Mr. West-
lawn, as he nodded to the colored pilot, and the
boat pushed off.

Phil rang the bell to back her in order to get
out of the way of the boat, and not trouble the
maiden at the oars ; and he was wondenng all
the time what it was that made Mrs. Goldson
and her brother turn pale and red by turns.

Then he could not help thinking of the emao-
tion of the gentleman when he accidentally dis-
covered the letters on his arm 5 and, thou,
could make nothing of the situation, he felt
)\I\l as if there was going to be a great conval-
sion when the gentleman met the two guests at
the Lafayette.

Rut 1t was none of his husiness what hap-
pmed at the hotel, for all the actors in the
coming scene were almost strangers to him,
and he rang the bell to go ah as soon as the
Hebe was clear of the boat.,

Inafew minutes more he had landed his pas-
senger on the wharf, and his mission in Minne-
tonka Bay was ended, though the gentleman
lingered on the wharf by the side of the pilot
huu\e and seemed 10 be in deep thought.

“You are going back to Eacelsior, are you
not 2" he asked, turning to the colored pilot.

*Yes, sirj if we are not detained at the head
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of the lake, we shail be back there in a couple
of hours.”" reolied Phil.  ** But | believe we
have to take a party back to the other end.”

* Shall you see Mr. Cavan when you get to
Excelsior 2" asked Mr. Westlawn,

** Who is Mr. Cavan 2" asked the pilo,, more
for fun than for anything else.

**‘The pilot don't know him; but I shall
see him," interposed Bashy, who was standing
near the pilot house.

**Will you be kind enough to tell him that
Mr. Westluwn wishes to see him before night,
it possible 2

*C1will tell him <0, answered the engineer ;
and the gentleman walked to another part of
the wharf, where he could see the boat rowed
by the little maiden.

The fasts were cast off, and the steamer was
soon under way again, and headed for the Nar-

through “Iluh she had to pass on her

he 3 but when she reached the

I, the Be llz- of Minnetonka, the largest

amer on the lake, with apparently a thou-

sand passengers on board, was just entering the

passagre, and the pilot stopped the engine to
wait for her to get through.

He had run the Hebe out of the way of the
big steamer, and when she had lost her head-
way, he came out of lhe pilot house, and met
the engineer in the waist.

“You have a letter for the captain, Bashy,"
said the pilot, when he realized that he and the
uu,'m-u were the only persons left on board.
1 have a letter for the capta
replied Bashy ; and his tone indicated that he
intended to keep it

* I think you had better give it to me,
gested Phil,

S Give it to you 2" exclaimed Bashy, thorough-
Iy indignant,  ** Not if I know Wabash Wing-
stone ; and [ think I know him better than any
other fellow.”

*Tam the pilot, you know," added Phil,

* And I am the engineer, you know," replied
Bashy.

‘1 think the letter is for me : will you show
it to me 2"

* No; Twill not even show it to you ! When
anything is left with me for Captain Greenway,
he will get it 1f the round earth holds together
long enough for me to deliver it,” protested the

sug-

engineer,
S0 think you don’t know me, Bashy,” said
the captain, laughing.
ST don't wish to know a fellow, white or

black, that wants to meddle with letters that
don’t belong to him
 Rut you don't know me,
*T'hat is just what I say.
 before.”

L am the captain of the Hebe, and you don't
know me, Bash

** Sois my great grandmother the captain of
the Hebe ! exclaimed Bashy, with the utmost
contempt in his looks and tones,

** 1 tell you the truth, though I have colored
my face," replied Phil, unbuttoning his vest,
and showing his name on the front of his shirt
bosome

But the engineer was incredulous, and the
pilot removed his clothes enough to show a
portion of his white skin ; and then he produced
his pocket book, in which his name was written,
and began to tell him about events in the past
which no other person c()uld have known.

1 give it up; and the letter,” said
Bashy at last. 1 have s looking out for
you ever since we left EFxcelsior, for I was
m.ml you would sink_the steamer ; and you
Captain Greenwa® all the time ! v
Phie captain opened the letter.

Bashy.
I never set eyes on

e

were

CHAPTER XLIV.,
WIHAT MR, CAVAN DID WHILE WAITING,

HE letter which Captain Greenway opened
was a rather thick one, and he was not
a little surprised to find that it contained
quite a number of bank bills, the one on

top being a hundred.

As in the letter of the day before, there were
ten of this denomination ; and the captain was
aware that the liberality of Mrs. Forbush had
been made known in the two hotels near the
middle of the lake, if it had not been published
in (Iw newspapers,

*More money aid Phil,

\Imm(unka came out of the Narrows.

may as well divide it as we did yesterday ;

he handed the engineer three of the bills.

‘ w I know you are Captain Greenway,
for no other fellow in the world would do such
a handsome thing,"” said Bashy, in tones of ad-
miration and gratitude, as he put the bills in
his pocket. T can buy a steamer now ; and 1
will give you six hundred dollars for the Hebe
as soon as you will say the word.”

* I shall not say it at present,"”

as the Belle of
“We
"and

replied I'hil,

as he went into the pilot house,
The steamer went ahead again, and in half
an hour she was off Cape Cod, whistling for her
s who were to go to Excelsior; and

v appeared, they were brought off by
the boat, who told them that he had
found a darky who was a pilot, but not an en-
gineer, so that he was obliged to attend to the
machinery himself.

This explanation satisfied the passengers,
and they only glanced at the pilot, as they saw
him through the window at the wheel ; though
Phil, fearing that v might recognize him,
pulled down the old soft hat he wore over a part
of s face,

Roddy and Gay appeared to have changed
their appearance somewhat, for they had evi-

Rashy in

dently daubed their faces with the mud they
found at a spring near the house, and had
combed their hair in an odd fashion,

They went immediately to the after cabin,
which Bashy opened for them, and they were
not seen again till the steamer arrived at her
destination, and had made fast to the whaf.

Mr. Cavan had gone ashore as soon as the
colored pilot took his place at the wheel after
he had changed his appearance. As he had
himself suggested, he had business in celsior
other than merely keeping out of sight of the
happy pair who were to be passengers in the
Hebe from Cape Cod.  He had not told Cap-
tain Greenway what this business was, and he
seemed to have become very reticent, so far as
the younyg man was concerned, however it may
have been with his friend from Chicago,

As scon as the Hebe had sailed, he walked
up the street towards the bank, where he looked
all about the building, possibly to inform him-
sell still better in regard to the premises, in an-
ticipation of the robbery which he believed was
to take place there,

He went into the bank, after he had looked
all about i nd he was not a little surprised to
see the young man who so closely resembled the
captain of the Hebe at the counter, where he
had asked to have a fifty dollar bill changed.

He held it in his hand, but he seemed to be
surveying the premises inside of the counter all
the time while the cashier was taking the
smaller bills from his drawer.

Cavan went to the room in the rear, and from
there called the cashier, who came out of the
banking room with the money in his hand, and
looked with some astonishment at the real es-
tate agent.

“ Find out who that young fellow is, if you
can,” said Cavan in a whisper and without Tet-
ting the subject of his request know that he was
in the room. ** It may be important to you.

The cashier bowed and returned to his coun-
ter, where he pnmeedrd to ask general ques-
tions, and finally if he was staying at one of the
hotels, to which he only replicd that he was
going to camp out for a fortnight with some
friends who would come for him some time that
day.

Cavan heard all that the young man said,
and was at the front of the counter by the time
he had put his money into his pocket.

**How are you, Conny 2" said he, walking
up to the stranger and extending his hand to
him, which the young man took, apparently
surprised into this concession.

**You have the advantage of me, for I don't
think I know you,” replied he, with no little
hesitation and embarrassment.

“ You don't know me, Conny Forbush |" ex-

i avan, who was certainly a good actor,
ave Philadelphia 2™
Philadelphia; and T am not
the person you take me for,” protested Conny,
so called.
Nonsense, Conny ! What sort of a lark are
you on now that you don't know your old
friends ? " continued the agent, in a tone of rail-
lery. ‘1 see that your mother is at the Lake
Park Hotel, and of course you are there too.”

** But I am not there !” said Conny, begin-
ning to be indignant at the persistency of his
new friend.

“1f you are not, you will be soon, for the
train leaves for Lake Park in twenty minutes,
and you are going over there with me,"” con-
tinued the agent, in a matter of fact way, and
as though he intended to carry out the pro-
gramme he had indicated.

““Iam not going over there with you or any
other person!" stormed Conny. *““You are a
stranger to me, and your conduct does not
please me at all.”

** I am sorry for that, though T can't help it,
added Cavan, as good natured as though he
had just sold a corner lot at a big price. **1
think you had better take me into your confi-
dence, or I shall take you into mine, Conn

“ Don't call me Conny again, for that is not
my

name.

** Well, Chick Gillpool, if that suits you any
better, and [ judge that it does, as you some-
times call_yourself by that name. I shall not
call you Conny Forbush, if you don't like it,
for I'don't believe that is your name any more
than you do,"” returned Cavan.

Conny, or Chick, whichever he was if he was
either, had evidently been hit where he was raw,
for he shrank back and turned pale, looking at
his tormentor with something like horror rather
than astonishment,

* The C. G. on your arm stands for either of
your names, but neither of them is the right
name,” said Cavan, who seemed to be better
posted than any other person who had tried
to terpret the mysterious letters,

1 see that you know me,” gasped the owner
of the names,

“chn than you know yoursell," added

a “Now, will you go over to the Lake
Park l(n\rl and see your foster mother

“Leannot go today 3 L expect a couple of my
friends to come alter me soon to camp onut with
them."

*Itis to keep you from meeting them that
T wish you to go to Lake Pa Roddy will
only get you into trouble ; and you never will
wir share of the six thousand two hundred
ur party of three took from the man-
sion in St. Paul.”

“You krow all 1" gasped Chick.
mean to arrest me !

On the contrary, T wish to save you
Then I will go anywhere with you.
In less than au hour they were in the parlor

“You
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of Mrs. Forbush at the Lake Park, waiting for
ler to come out of her chamber, from which <lie
presently appeared ; and the moment she saw
Conny, she threw her arms around his neck,
and embraced him as though he had been her
own son.

She did not seem 1o fear that he might be the
one she had met before, and possibly she saw
something about him that enabled her to iden-
tify him certainly this time.

**Where have you been a'l this time, Conny 2"
she asked, still holding him as though he might
fly away if she released her grasp.

1 think he will not tell you, Mrs, Forbush
and you had better not insist on an answer,"”
interposed the agent.  “* Are you satistied this
is your adopted son, for you were mistahen once
before 2

1 am satisfied, and T was satisfied before ; 1
think 1 had better Jook at his arm,” replied the
lady.

Conny offered no objection to the examina-
tion, and the initials of his two names were
found there, to the great satisfaction of the rich
lady ; and she and Joanna examined them with

thk what it always was, and the
letters stand for Conny Forbush,” said  she,
very much excited,

““Hardly, Mrs. Forbush, though they enable
you to identify the young man,” laughed the
agent.

*“The first one stands for Conny is what I
meant to say.”

** Not even the C for Conny ; but both letters
stand for the true name of the young man,
which is Conrad Goldson.”

The lady looked inquiringly at Cavan.

(70 be continued.)

e
LETTER CARRIER'S LIFE.

FEW visitors, as a rule, are more welcome
than the mail carriers, and their life of routine
work and exposure to cold, heat, and wet, 1s
often varied by the adventures of the city st

s
and the queer glimpses they get of high and low
life.

“1 don't know of any business where we see
more of human life than ours,” said a veteran
letter carrier to a reporter of the New York
Star. *The lights and shadows are pretty
distinctly marked and we see them both. Some-
times we feel just as much pleasure i delivering
a letter as the receiver in getting it. Sometimes
when an ominous black bordered envelope falls
into our hands we are sorry that we have to de-
liver Our duties are pretty onerou In
branch offices collectors have to report as early
as g:40 o'clock in the morning, or five minutes
before the regular time for stariing out.  Forty
five minutes are then consumed in collecting
from the various boxes, after which we return
to the station with the mail. Then we start to
face up.

“* You don't know what facing up means ?
‘Well, that is what we call sorting our mail and
getting it in order for our route. Facing up
takes all the time up to 6 o'clock. Then we
start out and deliver the letters. We make a
prompt return to the office. Collections have
in the meantime been made and again we start
facing up.

‘** Every trip is but a repetition of the other.
We make them hourly, and are kept constantly
on the move until 11 o'clock,  Then we swing.
That is what we call taking a rest.  In other
words, there is no work for us to do until 4
o'clock in the afternoon.  Then we come on
agam and work until the darkness of evening
has fallen over the city

*You want to know what we see on the
route 2 Well, it is funny, and then again it is
sad. The saddest of all my experience occurred
one day when [ delivered a letter to an old man
who lived alone in a dilapidated house on ik
Row. It was a mourning letter, and as | handed
it to him the old man’s fingers trembled.  He
tore it open convulsively, and as he read the
lines he tottered and fell into my arms, The
letter was from his daughter, who hved with
her brothers in a fashhonable house up town,
It stated that her mother, the old man’s wife,
was dead and would be buried that afternoon,
The girl also warned her father not to attend
the funeral or there would be a scene, as his
own sons would not permit him there.

*1 remembertaking a letter toan old woman,
who lived in the eighth ward one time, It was
postmarked Leadville. She Lad a boy ont there,
one who had started out to make his fortune in
the gold fields. I remember well the look of joy
that stole over the old woman's face as she re-
ceived it. It was not from her son, however,
but was concerning him. It injormed her that
the mine he had been working caved m, and
her boy was dead.

DO we make any money from tips 2 Well,
not so much as you'd imagine.  For my part
I prefer a tenement district cvery time,  There

ismuch more money in it At New Year's all
these poor people Will give something,  Cul-
lections are tahen up in every house for the
Jetter carrier, and sometimes it anwunis to a
good deal. Tt is not the amount that makes it
welcome, but the way it is given.

*We meet all nationalities, and hear all Kivds
of languages spoken.  We get letters with wiit-
g such as none could understand, we have to
look out for log letters, and are held responsible
for any error. Loy lettersare misdirected ones,
We are supposed to know all our route, and se
that each gets toits proper destination.  Well,
itis time for me to start, so good by.”
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IMPORTANT NOTICE.

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

ONLY the high dare stoop the lowest. This
was exemplified not long ago in London, when
the daughter of a famous actress was to play
a prominent part in a little comedy to be pre-
sented by a certain amateur society to which
she belonged. The most insignificant part in
the piece was that of ** Mary Jane,” a servant
girl, who had only two appearances to make,
one of them holding a dog. And none of the
ambitious young ladies on the amateur society's
list would consent to demean her talents by
appearing in such a thankless role,

Thus a very decided hitch arose in the pre-
parations for the performance, andvit looked as
if there would be either no Mary Jane or no
play, when the famous actress solved the diffi-
culty by playing the part of Mary Jane herself.
Needless to say that she played it well, for the
name that was opposite the housemaid's on the
bill was that of Ellen Terry.

—_— et
PARIS POSTERS.

WE have not been in the habit of looking
upon street posters as very high art, except
sometimes in a literal sense. But in artistic
Paris they are much admired, and have lately
become the talk of the town.

This is in a great measure due to one M.
Jules Chéret, whose representations of scenes
from the plays at the various theaters have
turned the streets of Paris, to quote from a
writer in one of her periodicals, into a gor-
geously colored picture gallery.

The same author tells an interesting story of
the origin of the system of street placards in
the gay capital, when a man who wished to ad-
vertise a certain style of umbrella, walked along
with a large box strapped to his back. Pres-
ently he stopped and rested the box against a
wall as if to rest himself. A child was con-
cealed in the box, who took this opportunity to
paste the placard in place, for the government’s
permission to thus make a commercial use of
the boulevards had not been obtained.

—_— e
CURIOSITIES OF COURAGE.

COURAGE is one of the most admired of
human virtues, and a very interesting subject of
discussion. It is also one of the'most curious
qualities in the way it demonstrates itself.
Sometimes a brave fighter will flee in terror at
the idea of risking the infection’ of a con-
tagious disease ; while a man timid and shrink-
ing among his fellows will defy the powers of
nature with the utmost hardihood. Women
who faint at the sight of a mouse, will remain
cool and collected on a shipwrecked vessel.

Again, there is a courage of manner and a
courage of mind—an outward and an inward
valor. The bravest soldier may be pale and
nervous in situations where his neighbor, ap-
parently unmoved, is on the point of running
As General Horace Porter remaiks in a
recent article, the practice of ** jackknifing,” or
dodging while under fire, was very common
with many of the most gallant men who fought
in the civil war; but such nervousness is no
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more a proof of cowardice than is blinking
when something is thrown in one's face. I
can recall only two persons,” he adds, * who
throughout a rattling musketry fire always sat
in their saddles without moving a muscle or
even winking an eye. One was a bugler in the
cavalry and the other was General Grant.”
The moral of this is that is doesn't do to be
too ready to call a man a coward.
—_— er———
“THAT TREASURE,”
The New Number of Munsey’s Popular Series.
Munsey's POPULAR SERIES has now com-
pleted a most prosperous first year, and enters
upon its second twelve months with every pros-
pect of still greater success. The story chosen
to open the new volume.is an exceptionally

_good one, one of Mr. Converse's very best.

“ That Treasure ; or, Adventures of Frontier
Life,” describes the strange experiences of the
hero, Tom Dean, in the City of Mexico, and
among the mountains and prairies of the far
Southwest. The tale is so full of action and in-
cident that we cannot outline its plot here, but
would recommend all who like a dramatic nar-
rative to procure the book itself. They will
surely be intensely interested in the story of the
Apache Indians’ attack, the search for gold in
the deserted Bonanza City, and the hero’s ad-
ventures in the frontier mining town.

“ That Treasure” can be obtained from any
book seller or newsdealer, price 25 cents; or it
will be sent post paid by mail from the publish-
er’s office on receipt of the price,

— s

The subseription price of The Golden Argosy
is $3 a year, $1.50 for six months, $1
for four months. For $5 we will send two
copies one year, to different addresses if de-
sired. For $5 we will send The Golden Avgosy
and Munsey’s Popular Series, for one year.

—_—te—————

¢ WATERARM PRACTICE.”

THE man with a gun 1s popularly supposed
to be able to carry everything before him. But
one such was brought to terms not long ago in
a quiet New York village with that extremely
prosaic weapon—the fire hose, X

A certain young man of the town had been
arrested several times for burglary, and other
misdemeanors, his Iatest being the locking up
of his wife in her room, with the pl an-

ANDREW G. CURTIN,
The War nor of F W

‘WITH the close of the last Congress there re-
tired from public life one of the most honored
and notable figures of the stirring period of
American history that opened with the two
sections of the country arming for fratricidal
war, and closed upon them reunited in fraternal
bonds.

This was Andrew Gregg Curtin, perhaps the
most renowned and popular of all the Northern
“War Governors,” of whom he is now one of
the few survivors.

He is of Irish descent, his father, Rowland
Curtin, having come to this country in 1793
and engaged in the Pennsylvania iron trade, on
a scale then considered large. The son was
born at Bellefonte, Centre County, on the 23d
of April, 1817.
He was brought
up to be a law-
yer, studying
first with a Dr,
Kirkpatrick, at
Milton, Pennsyl-
vania, and then
at Carlisle and
Bellefonte, til)
about his twen-
tieth birthday he
was admitted to
the bar, and be-
gan to practice
in his native
town,

As a young
man he took an
active interest in
politics, In 1840
he stumped the
State for Gen-
eral Harrison,
and in 1844 he
took a hand in
Henry Clay'’'s
canvass. In
January, 1855,
the Governor of
Pennsylvania ap-
pointed him Secretary of the Commonwealth

nouncement that he would return anon to slay
her, He was promptly arrested and thoroughly
searched before being committed to his cell,
but nevertheless he broke out, and when the
jail door was opened in the morning, rushed
past the constable into the street.

Chase was at once given, but the prisoner
dashed into his own house, snatched up a rifle
and ascended to the roof, whence he prepared
to bid defiance to his foes. And it seemed that
he would be successful in this till the constable
bethought him of the village fire engine,

This was quickly hauled to a station in the
street in front of the house, and a steady stream
of water played on the fugitive till he yielded
himself up.

The foregoing may furnish a useful hint as
to the proper method of dealing with pistol be-
stuck young with a bloodthirsty ambition
to go West and shoot Indians.

THE 0. K. BRAND.

THE homeliness of the phraseology in which
praise of a paper like the ARGOsY is often
cast, is the surest evidence of the sincerity of
the writer's convictions in the matter. We
make no apology, therefore, for now and then
printing an opinion couched in expressive, if
somewhat unpolished terms :

Susrension Bripce, N. Y., July 22, 1888,

1 have read THE GoLDEN ArGosy for six months
and think it a first class story paper. The story of
the New York newsboy tookmy eye. Notonly are
the gon.es good_but the illustrations and sketches
are O,

WiLLiam Scuuuiz,
Provipence, R 1., July 8, 1838,

To say that I am pleased with the Arcosy does
not half represent my appreciation of your valua-
ble paper. My Saturday would not be complete
without it, Olythe fifteen magazines and weeklies
that I take, the ArGosy is my favorite,

Bexjamin D. Joxes.
San Bernarpino, CaL., July rz, 1888,

1 have been a constant reader of the Arcosy for
over three years, having commenced to take it with
No. 38, Vol. IT. 1 consider it better than any boy's
paper now being published. Its stories are better,
and its illustrations cannot be surpassed. Taking
itallinall, it can't be beat. I have persuade
great many ol my boy friends to take the A
and they all think as 1 do—that it is a dandy.

LBERT ROGERS.

and Superi; dent of Public Instruction. His
tenure of office proved to be an epoch in theed-
ucational history of the State, as during it was
instituted the normal school system.

‘When the slavery question called the Repub-
lican party into being, Mr Curtin joined this
new political combination, and in 1860, the
year of its first great triumphs at the polls, he
was its candidate for the governorship of his
State. He was elected, and the six years of his
administration (for he was reelected in 1863)
made him famous, and %dded a glorious page
to the annals of Pennsylvania.

When the civil war burst forth, the sudden
crisis found men ready and able to meet it.
Among these Governor Curtin was one of the
foremost. When President Lincoln issued his
call for troops in April, 1861, he received the
most earnest and effective support from Penn-
sylvania. *“It is the first duty of the national
authorities to stay the progress of anarchy and
enforce the laws, and Pennsylvania, with a
united people, will give them an honest, faith-
ful and active support,” Governor Curtin had
said in his inaugural address, and his words
were now put into action.

Massachusetts was the very first State to get
men into the field, but Pennsylvania was little
behind her ; and Governor Curtin was not con-
tent with merely supplying the quota called for
by the President’s proclamation. He was one
of the few who foresaw the long and terrible
struggle on which the country was embarking,
and the need of ample preparations ; and he
recommended and secured the immediate organ-
ization of no-less than fifteen additional regi-
ments of cavalry and infantry. Needless to
say, these troops were soon required, and did
valuable service at a critical time under the
name of the Pennsylvania Reserve!

Throughout the war Governor Curtin'’s en-
ergy as an organizer never flagged. Not only
his public services as Governor of the State, but
his sympathy and friendship for the soldiers,
his deep interest in them and their personal
welfare, made him a regular hero among the

HON, ANDREW G. CURTIN,
From a Photograph by Bell.
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“boys in blue.” More than twenty years after
the war, on being introduced to a Philadelphia
gentleman named Ker, he said as he shook his
hand, ** Ker, Ker ; are you one of four brothers
who went into the army together2” The
answer was yes, and then the governor, without
apparent mental effort, rapidly reviewed the
military careers of the four young soldiers, two
of whom fell in battle. He added that he could
recall the name of any family in the State that
sent two or more of its members to the war.

It was he, too, who established free schools
for the orphan children of those who fell in de-
fense of the Union,

When Mr. Curtin left the governor's chair,
he was looked upon as one likely to become a
future President, Events, however, shaped
themselves differently, and other men stepped
to the front of
the Republican
party. In 1869
he accepted from
President Grant
the post of Min-
ister to Rus-
sia. He spent
four years at St.
Petersburg, and
was a prominent
figure 1n the dip-
lomatic and soc-
ial life of the
Czar’s capital,
spending consid-
erably more than
his salary.

In 1873 he was
a delegate to
the Pennsylva-
nia Constitu-
tional Conven-
tion. His es-
trangement from
his former polit-
ical associations
became wider,
and in 1830 he
was elected to
the Forty Sev-
enth Congress as a Democrat, from his native
district, the Twentieth of Pennsylvania. Stiil
he did not lose his old friends, and few men
are more generally admired and respected
among both political parties.

After serving for three Congresses, and act-
ing for some years as chairman of the Foreign
Affairs Committee, Mr. Curtin has retired to a
life of well earned leisure, He is now said to
be compiling a volume on the part played by
Pennsylvania in the civil war, a task for which
he is preeminently fitted.

In appearance, although his hair is silvered
and his face wrinkled by time, he is still hale
and able to bear the burden of years. He is
tall, and but little bent in figure. being over six
feet in height. His dress is always plain, and
his manners unassuming. He is a brilliant
tal «cr, full of original ideas and forcible dic-
tion, *To spend an hour with Curtin,” said
one who knew him, *¢ is like breathing the tonic
air of the mountains.” In fine, he is a typical
American, and one of the representative men of
an eventful historical epoch.

R. H. TITHERINGTON.
—_——-ee ——
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

Goob manners are made up of peity sacrifices.—
Emerson.

PeorLE who never have any time are the people
who do least.

AFFLICTIONS are but the shadow of God's wings.
—George Macdonald.

He that loses by getting, had better lose than
get— William Penn.

Power to do good is the true and lawful end of
aspiring.—Lord Bacon.

THey are never alone that are accompanied with
noble thoughts.—S7» Philip Sidney.

You may deceive all of the people some of the
time, and some of the people all the time, but not
all the people all the time.—Aérakam Lincoln.

In literature quotation is good only when the
writer whom l?ollow goes my way, and. being
better mounted than I, gives me a cast, as we say ;

but if I like the gay equipage so well as to go out
of my road, 1 had better have gone afoot.—Emer-
son.

A TALKER's measure of talk is till his wind is
spent, and then he is not silenced but becalmed.

1s tongue is always in motion, though very
seldom to the purpose; like a barber’s scissors
which are kept snipping as well when they ao not
cut, as when they do.—Butler,
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THE WATERFORD MYSTERY.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.
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CHAPTER V.

ADIN

DIN DUN-
HAM'S ride
to Rock-
mount had
been unev-
entful, He
went at once
to the real es-

tate office of Thomas Marks, the agent through

whom the sale had been effected. When he

entered the office it was with a light step and a

joyful look, for it was on a very agreeable er-

rand he had come.

Mr. Marks was seated at his desk, and looked
up as Dunham entered.

‘1 thought you wouldn't fail to come, Mr.
Dunham,” he said with a smile. **If it were
to pay money, there might have been some
question of it, but a man doesn't generally miss
an appointment to receive a payment of a thou-
sand dollars.”

“That's so, Mr. Marks.
forward to this day."”

“I've no doubt of i
sions are rare with you.”

** This is the first time I was ever lucky enough
to receive a large sum of money. I can hardly
believe I am so rich. You see, Mr. Marks, I
am a r man, and always have been. I in-
herited the place where I live from my father,
but no money to speak of."”

¢ Is the place clear ?”

*“No; it is mortgaged for eight hundred dol-

lars.”
** Who holds the mortgage 2"

“*Squire Bates, of our village.”
“1 know him. He is the man with very
prominent teeth.”
es."

“y

I've been looking

1 suppose such occa-

*‘Is he a rich man 2"

“We all think so, but he keeps his affairs
very close.” o

‘' Don't the assessors know 2"

‘t He says most of his property is in govern-
ment bonds, and these are not taxable, you
know.”

*To be sure.”

“I don't know how it is,” said the agent,
thoughtfully, **but I don’t like that man."”

“ He is always obligin’ enough to me. Last
time 1 made him wait a week for the interest,
but he did not complain.”

‘I suppose he felt sure of getting it. How
much interest do you pay ?"

**Seven per cent.”

*‘You ought only to pay six. You will find

it hard to get more than that for your money.
Shall you pay the mortgage with the money I
am to pay you?"

“I did think of it, but the squire doesn't
seem to care for me to do it. He says he can
find a good investment for me.”

* At what price do you value your house and
land 2"

1 don't suppose I could get over two thou-
sand dollars for it.”

“‘ That would leave you twelve hundred after
the mortgage is paid.”

“Yes. If I pay it off with this thousand,
there would be two hundred dollars left over."”

** Exactly.”

*‘To tell the truth, I think myself in great
good luck to get so much for my land here.
When Uncle Dan left it to me I didn't suppose
it was worth over two hundred dollars alto-
gether, and I don't believe I could have got any
more. You see it is very poor land to cultivate.”

““True enough, but the site was command-
")llg. ‘I:‘m the hotel company it is a good pur-
chase,

‘1 suppose 1t is, but nobody thought of a
hotel being built at thetime I inherited the land
from my uncle. Probably he thought it worth
little or nothing, for he didn't like me over-
much, and didn't care to do much for me.”

““Then it is better for you that he couldn't
foresee the prospective value of his bequest.
It might have led to an alteration in his will.”

“No doubt it would. When are the hotel
folks goin’ to build 2"

‘“ They have got the cellar dug, and the frame
up already. Didn’t you know that 2"

DUNHAM RECEIVES IS MONEY.

“*No; I haven't been up that way.”

“* Better go by it on your return. They would
like to have had it ready for occupation this
season, but they have begun too late for that.
I understand that it*may be thrown open for
fall boarders if it should be completed by the
middle of August.”

“ What would Uncle Dan say if he were alive
to see it 2"

** It would make the old man open his eyes,
beyond a doubt. Now, Mr. Dunham, how will
you receive this money ? Shall I give youa
check ?"

*“No; I shouldn’t know what to do with a
check. 1 never received a check in my life,”
said Adin Dunham, shaking his head.

All bank matters were unknown to the car-
penter, except that he had once a small deposit
in a savings bank, but he never could get rid of
the fear that the bank would break, and he
finally drew it out to get his mind at rest.

** A check would be safer, I think,” said the
agent.

**How can it be safer? The bank might
break before I got the money.”

Thomas Marks smiled.

‘From what I know of the bank this is
hardly likely, I think,” he made answer. *‘ How-
ever, | don't presume to advise. 1 mean that
if you should lose the check, or have it stolen,
it would not be a serious loss.”

**Why-not 2"

** Because it will be made payable to your
order, and unless indorsed by you, that is, with
your signature written on the back, it would do
the finder, or thief, no good."

**1 don't mean to lose it, and I am not likely
to meet any robbers, though my wife and Squire
Bates told me I must be careful.”

‘“Squire Bates told you that, did he ?”

*Yes.”

‘““He knows, then, that you are to receive
this money today ?”

“Yes; I told him.”

““Did you tell any one else 2"

‘“ No.”

** That is well. It is always best to be cau-
tious in such cases ; though I can hardly imag-
ine, myself, that there could be any highway
robbers in a quiet farming town like Water-
ford.”

** Just what I told my wife, Mr. Marks.”

** Then you will take the money in bills 2"

“Yes, sir, if you please.”

The agent went to a sale on the opposite side
of the room, and opened it.

** That's a queer sort of a cupboard, Mr.
Marks," said Adin Dunham.

The agent smiled.

“Yes," he answered. **If you are going to
keep the mouey in your house, you may have
to buy one.”

** How much does it cost 2"

‘1 gave a hundred and twenty five dollars
for this,” he said.

Adin Dunham whistled. He had not sup-
posed it would cost over fifteen.

‘I shan't buy one,” he said.

“You had better not. You will soon be in-
vesting the money, no doubt, so that there will
be no occasion. 1 would pay off the mortgage
if T were you.”

** It wouldn't seem as if I had the money at
allif I did that. Besides, the squire says he
will find an investment for me.”

* Meanwhile I hope you won't be as foolish
as a man I was reading of the other day, living
in Vermont.”

“‘ How was that 2

‘“He put a hundred dollars in an air tight
stove for safe keeping. He was afraid his wife
would see it and want to spend it if he put it in
a trunk or bureau drawer. As it turned out, he
had better have taken his wife into his confi-
dence. Not knowing that the stove was doing
service as a bank, she kindled a fire in it one
damp day, and that was the last of the hundred
dollars.”

‘1 don't think I shall put the money in the
stove, though it is June,” said Adin Dunham.
‘* Besides, my wife knows all about it, and she
isn't one of the spendin’ kind.”

“That is lu for you. Well, here is a pile
of fifty dollar bills—twenty of them. I will
count them before you, so that you may see
they are all right, and then you may give me a
receipt.”

So the thousand dollars were counted out,
and Adin Dunham put them into his capacious
pocket, which perhaps in its history of five
years had never contained in the aggregate so
lar’Fe a sum of money.

he carpenter breathed a deep sigh of satis-
faction. The moment he had so long antici-
pated had arrived, and he carried with him a
sum which seemed to him a fortune, all his,
and all to be disposed of as he willed. He
straightened up unconsciously, for he felt that
he had become a person of importance,

He jumped into his buggy, and when he had
finished his errands in Rockmount, he started in
the direction of home.

CHAPTER VI
DEAN DUNHAM FINDS HIS UNCLE.

HEN Adin Dunham reached the fork
in the road from which there were
two different routes to Waterford, he
halted his horse in indecision.

‘* Seems to me as if I'd rather go over the
creek road,” he said to himself. ** I don’t know
why ’tis that I don't fancy goin' through the
woods today. It's asilly fancy, no doubt, for
I've gone that way hundreds of times, and 1
told the squire 1'd go that way, and I'll do it,
or he'll think strange of it.”

So he turned to the left instead of the right,
and continued his journey. Is it true that we
have presentiments of coming evil? This was
at any rate the case with Adin Dunham. He
feft a growing uneasiness, especially when he
drew near the tract of woods through which the
road ran for nearly quarter of a mile.

““What is the matter with me?” he asked,
as he wiped the perspiration from his brow.
**1 suppose it must be because I have so much
money with me. I wish I had taken a check.”

Then he tried to laugh it off, but he could not
drive away the feeling of uneasiness. Some-
how the thought of robbers would present itself
to his mind.

“I'd give a five dollar bill if I was safe at
home," he said to himself.

He had reached the middle point of the
woods, and was beginning to breathe easier.
Neither before nor behind was any one in sight.

*“1t's all right 1" he thought. ** As soon as
1 get through them woods I shall have nothing
to worry about.”

But just then a noise was heard to the right,
and a tramp burst out, his features concealed
by a mask, and sprang for the horse's head.

‘* Halt there !" he exclaimed in a hoarse voice.

Adin Dunham’s tongue refused service, and
with pallid cheeks, betokening intense fear, he
stared at the apparition.

‘“What do you want 2" he managed to ejac-
ulate at last.
** Quick !
stranger. &

‘“What money ?” asked Adin Dunham,
aghast, though he knew well enough what
money was meant,

“*No trifling, or it will be the worse for you !

Give me that money,” hissed the

‘Give me the thousand dollars you have in your

pocket.”
‘“ Are you a robber ?" asked Dunham, with

blanched face,
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‘‘Never mind what Tam ! I want that money.
It will be as much as your life is worth to re-
fuse.”

Adin Dunham was not a brave man, but the
prospect of losing his fortune, for which he had
waited so long, made him desperate. He drew
out his whip and lashed the horse.

“* Get up, Captain!” he shouted.

Then, he hardly knew how it happened, the
tramp clambered into the wagon, and pressed
ahandkerchief to his mouth. He felt his senses
going, but before he lost consciousness he saw”
something thatstartled him. The tramp opened
his mouth, and he caught sight of the long,
tusk-like teeth,

‘ Why, it’s Squire Bates !" he ejaculated, in
horror struck dismay.

Then he lost all consciousness, and knew not
what followed.

‘“* Confusion ! ” muttered the tramp.
did I open my mouth ?”

He thrust his hand into Adin Dunham’s
pocket, after stopping the horse. Then, as it
would not be safe to leave the horse under the
management of a man in a faint, he took the
passive form of the carpenter from the wagon,
and laid him down under a tree by the roadside.

“There! It will be supposed that he fell
from the wagon in a fit!” he said to himself,
as he left the scene.

This was what had happened to Adin Dun-
ham. How long he lay in his senseless condi-
tion cannot be told. At length he opened his
eyes, and looked about him in a dazed way.

*“ Where is the horse and wagon ?"" he asked
himself,

The horse and wagon were not to be seen.
The Captain had waited patiently, looking
round from time to time, and gazing in evident
doubt at his driver, whinnying a hint that they
had been stopping long enough. Probably he
wondered what was the matter with Adin Dun-
ham, who, though not his master, was well
known to him.

At length the Captain decided that he must
settie the matter for himself. He started for

** Why

home at an easy pace, and arrived there at
length, as we know, very much to the surprise
of Mr. Gould, and the uneasiness of Dean Dun-
ham.,

We have already related the sequel—

DEAN FINDS A CLEW.

how Mr. Gould and Dean got into the buggy,
and, mewh to the di isfaction of the
horse, started back on the road to Rockmount.

““1can't see what has happened to uncle,”
said Dean.

“Does your uncle ever— drink anything
strong ?” asked Mr. Gould cautiously.

““No, Mr. Gould, he is very temperate.
has often czutioned me about drinking."

1 always thought he was temperate, Dean,”
said Mr. Gould, ** but I thought it just possible
he might have met some old friends in Rock-
mount, and ventured upon a social glass.”

** 1 don't believe he would do it.”

**He might have got off for a minute, and
the horse taken advantage and started without
him. But that doesn't seem like the Captain.
He is a very steady, reliable horse, and isn’t up
to any tricks.”

“1 hope uncle wasn't taken sick, and fell
from the buggy.”

** Has he ever been taken that way ?” asked
Mr. Gould quickly.

“ Not that I ever heard. Aunt would know.”

““We will ask her if we don’t find him on the
road. Do you know whether your uncle had
any particular business in Rockmount today ?”

He
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**No: 1 didn't hear him say why he was go-
ing. 1 asked him to take me, but he thought
two would be too heavy a load for the horse
such a long distance.”

“ He is very considerate of the Captain, more
so than 1 am,” said Mr. Gould, laughing. **1
drove to Rockmount with Mrs. Gould, who
weighs considerably more than you, only last
but I couldn’t see that the horse minded

it much. There's one thing I am sure of, your
. uncle wouldn't over drive the horse.”

“ No, he doesn’t drive fast enough for me.
1f I had gone, I would have asked him to let
me drive.”

“Then perhaps it's just as well that you
didn’t go, Dean.”

They reached the point where it was neces-
sary to decide whether to go by the creek road
or through the woods.

*1 declare, Dean,
which way to go.”

*1f anything happened to uncle on the creek
road somebody would be sure to pass and see

it puzzles me to decide

That's a very sensible suggestion. On the
woods road, on the contrary, there are but few
passengers, and he might be overlooked. So
be it! We'll go by the woods road.”

Not far from the place where Adin Dunbam
was waylaid, Dean pointed eagerly to an ad-
vancing figure.

** Isn't that Uncle Adin 2" he asked eagerly,
pointing with his whip.

“ Yes, it is, I declare!"”

Adin Dunham was walking with his head
drooping, and seemed to drag one leg after the
other in a weary way. He did not seem at all
like himself.

** Uncle Adin,” called Dean, when they were
within hearing, ** what's the matter? What
has happened to you 2"

Adin Dunham looked up, and sighed heavily.

* Dean,” he said hoarsely, ‘‘I've been
robbed !

** Robbed,
Gould in surprise.
robbed of 2"

““ A thousand dollars
a spiritless way.

Dean and Mr. Gould looked at each other in
amazement. The same thought came to each.
That the carpenter could have had in his pos-
session a thousand dollars seemed preposterous,
His mind must suddenly have gone astray.

“Did you say a thousand dollars, neighbor
Danham 2" asked Mr. Gould.

** Yes,” said poor Adin, bursting into tears,
‘““A man sprang at me when I was riding
through the woods, jumped into the buggy and
searched my pockets. 1 think I must have
fainted away. When [ came to the horse was
gone, and I was lying under a tree by the road-
sid

This story, though strictly correct, seemed a
wil s dream to Mr. Gould and Dean,

*“How did you happen to have a thousand
dollars with you? Was it yours?" asked Mr.
Gould, almost with a smile.

‘1 received it today at Rockmount, for the
land 1 sold the hotel people.”

** Have you any idea who robbed you of the
money 2"

It was Squire Bates.
teeth.”

* Dean,” said Mr. Gould, in a low voice,
“‘your uncle is as crazy as a bedbug! W hat
can have put such notions into his head 2"

neighbor Dunham ! said Mr.
““What have you been

answered Dunham in

I knew him by his

CHAPTER VIL
DEAN FINDS A CLEW.

EAN was inclined to agree with his com-
panion.  The story told by his uncle
was so preposterous that it could be
explained only on the hypothesis that

the speaker’s mind was unbalanced.

* Iid you fall out of the wagon, neighbor

Dunham 2" asked Mr. Gould.

* I don’t know. [ must have fainted.”
“1f you had fallen out, you would have been

hurt, Are you bruised anywhere 27
* No, 1 don't feel hurt.”

s queer, Dean,™ said Mr. (mnld with a
puzzled look. T can’t make it out.”

“* 1 think the robber must have taken me out
of the buggy, and set me down under the

After taking your thousand dollars 2"

Yes ; it is hard that I should Jose it. 1 was

countin' on what 1 would do with it, 1 thought

I would pay off the mortgage on my house."”
** Who holds the mortgage 2"

Squire Bates.”

Again Dean and Mr. Gould exchanged looks,
Neither put any confidence in the story told by
the victim.

Adin Dunham was mvited to take a seat in
the buggy, Dean resigning his place and sitting
behind.  So they reached home.

** Go in, Dean, and tell your aunt what has
happened, so that she needn't be frightened
when she sees your uncle,” said Mr. Gould.

Dean obeyed instructions,

““ Aunt,” said Dean, ‘you are not to be
frightened, but uncle met with an accident. He
isn't hurt ! he added, noticing the quick Took
of alarm, ** but he says he has been robbed."

“Robbed ! Has he lost the thousand dol-
lars 2" exclaimed Mrs. Dunham in a trembling
voic

Did he really have a thousand dollars >

said Dean. ‘' I thought he might be under a
delusion.™

Q] 'I hen he says he has lost it 2"

“ye
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“‘Heaven help us to bear this terrible blow !
ejaculated Mrs. Dunham, sinking mlo a chair.
“ [ wish he had taken you with him.’

I wish so, too. I don't believe one robber
would have been a match for us both.”

Here Adin Dunham entered the house. He
looked ten years older than when he left it in
the morning, and there was a vacant look in
the eyes.

“Wife!" he said feebly, ‘“it's all gone!
Some villain has robbed me of the thousand
dollars.”

& Bul you, Adin, were you hurt 2 You look

v head doesn't feel right. T think it's the

* I'll get you some hot tea directly.
feel better after taking it.”

*“I hopeso. Oh, Sarah, I didn't expect such
a blow as this.”

* Try not to think of it now. Get well first,
and then we'll see what we can do to find the
robber.”

**1 know him now !"

“You know who robbed you ! " said his wife,
stopping short in her surprise.

Sy \esgl?

You'll

“Who was it > Any one livin® round here

*“ It was Squire Bates.'

A terrible suspicion entered the mind of the
poor wife. It was clear to her that her hus-
band’s mind was unhinged. As soon as she
had a chance she went out to where Adin and
Mr. Gould were standing m the yard.

* Did Mr. Dunham tell you who robbed
him 2" she asked.

* Yes, aunt,” answered Dean.
was Squire Bates.”

““ He just told me so.
it, neighbor Gould 2"

** I think your husband is upset by his acci-
dent,” answered Gould, cautiously “We'll
wait and see what he says tomorrow.”

1 guess you're right.”

““You see he fainted away, and it’s likely he
hasn’t fairly come to. At first I thought it
wasn't true about the thousand dollars.”

“That is true. He received it today from
the new hotel company for some land he sold
them.”

““It's too bad, Mrs. Dunham. I'll do my
part towards finding out the villain that robbed
your poor husband.”

““Uncle says he knew the squire by his
teeth,” said Dean, thoughtfully.

** They certainly are very peculiar teeth.”

u ever know any one else having such
De.
o, except the squire’s boy.”

* Yes, Rrandon’s teeth are just like his father's.
Rut of course the thief wasn't Brandon.”

‘* Look here, Dean,” said Mr. Gould quickly,
‘1 hope you don’t pay any attention to that
foolish story of your uncle. He was thinking
of Squire Bates, as he intended to pay him up
the mortgage which he holds, and he naturally
pictured him with the teeth which are his most
prominent feature, so to speak. Idon't fancy
the squire myself, but I think he is in better
business than disguising himself and robbing
his neighbors.”

* No doubt you are right, Mr. Gould,” said
Dean ; but in spite of his words, and absurd as
he admitted the suspicion to be, he could not
help dwelling upon his uncle's story.

The next day Adin Dunham kept his bed.
The shock to his system was such that his
strength gave away, and the doctor was sum-
moned.

“ Adin,” said his wife, anxious to clear up her
doubts as to his sanity, ** can you describe the
man that robbed you 2"

** Why should I describ= lnm ?
how he Tlooks as well as

“ How should I know, Adin 2"

It was \qulre Bates, I tell you.
how he look

‘The poor woman went out of the room, and
raised her apron to her eyes.

** Poor Adin is clean upset ! she murmured.
“Ttisn't enough that he's lost his money, he
must lose his nmind  too.  Misfortunes never
come singly, as my poor old father used to
say.

“ Dean,” she continued when they were alone,
*your uncle still sticks to his story that Squire
Rates robbed him."

** Aunt Sarah,” answered Dean gravely, **
thousand dollars would tempt almast anybod

** Dean, you don't mean . to hint that the
squire would rob anyboay

* 1 don’tknow, aunt. = A good many strange
things happen in'the world."

**1 begin to think you are as crazy as your
uncle ! said Mrs. Dunham almost angrily.

** Suppose neither of us should be crazy,
aunt ! -

Mrs. Dunham shook her head.  She was sur-
prised that so sensible a boy as Dean shoull
give credence to the absurd delusion of her
husband.

Meanwhile Dean had come to a conclusion as
to what to do. ¢He would visit the place where
the robbery took place—his uncle had described
it so accurately that there would be no mistak-
ing it—and see whether there was anything to
be learned there.

He found an opportunity the very next after-
noon. He did not say anvthing to his aunt,
for it would only have excited her unduly. Be-
sides, he thought it very possible that he would
have to return without any information, and
might be laughed at,

It was a considerable walk to the place indi-
cated, but he reached it in due time.

‘“He said it

What do you think of

®

You know

You know

He was

afraid he would meet some one who would ask
him his object, but it was a lonely spot, and
only one team passed. He saw it in time to
dodge into the woods, and so avoided question-

ng.

‘When the team had passed on he came out
to the road. He could see the exact position of
the buggy at the time it was stopped by the
robber, and he found the tree under which his
uncle was placed in an unconscious c()nduml\.

‘1 have satisfied my curiosity
himself, ** but that is all.
information.”

Just then his sharp eyes fell upon a small
bright object on the ground about three feet
from the tree. He pounced upon it eagerly and
picked it up.

It was a sleeve button, apparently gold. Just
in the center was a black mitial letter, This
letter was B!

Dean's eves lighted up.

** This may lead to something," he said to
himself quietly. as he slipped the button into
his pocket.

to
1 h:\\'ell! got any

(70 be continued.)
—_— e ————

[ This story commenced in No. 89.]

Red Eagle,

WAR CHIEF OF THE IR0QUOIS.
By EDWARD S. ELLIS,
Author of ** The ,‘"';T'F,-?‘f'-",‘;:_"" * The Last War

CHAPTER XXXIL
ON THE BLUFF.

HERE was not one pang of misgiving on
the part of little Benmy Morris, when he
called good by to Tom and Jack, and
Red Eagle, with one powerful sweep

of his paddle, sent the canoe skimming up the

Catsuga.

What the purpose of the chieftain wasin thus
taking him for a time from his friends he could
not conjecture, but he was willing to await the
hour when this strange individual should choose
to make it known.

The tender nature of the remarkable boy
was impressed by the events of the last twenty
four hours. He and his brothers had been in-
volved in perils from which at one time there
seemed no possible escape, and when even his
hopeful nature was almost in despair; but be-
hold ! From them all they had been as safely
delivered as were the Israelities from the hosts
of Pharaoh.

Just a little thrill of pain touched him as he
recalled that that loved home in which he had
spent so many happy days was now only a heap
of ashes and ruins ; but, when he reflected that
his adored parents, and his big, noble brothers
had not had a hair of their heads harmed, his
heart swelled with a gratitude that made it hard
to restrain himself from shouting for joy.

“ God is opening the way for me to do good
to some one,” was his belief, **and whoever it
may be I shall not fail through want of willing-
ness on my part,”

Stooping over, he raised the heavy Bible to

his lap, where he held it with a fondness diffi-

cult to imagine.

““When Red Eagle stayed at our house,” he
said to himself, **only a short time ago, he
talked a good deal about the Great Spirit of the
white man, and showed an interest deeper than
1 ever saw in any one. Itis too much to hope
that his heart is still stirred as it was then, for
he is in his war paint, and wrathful that one of
his schemes has come to naught, and yet who
shall say 2 who shall say 2 repeated the cripple,
glowing with the sweetest charity of which the
human soul is capable.

Red Eagle was gifted with a strong magnetism
which rendered his power over his subjects al-
most boundless.  None of the most eloquent

rators of the Six Nations could move the hearts
of his hearers like him, and for no other leader
would they do and dare so much.

In his fightning bursts of passion none had
the hardihood to stand before him, and many an
Oneida or Tuscarora or Mohawk or Seneca or
Cayuga would have walked unflinchingly to
certain death at his command.

The Wild Cat knew what would follow his
accusation of warning the whites of their danger,
unless he proved h nocence, and he was,
therefore, buoyed up to a courage in facing the
chief which could not have been his at any other
time. The Mohawk did not conduct his entire
defense with skill, but the result could not have
been more triumphant ; he was acquitted, and
Red Eagle himself assured him that the smell
of fire remained not on his garments.

It was then that the magnetism of the chief-
tain asserted its The Wild Cat felt at the
moment of receiving the assurance from the
lips of the great Seneca, that he asked no
higher bliss than to die for him. But, trained
from childhood to repress all show of emotion,
he gave noevidence toothers of the depth of his
devotion to Red Eagle.

The Wild Cat, now that he was re-established
in the favor of the mighty man, felt that he
must do something to win a word of commen-
dation from him.  What should it be ?

I have no doubt that every boy reader of this
story has at some time experienced an emotion
akin to that which fired the heart of the Mohawk.
Perhaps it is your teacher in school, whose
many kindnesses have so captured your heart
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that you have yearned [or the chance to
your devotion to her. Have you not wisnea
that some band of robbers or pirates woula
swoop down on the school for the purpose of
carrying her off, just to let her see you pounce
on them and slay right and left ?

Perhaps it is some gentle classmate, wheze
blue eyes, sunny smile and golden hair have
played riot with your manly heart, and aw axerned
wild schemes for convincing her that the Cra-
saders of the olden times were nowhere com-
pared with you. Perhaps—but this is delicate
ground, and why venture further ?

You will understand, however, the feelings of
The Wild Cat, after his vindication before ks
chief. With the same ardor that has fred
many a boyish frame, he resolved to carture
the heart of the Irocquois leader. What the
special act should be the future must decide.

Knowing the purpose of Red Eagle, when he
paddled down the Catsuga with the three bovs,
The Wild Cat determined to follow him, but at
such a distance that he could not suspect it.

The incidents of the evening had shown that
one at least of the whites was hovering un the
vicinity, and what more probable than that he
would try to shoot or capture Red Eagle if he
shouid venture away from his body guard?
How blessed the opportunity of acting as his
protector !

One or two facts dampened the enthusiasm of
the Mohawk. He could not forget that Red
Eagle had just returned from a journeyv o the
lower settlement, made without a comparion,
and he might resent the imputation that he
needed a body guard.

However, The Wild Cat's ardor would not
ailow him to be idle, and he stole after his
chief, unknown to the rest of the warriors, who
no longer watched his every movement.

He was glad when he discovered a strange
canoe between him and Red Eagle, for it gave
color to the story he meant to tell about learn-
ing that danger tireatened the great man. He
could not believe the stranger intended 10 at-
tack, for if he had, he would not have delaved
it so long.

When it became apparent that the vovage to
the block house was to end without incident,
the Mohawk ran his boat into shore and started
the fire as I have described. This was a part of
his boyish scheme to compel the regard ot Red
Eagle and was in keeping with his quixatic
actions throughout the whole business.

Recognizing the signal of the Mohawk, the
chieftain headed for the bluff, on the top of
which he caught the glimmer of the camp fire.

A few strokes were sufficient to drive the
prow of his boat against the shore.

The vigilant ears of Benny had noted the
guarded signal, and he was looking around when
the halt was made, His companion maintaired
his grim silence ever since the return trip sas
begun, and the lad did not break in vpont
satisfied to await the moment when the sachem
chose to make his explanation.

As the shadowy outlines of the Mohawk came
out from the gloom, Red Eagle stepped irom
the boat, leaving his companion in his seat,
and awaited the story The Wild Cat had t
tell.

It was in substance that the pale faces were
abroad that night, that he had heard them
the woods and knew they were plotting evil
against the Iroquois.  For that cause, he had
started in quest of them, hoping to bring bacx
the scalps of more than one enemy.

This was well enough, so far as it went, but
the statement as to why he had kindled the fire
in such a conspicuous place was less clear.

He had followed the great hunter of the pale
faces (meaning Orris Ouden), but the white
man eluded him. He was lurking in the ne
borhood to do evil. but he was a squaw i
courage. When the Mohawk sought to strike
him, he ran back among the trees, where he
could not be seen.  The Wild Cat had pursued
him many times, but could not catch him,

He had started the fire that he might tempt
him to come forth. The Mohawk meant to he
in wait, and, when lie crept up so that the hght
from the flames shone on him, then waould the
warrior leap upon and slay him, and he woull
bring his scalp to lay it at the fcet of the mighty
chieftain, Red l-u"lz-

This was a strange story, but one of the
characteristics of the remarkable war chief of
the Iroquois was his faculty in reading the in-
tentions of others. He knew the Mohawk <poke
the truth, and though he must have felt anused
in his way at the erratic devotion of his subject,
he could not fail to see its earnestness.

Questioned further, The Wild Cat explained
that he expected to stay in the vicinity of the
camp fire till daylight. His supposition was
that the chief would continue up the river to
th- old Council Ground, or possibly to the en-
campments above that, leaving him to push
his scheme to a conclusion.

Rut Red Eagle broke in upon this arrange-
ment in a most unexpected manner.

Turning toward the listening boy, who had
not missed a word, he extended his hand to help
him from the boat. Renny needed little aid,
but in climbing the bluff with his heavy Bible in
one hand, he was grateful for the strong paim
which clasped his own. The wondering Mohawk
walked behind them, uncertain w it all
meant.

Reaching the camp fire, Red Eagle motioned
to the lad to seat himself on the stone near the
blaze. Benny did so, and it could not have
been more comfortable.

Then Red Eagle trned to the Wild Cat and
informed him that he meant to stay there him-
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self, for a whie. He wished to have a talk
with the pale face lad, ahd this was the best
place that could be chosen, out of sight of the
rest of the warriors. He signitied to the
Mohawk that even /4ss presence was not desired,
and The Wild Cat was not displeased thereat,
He asked, however, to be allowed to act as
sentinel during th* meeting, for he was certain
there would be a visit from their pale face
enemies,

This request was conceded, and The Wild
Cat walked slowly out in the gloom, taking a
course toward the base of the bluff, where he
stationed himself by the edge of tne river, pre-
pared to watch the interests of his chieftain with
the unselfish loyalty of a mastiff; and the
prayer that he might be permitted to do so at
the risk of his own life was granted.

CHAPTEFR XXXIIL
TEACHER AND PUPIL,

'PHE chieftain waited a few minutes after
-J the Mohawk had vanished. He stood
¥ with the full glow of the fire falling

upon his fine figure, and only a few
paces from the lame lad, who surveyed him
with wondering curiosity. The Seneca loosely
grasped the barrel of his rifle, whose stock
rested on the ground at his feet, and his left
hand reposed idly on the blade of his tomahawk,
slightly projecting from the girdle, the pose be-
ing that of a perfect athiete at rest.

Benny's crutch leaned against the bowlder,
on which he bad seated himself, his feet hang-
ing over the side toward the blaze, while the
RBible lay on the stone beside him. Something
told him what was coming, and, with a slight
effort, he changed his seat to the ground, his
back being against the bowlder, w bnle the holy
volume n-\t(—d on his lap.

Looking fixedly at the lad for a second or
two, the chieftain said :

** Red Eagle wants to hear his son talk about
the Great Spirit of the white man.”

This was uttered in Seneca, and the youth
made answer in the same tongue :

My heart is glad to tell you all I know, but
the Great Spirit of the white man is the Great
Spirit of the red man, and of all the people that
dwell on the earth. He loves them, and wants
them to love one another.”

** Red Eagle has heard the missionaries say
those words to the Indians, but the pale faces
do not love each other ; they fight as the In-
dians do.”

“The words of the chief are true; there are
many evil white men, as there are red men, and
they care nothing for the smiles of the Great
Spirit, but grieve him every day Rut all white
men are not so, and the Great Spirit does not
grieve when his children fight 1o take care of
their wives and children and Jands,”

“Then he loves the Indian when he fights
the pale faces that steal away his hunting
grounds

The wise lad saw he must utter some unwel-
come truths, and he did not hesuate.

** When the Great Spirit made the woodsand
rivers and prairies and mountains and plains,
He meant them for all his children. There is
room for them, whether they be white or red or
dark, and He wishes them to live together in
love toward one another.  How much land does
Red Eagle want 2" asked Benny, looking him
bravely in the e ** there is more than he and
his children need

** But the Indian lived here first,” said the
chief, with something of impatience in his voice.
** Why did not the pale face stay on the other
side of the water, where the Great Spirit placed
him? Why does he cross the great water to
steal the hunting grounds of the Indian 2"

** Do not the Indians fight with each other 2"

“ It is the wish of Manitou, for when He put
it into the hearﬁ of the Tuscaroras to join the
Iroquois, that they might become the Six
Nations, He meant that they should be the
masters of the other Indians.”

“ Red Eagle is wrong ;

the Great Spirit does
not wish any people to make servants of others ;
Red Eagle does not right when he leads his
warriors against the white settlers ; he grieves
the Great Spirit."”

The chieftain  maintained his immovable
posture, but now and then his black eyes shone
with a threatening light.  His whole life had
been in opposition to this strange doctrine of
love and charity to which he was listening. and
it was too much to expect the moral revolution
to perfect itself in a few minutes, though it
must be borne in mind that he had given much
thought to this most important subject that can
interest the human mind.

“My son once told me about One that died
for us,” he remarked in a gentler voice, calling
up the theme that had taken the strongest hold
upon him,

**Yes; we have talked about it several times,
Red Eagle; it is the sweetest and most won-
derful story that was ever told. He had the
power to slay all those who put Him to a cruel
death, but He did not say an evil word when
they struck Him and one pierced His side with
a spear. He knew His father was angry with
His people who had done wrong, and the only
way to drive the frown from His face was to
suffer with His hands and feet nailed to the
cross ; so He died.”

The !'ad now opened the Rible at an engraving
of the Crucifixion, and motioned to the chief-
tain to place himself beside him. Red Eagle
obeyed, and, as the light shone on the sacred
page, he fixed his eyes with strange interest on
the picture,

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

““There He hangs on the cross, between two
evil men,” added Benny. * “ou know that
the chiefs of great nations wear crov.ns of gold
on their head ; the bad people put a crown on
the Saviour’s head made of thorns, that added
to his pain; a soldier thrust his spear in His
side, and when He asked for water they gave
Him that which did not quench thirst, but made
Him suffer still more. e could have smitten
all with death, but He forgave them and bore
His anguish in silence.”

It was a theme almost beyond the grasp of
the savage, but who shall say that a divine light
was not beginning to steal into the dark breast,
helping to make plain the simple and yet mar-
velous story of the Saviour of the world ?

Red Eagle did not speak, but, seated beside
the lame lad, he gazed with heaving breast
on the picture, Benny waited a minute or two,
and, with the book still open on his lap, said in
his low, musical voice :

 He was the Son of the Great Spirit, and He
too was the Great Spirit. He does not ask Red
Eagle to die as He did, but He asks him to love
his brnl)\ers just as He loves every one of His
childrer

*But if He died," said the chieftain, ** how
can He live and love the pale faces and the In-
dian 2"

The lad turned the pages to the picture of the
resurrection.

** They placed the body of the Saviour, as we
call him, in the grave, but on the third day, his
Father breathed life into it, and it became as it
was before.”

** Where did he go 2™

** He stayed on the earth long enough for
some of his friends to see and talk with him,
and then He went beyond the clouds, where He
is now looking down on Red Fagle and his
warriors, and wishing they would bury the
hatchet and live in peace.”

This was plain doctrine, and it was hard to
believe, but away down in the heart of the fiery
Iroquois something whispered to him that the
words of the boy were true.

Benny laid a hand on the brawny shoulder,
and, looking into the painted face so close to
his own, asked :

““Has not my father heard a voice when he
was alone in the woods that whispered the
words I have spoken to him 2 Has not some-
thing said to him, when he showed kindness,
that he was pieasing the Great Spirit? And
when Red Eagle's wrath has led him to bury
the tomahawk in the brain of his foe, has he
not felt saddened, because he thought that
Manitou had veiled his face 2

The chieftain did not reply. His eyes still
rested on the printed page, as though there was
a fascination in it which he could not resist.
His face was slightly lower than the youth's,
for he was reclining on one elbow, while Benny
sat upright,

The heart of the boy gave a quick throb, for,
strange sight! he saw that which no one had
ever seen. Underneath each eyelid ghstened a
tear in the firelight,

The Iroquois did not brush them away, and
never knew that his young friend was aware of
the extraordinary fact. He winked rapidly
once or twice, and the tell tale moisture van-
ished.

**Tell Red Eagle more,” he said, in a voice
so low that, had not perfect stillness r gned,
his words would not have been heard.

** The story is simple, and I can add little to
it; all this took place a great many moons ago,
longer than the traditions that have come down
to my father tell him about. The Great Spirit
has His home beyond the clouds, and His eye
is never closed. At this time, when the sun's
face is hidden, He is looking down on the world
and Hewsees everything. More than that, not
only does He see Red Eagle this moment, but
He knows every thought in his heart ; nothing
can be hidden from Him.”

‘The Iroquois for the first time roused from
the spell that had gradually taken possession of
him. He abruptly came to the sitting posture,
and there was no trace of tears in the flashing
eves he fixed upon the startled countenance be-
side him.

‘* Red Eagle was born a warrior,
with something of his old fiercenes:
learned to hate the pale faces who left their
own country to steal his hunting grounds ; he
has sunk his tomahawk in their brain ; he has
torn their scalps from their heads ; he has met
them in the woods and buried his knife in their
hearts ; he does not fear them, for Manitou has
given him a strong arm, a quick eye, and a
knowledge greater than his enemie:

Instead of replying by words, Benny quietly
turned once more to the illustration of the Cru-
cifixion, and, laying his finger on it, looked
calmly into the wrathful countenance.

The chief kept his eyes fixed on the face of
the lad for a minute, as if fighting against some
impulse tugging at his heart; but whatever the
nature of that mysterious force, it prevailed.
The flashing eyes dropped to the page, he
quietly rested on his elbow, and fixed his atten-
tion on the wonderful scene,

What the result of this strange conference
might have been, it is impossible to say; but,
as the serpent crept into the garden of Eden,
so stole the intruders upon the scene, which,
for the time, scattered all the good seed to the
winds.

Red Fagle and Benny heard at the same in-
stant the fracture of a twig near them. They
started, the chieftain grasping his rifle, which
he had laid against the rock beside him, and
landing upright on his feet at a single bound.

But incredibly quick as was the movement, it
was too late |

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE LEVELED RIFLES.

RRIS OUDEN had made his compact

@ with General Greenfield, and, cruel as

it may strike you, it must be remem-

bered that the settlers were placed on

the defensive by the most powerful confedera-

ticn of Indians ever known on the American

continent.  War is the essence of cruelty, and

deeds which can only awake horror in times of

peace are often made necessary by the law of
self preservation,

Enough had passed between the officer and
the hunter for them to understand each other
perfectly ; and, having bidden the general good
night, Ouden withdrew,

Leaving the block house, he made his way at
a leisurely pace between the cabins standing
near, mkmg a direction which led to the Cat-
tuga, where he had left his canoe.

As he reached the spot he saw the nulhneu.l’
a man attired somewhat like himself, who
pacing back and forth, as if impatient at the
delay.

“1s that you, Burt 2" asked Ouden as he ap-
pmadml

*Yes;
through.”

‘It took time to put matters in d\ape
plied Ouden ; *but it's all fied now.

* How ?

“Five hundred dollars in gold: that's half
to you and half to me, as soon as the job is
done.”

* It isn't going to be any child's play, either,"
said the other, who seemed less enthusiastic
than Ouden.

*1f it was, the general \\mll(h!l pay five
hundred dollars for the work.'

*Why did Red Eagle take that lame boy
with him 2" growled his friend, Burt Pendle-
ton, who belonged to the garrison, and had a
repulation as a scout hardly second to that of
Orris Ouden himself.

*That's one of the whims of the chief,
though I'm sorry, but I don't know as it will
make any difference, for the younker is of no
account in this business, and he may be the
means of keeping Red Eagle from hurryin® back
0o fast.”

** Little chance of that; git i
paddle."

Ouden took his seat at the prow, Pendleton

J and
handlimg the blade with a skill equal to that of
the other.

It would seem that the impatience of Pendle-
ton was justified, for, since the campaign was
to be a personal one against Red Eagle, valua-
ble time had been lost by the interview between
Ouden and General Greenfield.  On that night,
however, fortune once more smiled on the dar-
ing scout,

Recalling the strange canoe and its occupant,
who had withdrawn from the singular pursuit
at a distance of about a mile from the block
house, Ouden whispered to Pendleton to keep
close to the southern shore, and to watch and
listen for all he was worth,

By taking the bank opposite to that along
which he had descended, there was less danger
of running into any ambush the stranger might
set for such a pursuit.

It was a wise move, for, at the very time that
both were on the watch for danger, they caught
the glimmer of the camp fire on the bluff. In-
stantly Burt Pendleton ceased paddling, and
the two consulted for several minutes,

The fire was a mystery which, with all their
sagacity, neither could explain. It had been
started in obedience to a curious notion of The
Wild Cat, and it would have been strange if
the scouts, with their ignorance of the Mohawk,
had rightly interpreted the meaning.

And yet Ouden struck an inkling of the truth,

* From what that lame younker has told me
about Rea FEagle,” said he, **and from what
I've seed, thar's a strange hkm atween the two,
and, 1t I'm not mistaok, they're fond of talkin®
religion atween 'em, which is mighty qu'ar,
when you think of the style of that same Iro-
quois ; but religion is a subject, Burt, which it
wouldn't hurt some other folks that I know to
think about. I shouldn’t wonder now if the
varmint has stopped the boat, gone ashore and
built a fire, to have another talk with the younker

on the same subject, though 1 admit it ain’t
very likely.

*“What about t'other varmint that chased
you down the river 2" inquired Burt,

<1 give that up; but let's investigate.”

They retrogressed, still close to the southern
bank, until secure against discovery, when a
few strong strokes sent the boat fiving to the
other shore. It was too soon for the rising
moon, and they felt no misgiving that they had
been seen by their enemy.

Ouden did not forget the stranger in the boat,
though he hardly suspected he was with Red
Eagle, for, if the latter had stopped at this
pomnt to have a free talk with the lame boy, he
would not be likely to allow any one else to be
present.

It may be said that the progress of the craft
was ncw almost inch by inch, or at most foot
by foot, for there was a feeling on the part of
the hunters that they were nearing the crisis of
the desperate enterprise in which they were en-
gaged.

The canoe was checked before reaching a
point opposite to the foot of the bluff. The

and 1 thought you'd never get

3 Il use the

a
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scouts thought it best to land and push their in-
vestigations on foot, where they were able to
advance without noise or the danger of detec-
tion.

In this Pendleton took the lead, stealing along
the shore seemingly without any noise ar all,
while Ouden was just far enough behind to es-
cape treading on his heels,

At such times the trained scout never allows
his impatience to betray him into any undue or
reckless step. Without a whisper or halt they
pusined on until Ouden felt the rand of Pendle-
ton touch his breast. He had reached back 10
signal his companion to stop.

Turning his head, the leader placed his mouth
almost against the ear of Ouden, and whis-

* pered :

N He's thar !

““1 don’t believe it ; it's some one else.”

“ Wait till 1 find out.”

With the same noiseless movement Burt
handed his rifle to Ouden to hold until the ques-
tion should be settled. He resumed his ad-
vance, and, in the gloom, the other hunter could
barely distinguish the outlines of his head and
shoulders.

A minute later there was a fall—the sound of
a terrific struggle—hurried breathing, but no
outcry—and then all became still.

““You war right,” whispered Pendleton, as
he rejoined his friend, speaking with more free-
dom; ‘it warn't Red Eagle."”

** Didn't you git scratched, Burt 2"

“ Nothin’ of the kind; I cotched him foul ;
he had his back toward n\e and the next lhmg
he knowed he didn't know nothin’.”

The Wild Cat had craved the privilege of
risking his life to attest his loyalty to his chief,
and the opportunity was given him. Not only
that, but life itsell was sacrificed as clearly as
any person ever died for another.

*That must have been the varmint that fol-
lered me,"” remarked Ouden, no more moved by
the fearful incident than if it had been a deer
that he had brought to earth.

** What was he doin’ thar 2"

*“ Red Eagle put him at the foot of the bluff
to watch for just such gentlemen as us."

**Wal, he didn’t amount to much as a watcher,
and he \um'l be bothered with any more work
of the kind. Do you s'| pose thar are any other
of the varmints around ? "

‘1 can't say for sartin,
Now for the camp fire.”

*“ I'll take the right and you the left.”

“Very well; and we'll come together on
tother side and fix things arter we learn just
how they stand.”

‘The hunters separated, and began feeling their
way up the bluff with the same striking shill
that enabled them to crush the Mohawk on
guard, without giving him a chance to warn his
chieftain by a single outery.

So remarkably similar was their progress that
they arnved at the point of meeting at precise
the same moment.  As Ouden had suggested,
it was beyond the camp fire.

They now stole forward once more until nigh
enough to look upon the strangest scene of their
lives.  On the other side of the fire sat Benny
Morris, with his back against the bowlder, an
open Bible in his lap, while he was talking in a
low earnest voice to the mighty Iroquois chief-
tain, who was reclining on one elbow, with his
gun leaning against the stone beside him, and
his eyes fixed on the holy book.

The sight was enough 1o touch the sympa-
thies of the most abandoned man; but there
was no sentiment of pity in the heart of the
two hunters,

A brother of Burt's had feit the weight of
Red Eagle's vengeance, and Ouden had come
within a hair of losing his scalp to the same
terrible warrior.

They had the most dreaded foe of the fron-
tier at their mercy, and they meant he should
not escay

The distance separating them from the lIro-
quois was no more than a dozen yards, and the
glow of the camp fire, which was heginning 1o
smolder, was reflected against the barrels of the
guns as they came slowly to a level with the
muzzles pointing straight at the breast of the
unsuspicious savage, who at that moment was
thinking of a question the opposite of war and
bloodshed.

but it ain't likely.

(70 te continued.)
o -
SEEING STARS ON THE DIAMOND.

What made you drop that pop fly 7

Carraiy,
Tt was an awful error.

StovGHTON, 9: —** Captain, I got so rattled that
1 saw six balls.”

Carrai (crossly).— T should think you might
have caught one of them, at least.

e
HONEST DOORTENDER.

Rastus (a late acquisition from the cornfield, on
presenting a visiting card to his mistress).-
there’s two of "em waiting at the door.

Mistress.—* Why on earth didn't you invite
them in?’

Rastus.—** Sartinly, mum, you dldnl want two
to come 1n on one ticket, did you?'

**Mum,

——— e
A SHOCKING CASE OF BLACKMAIL.

“Var,” said the collector for a little German
band to a citizen who sat in his front window,
**you no gif noddings for dot moosic #

** Not a cent,” rephed the citizen, mlh hopeless
emphasis.

*"Den ve blay some more, dat's all ! threatened
the collector.

The citizen produced a quarter at once,
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THE FORTUNATE ISLES.
You swl and you seek for the Fortunate Isles 7
The old Greek Isles of the yellowbird's son,
Then steer straight on through the watery miles,
Straight on, straight cn, and you can't go wrong
And what are the names of the Fortunate Isles?
Why, Duty and Love and a large content.
Lo! These are the isles of the watery miles
That God let down from the firmament.
S0 Duty and Love and a true man's Trust ;
Your forehead to God, though your feet in the

dust,
So Duty and Love and a child's sweet smiles,
And these, O friend, are the Fortunate Isles,
—_— s

A Brave Yankee Skipper.

BY GEORGE H. COOMER.
NCLE BEN was long past going to sea

" but his stories of the deep were always

interesting, for they were tales of expe-

rience, and not of imagination. [ recall
one of them in particular, the incidents of which
accurred in his youth a little previous to the
war of 1812,

* Then,” he began, ** sailors had more
to dread than now, for they were in con-
stant danger of impressment by the
British. Sometimes they would be picked
up while on shore in the English ports
and whisked off on board men of wa
but otener they were seized on the broad
orean—taken right ot their own decks,
and compelled to serve among strangers.

+* How would it look, at this day, fora
foreign officer to come on board an Amer-
ican vessel, and order the captain to mus-
ter his crew, just as slaves were brought
out for an auctionsale in the West Indies ?
Think of it! What would the news-
papers say? What would the people
say ? What would the President say ?
Wouldn't there be a call to arms from
Maine to California? And wouldn't
every man in the country, capable of
shouldering a musket, be eager to volun-
teer for the honor of our flag 2"

Uncle Ben looked full of enthusiasm as
he said this; full, too, of a just indigna-
tion at remembered wrongs. And we
youngsters wondered at the forbearance
which could, for a single month, have
suffered such things to be.

“* But habit, " the old mariner resumed,

‘is everything. Our people had got in
the way of looking upon England as
having a kind of ownership of the ocean,
and it took them a long while to forget
this inherited feeling.

** Befure going to sea, 1 got what was
called a * protection,’ telling where 1 was
born, how old, and how tall 1 was, and
what color my eyes were,  The very fact
that an American sailor should be obliged
to procure such a writing, with such an
object, was enough to fillone with shame.

But, still worse, the thing did no good.

A protection,' in so far as regarded
the danger of impressment, was worth
just its weight of blank paper, and no
more. It is true that the Rritish pro-
fessed to seize only their own country-
men ; but, in reality, they paid no atten-
tion to any affidavitof birth, * We want
men, and will have them, they said ; and
that ended the matter.

* All my sea going acquaintances had
the like passports, subscribed and sworn
to in proper legal form, and as humiliat-
ing, under the circumstances, as if in so
many words they had asked John Bull 1
the bearers the liberty of sailing on
his big pond.

“The one 1 carried answered very
well for three years, simply because it
never happened to be called for; and
then, finding myseli grown too tall and
robust to come within the description,
kot another, ’

** At this time I was going to Lisbon
in the ship Rebecca. The captain was
an excellent man, named Eddy, whose
family lived directly across the street from
ours, and who had known me from my birth

*The entire ship's company was made up of
our townspeaple, so that when we went «
port it hardly seemed lik g away
home, we had so many familiar associates in
common,

“The Rebecea reached Lisbon in about
thirty days, and our stay there was very inter-
esting.  The foremast hands being all sober and
well informied mien, there becamie treasured up
in the forecastle a great deal of entertaining
knowledge  concerning  the Portuguese and
their country,

S When, finally, we had sec our cargo of

e, and were more at sea,
It how much he would have
=0 for all of us had
e, too, whi would be glad
enonph to hear every lintle imcident of the
el
e took the route usually followed in that
by vessels from the south of Europe—
standing northwardly until in the latitude of
the English Channel, although considerably o
the west of it.  Thence we neaded n
diect course for the United States,

“Our west longitude was now fast increas-
i, but we haa not run Jong in this direction
i sail was oliserved bearing down oy
s she drew nearer, we discovered her
to be a brig of war

nag
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*‘ She fired a shot ahead of us, and Captain
Eddy gave orders to haul around the main yard.
He looked terribly vexed and stern, but he was
in the lion's mouth, and could not help himself.

** The British cruiser also hove to, with her
1ib and staysail loosely flapping, and the canvas
on her mainmast holding her where she was.
Then a lieutenant, with a number of marines,
rame on board of us. The vessel alongside, he
said, was His Majesty’s brig Falkirk, Captain
Downs.

* First he asced for the Rebecca's papers,
and, having read them, ordered our captain to
have us all mustered aft.

““You have no authority,” said Captain
Eddy, * to command me in such a matter. My
men, | presume, are all on deck, and you can
see them, [ shall make no special muster of
my crew.”

* The British lieutenant looked surprised
and angry,

'+ Go forward, corporal,” he said tothe petty
officer of the marines; ‘take a couple of men
with you, and rouse out any of His Majesty's
runaways that you may find in the forecastle.

I have known them from childhood, and have
always been well acquainted with their families,
If you take them, you commit an outrage such
as even your own government would not sanc-
tion.'

“*1 have heard such talk before,’” said the
officer. ‘It is what they always say. You
Yankees should have learned before this that
the royal navy is not to be defrauded by your
miserable evasions. Such papers as 1 have just
thrown overboard pass among you from hand
10 hand, answering for Yankees and foreigners
alike ; but you see they have failed to serve their
holders in this case.'

“ Then, turning to his marines, he added,
* Corporal, see that these men are got into the
boat without delay.’

“*The red coated soldiers encompassed us,
putting the points of their bayonets through
our clothing; and the corporal himsell at-
tempted to take me by the collar, but recoiled
upon seeing my fist drawn back for a blow,

** Captain Eddy looked sternly in the face of
the lieutenant. *So, sir, you are resolved ?' he
said.
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I will teach you, sir.' he added, addressing
Captain Eddy, ‘to respect an order coming
from one who bears a commission from the
King of Great Bruain,'

' No one was found in the forecastle, for the
very good reason that we were all above board.
Anid now the lieutenant proceeded to arrange
us in a rank before him, ordering up his marines
with their bayonets, to compel obedience,

*We numbered eight before the mast, all
having ‘ protections,” made out in good faith,
and supposed to cover the necessary ground,
With a strong appearance of contempt the
Briush officer went through the farce of read-
ing them. Then he tore in two my own and
those of three of my shipmates, crumpled them
in his hand, and threw them overboard.

***You four are all English,' he
is plain enough, 1¢ othing for your lying
e only to get into that
boat and return to your duty to your king and
country.’

“We refused positively.,  But what was the
refusal of fuur unarmed sailors, with the bayvo-
nets of ten marmes at their breasts, and a
twenty gun brig of war lying hardly a cable's

n are my neighbors

when at home. They are true born Americans,

‘0 Yes," replied the officer ; *and [ wish you
to understand it. 1 have the power to take
these subjects of the king, and that power 1
shall use,’

“*Very well,’ returned the captain; *1 am
helpless to resist.  But, sir, if you can take my
men, you can take my vessel. Here, on the
spot, T surrender the ship Rebecea to Captain
Diowns of His Hritannic Majesty's brig Falkirk !
When you brace [orward 1 Il follow you.
Vou will probably outsail me, but, in that event,
I <hall make for the first English port, deliver-
ing up my ship as a prize captured upon the
high seas by His Majesty’s cruiser, I will test
this matter of impressment to the very bottos
and, if Captain Downs shall be found will
d a trial upon the question in the courts
and, he may rest assured that [ shail be

*Such a declaration woula have been as-
tounding to the British lieutenant could he
have believed the American shipmaster in ear-
but as it was he rep mply by some
n to ‘' Yankee insolence,' and repeated
command Lo the corporal to bundle us into
the boat.

' A semicircle of bayvonets fairly pushed us
to the gangway, and, though we turned desper-
ately upon the sharp steel, it was only Lo Teceive
wounds which, if not deep, were at Jeast pain-
ful.
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‘* Captain Eddy, forcing his way between the
soldiers and ourselves, shook hands with us
heartily before we went down our good ship's
side into the English boat.

*** Don't be down hearted, my good lads,” he
said ; * I'll see you through. This matter isn't
to stop here! If they take you, they take me.
And remember,’ he added, with emphasis, *that
even English law does not sustain this thing.
The officer at my elbow knows this as well as |
do. Or at least if you do not, sir,” he coatin-
ued, addressing the lieutenant, ‘ you are igno-
rant of the laws of your own country.’

** No sooner had we reached the Falkirk's
deck than the order was given to brace forward.
and shrilly repeated by the boatswain's whistle.
This whistle had for us a most depressing
sound, and 1 have never heard one since with-
out a kind of sad feeling at my heart. It
seemed, beyond all else, to tell us where we
were. Every command on board a man of
war, as you may have heard, is first given in
words and then emphasized by the pipe.

** With a large number of hands at the after
braces the yards were swung around till the

sails were filled and the brig gathered
headway. All except ourselves were for
the moment busy, but we, who had
as yet no stations allotted to us, stood
looking on. Our eyes were directed to
ward the Rebecca, and we saw also her
main yard swing around in the same
manner. But, instead of standing upon
her original course, she followed straight
after the Falkirk.

**We had seen Captain Eddy himself,
utting all his strength upon the main
race, to assist his sorely diminished

crew in hauling the yard around ; and
now we perceived him at the huge tack
of the mainsail—his own head and those
of his few men being in plain view above
th: bulwarks, as *a long pull, and a
strong pull, and a pull all together ' was
given upon the heavy rope.

'* The Rebecca was by no means a dull
sailing ship, and she was now walking
right along. It was not 1o be expected,
hu_wev:r. that she could keep up with a
brig of war; and of course the Falkirk
dropped her somewhat astern, although
the difference in speed was much less
than would have been looked for.

*On the following night it was almost
calm, The Rebecca, however, fell upon
a stronger current of air than ourselves,
and in the morning was found to have
gol ahead of us.

** For three days, with intervals of
light breezes, calms, and fogs, we con-
tinued near the * Chops of the Channel,’
the vessels changing, more or less, their
relative positions with the unsteady pufis
of air, yet never getting very far from
each other. And all this time Captain
Downs seemed in a state of irritation.

**On the evening of the third day we
were once more decidedly ahead, and be-
fore morning saw the steady beacon from
the lighthouse on the western end of the
Isle of Wight. We were nearing the
great naval anchorage at Spithead, be-
tween the island and the main land,
where the harbor of Portsmouth is situ-
ated,

‘* As the day broke, a ship was observed
off our quarter. Lighter and lighter
grew the sky, and more and more famil-
1ar the appearance of the accompanying
vessel,

***Confound the miserable Yankee 1’
cried Captain Downs at last, out of all
patience, and grown terribly nervous
with his three or four days of suspense.
*Can it be possible that he really means
to follow me into po Fd no idea the
fellow would carry his Contemptible folly
to this extent "

**He had, indeed, good reason to feel
disturbed ; for there, before his eyes, and
not two miles off, was the Rebecca, bear-
ing straight up for Spithead.

** No doubt he thought of the Board
of Admiralty, the Court of the King's

Hench, the interminable discussions in parlia-
ment, and all the wearving complicatiors, both
national and international, which this vexatious
natterinvolved. Upon his own side, he might
plead the immemorial custom ; but would he
not be confronted with that great principle of
English law which is the guarantee of personal
liberty ?

“ Suddenly Captain Downs stopped in his
fidgety walk.

*** Lieutenant Vane, he said, * see the brig
brought to the wind, and the main vard laid
aback !'
soon the Falkirk was lying mot.onless.
Now," continued the captain, *see the cut-
ter called away.  Put those four Yankees into
her, and send them aboard their ship!’ Then
with a sorry attempt to cover his mortification,
he added : * Possibly there has been some mis-
take, At all events the fellow has followed me
long enough to deserve something at my hands,
and he is welcome to the lubbering scoundrels !

“ In filteen minutes we were on the Rebecca’s
deck. As we climbed over the ship's rail, Cap-
tain Eddy seemed as much rejoiced as our
selves. Home and happiness were before us,
and in a few weeks we reached the United
States, there to relate to wondering ears our
four days' experience as impressed sailors, and
tell every one how much we owed to a captain
who had proved himself such a friend in need.”
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TAKE N0 THOUGHT.
BY J. GAV.

Wiy lose we life in anxious cares
To lay in hoards for future years ?
Can these, when tortured by disease,
Cheer our sick hearts or purchase ease ?
Can these prolong our gasp of breath,
Or calm the troubled hour of death?

4o+ — ——
[ This story commenced in No. 296.]

I’he Liest Race,

AND

THE UNKNOWN RIVER,
A STORY OF CENTRAL AFRICA.
By DAVID KER,
Author of ** Drowned Gold,” etc.

CHAPTER XL
AN ANCIENT MAP.

TANLEY, the doctor, and Mr. Goodman
were amazed beyond measure to see that
the chief’s fetich was a parchment map
of Africa, bearing the date of 1573.

Even in the first shock of this
discovery, however, the habitual
caution learned in their dealings
with the natives warned all three
to curb their emotions before the
chief, who had luckily mistaken
their excitement for admiration,
and looked greatly flattered there-
by. Assuming an air of indiffer-
ence, they began to inspect the
mysterious map.

Rudely drawn as it was with
simple pea and ink, it had evi-
dently been a work of time and
labor, and probably represented
the discoveries of some early Por-
tuguese explorer, for not only
were all the names Portuguese,
but in one corner was a partly
effaced note in the same language,
stating that the map was made by
Dr. John Nunez, by order of the
noble gentleman Dom Michael da
Silva, A. D. 1573.

As is usual in old fashioned
maps, licns, elephants, giraffes,
etc., were roughly sketched over
the districts frequented by them,
and the map bristled with such
notes  as “*Gold said to exist
here,” **Sandy wastes inhabited
by monsters,” ** Pool believed to
be unfathomable.” But the vast
curving line of the Congo was
drawn exactly as Stanley’s discov-
ery had placed it, marked through-
out as the ‘‘ Congo or Zahir,”
and the great central lakes were
pretty accurately delineated.

“T won it in battle,” said the
chief, proudly, ‘from a white
warrior with woolly hair.”

Stanley looked at Dr. Hard-
head. Dr. Hardhead looked no-
where in particular.

‘“One of the White Africans
who ‘don’t exist,’ I suppose”
said the great leader, dryly.
“Well, it's rather hard that I
should just have been doing over
again what was done three hun-
dred years ago; but, anyhow, we
must have this map.”

“You won't take it from him
by force, surely 2" ggid Mr. Good-
m

an.
“Not I; but fair exchange is
no robbery. Wait a moment.”

He went into the house, and
came back again almost immedi-
ately, carrying in his hand one of
the new colored maps of Africa
published by the International
Association.

“Your fetich is good, my
brother,"” said he to the chief, ** but it is grow-
ing old and weak now, and will soon lose its
strength. Here is a new fetich of the same sort,
as you see, a better and stronger one, which I
will give you instead.”

The chief, who had a true African love of
bright color, agreed to the exchange the mo-
ment he was satisfied that the two fetiches had
the same marks, and the priceless map passed
into Stanley’s possession.

CHAPTER XII
AMONG BLACK KINGS,

E will continue our narrative in the
words of Charlie Thorne himself, by
giving a letter which he wrote to Fred
Wentworth, an old schoolfeliow of

his, from Stanley Pool and Rubunga on the
Upper Congo. He arrived at these places some
weeks after the events last narrated, Stanley
having taken the boys with him on his journey
of exploration.

“ STANLEY PooL, May 25.

“* DEAR FRED—Since I wrote from Vivi
got your jolly long letter of March 1, which I
ought to have answered before, only we've all
been so awfully busy.

‘‘It’s great fun being here, though, for all
that. Do you remember how we used to read
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Livingstone's travels at night in the winter
term, and talk about how we'd go to Africa
some day, and shoot elephants, and make friends
with black kings, and discover unknown rivers,
and all that? Well, I've had a pretty good
taste of that sort of thing already. I've had a
shot at an elephant, and hit it too, although it
was Uncle Robert that brought it down. I've
dined with half a dozen black kings (one of
whom gave me his knife in exchange for a red
cotton handkerchief), and shaken hands with
enough black queens to filla museum. I've had
a whole village crowding round me while I
opened my watch and held it up for them to
look at; and, as for unknown rivers, if I don't
have a try at that one that Stanley and the
doctor are always fighting about, my name's not
Charlie Thorne.

‘“ By the by, that Unknown River's one of
the things that’s brought us up here just now.
We're not regularly exploring it yet (I only just
wish we were ) but we're getting everything in
trim to explore it the next time we come this
way. You see, Stanley takes a trip up the
Congo every now and then to see that the dif-
ferent stations are getting on all right, and
whether the native chiefs are behaving them-
selves, and all that. So this time we're going

to kill two birds with one stone, by making
friends with the niggers at the mouth of the

¢ the place where you've got to do all your nav-
igation by land.’

‘“Well, the idea is to bridge over this awk-
ward part by making a railroad along the bank.
Some say the north bank’s the best for it, some
say the south ; and some say a railroad will cost
too much to pay its own expenses, and that
the best plan's to make a road and start ox
wagons on it, same as the Dutchmen in South
Africa. But, as I've told you, nothing’s settled

yet.

*“It's high time that something was settled,
however, for it is fearfully bad traveling be-
tween here and Vivi. Down in the hollows you
have the wild grass three or four feet above
your head, and so twisted and tangled that you
might as well try to walk through a brush
fence ; and every stem and blade's as wet as it
can be, so that you get a shower bath at every
step. Then there’s not a breath of fresh air to
be had for love or money, but it's all a damp,
sticky, choky, steaming kind of heat, that
makes you as limp as a wet rag. First thing
you know, your helmet’s knocked over your
eyes, and then a coil of grass catches you under
the chin and nearly jerﬂ your head off ; and
then half a dozen prickly burrs get down your
back, and touch you up till you almost jump
out of your skin; and just as you're going to put
your foot down, you hear a hiss like an upset

-tion.
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‘“Dr. Hardhead, as usual, wanted to go
poking about along the shore, to see if ge
couldn’t find some three eyed monkey or two
headed boa constrictor. So he got into one of
the canoes, and I went with him to see what
was to be seen, and Uucle Robert went too ;
and we pushed up stream ahead of the launch,
which had halted a little way below. But the
only outlandish thing we saw was a brace of
birds that the doctor brought down with his
double barrel, saying they were ducks; and
sure enough they did look like it, only they'd
been sitting right up in the top of a big tree,
and I never saw ducks living in trees before.

‘“But just as we'd got well out into the
stream again, and were working across to meet
the launch as she came up, our niggers suddenly
began pulling away as if they’d gone mad,
keeping time to every stroke with a screech like
fifty scalded {:arrnls all singing out at once. I
couldn’t think what was up, for there was no
sign of anything wrong, except perhaps three
or four little whiffs of slate colored cloud far
away in the distance.

‘* But the way those clouds spread was a cau-
In two minutes all that part of the sky
was as black as a boot, and all at once there
came a roar of wind and a hiss of rain, and 1
was knocked down into the bottom of the boat,
and the doctor tumbled over me, and Uncle
Robert tumbled over him, and the
niggers fell atop of us all; and
everybody was everywhere, and
nobody where he ought to be;
and the boat was tossed and
banged about like a tennis ball,
and the rain poured in from above,
and the water poured in from be-
low, till we were all as wet as
sops ; and we had a hard time to
get on board the launch again.

“ On the march from Manyan-
ga to Leopoldville (the station at
the entrance of Stanley Pool,
named after King Leopold of Bel-
gium), we dropped in upon Lu-
tété, a big chief who lives about
eight miles back from the river,
on the native road down to the
coast. When we went up to his
house—one of those long, low,
grass roofed affairs with a porch
in front—there was the usual
chorus of ‘Mboté,” which is a
regular maid of all work in this
language, meaning ‘ All right,’
*Good morning,’and pretty nearly
anything else you like. The first
thing I saw inside was a portrait
of the Prince of Wales out of an
illustrated paper, stuck up against
the wall for a fetich! The chief
(a great hulking fellow whom I'd
sooner shake hands with than
fight) hallooed to his slaves to
bring some ‘devil water.’ I
thought he must mean poison,
and was just wondering what I
should do if he invited us to drink
his health in prussic acid or cor-
rosive sublimate, when in came
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Aruwimi (that's the one that Stanley says is the
same as the Unknown River, though the doctor
declares that it's not) and getting them to be
ready to help on our expedition when it does
come on, and have plenty of food for it, and all
that sort of thing. We're going to pass a whole
lot of the places that Stanley talks about in
* The Dark Continent,” and won't it just be fun
seeing them all, and hearing him tell about
what he did there when he fought his way
down the river in'77! I only wish I'd been
with him then—don’t you ?

“You asked me about this Congo railway
business.  Well, there is nothing actually done
yet. but I can tell you what we're thinking of
doing. You see, the Congo's something like
an hour glass—two broad bits and a narrow bit
between.  You can get over the 110 miles from
the sea to Vivi well enough in a small steamer ;
and then again above Stanley Pool (which is
235 miies beyond Vivi) the river’s all plain sail-
ing for 1000 miles and more. But the hitch
comes in between Vivi and Stanley Pool, where
the river's jammed up in a rocky gorge about
ten cizes too small for it. So then, of course,
not having room to stretch itself properly, it
begins to boil, and roar, and kick about, mak-
ing all navigation stark impossible ; and that,
you see, is the bad bit that has to be skipped
somehow, or, as Pat O’Connor said yesterday,

kettle, and up jumps a thundering big snake as
long as a coach whip, all ready to fly at you ;
and of course you feel very comfortable and
happy, and just in trim to enjoy yourself.

*“ All at once you come out upon a bit of ris-
ing ground, where the grass is short ; and you
begin to brighten up a bit, and to think that
your troubles are over. But are they, though ?
Directly you get to the top of it—all in a rous-
ing perspiration, of course—a sharp wind
catches you and chills you through and through ;
and then, before you can say * Jack Robinson,"
you find your teeth rattling like a box of domi-
noes, and there you are, in for a good bout of
African fever!

‘“That's the sort of fun that our overland
journey was between Vivi and Stanley Pool ;
and the spell of boating that came in the middle
of it, where the Congo’s navigable for 88 miles
between the two sets of cataracts, wasn't much
better. Our little steam launch of 35 tons was
a daisy, and took the water like a duck ; but
working up against the current of the Congo,
which runs six knots an hour if it runs an inch,
is as bad as shoving a cart up hill, especially
when you have a lot of canoes in tow, as we
had. It took us a long time to do that little
distance, and we didn’t get through it without
an adventure which I, for one, shall not forget
in a hurry.

four or five bottles of soda water,
which he uncocked himself, grin-
ning at the bang of the corks like
a small boy letting off a cracker.
Then he gave us some queer look-
ing stuff called ‘kikwanga,’ a
sort of sour dough made of
pounded manioc root, which
tasted like new bread soaked in
beer ; but it wasn't so bad when
you got used to it.

‘* But I should never be done if
1 were to tell you all the queer
things that we saw. One of the
best sights was a big waterfall
(which looked at a distance just
like a great white sheet spread
out among the dark green trees),
made by the Edwin Arnold River
dashing down into the Congo.

‘“ At another place I found a
rope of twisted grass stretched be-
tween two poles, with three or
four net work bags like butterfly
nets hanging from it ; and the niggers told us
that these were traps to catch bats, and that
they'd just been eating a lot which were caught
during the night. They offered me a bit of one
to taste, but I didn't care to try it—it seemed too
much like eating an umbrella.

““Ican tell you I wasn't sorry to get to Leo-
poldville, where we are now, in mighty snug
quarters. You can't think how jolly it is to sit
out here on the veranda over your early tea and
biscuit and bananas, in the cool morning air,
with the whole country spread out before you
like a map. Right across the river—which
comes down here among the islets as if it would
sweep the whole place away—you see a few
huts peeping out from among the great broad
banana leaves, with a thick black mass of forest
behind ; and that's Brazzaville, a French settle-
ment. Down to the water’s eage frcm our
block house on the hill, after you pass the row
of clay huts where the natives live, it's al! ba-
nanas and vegetables of all sorts, so thick that
you can hardly see the path leading down to
the little creek where our other steam launch
lies. Away to the right is Stanley Pool (which
is just a big bulge of the Congo, sixteen miles
broad) like a looking glass in a frame of carved
oak. The air's so clear that it seems as if vou
could throw a stone among the trees of the
islands in the middle of the Pool, and you can
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see as plain as print the great white wall of
Dover Cliffs standing out aiong one side of it,
and Stanley Hills rolled up like a huge dark
wave on the other,

‘T almost forgot to tell you, by the by, what
a queer fashion of trading they have here.
Money's not a bit of use, and, instead of pounds
or dollars, they talk of a thing being worth so
many brass rods, or so many cloths. At Vivi
and lIsangila the currency's red handkerchiefs,
striped cloths, and brass tacks. Blue beads are
all the go in Manyanga, while here at Stanley
Pool nothing will do but brass rods. The
bother of it is that a kind of bead or rod which
is worth any money in one village may be no
good at all in another only a few miles off ; and
if you haven't got just what the fellows want,
they'll see you hanged (or rather starved) before
they'll sell you so much as a banana.”

¢ RUBUNGA, June 19.

‘‘T've been in a regular battle at last. After
leaving Stanley Pool, we got on all right till we
came to Equatorville, one of anley’s new
stations, It's a snug little place, close to the
mouth of the lkelemba River (which is 1000
yards wide where it goes into the Congo), and
just on the equator. 1 asked Pat to come out
and try if he could jump over the Line, but the
old boy wasn’t to be caught; for he remem-
bered how, on the voyage here from England,
one of the officers made him look through a
telescope with a horse hair stretched across it,
and told him that was the Line.

**The head of the station gave us a rattling
good dinner, mostly stuff brought in by the
natives, for the station itself don't produce
much yet, although there's any amount of cof-
fee growing wild all roundit. And then he
drank our healths, and we drank his, and there
was a whole lot of singing and speechifying and
telling of stories, and altogether we were as jolly
as sandboys.

** The next morning, just as we were going to
start, a canoe was seen coming across the river,
and who should be in her but Tiago Valde
that friendly Portuguese trader whom we used
to see at Vivi, and who helped Stanley to drive
away those slave hunters. He seemed pleased
to meet us, and gave me a native armlet, and
old Pat a colored scarf that made him look as
grand as a peacoc full feather ; and he asked
would we take him with us up the river, because
he'd sent off nearly all his men with the goods
that he'd been buying, and he was afraid of be-
ing attacked if he ventured past the higher vil-
lages with only one canoe. So we agreed at
once, and he came aboard the launch, while his
boat was taken in tow with the rest.

“ When we came to the Bangala country, our
old hunter, Nkosi (who's a very big swell among
them. you know), had quite a public reception.
The moment the fellows caught sight of him,
they swarmed down to the bank and crowded
round him like reporters intesviewing the mur-
derer of the season. Such a lot of them came
on board the launch that things began to look
rather nasty, for they and our niggers were none
too fond of each other, and if they got up a free
ficht among themselves, we should stand a good
chance of being polished off in the scrimmage.
So our engineer suddenly blew off steam with a
scream and a roar that frightened the beggars
out of their seven senses ; and the sight of them
flopping overboard like frogs, and swimming
ashore for the bare life, was enough to make a
cat laugh.

** After that everything went on swimmingly
for a bit, except that now the river was all full
of wooded islands, the same among which Stan-
ley had such a tough time in '77; and when we
got in among 'em, we were pitched into by
about fifty million mosquitoes, and pretty
nearly as many gadflies. If they had all been
of one mind, they might have flown away with
us bodily, boats and all ; and even as it was,
poor Uncle Robert's face looked like a map of
Switzerland with the mountains in raised scale.

“*We got past the mouth of the Sankuru all
right; but when we were about half way be-
tween it and the Ukéré, our stores began to run
short, for Valdez and his eight men hadn't
brought much food with them, and had brought
nine uncommonly good appetites. So we de-
cided to land at the first big village we came to,
and try if we could get some grub from the
natives,

“Well, that very afternoon we came to a
little creek, along the inner side of which lay a
patch of cleared ground covered with young
bananas—a sure sign in these parts that there's
a village not far off. So we ran the launch
and canoes into the creek, and Stanley jumped
ashore,

‘1 haven't landed here before,” he said,
tand I don’t know whether the natives are
friendly or not, so it'll be better for only three
or four of usto land; for if they see a crowd
coming, they'll think we mean o fight them,
and either run away or attack us at once. Mr.
Goodman, and you, Senhor Valdez, 1 shall
want you.  Ankoli and Gobilo ' (these were two
of his black boatmen) *had better come too.
Dr. Hardhead, you will take charge of the boats
in my absence. Charlie, I'm sorry I can't let
you go, but it wouldn’t do; you remain here.’

“ And away he went, as cool as a cucumber,
with only four men to back him against a whole
Lribe. just as he did at Bumbireh,

*The moment he was gone, up jumped Dr,
Hardhead in a thundering rage.

“ 1 won't be treated hike a child in this way !
rew and perfectly undescribed com-
monity African aborigines, and I'm not to be
allowed even to look at them ! I won't stand
1t—1 shall go ashore
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“ That spoiled all. I was half mad already
at having to stay behind, like a sneak, when
there was likely to be a fight. And when I saw
the doctor jump ashore, I forgot everything—
forgot Stanley's orders—forgot that he'd said he
could Zrust me—forgot even (more shame for
me !) that I'd get poor Pat, who went wherever
1 went, into a scrape. Before you could say
¢ Jack Robinson,' we were both at the doctor’s
heels.

** The road to the village wasn't hard to find,
for the bananas grew so thick that the only pos-
sible way through them was a narrow, winding
footpath hardly wide enough for ane at a time :
and it seemed just like old Hawkeye and his
chum, Chingachgook, in Fenimore Cooper, fol-
lowing a Mingo trail through the forest. The
great leaves rose high overhead on each side,
and the ground was so muddy and slippery that
we had tough work to keep from tumbling on
our noses at every step ; and altogether it wasn't
at all the sort of place where you'd like to be
attacked, although it was just the very place
where somebody else would like to attack you,

““All at once we came to the edge of a big
clearing, in the middle of which stood the little
thatched huts of the village, dotted up and down
like chess men. Stanley and his men wereabout
half way batween them and us, holding up beads
and cloths to show that they wanted to trade;
and in front of the nearest hut stood ten or
twelve niggers, while a lot more were dodging
in and out among the houses like rabbits.

““1 saw directly that there was going to be a
row. Instead of coming forward to meet us,
the niggers stood sulkily together, handling
their bows and spears in a very ugly way ; while
the fellows behind the huts kept giving a nasty
snarling cry, just likea dog when he means mis-
chief,

**Sudden'y Stanley laid down his gun, and
went forward several paces by himself, right
towards these savage brutes, who might shoot
him dead at any minute, and held out his hand,
and said, ‘Sennenneh’ (Peace). It was the
pluckiest thing I ever saw, and I can tell you 1
held my breath as he did it, expecting every
minute to see half a dozen arrows go plumb
into hir,

“The niggers seemed puzzied, and began
jawing away among themselves, and then one
great hulking beggar, with a face just like a
black mask that somebody had sat down upon,
stepped forward and said (of course 1 didn’t
understand him at the time, but I had it all
translated to me afterwards)—

**Give us back our brothers, and we will

make peace.’
Stanley seemed to know the language in
which he spoke, and asked what he meant ;
and then began a long palaver, with enough
grinning, chattering, and making of faces for a
monkey or a Frenchman. But it all came to
this, that some time ago a Mundelé (white man)
[*One like this Mundelé here,’ said the chief,
pointing to our Portuguese] had bought a dead
body from them—some Portuguese doctor, 1
suppose, in want of a * subject’ for dissection,
Soon after that a lot of their people had died
suddenly, both men and women; and these
donkeys had actually got it into their heads
that the white men had killed them by magic,
meaning to buy their bodies too, and then
bring ’em to life again, and make slaves of
them! We, being white men too, were of
course supposed to know all about it ; and if we
didn't bring their dead chums to life again
pretty quick, they'd give it us hot ! *Them was
their sentiments,” as Artemus Ward says.

““Stanley tried to talk to 'em, but it wasn't a
bit of use.  The howlingand snarling kept get-
ting louder and louder, and men began to come
sneaking out from behind the houses with spears
and knives, seemingly egging each other on to
rush at us.

“Just then I missed Dr. Hardhead, and
where should he be but down on all fours under
a tree midway between the village and the edge
of the thicket, grubbing away at some rare
plants that he'd espied there, The niggers
(thinking he was digging up a body, 1 suppose)
gave a horrible shriek, and whiz went a couple
of arrows into the trunk within a foot of his
nose. He jumped up pretty lively, but only
just in time, for the next moment they came
down upon us like a wave. .

““Pat and I were at Stanley's side in a second.
Several arrows whizzed past us, and we were
just waiting for the word to fire, when the doc-
tor, who was running towards us with half a
dozen of them at his heels, suddenly set up a
yell fit to raise the dead, shot the nearest nig-
ger dead on the spot, and then flew in among
them with his clubbed rifie like a madman. We
certainly thought he was one, but anyhow we
had to back him up, so in we went too, and for
about two minutes 1 was slashing and hacking
away at everythirg human within reach, won-
dering all the while how it would feel to be
killed, and how long it would last.  Pat, hav-
ing shot a fellow through the arm, went in with
his kuife ; but the doctor, right in the thick of
the fight, threw himself on his knees, and
snatched up something as if it had been the
Koh-i-Noor diamond ; and what was this but
one of those blessed plants that he'd dropped
in running, and charged in among the enemy
single handed to pick up.

** Luckily for us, our men heard the firing,
and came to see what wasup.  Atsight of them
the niggers turned tail, and we got back to the
boats all right.  Curiously enough, the doctor,
though he'd killed one man, and knocked down
seven more, hadn't a scratch ; but Stanley got
a dab with a spear in the shoulder, the Portu-

guese a cut on the arm, and Pat and I one or
two licks that we could very well have done
without.

‘‘Stanley and D.. Hardhead went down to
the launch together, and I could see by the doc-
tor's look that he had been getting sat upon
pretty heavily. I was rather in a stew, think-
ing it would be my turn next ; but Stanley only
gave me a look that seemed to go right through
me and out at the other side, and said, very
quietly, but in a tone that regularly stung me
all over—

‘¢ Can't you obey orders yet ?’

““1 must break off now, for there's a messen-
ger going down the river this evening, and he'll
take this along with him. We're going to stay
some time at Rubunga, so I'll have time to take
notes for my next letter. Good by, old chap,

** C. THORNE,”

CHAPTER XIIL
MIDNIGHT TREACHERY,

* RS this the Unknown River that ye wor
spakin’ of, Masther Charlie ? "
“It's an unknown river, Pat, but I'm
afraid it's not #/4e one ; we'll have to go
a good way farther up the Congo for that. 1
say, isn't it lucky we thought of roosting here
instead of on the bank ? It's twice as cool as it
would be ashore, and this breeze keeps off the
mosquitoes,”

A good deal had happened since the arrival
of the expedition at Rubunga, chronicled by
Charlie at the close of his letter. They had
taken in abundant supplies there, as well as sev-
eral experienced boatmen, and were pursuing
their voyage up the Congo prosperously enough,
when one morning it was suddenly discovered
that something had gone wrong with the ma-
chinery of the steam launch.

This was a serious disaster, the towing of the
canoes up the river being thus completely
stopped for the time being; and Stanley de-
cided upon halting at the nearest village until
the damage was repaired, and superintending
the work himself. But. that the time might
not be wholly lost, he sent a party, under Nko-
si's command, to explore a small river that fell
into the Congo a few miles higher up on the
right or northern side.

In thus dividing his force, Stanley took care
to keep with him the mutinous Dr. Hardhead,
whose flat disobedience of orders at the village
where they had had their skirmish was not to
be easily forgotten. Mr. Goodman, however,
got leave to accompany the explorers, and the
two boys were allowed to go with him, no
danger being anticipated. Valdez, the Portu-
guese trader, was also of the party, declaring
that he could not think of losing such a capital
chance of establishing trading relations in a
new place.

The work of paddling the canoes against the
strong current of the Congo seemed laborious
enough, after being towed so far; but, once
out of the main stream into the smaller river,
they went along e enough, and had al-
ready ascended several miles, when they were
suddenly brought to a standstull by a formid-
able rapid, almost considerable enough to be
called a waterfall. The labor of dr ¢ging the
heavy boats overland round this obstruction
consumed the greater part of the Zay, and it
was nightfall when they encamped, about a
mile above the rapids, on' a low wooded prom-
ontory that offered some shelter to the canoes,
in one of which Pat and Charlie were now
holding their whispered talk.

**What a place this would be,” said Thorne,
peering out over the shadowy river, ** for that
skeleton chief of ours (the fellow who came to
us at Vivi, you know, with that queer map of
Africa round his neck) to come stalking alony
the bank like a ghost ! I should almost take
him for Death himself.”

*“ Thrue for ye, Masther Charlie ; it's himsilf
that cud make an illigant suit o’ clothes out of
a wather pipe. But I'll tell ye who 1 wouldn't
like to see here—that naygur they call
‘ Mbazu.""

** Mbazu ! cried Thorne ; I would sooner
meet a hungry lion, if all's true that they say of
him. Do you remember those fellows telling us
how he set fire to a village with all the folks
cooped up inside; and when some of them
broke their way out, he and his men forked 'em
back into the fire with spears

**And how he sthrapped a livin' man hard
and fast to a dead one, and sint thim floating
down the river for the crocodiles to ate.”

** He must be a nice young man for a small
tea party, and no mistake,” said Charhe ; ** but
it's one comfort that there’s no chance of meet-
ing him zere,”

And then they both fell asleep.

But just about midnight Cha awoke with
a start, oppressed by that strange, indefinable
feeling of something evil hanging over him,
which every one has felt, but which no one can
describe.  Then his heart seemed to stand still
as he heard a voice say in Portuguese, appar-
ently only a few yards away from him :

** Have your men ready, then, to surprise the
camp tomorrow night.  There are several men
in our party who will be worth a good deal as
slaves ; but you'll have to kill the Padre (priest)
Goodman, for he'll never be taken alive. As
for these two white boys, I know that Bula
Matari would pay a high ransom for them, and
if they can be carried off without suspicion,
we'll divide the ransom by and by, when all's
quict again.”

The speaker was their fathsul friemd \al-
dez, the Portuguese trader !
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For a moment Thorne felt absolutely stunned.
The treachery of this man, whom they had all
trusted like a brother, was so frightful, so un-
expected, and so awfully near its full accom-
plishment, that our hero, thus suddenly brought
face to face with it, felt himself as lost and
helpless as a terrified child. But he instantly
remembered that his only chance of saving, not
merely himself, but all his companions, was to
keep cool and find out all he could. Keeping
himself down inside the canoe as much as
possible, he held his breath to listen.

¢ I carry dem off, anyhow," rejoined another
voice in broken Portuguese, in tones like the
low growl of a bear. ‘' Bula Matari great
chief, but I no fear him. He no pay big ran-
som, no get back white boy so easy, once dey
prisoner to Mbazu,"”

Mbazu:

Brave as our hero was, this second shock,
coming so quickly after the first, almost over-

wered him. Indeed, the sudden discovery
that this bloodthirsty monster, whose savage
deeds were the terror of the whole Upper
Congo, was actually within arm's length at that
moment, and that they were being betrayed
into his hands by the very man whom they had
hitherto regarded as their trustiest comrade,
might well have unstrung the nerves of any
man, much more those of an untried boy.

Just then—as if to heighten the horror of
this dreadful crisis to the utmost—Charlie felt
his sleeping foster brother beginning to stir, at
the very instant when a single incautious move-
ment might betray their presence to these
merciless enemies, who would undoubtedly kill
them both on the spot.

‘There was only one thing to be done, and
Charlie did it. Quick as lightning, he clapped
his hand on Pat's mouth as he lay in the bot-
tom of the canoe, so as to stop any sudden
outcry, whispering in his ear at the same mo-
ment :

‘* Danger! Lie still!”

O'Connor did not understand in the least;
but it was quite enough for 4/ that ** Masther
Charlie,” at whose bidding he would have
jumped head foremost into the Congo without
the slightest hesitation, wished him to lie still
for some reason or other. He remained as
motionless as a statue, and Thorne once more
bent all his attention upon the talk of the plot-
ters.

He could only catch a part of what was said,
for they spoke in subduved tones, and Mbazu's
Portuguese was so broken and barbarous as
to be hardly intelligible ; but he heard enough
to unfold a tale of treachery, falsehood and
cruelty, which made his blood run coid.

He learned that for more than two years
past Valdez had been availing himself of
Stanley's confidence and protection to practi
his occupation as a spy, and that while passing
up and down the river as if for purposes of
trade, he had in reality been noting the situa-
tion of the various native villages, the nvmber
of men and women in each who might be
worth seizing as slaves, the position of those
settlements which could be most easily attacked,
and the best way of attacking them. In a
word, he had been the jackal of Mbazu's mur-
derous raids, and had shared the latter's booty
in true jackal fashion.

More than once Thorne's indignation yose so
high at these multiplied atrocities, that he could
hardly keep from springing up and shooting the
villain dead on the spot.  But even if he
killed Valdez, Mbazu would escape ; and he re-
solved, if possible, to trap them both.

The moon had now risen, and a sudden
stream of light fell over the bank and the
thicket that fringed it, bringing plainly to view
the figures of the two conspirators. Charlie
cautiously raised his eye above the gunwale of
the boat, feeling a certain b h curiosity, even
in that deadly peril, to see w the redoubtable
** Fire King " was really like.

Mbazu's giant frame and brawny limbs cer-
tainly bore out the amazing feats of strength
and daring ascribed to him by native tradition,
but his face was hideous 1o the last degree. A
skull as flat as a monkey's, slanting away in
front while protruding enormously behind;
small, deep set, rat-like eyes: a broad, flat
nose, the gaping nostrils of which were almost
as wide as the muzzle of a gun; a huge, pro-
jecting, ape-like under jaw, armed with fangs
that nught have made any wolf eavious—all
this, seen beneath the spectral moonlight, with
the ghostly shadow of the thicket for a back-
ground, gave to his whole aspect something so
unutterably brutal and ferocious, that Charlie's
horror and disgust at the thought of falling

into the hands of such a monster were intensi-
fied a thousand fold.
The plotters started as the light fell on

them, and Valdez muttered something to his
companion which sounded like a warning that
they might be seen. The Fire King seemed to
sent, and turned as if to go.
Then a wild thought flashed through Charlie's
mind. Patand he had their rifles with them—
what if they were to jump up and shoot down
the two ruffians, thus ending the difticulty once
for all > But just then the plunging of the
moon behind a’ thick cloud left everything in
darkness, while a faint rustling in the thicket
told him that the conference had broken up.

*Pat,” whispered Thorne to his foster
brother, ** Valdez 1s a traitor, in league with
Mbazu, and we must warn Uncle Robert at
once,"”

O'Connor gave a start, and incautiously
raised his head above the stern of the boat.

It was the unluckiest thing that poor Pat ever
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did in his life. Valdes, befor® following “his
comrade, hacl stopped to také one last look
around him, in order to make quite sure that
all was safe. At that very moment the moon
broke through the clouds in all her splendor,
and O'Connor's fiery red head, standing out in
bold relief against the dark side of the canoe,
was far too conspicuous an object not to be
seen and recognized at once.

For an instant the traitor stood motionless
from sheer terror. Pat, indeed, could not
have understood his talk with Mbazu ; but wher-
ever Pat was, Charlie was sure to be, and /e
(as Valdez well knew) was sufficiently familiar
with Portuguese to have followed the whole of
their conversation.

Only onze way of escape was left him now—
these boys, who had discovered his secret, must
never live to tell it. One slash of his knife
cut the mooring rope of the canoe, which in-
stantly shot away down the stream like an
arrow, straight towards the fatal rapids.

Lo s safe now,”said the ruffian, with a
fiendish laugh, as the doomed boat and its
occupants rushed headlong to destruction.

** The paddles, Pat, quick !" roared Thorne,
snatching up one of them out of the bottom
of the canoe. ** Catchhold—we'll do it yet!"

But Pat had sprung up, gun in hand, in the
stern of the boat, and shouting, ** I'll pay the
vagabone yit for that durty thrick !" fired point
blank at the figure of the Portuguese,

The flash and crack of the piece were an-
swered by a sharp cry, as the traitor fell back-
ward into the bushes. But at that instant the
canoe was dashed with a tremendous shock
against an isolated rock in mid stream, flinging

poor Pat headlong into the foaming water.
while Charlie and the boat were whirled on-
ward with terrific speed right towards the
waterfall,

(70 be continued)
o

THE CANNIBALS OF THE CONGO.
PERHAPS the most horrible practice ever de-

vised by the mind of fallen man is that of can-
nibalism, which is still firmly implanted among
many millions of the human race. Indeed, it is
today known to prevail far more widely than
was believed to be the case twenty years ago.
It was then generally supposed to be confined to
a few of the Pacific islands, but recent discov-
erers have reported that the fearful custom is
not unknown in the interior of South America,
and that it is in vogue with many numerous
and powerful tribes of equatorial Africa.

It is a striking illustration of the world’s ig-
norance for ages of the Dark Continent, re-
marks a writer in the New York Swa, that until
within the past few years we have not had the
slightest conception of the appalling extent of
cannibalism in Africa. This is because we have
until recently known nothing whatev
great Congo ')ﬂsil), to which the pract,
thropophogy in Africa is almost wholly confined.

And the facts about the Congo cannibals have
been very slow in coming to the Fght. In the
thousand or more pages of Stanley's last book
the subject is not mentioned.  The explorer was
too busy founding his twenty stations to add
fresh f;nls to the details in his ** Dark Conti- |
nent," about a practice which many of the tribes
endeavor to conceal.

The Manyema, the first cannibal tribe of the
Congo river who were made known to us, told
both Livingstone and Stanley that they did not
eat human flesh. When Stanley found at a vil-
lage above Stanley Falls hundreds of whitened |

arranged in rows around the huts, he was
were the skulls of Sokos or chimpan-
zees, and that this specigg of the ape family was
favonte food among lhxa ople.

He offered a hundred cowries for a specimen
of the Soko, dead or alive, but it was not pro-
duced.

Two of the skulls were taken to England,
where Professor Huxley pronounced them the
skulls of a woman and a man. They bore the
marks of the hatchet that gave the unfortunate
prisoners their death ; and Stanley said half the
skulls he saw were similarly marked.

The cannibals of the Congo basin undoubt-
edly number several millions of people. They
are found along the great river for a distance of |
about 1200 miles. They thickly people the
banks of several of the largest Congo tributa-
ries, and their villages are seen for hundreds of
miles both north and south of the main river.

Indeed, they are the dominating peoples in
nearly or quite one half of the Congo basin, |
and they occupy rather more than one half of |
the area of the Congo Independent Siate. It
is among these tribes, terribly degraded as they
are in one respect, yet far superior in intelli-
gence and in capacity for improvement to many
savage peoples, that traders and missionaries
and the influences of civilized government are
now pushing. Cannibalism is being attacked
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killed 10 keep. theni out of the clutches of the
cannibals,

Further up the river are the Bangala, whose

great villages are estimated by Grenfell to con-
tain 110,000 people. Though among the most
noted of Congo cannibals, they are regarded by
the officials of the Congo State as the most use-
ful, intelligent, and tractable of the natives,
and hundreds of them are in the service of the
State as soldiers, station laborers, and steam-
boat hands.
. The Bangala formerly waged incessant war
upon their neighbors to provide victims for
their funeral feasts, but under the influence of
the whites cannibalism has largely diminished
in the great tribes, and in a few years more it
will probably disappear entirely. These people,
who did their best to annihilate Stanley, and
dinned the word ‘‘meat” incessantly in the
ears of the little party as they chased them
down the river, are m:uch elated by the progress
they are making under white tuition, and_they
delight to yell ** savages, savages,” at the old
enemies they used to kill for food.

Cannibalism is found, too, both on the
northern and the southern tributaries of the
Congo. The traveler Von Francois, who ex-
plored a stream called the Tchuapa, which runs
into the great river from the south, had with
him an interpreter whose plumpness several
times nearly cost him his life. The natives’
mouths seemed to water at sight of him. Once
some presumptuous fellows surrounded the big
interpreter, pinched his arms, patted him on the
back, cried ** Meat! meat!” and begged the
whites to reward their friendship by making
them a present of the man.

One of the northern tribes is the Akkas, a
curious dwarfed race, who have learned canni-
balism from some of their neighbors. One of
them lived with Emin Pasha for years, but at
ler.gth said he must go home, he was so tired of
beef.

e —
WHAT WILD BEASTS COST.
ALTHOUGH our readers may not be thinking

of investing in a pet lion or procuring a leop-
ard to take the place of a spotted coach dog,
we think they will all be interested in knowing
how much menageries and circuses have to pay

for some of the wild beasts that form their
stock in trade.
According to the Red Bank Register, a good

male lion is worth $1,000, and a tiger $1,200;
leopards cost $350; for monkeys, from $10 up-
ward is paid, according to the species. Ordi-
nary Fast India or African monkeys are worth
about $10, and monkeys of rare species cost as
high as $30, $40 and $50 each.

The best speaking parrots are either the Afri-
can or the Mexican double yellow head. For
young birds of this species the dealers pay $10
apiece, when buying a number at a time, re-
tailing them at $15 and $20 each. The old
talking birds of this variety are worth from $s50
to $100 apiece, the price depending on the num-
ber of words the parrot can speak.
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CAUGHT ON THE FLY.
Citizax-+ Do you know anything about base-

ball 2"

Steavcer** No,sir, I do not. At least, so my
friends say.'

Cirizen—-** Then you don’'t take any interest in
the national game ?

Srrancer- ' A httle.  I'm manager of a club.”
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mits greatest stronghold by influences to which
the practice will certainly succumb in time, just |
as in many of the Pacific islands it is now
known only in the history of former days of

savagery,
There are no cannibals along the lower Congo.
but the densely wood regions between

1
Nyangwe and \l.mlv\ Falls are the homes of |
many xhuumn(h *Ah, we shall eat Wajimi
meat today,” was the cry with which the natives
sallied forth here and there to do battle with
Stanley. At Stanley Falls he sank in the river
the bodies of two of his men whom they hnd]
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That Tired Feeling

The warm weather has a debilitating effect,
especially upon those who are within doors most
of the time. The peculiar, yet common, com-
plaint known as “that tired feeling,” is the
result. This feeling can be entirely overcome by
taking Hood's Sarsaparilla, which gives new life
and strength to all the functions of the body.

“T could not sleep; had no appetite. I took
Hood’s Sarsaparilla and soon began to sleep
soundly; could get up without that tired and
languid feeling; and my appetite improved.”
R. A. BANFORD, Kent, Ohio.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Sold by all druggists. $1; six for $5.. Made
only by C. I. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar
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BOUND VOLUMES

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Two Handsome and Valuable Books.

WE have now on hand Volumes IV and V of
THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, and they are two of the
finest books in the market. They form quite a
library of themselves, so varied and attractive
are their contents. They include the following
complete serial stories :

IN THE WILDS OF NEW
BY G. M. FENN.
THE BOYS OF FARNBOROUGH
GRANGE ;
BY J. ANTHONY DICKINSON,
THE PENANG PIRATE;
BY AN OLD TAR. p
AFLOAT IN A GREAT CITY;
BY FRANE A. MUNSEY.
STRUGGLING UPWARD;
BY HORATIO ALGER, JR.
THE DORRINCOURT SCHOOL
BY BERNARD HELDMANN.
ONLY A BOY;
BY MARY A. DENISON,
NUMBER 91;
BY ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM.
THE FUGITIVES OF WYOMING ;
BY EDWARD 8. ELLIS,
THE MYSTERY OF A DIAMU
BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.
PERILS OF THE JUNG
BY LIEUT, R. H. JAYNE,
‘WHO SHALL BE THE HEIR !
BY ANNIE ASHMORE.
SCHOOL AND THE WORLD;
BY PAUL BLAKE.
TOM TRACY ; or, THE TRIALS OF A
NEW YORK NEWSBOY ;
BY ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM,
LUKE BENNETT'S HIDE OUT;
BY CAPTAIN C. B. ASHLEY.
THAT TREASURE ;
BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.
BOB BURTON ;
BY HORATIO ALGER, JR.
AKING A MAN OF HIMSELF;
BY OLIVER OPTIC,
THE CAMP IN THE MOUNTAINN:
BY EDWARD 8. ELLIS.
ALWAYS IN LUCK;
BY OLIVER OPTIC.
THE BOY BROKER ;
BY FEANK A. MUNSEY.
LITTLE NAN;
BY MARY A. DENISON.
NATURE'S YOUNG NOBLEME!
BY BROOKS MCCORMICK.
PIRATE ISLAND:
BY HARRY COLLINGWOOD,
THE LAST WAR TRAIL;
BY EDWARD 8, ELLIS,
NED NEWTON ;or, THE ADV
OF

MEXICO;

INTURKS
A NEW YORK BOOTBLACK ;
BY ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM.
THE YOUNG ACROBAT;
BY HORATIO ALGER, JR.
DICK BROADHEAD ;
BY P. T. BARNUM,
IN SOUTHERN SEAS;
BY FRANK H. CONVERSE,
CAMP BLUNDER:
BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.
THE HAUNTED ENGINE
BY EDWARD 8. ELLIS.
ERS OF MINTURNE CREEK ;
BY JOHN C. HUTCHESON.
THE YOUNG PILOT OF LAKE MON-
TOB

1K

BY OLIVER OPTIC.
DROWNED GOLD;
BY DAVID KER.
ERIC DANE
BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.

Besides these serials, each of which would
sell in book form at $1.25, or $43.75 for the
35 stories, these volumes comprise over two
hundred short stories, a hundred biographical
sketches of eminent men, and a great quantity
of interesting and instructive articles and short
matter. They contain over five hundred fine
illustrations, and are strongly and handsomely
bound in cloth, with leather back and corners,
and gold lettering. -

Volume 1V is a large book of 416 pages, and
costs $3. Volume V is twice as large, contain-
ing 832 pages, and its price is $4, expressage to
be paid by receiver.

Ask your newsdealer to get these volumes ; or
they will be sent at once on receipt of the price
by FRANK A, MUNSEY

81 Warren St., New York.
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RECALLED TO HIMSELF.

A STRANGE, TRUE TALE OF THE SEA.

FacT not infrequently outrivals fiction in the
strangeness of certain mysteries that seem des-
tined to remain forever unsolved. In an edi-
torial headed ** Secrets of the Sea,” the New
York Tribune lately included an account of an
ocean puzzle to which no key has as yet been
given :

A vessel several years ago was found drifting
with all sail set and not a soul on board. All
her boats were on the davits, the materials for
a meal were in the galley coppers, the chro-
nometers, compasses, charts, and instruments
were in the cabin, but no ship's papers. The
name on the stern was painted out; nothing
had been left by which to identify her.

Yet all these precautions had been taken de-
liberately, while the final evacuation seemed to
have been effected with a suddenness suggest-
ing mortal panic. The men's things were all
in the topgallant forecastle ; the captain’s and
officers’ effects were all in lhelr respective cabins
under the poop. The whole appearance of the
vessel indicated that her people had left on the |
spur of the moment, driven by some overmas-
tering impulse or fear.

She had encountered no bad weather since
the desertion. Her yards were braced up as
for a trade wind, and there was no disorder on
her decks or down below. No line of writing
was found to give a clew to this dark secret of
the sea, and to this day it has remained an in-
“oluble’ puzzle to every seamaii acquainted with
the facts.

It should be added that she was not leaking,
nor were her spars sprung or strained, and no
reason could be perceived in anything about her
for the disappearance of her crew and officers.

— e
A PEACEFUL BATTLE FIELD.

SCENE painters are not the only workers who
use miniature models as a guide to their labors,
Walter Scott, it seems, insured accuracy for his
“ Life of Napoleon " in the following manner,
a contributor to the Chicago

as detailed by

Times :

When gathering material for the work, he is
<aid to have visited the fieid of Waterloo, ac-
companied by an engineer who was with the
Duke of Wellington in that memorable action.
Scott asked the engineer to make him an ac-
curate map of the battle field as it appeared
when the principal forces of the allied powers
and those of the French met for the last con-
flict.  This was done with what is said to be
marvelous accuracy.

On Ins return to Abbotsford, Scott had one
of the lawns laid out exactly on this plan.
Here were hedges representing the English ;
there were plants representing the French
over there was Blucher, and in other portions
were various evergreens representing other

forces which were conspicuous in that red rev-
elr

which caused a celebrated Englishman to
when he heard of it, that the hands on the
clock of the centuries had been turned back.

A little mound represcnts Mont St. Jean.
So, here from his study, the historian looked
out and saw Waterloo without its horror.
These plants and evergreens and flowers are
kept and attended, to this day, as Scott loved
to see them,
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‘When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,

When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria, |
When she became Miss, she clung to Castoria, ‘
When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,
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Munsey's Popurar Sertes includes the best stories of the favorite authors, bhand-
somely illustrated, with the finest of paper and printing, neatly bound with paper
The numbers now issued are:

covers.

No. 1.  *Tur Mouxtary Cave; or, Tue Mystzry oF THE SiErrA NEvapa,” by
George H. CCoomer, /

No. 2. * A Vovace 1o 1HE Gorn Coast,” by Frank H. Converse.

No. 3. * Tue Bovs iy tue ForecasiLg,” by George H. Coomer.

No. 4. ** Barsara's TrRioMpHs A. Denison.

No. 5. Nvamper 915 on, Tue Avpvestures oF A New York TEvLeEGrapr Boy,” by
Arthur Lee Putnam
| No. 6. Jack WaekLER; A STory or tHE WILp WEsT,” by Captain David Soathwick.

No. 7. Tue Mystery or A Diamoxn,” by Frank H. Converse.

No. 8 ¢ Tre Youne Acrosat,” by Horatio Alger, Jr.

No. 9. Lrse Besserr's Hioe Ovr,” by Captain C. B. Ashley, United States Scout.

No. 100 = Tos Tracy: on, Tur Trians oF A NEw York NEwssoy,” by Arthur
Lee Putnam

No. 11 *Tuk Swmreerers' Cave,” by Annie Ashmore.

No. 12. **Ix Tus WiLps or New Mexico,” by G. M. Fex~.

No. 13. “*Tusr Treasvne; ok, ADVENTURES oF Frontier Lrre,” by F. H.
Converse,

MUNSEY's !
which inclnc
dealer, pric
receipt of

"opULAnr SERIES is issued monthly, and the price of a year's subscription,
s twelve numbers, is Single numbers can be ordered from any news-
25 cents ; or they will be sent direct from this office, postage paid, on
5 cents 1n stamps. Address your letters to

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 81 Warren Street, New York, -
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