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ON THE HEIGHTS.
BY ANNA M. FORD.
ConTENTMENT may dwell in a valley—

Aspiration tents on the hill!
But if we would sit on the mountain,
We must climb and climb with a will.
Some high purpose ever before us,
Life's work ever willing todo;
We cannot afford to be cowards,
We aim to be steadfast and true!

To be ever kind and forgiving,
And upright and noble and strong,
Brave hearted, and earnest, and tender,
And faithful, and guiltless of wrong |
The banner of freedom fluats o'er us—
‘The boon which so dearly we prize—
Then let the free spirit's endeavor
Be pure as the blue of the skies.
0O, cherish as precious and golden
The graces of virtue and truth!
For these are as gifts from the angels,
To rouse the ambitions of youth.
O, cherish as precious and golden
All beauties through life that you find ;
For ** practice makes perfect '’ with every
Resolve that adds grace to the mind.

Myémmmith.

Ry TALBOT BAINES REED.
Author of “Mr. Halgrove's Ward."

Hudson, the boy
to remain any lon-
id

CHAPTER L.
HOW I CAME TO BE SENT TO STONERRIDGE
HOUSE.
“ |T is perfectly plain,
must not be allowed
ger a disgrace to the neighborhood,
my uncle.

** But, sir,” began my poor old nurse.

“*‘I'hat will do, Hudson,” said my uncle, de-
cisively ; ** the matter is settled—Frederick isto
goto Stonebridge House on Monday."”

And my uncle stood uE, and taking a coat
tail under each arm, established himself upon
the hearthrug, with his back to Mrs. Hudson,
That was always a sign there was no more to
be said ; and off I was trotted out of the dreaded
presence, not very sure whether to be elated or
depressed by the conversation I had overheard.

And indeed I never was quite clear as to why,
at the tender and guileless age of twelve, I was
abruptly sent away from my native village of
Brownstroke, tothat select and popular ** Acad-
emy for Backward and Troublesome Young
Gentlemen " (so the advertisement ran), known
as tonebridge House, in the neighborhood of
Cliffshire, and kept by a Mr. Ladislaw.

Other people appeared to divine the reason,
and Mrs. Hudson shook her head and wiped her
eyes when 1 consulted her on the subject. It was
queer.

1 must be a very backward boy,” thought
1 1o myself, ** for try as [ will, I don't see it.”

You must know I was an orphan. I never
could recollect my mother—nor could Mrs. Hud-
son.  As to my father, all I could recall of him
was that he had bushy eyebrows, and used to
tell me some most wonderful stories about lions
and tigers and other beasts of prey, and used
now and then to show me my mother's likeness
in a locket that hung on his watch chain. They
were both dead, and so I came to live with my
uncle.

Now, I could hardly tell why, but it never
seemed to me as if my uncle ever appeared to
regard it as a privilegeto have mc to take care
of. Hedidn't whack me as some fellows’ un-
cles do, nor did he particularly interfere with
my concerns, as the manner of other uncles (so
I am told) is. He just took as little notice as
possible of me, and as long as I went regularly
to Mrs, Wren’s grammar school in the village,
and as long as Mrs. Hudson kept my garments
in proper order, and as long as I showed up
duly on state occasions, and didn’t bring more
than a square inch of clay on each heel (there
was a natural affinity between clay and my
heel+) into his drawing room, he scarcely seemed
to be aware that his house possessed such a
treasure as an only nephew.

T'he eventful Monday came at last, and with
my little box corded up, with Mrs, Hudson as
an escort, and a pair of brand new trousers upon
my manly person, I started off from my uncle's
house in the coach for Stonebridge, with all the
world before me.

I had taken a rather gloomy farewell of. my
affectionate relative in his study. He had cau-
tioned me as to my conduct, and given me to
understand that at Stonebridge House 1 should
be a good deal more strictly looked after than 1
had ever been with him.  Saying which he had
bestowed on me a threepenny bit as ** pocket
money ” for the term, and wished me good by.

The journey was a long one, but the day was
bright and Mrs. Hudson and 1 had a good
ketful of provender, so it was not tedions. At
length the driver turned round, and said we
should come in sight of Stonebridge at the next
turn of the road.

My spirits began to sink for the first time,
Dismal and all as Brownstroke had bewn, how
did I know 1 should not be happier there, after
all, than at this strange new place, where [ knew
noone? 1 wished the driver wouldn't go so
fast. Mrs. Hudson saw my emotion, 1 think,
for she once more opened fire, and, so to speak,
gathered up the last crumbs of her good coun-
sel.

** Oh, and Freddy dear,” fumbling nervousiv

in her pocket, and letting down her veil, = write
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and tell me what they give you to eat ; remem-
ber pork's bad for you.”

““That there chimbley,” interrupted the
driver at this stage, ** is the fust 'ouse in Stone-
bridge.”

Five minutes later we were standing in the
hall of Stonebridge House.

It didn't look much like a school, I remember
thinking. It was a large stiaggling building,
rather like a farmhouse, with ‘ow ceilings and
rickety stairs. The outside was neat, but not
very picturesque, and the front garden seemed
to have about as much grass in it as the stairs
had carpets.

As we stood waiting for soine one to answer
our ring I listened nervously, © remember, for
any sound or trace of my fello.s ‘* backward and
troublesome boys,” but the sz:00l appeared to
be confined to one of the long straggling wings
behind, and not to encroach i the state portion
of the house.

After a second vigorous pull ~t the bell by
our coachman, a stern and scraggy female put
in her appearance.

“*Is this Frederick Batchelor ?* she inquired,
in tones which put my juvenile back up instant-

ly.

"4 Ves, thisis Master Freddy,” put in the ner-
vous Mrs. Hudson, anxious to conciliate every
one on my behalf. ‘* Freddy, dear, say—"

* Is that his box ? " continued the stern dame.

“ Yes,” said Mrs. Hudson, feeling rather
chilled, ** that’s his box.”

‘“ Nothing else 2"

‘' No, except his umbrella, and a few—"

‘‘ Take the box up to my room,” said the lady
to a boy who ap&)cared at this moment.
* Where is tae key ?”

““T've got that, marm,” replied Mrs, Hudson,
warming up a little, **and [ should like to go
over his things myself as they are unpacked.”

““Wholly unnecessary,” replied the female,
holding out her hand for the key. ‘‘Iseeto
everything of that kind here.”

‘“But I mean to open the box ! " cried Mrs.
Hudson, breaking out into a passion quite un-
usual with her,

I, too, had been getting steam up privately
during the last few minutes, and the sight of
Mrs. Hudson's agitation was enough to start
the train.

“ Yes,"” said I, swelling out with indignation,
¢ Mrs. Hudson and I are going to open the box !
You shan’t touch it 1"

The female appeared to be not in the least put
out by this little display of feeling. In fact she
seemed used to it, for she stood quietly with her
arms folded, apparently waiting till we both of
us thought fit to subside.

Poor Mrs. Hudson wasnomatch for this sort
of battle. She lost her control, and expressed
herself on things in general, and the female in
particular, witha fluency which quite astonished
me, and I did my little best to back her up. In
the midst of our joint address a gentleman ap-
peared on the scene, whom I correctly divined
to be Mr. Ladislaw himself.

Mr. Ladislaw was a short dapper man, in
rather seedy clothes, with long sandy hair
brushed right back over the top of his head and
no hair at all on his face. He might have been
thirty, or he might have been fifty. His eyes

vere very small and close together; his brow

vas stern, and his mouth a good deal pulled
down at the corners.  Altogether I didn't take
to him at first glance, still less when he broke
into the conversation and distinctly took the
part of Mrs. Hudson's adversary.

““What is all this, Miss Henniker 2" he said,
i harp voice, which made me very un-

the female; *‘she was talking a little rudely
about Frederick Batchelor's luggage here.”

Mr. Ladislaw took me firmly by the hand
and led me to his study, where he left me, with
strict injunctions not to stir till he came back
again. He did this in about ten minutes, to
take me out to say good by to Mrs. Hudson,
which was a very dismal proceeding, as you
can imagine.

I was then given in charge to the stern faced
Miss Henniker, who unpacked my trunk, and
then conducted me to a low ceilinged, poorly
lighted dormitory, containing two washstands
and half a dozen beds.

**That,” said Miss Henniker, pointing to
one of the beds, ‘‘is your bed, and you wash
at this washstand.”

From the dormitory I was conducted to the
school room, and from the school room to the
dining room, and from the dining room to the
boot room, and my duties explained in each.

It was in the latter apartment that I first
made the acquaintance of one of my fellow
‘“troublesome or backwards.”

A biggish boy was adopting the novel expe-
dient for getting on a tight boot of turning his
back to the wall and kicking out at it like a
horse when I and my conductress entered.

TI'he latter very nearly came in for one of the
kicks,

** Flanagan,” said she, ** that is not allowed.
I shall give you a bad mark for it."

Flanagan went on kicking till the end of the
sentence, and then subsided ruefully, and said :
“'The bothering thing won't come on or off,
please, ma'am. It won't come on with shov-
mg."

““1f your becots are too small,” replied the
Heunniker, solemnly, begging the question, ** you
must write home for new ones.”

** But the bothering things—"

‘* Batchelor," said Miss Henniker, turning to
me, **this is the hoot room, where you will

"

have to put on and take off your boots when-
ever you go out or come in. his boy ilfoin
out, and will take you into the playground wit
him ;" and away she went, leaving me in the
hands of the volatile Flanagan.

““Who are you ?" he demanded.

It was a horribly dark place, this boot room,
and I could scarcely see who it was who was
questioning me. He seemed to be a big boy,
a year or two older than myself, with a face
which, as far as I could make it out, was not
altogether unpleasant. He continued stamp-
ing with his refractory boots all the time he
was talking to me, letting out occasionally be-
hind, in spite of Miss Henniker.

**Who are you? What's your name?"” he
said.
‘ Fred Batchelor,” I replied, deferentially.

‘¢ Batchelor, eh 2  Are you a backward or a
troublesome, eh 2"

This was a poser. I had never put the ques-
tion to myself, and was wholly at a loss how to
answer. I told Flanagan so.

**Oh, but you're bound to know!" he ex-
claimed. ‘* What did they send you here for,
hon

““Well, I dare say it was because my uncle
couldn’t manage me at home,"” I replied frankly.

““Hurrah ! cried Flanagan. ‘* Hurrah,
you're a troublesome! That makes seven
troublesomes, and only two backwards!" and
in his jubilation he gave a specially vigorous
kick out behind, and finally drove the obstinate
boot home.

““Yes,"” said he, ‘‘ there was no end of bet-
ting on it. I was afraid you were a backward,
that I was! If the other new fellow's only a
troublesome too, we shall have it all to our-
selves.”

“Is there another new boy, too?" T in-
quired, plucking up heart with this friendly
comrade.

*“Oh ! he's coming tomorrow, Never mind !
Even if he's a *back’ it don't matter, except
for the glory of the thing! The ‘troubs’ were
always ahead all Ladislaw’s time, and he’s no
chicken. I say, come in the playground, can't
you?"

1 followed rather nervously. A new boy
never takes all at once to the first walk in the
playground, but with Flanagan as my protec-
tor—who was ‘‘ Hail, fellow, well met,” with
every one, even the backwards—I got through
the ordeal pretty easily.

There were eight boys altogether at Stone-
bridge House, and I was introduced—or rather
exhibited—to most of them that afternoon.
Some received me roughly and others indiffer-
ently. The verdict, on the whole, seemed to
be that there was plenty of time to see what
sort of a fellow I was, and for the present the
less 1 was made to think of myself the better.

So they all talked rather loud in my presence,
and showed off, as boys will do, and each -ex-
pected—or, at any rate, attempted—to impress
me with a sense of his particular importance.

This treatment gave me time to make obser-
vations as well as them, and before the after-
noon ended I hid a pretty good idea whom T
liked and whom I did not like at Stonebridge
House.

Presently we were summoned in to a bread
and cheese supper, with cold water, and shortly
afterwards ordered off to bed. 1 said my
prayers before I went to sleep, as I had prom-
ised good Mrs. Hudson, and, except for being
shouted at to mind I did not snore or talk in
my sleep—the punishment for which crimes
was something terrific—I was allowed to go to
sleep in peace, very lonely at heart, and with a
good deal of secret trepidation as I looked for-
ward and wondered what would be my lot at
Stonebridge House.

CHAPTER 1L
THE NEW BOY.

DON'T suppose Stonebridge House, except

for the Henniker, was much worse than
E most schools for ** backward and trouble-

some boys."  We were fairly well fed, and
fairly well taught, and fairly well quartered.
I even think we might have enjoyed ourselves
now and then had we been left to ourselves,
But we never were left to ourselves. From
morning to night, and for all we could tell from
night till morning, we were looked after by the
Henniker, and that one fact made Stonebridge
House almost intolerable.

We were lounging about in the so called
“playground " the next afternoon, and I was
beginning to discover a little more about some
of myschoolfellows, when there appeared walk-
ing towards us down the gravel path a boy of
about my own age.

He was slender and delicate looking, I re-
member, and his pale face seemed very white
contrasted with his almost black clustering hair
and his dark, big eyes. He wasn’t a handsome
boy, I remember thinking ; but there was some-
thing striking about him, for all that. It may
have been his solemn expression, or his square
jaw, or his eyes, or his brow, or his hair, or the
whole of them put together. All I know is,
that the sight of him as he appeared that after-
noon walking towards us in the playground,
has lived in my memory ever since, and will
probably live there till I die.

** Here comes tie new boy,” said Philpot, one
of the oid pupils. Of course we all knew it
must be he.

** And a queer fish, too, by all appearances,”
responded Flanagan.

** Very queer indeed,"” said Hawkesbury.

Hawkcg)\lry was one of the twn *back-
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wards,” but for all that he was the cleverest
boy, so the others told me, in the whole school.

‘“He doesn't seem very bashful,” said an-
other.

Nor indeed did he. He sauntered slowly
down the path, looking solemnly now on one
side, now on the other, and now at us all, unij
presently he stood in our midst, and gazed half
inquiringly, half doubtfully, from one to the
other,

1 know I felt a good deal more uncomforta-
ble than he did himself, and was quite glad
when Flanagan broke the solemn silence.

‘*“ Hullo, youngster, who are you, eh 2"

‘‘ Smith,” laconically replied the new boy,
looking his questioner in the face.

There was nothing impudent in the way he
spoke or looked ; but somehow or other his
tone didn’t seem quite as humble and abject as
old boys are wont to expect from new. Flana-
gan's next inquiry, therefore, was a little more
roughly uttered.

** What's your Christian name, you young
donkey 2 You don't suppose you’re the only
Smith in the world, do you ?"

We laughed at this. It wasn't half bad for
Flanagan.

The new boy, however, remained quite sol-
emn as he replied, briefly :

** John Smith.”

‘“ And where do you come from 2" said Phil-

pot, taking up the questioning, and determin-
ing to get more out of the new comer than
Flanagan had; ‘‘and who's your father, do
you hear ? and how many sisters have you got ?
and why are you sent here? and are you a
backward or a troublesome, eh 2"
The new boy gazed in grave bewilderment at
the questioner during this speech. When it
was ended, he quietly proceeded to move off to
another part of the playground without vouch-
safing any reply.

But Philpot, who was on his mettle, pre-
vented this maneuver by a sudden and dexter-
ous grip of the arm, and drew him back into
the circle.

** Do you hear what I say to you ?"” said he,
roughly emphasizing his question with a shake,
** What on earth do you mean by going off
without answering 2"

“1It’'s no business of yours, is it 2" said the
new boy, mildly.

** Yes," exclaimed Philpot, **it is. You
don’t suppose we fellows are going to be hum-
bugged by a young sneak like you, do you ?

**1 shan’t tell you, then!” quietly replied
Smith.

This astonishing reply, quietly as it was ut-
tered, quite took away Philpot's breath, and
the breath of all of us. We were o astonished,
indeed, that for some time no one could utter
a word or make up his mind what 10 do next.

Then gradually it dawned on the company
generally that this defiant, stuck up youngster
must immediately be put down.

** Come here I said Philpot, as majestically
as he could.

Smith remained where he was, as solemn as
ever. But I, who stood near, could detect a
queer light in his black eyes that looked rather
ominous,

When one fellow, in the presence of an ad-
miring audience, grandly orders a junior to
** Come here!” and when that junior coolly
declines to move, it is a very critical situation
both for the boy who orders and the boy who
disobeys. For the one, unless he follows up
his brag, will pretty certainly be laughed at;
and the other, unless he shows the white feather
and runs away, will generally come in for a lit-
tle rough usage.

This seemed likely to happen now. As
Smith would not come to Philpot for a thrash-
ing, Philpot must go to Smith and thrash him
where he stood. And so doubtless he would
have done had not Mr. Hashford. the under
teacher, appeared at that very moment on the
gravel walk and summoned us in to preparation.

‘This interruption was most unsatisfactory.
Those who wanted to see what the new boy
was made of were disappointed, and those
whose dignity wanted putting to rights were
still more disappointed.

But there was no helpirg it. We trailed
slowly indoors, Philpot vowing he would be
quits with the young cub some day, and
Hawkesbury, in his usual smiling way, suggest-
ing that ** the new boy didn't seem a very nice

‘1 know what I should do,” said Flanagan,
s T—

‘“A bad mark to Flanagan for not coming
in quietly,” said the voice of Miss Henniker,
and at the sound the spirit went out from us,
and we remembered we were once more im
Stonebridge House.

* Preparation ™ was a dreadful time, 1
knew perfectly well, though I could not see
her, that Miss Henniker's eyes were upon me
all the time. 1 could feel them on the back of
my head and the small of my back. You never
saw such an abject spectacle as we nine spirit-
less youths appeared bending over our books,
hardly daring to turn over a leaf or dip a pen
for fear of hearing that hateful voice.

T could not help, however, turning my eyes
to where the new boy sat to see how he was
faring. He, too, seemed infected with the de-
pressing air of the place, and was turtively
looking round among his new schoolfcllows,
1 felt half fascinated by his black eyes, and
when presently they turned and met mine, I
almost thought 1 liked the new boy.

My face must somehow have expressed what
was passing through my mind, for as our eyes
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met there was a very faint smile on his lips,
which I could not help returning.

+ Batchelor and Smith, a bad mark each for
inattention. That makes four bad marks to
Batchelor in one day. No playground for
half a week.”

Cheerful | T was getting used to the Henni-
ker by this time, and remember sitting for the
rest of the time calculating thatif I got four
bad marks every day of the week, that would
be twenty eight a week, or a hundred and
twelve a month ; and that if four bad marks
deprived me of half a week's playground, one
month's bad marks would involve an absence
of precisely fourteen weeks from that peaceful
retreat ; whereat I bit my pen and marveled in-
wardly.

The dreary day seemed as if it would never
come to an end. My spirits sank when, after
‘' preparation,” we were ordered up stairs to
tea. How could one enjoy tea poured out by
Miss Henniker 2 Some people call it the ** cup
that cheers,” Let them take tea one afternoon
at Stonebridge House and they will soon be
cured of that notion! I got another bad mark
during the meal for scooping up the sugar at
the bottom of my cup with my spoon.

“ Surely,” thought I, **they'll let us read or
play, or do as we like, after tea for a bit!"

Vain hope! The meal ended, we again
went down to our desks, where sheets of paper
were distributed to each, and we were ordered
to **write home ! Write home under the
Henniker’s eye! That was worse than any-
thing |

In due time and to my great reliefl the bell
rang for bed, and glad of any chance of forget-
ting the hateful place, I went up stairs to the
dormitory.

The new boy, I found, was to occupy the bed
next mine, at which 1 was rather pleased than
otherwise. 1 could not make vut why I should
take a fancy to Smith, but somehow 1 did;
and when once during the night I happened to
wake and heard what sounded very much like
a smothered sob in «he bed next mine, I at
least had the consolation of being sure I was
not the only miserable boy at Stonebridge
House.

As “ circumstances over which I had no con-
trol ¥ prevented my joining my fellow trouble-
some and backward boys in their daily retreat
to the playground for the next few days, 1 had
only a hmited opportunity of seeing how the
new boy settled down to his new surroundings,

Inside Stonebridge House we were all alike,
all equally subdued and ** Heupecked.” The
playground was really the only place where any
display of character could be made, and as for
three days I was a prisoner, Smith remained as
much a mystery to me at the end of the week
as he had been on the day of his arrival,

I could, however, guess from his looks and
the looks of the othiers that he was having
rather a bad time of it out there, Hawkesbury
used to come in with such a gracious smile
every afternoon that I was certain something
was wrong; and Philpot's flushed face and
Rathbone's  scowl, and Flanagan's unusual
gravity, all went to corroborate the suspicion
that 1 felt.

But Smith's face and manner were the most
telltale.  The first day he had seemed a little
doubtful, but gradually the lines of his mouth
puiled tighter at the corners, and his eyes
flashed oftener, and I could guess easily enough
that he, at least, had not found his heart’s con-
tent at Stonebri Touse.

My term of penal servitude expired on Sun-
day; and in some respects I came out of it
better than I had gone in. For Mr. Hashford
had the charge of all detained bovs, and he,
good hearted, Henniker dreading fellow that he
was, had spent the three days in drilling me
hard in decimal fractions ; and so well too, that
I actually came to enjoy the exercise, and
looked upon the * repeating dot ™ as a positive
pastime.  Even Miss Heuniker could not rob
me of that pleasure,

* Batchelor,” whispered Flanagan to me, as
we walked two and two to church behind the
Henniker that Sunday, * that new fellow's an
awful queer cove. I can’t make him out,”

“Norcan I.  But how's he been getting on
the last day or twe 2

“Getting on | You never knew such scenes
as we've ‘had. e's afraid of nobody. He
licked Philpot to fits on Thursday—smashed
him, 1 tell you.  You never saw such a demon
as he is when his dand up. Then he
walked into Rathbone ; and if Rathbone hadn't
been a foat taller than him., with arms as long

as \\'i|'anlill<, he'd have smashed Rathbone as
well,"

o Dv'd he try it on you 2" T inquired.
_**No—why should he?" said the
Flanagan; *“time enough for that
make a brute of myself to him.
he'd smash me too.
tell you.

sturdy
when 1
But T dare say
me tc It's as good as a play, 1
¢ That time he did for Philpot he was
as quick with his right, and walked in under
his maws guard, and drove up to him, and
ook him on the flank just like——

A bad mark to Flanagan for talking, and
to Batchelor for listening,” rose the voice of
Miss Henniker in the street.

This public award made us both jump, and
color up tao, for there were a ot of Jadies and
g?nllenu-n and young ladies close at hand, all
of Wbon\ must have distinctly heard the Hen-
oiker's genial observation. However, 1 was
most curious 10 hear more of Smuth. ' Flana.
ganand I both had colds the rew of the way

an is! r o N .
l("ﬂ:ii:‘{sl,wd our conversation behind our hand-
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‘“ Have heard any more about him ?”
asked I 3 4

‘*Not a word. He's as close as an owl,
Hawkesbury says Hashford told him he came
here straight from another school. By the way
—keep your handkerchief up, man I—by the
way, when 1 said he's afraid of no one, he s
nflraid of Hawkesbury, I fancy. I don't know
why—"

“*T don't think I like Hawkesbury either.
He’s got such an everlasting grin,”

**So will you have if you don't talk lower,
you young idiot,” said Flanagan. ** Yes, it's
the grin that fetches Smith, Ifancy. I grinned
at him one day, meaning to be friendly, but he
didn’t half like it.”

1 laughed at this, greatly to Flanagan's
wrath. Luckily, however, no evil consequences
happened, and we reached church withcut any
more bad marks.

I made up my mind, come what would, I
would speak to the new boy and let him see 1
was not against him.

Some one will smile, of course, and say sar-
castically, ** What a treat for the new boy !
butif he only knew with what fear and trem-
bling I made that resolution, he would acquit
Fred Batchelor of any very great self import-
ance in the matter.

Bedtime came at last, and, thankful to have
the day over, for, of all days, Sunday at Stone-
bridge House was the most miserable and des-
perate, we crawled away to our roosts. The
new boy's bed, as I have said, was next mine,
and I conceived the determination, if 1 could
only keep awake, of speaking to him after
every one was asleep,

It was hard work that keeping awake ; but I
managed. Gradually one after another dropped
off, and the padding footsteps overhead and
the voices below died away till nothing was
heard but the angry tick of the clock outside
and the regular breathing of the sleepers on
every hand.

‘Then I softly slid out of bed and crawled on
my hands and knees to Smith's bed. It was an
anxious moment for me. He might be asleep,
and wake up in a fright to find some one near
him ; or i.e might be awake and resent my in-
trusion,  Still I determined I would go to him,
and I was rewarded.

‘*Is that Batchelor ?” I heard him whisper
as [ approached the bed.

**Yes,” 1 answered, joyfully, and feeling
half the battle over.

* Come in,” said he, moving to make room
for me,

**Oh, no,” I said, in terror at the very idea.
‘“Suppose I fell asleep. I'll kneel here, and
then if any one comes I can crawl back.”

‘“What is it 2” Smith said, presently, after
a long and awkward pause.

I was thankful that he broke the ice.

“¢Oh,” I whispered, **aren t you jolly miser-
able here, I say 2"

** Pretty ! " said he.

‘Oh, yes!
to you.”

Smith gave a little bitter laugh.
doesn't matter,” he said,

“Doesn'tit? I wish I was bigger, I'd back
you up—and so will Flanagan, if you let him."

*“Thanks, old man |” said the new boy, put-
ting his hand on my arm. **It'snot the fel-
lows I mina, it's " and here he pulled up.

“*Old Henniker,” I put in, in accents of
smothered rage. .

‘4 Ugh!" said Smith ; ‘‘she's awful.”

But somehow it occurred to me the Henni-
ker was not what Smith was going to say when
he pulled up so suddenly just before. I felt
certain there was something mysterious about
him, and of course, being a boy, I burned to
know.

However, he showed no signs of getting back
to that subject, and we talked about a lot of
things, thankful to have scope for once for our
pent up feelings. It was one of the happiest
times I had known for years, as 1 knelt there
on the hard carpetless floor and found my
heart going out to the heart of a [riend.

What we talked about was of little moment ;
it was probably merely about boys’ trifies, such
as any boy might tell another. What was of
moment was that there, in dreary, cheerless
Stonebridge House, we had found some inter-
est in common and some object for our spirit-
less lives.

I told him all about home and my uncle in
hopes that he would be equally communicative,
but here he disappointed me.

““ Are your father and mother dead tco?” I
asked,

** Not both,” he replied.

It was spoken in a tone half nervous, half
vexed, so I'did not try to pursue the inquiry.

Presently he changzed the subject, and said,
*“ How do you like that fellow Hawkeshu &

** Not much; though I don't know why,

Smirth put out his hand and pulled my face
close to his as he whispered, ** I hate him."”

* Has he been bullying you? " T inquired,

“ No,” said Smith. ** But he's—ugh—1I don’t
know any more than you do why I hate him.
But I say, ain’t you getting cold?™”

was not, I protested, and for a Jong time
more we continued talking. Then at last the
creaking of a board, or the noise of a mouse,
startled us in earnest, and in a moment 1 had
darted back to my hed.  All was quiet again in
the dormitory.

** Good night, old boy,” I whispered.

*Good night, old man.  Awfully good of
you," he replied, **I'll come to you tomor-
row."”

‘“Aren't you? "
But the fellows are all so unkind

“That

And oot long after we were both sound
P.

CHAPTER IIL
PLANNING A REBELLION,
YEAR passed, and found us at the end
of it the same wretched, spiritiess boys

(5 as ever. Stonebridge House had become

no more tolerable, the Henniker had
grown no less terrible, and our fellow **back-
ward and troublesome boys” were just as un-
pleasant as they had been. No new boys had
come to give us a variety, and no old boys had
left,

The summer term was again drawing to a
close, and for fear, I suppose, lest the fact
should convey any idea of pleasure to our
minds, the Henniker was down on us mo;
ever, The cane was in constant requ on,
and Mr. Ladislaw was always being summoned
up to administer chastisement.

Even Hawkesbury, who generally managed
to escape reproach, came in for her persecution
now and then.

One day, I remember, we were all in class.
and she for some reason quitted the room, leav-
ing Mr. Hashford in charge. 5

Now, no one minded Mr. Hashford very
much. He was a good natured fellow, who did
his best to please us and his mistress; but he
was ‘‘ Henpecked,” we could see, like all the
rest of us, and we looked upon him more as a
big schoolfellow than as a master, and minded
him accordingly.

We therefore accepted the Henniker's depar-
ture as a signal for leaving off work and seizing
the opportunity to loosen our tongues and look
about us, Hawkesbury happened to be sitting
next to me. He put down his pen, and leaning
back against the desk behind him, yawned, and
said,

‘1 say, Batchelor, I hope you and Smith
haven't been quarreling?"

* Quarreling!” exclaimed I, astonished at
the bare notion. ** Why, whatever puts that
into your head?"

* Oh,” said he, with his usual smile, ** only
fancy. But I'm glad it isn't the case.”

¢ Of course it isn’t,” said I, warmly.

“I haven't seen you talking to him so often
lately; that's why,” said Hawkesbury; * and
it always seems a pity when good friends fall
out.,”

I smiled and said, ‘* How can I talk to him,
except on the sly, in this place? Never fear,
Jack Smith and 1 know one another too well to
fall out.”

“ Ah, he is a mysterious fellow, and he lets
so few people into his secrets.”

* Yes," said I, coloring a little. ** He doesn’t
even let me into them.”

Hawkesbury looked surprised.

“Of course you know where he came from
first of all, and all that?”

*No I don’t,” 1 said.

““What, not know about-— But I'd better
not talk about it. It's not honorable to talk
about another boy's affairs.”

** Hawkesbury,” said Mr. Hashford at this
moment, ‘ don't talk.”

‘This was quite a remarkable utterance for the
meek and mild Mr. Hashford to make in the
Henniker's absence, and we all started and
looked up in a concerned way, as if he must be
unwell,

But no, he seemed all right, and having said
what he had to say, went on with his work.

Hawkesbury took no notice of the interrup-
tion, and went on. ‘* And, on the whole, 1
think it would be kinder not to say anything
about it, as he has kept it a secret himself. You
BePe———

“ Hawkesbury,” again said Mr. Hashford,
“you must not talk.”

Hawkesbury smiled in a pitiful sort of way at
Mr. Hashford, and again turned towards ne to
resume the conversation. ‘* You see—"" be-
gan he.

* Hawkesbury,” again said Mr. Hashford,
“this is the third time I have told you not to
talk.”

*“Who was talking?” cried the Henniker,
entering at that moment.,

« Hawkesbury, I'm sorry to say, Miss Hen-
niker.”

** Hawkesbury—a bad mark for—

“COR!™ said 1, starting up, ‘1 was talk-
ing—"

“*A bad mark to you, Batchelor, for inter-
rupting me, and another for talking. Hawkes-
bury, 4 bad mark for talking in class.”

We were all astonished.  We had hitherto
looked upon Hawkesbury as a privileged per-
son who might do as he liked, and upon Mr.,
Hashford as a person who had not a soul of
his own, Here was the phenomenon not only
of our schoolfellow getting publicly censured,
but of Mr. Hashford backing up Miss Henni-
ker, and Miss Henniker backing up Mr. Hash-
ford.

Flanagan afterwards confided to me his
theory of this unwonted event. ‘T expect,”
said he, ** Hashford has just got his pay raised,
and wants to show off a bit beiore the Fen, and
she wants to encourage nm to be rather more
down on us, you know. She’s got the tooth-
ache, too, 1 know, and that accounts for her not
being particular who she draps on, though T am
surprised she pitched on Hawkesbury. How
pleased your chum Smith will be! ™

But my friend Smith, when I had a chance of
speaking to him, seemed indifferent about the
whole affair, being taken up with troubles of
his own.

»
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A letter had come for him that dl{, he told
me, in tones of fierce anger. It had been
opened and read, as usual, before being handed
to him. He did not complain of that; that
was an indignity we had to submit to every
time we recewved a letter. But what he did
complain of, and what had roused his temper,
was that the last half sheet of the letter had
been deliberately torn off and not given to
him.

Directly after class he had marched boldly to
the Henniker's parlor and knocked at the door.

“ Come inl” snapped she.

Smith did ** come in,” and proceeded to busi-
ness at once.

*‘ You haven’t given me all my letter, ma'am,"
he said.

Miss Henniker looked at him with some of
the same astonishment with which she had re-
garded me when I once told her she was to see
my socks were regularly darned.

Then she pulled herself up, in her usual
chilly manner, and replied, ** [ am aware of
that, Smith,”

**1 want it please, ma'am,” said Smith.

Again the Henniker glared at this audacious
youth, and again she replied, ‘You will not
have it, Smith.

** Why not? "

‘* Leave the room instantly, sir, for daring
to speak like that to me, and write out one
hundred lines of Casar before you get your
dinner! " cried the Henniker, indignantly.

** You've no right to keep—""

**Smith, follow me!” interrupted Miss Hen-
niker, in her most irresistible voice, as she led
the way to Mr. Ladislaw’s study.

Smith did follow her, and was flogged, of
course.

1 was as indignant as he was at this tale of
injustice.

Smith's rage was beyond all bounds. ‘1
won't stand it] " said he; ** that's all about it,
Fred!”

** What can we do?” asked I.

That was the question. And there was no
answering it. So we slunk back to our places,
nursing our wrath in our bosoms, and vowin:
all sorts of vengeance on the Henniker.

Nor were we the only boys in this condition
of mind. Whether it was the Henniker was
thoroughly upset by her toothache, and Hawkes-
bury's bad conduct, and Smith’s impertinence,
or whether she was moved by what our Irish
friends call sheer ‘‘divilry,” 1 cannot say.
but for the next day or two she even excellec
herself in the way she went on.

There was nothing we could do, or think, or
devise, that she did not pounce upon and pun-
ish us for. Some were detained, some were
set to impositions, some were flogged, some
were reduced to bread and water, some had
most if not a!l of their worldly goods confis-
cated. Even Hawkesbury shared the general
fate, and for a whole week all Stonebridge
House groaned as it had never groaned before.

Then we could stand it no longer. We all
felt that; and we all found out that everybody
else felt it.  But as usual the question was what
to do?

It was almost impossible to speak to one
another, so closely were we watched, and even
when we did, we discovered that we were all at
sixes and sevens, and agreed only in one thing,
which was that we con/d not stand 1t.

At length one day, to our infinite jubilation.
as we were dismally walking from the school-
room to the parlor, we saw the front door open,
A fly was standing at it, and as we passed, the
Henniker in her Sunday get up was stepping
into it!

What had we done to deserve such a mercy?
She was going to pay a state call somewhere,
and for one blessed hour at any rate we should
be at peace.

A council of war was immediately Leld. For
once in a way Stonebridge House was unani-
mous. We sunk all minor differences for a time
in the grand question, what should we do ?

A great many wild suggestions were immedi-
ately made.

Rathbone undertook, with the aid of any two
other fellows, to inflict personal chastisement
on the public enemy.

This was rejected peremptorily. It would be
no use, we should catch it all the worse after-
wards ; besides, bad as she was, the Henniker
was a woman, and it would be cowardly to
thrash her,

“Tie up her hands and feet and gag her,”
suggested Philpot.

Wouldn't do again.
help her out.

“* Tie up Ladislaw and Hashford too."

We weren't numerous or strong enough to
do it.

““ Let's all bolt,” suggested Flanagan.

They'd send the police after us, Or if they
didn't, how were we to get on, without money
or shelter or anywhere to go to ?

*Suppose,” said 1, ** we shut them out of the
schoolroom and barricade the door and don't
let them in till they accept our terms.”

*That's more like it,” said some one, ** but
then what about food 2 We can't store enougls,
even if we emptied the larder, to stand a long
siege.”

**\Vell then," said Smith, ** suppose we screw
them up, and don't let th2m out till they give

She'd get Ladislaw to

** That'sit,” said every one, *‘ the very thing.

**What do yew say, Hawkesbury ?” in-
quired 1.

*Well," said he, smiling pleasantly, *¢it’s not
anice thing to turn against one's master and
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mistress ; but really Miss Henniker has been
very vexing lately."

“"Hurrah ! then you agree ?" And the ques-
tior. was put all round, every one assenting.
At least so I thought. But Smith as usual was
doubtful of Hawkesbury.

“You agree. Hawkesbury ?"”

‘¢ Really,” said the other, with a smile, *‘it
‘'sn’t nice to be suspected, Smith. Isn't it
=nough to say a thing once 2"

**Oh yes, yes" cried out every one, impa-
tiently, and most anxious to keep the meeting
harmonious. ‘‘ He said he did, Smith; what
more do you want? For goodness sake let's
pull all together.”

** Just what [ want,” said Smith.

““Well,” said Philpot, **1 propose we lock
them up in the big school room.”

*“ Wouldn't it be better,” said Flanagan, *‘ to
lock the Henniker up in her own room, and let
Ladislaw and Hashford have the parlor ? It will
be more comfortable for them. There's a sofa
there and a carpet. Besides, the window's a
worse one to get out of.”

*“ How about feeding them ?" some one
asked.

‘““That'll be easy enough,” said Smith.
* There’s a ventilator over all the doors, you
know. We can hand the things in there.”

“1 vote the Hen gets precious little,” inter-
posed Rathbone. ‘‘I wouldn’t give her any.”

This idea was scouted, aad it was resolved
that all the prisoners should have a sufficient,
though, at the same time, a limited amount of
provisions. That being arrarged, the next
question was, when should we begin ? We had
to take a good many things into account in fix-
ing thie important date.

Today was Friday. The butcher, some one
said, always brought the meat for the week on
Monday ; but the baker never came till the
Wednesday. So if we began operations on
Monday we should have a good supply of meat,
but very little bread to start with; and it was
possible, of course, the baker might smell a rat,
and get up a rescue. It would be better, on that
account, to defer action till zfter the baker's
visit on Wednesday.

But then the washerwoman came on
Thursday. We all voted the washerwoman a
nuisance. We must either take her a prisoner
and keep her in the house, or run the risk of her
finding out something was wrong and going
back to the village and telling of us.

““1f we could only keep it up a week,” said
Smith, ** I think we could bring them to terms."”

“* Suppose we drop a line to the washerwoman
the day before not to call,” suggested I.

The motion met with universal applause, and
1 was deputed to carry it out at the proper time,
The good lady’s address was on the slate in
Miss Henniker's pantry.

““And I tell you what,” said Smith, starting
up with the brilliancy of the suggestion ; ** let's
hide away all the bread we can find, except
just what will last over tomerrow.  Then most
likely she’ll tell the baker to cali on Monday,
and we can begin then | "

It was a brilliant suggestion. Two of the
company departed forthwith to the larder, and
unobserved hid away a few loaves in one of the
empty trunks in the box room.

Our plans were ripening wonderfully. But
the most difficult business was yet to come.
W hat terms should we require of our prisoners
as the price of their release 2 And on this point,
after long discussicn, we found we could not
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new pupil and didn't hook him ; that's why she’s
in such a precious tantrum.”

‘‘Flanagan !” cried the well known voice.
‘‘ Flanagan, come here |

Flanagan obeyed, and stood meekly before
the tyrant.

“ This is the eighth time today, Flanagan, I
have rebuked you for talking. You are de-
tained for the rest of the term. Hold out your
hand, Flanagan 1"

It was not often the Henniker inflicted cor-
poral punishment herself ; when she did it was
pretty smart, as Flanagan found. In the ab-
sence of a cane she had used the ruler, ﬂnd as
Fl ingl, s

P ! P

was merely seized with a desivre to irnspect his
nails—held out his hand knuckles upward, the
ruler descended on his knuckles with such force
that the luckless youth howled for astonish-
ment, and performed a dance so/o in the middle
of the floor.

We were sorry for him, yet we inwardly
smiled to think how soon the tables would be
turned.

That night, just before we went to bed, as I
was in the schoolroom looking for my slippers,
I had the satisfaction of hearing the Henniker
say to the kitchen maid : ‘‘ Matilda, we're get-
ting short of bread. Let the baker know to call
on Monday next week.”

Things could not have promised better for our
desperate scheme |

CHAPTER 1V,
THE REBELLION BEGINS,

F course we were wrong; of course we
@ were foolish.
But then, reader, please remember we
were only boys, goaded up to the last
pitch, and quite unable, as I have narrated, to
stand the Henniker any longer.

It was no game we were embarked on. If
you had seen the seriousness of our faces as we
inspected the parlor and reconnoitered the
Henniker's future prison that Saturday ; if you
had heard the seriousness of our voices as we
solemnly deliberated whether nails or screws
would be best to use in fastening up the doors
—jyou would have found out that, *‘ backward
and troublesome " boys as we were, we could
be in earnest sometimes.

“*The screws are quieter,” said Rathbone.

“ Nailing's quicker," said Philpot.

“Isn’t that a thing the captain had better
decide ?” softly suggested Hawkesbury, turning
to Smith.

I always got fidgety when the senior boy and
my chum got near each other. Smith had such
a way of firing up instinctively at whatever the
other might say, even when it meant no harm.

He flared up now with his eyes, and then
turning to the two boys, said, shortly :

** Screws, of course; that’s been settled long
ago.”

Hawkesbury smiled gratefully, and said he
was sure a matter like that would not be over-
looked.

Well, the Henniker went on having her fling
that Saturday and Sunday. We caught it right
and left, and took it all meekly. Nay, some of
us took it so meekly that I was once or twice
afraid our secret would be suspected.

The regulation reading in the parlor on Sun-
day evening was a shocking time for me. I
had no intention of being bad, but somehow,
what with the excitement of our scheme, and
the dreariness of the reader's voice, and the

the Henniker ; others demanded that she should
not be allowed to speak without special permis-
sion ; and other: that she should remain in her
parlor all day long, and come out only for pray-
ers and to give orders to the tradesmen.

These proposals were too absurd to take
seriously ; and as presently the company began
to grow a little quarrelson:e over the matter, it
was decided for peace’s sake that the question
should be deferred, and terms arranged when
the prisoners themselves offered to give in.

*C1f I may make a suggestion,” said Hawkes-
bury, who had taken no part in the previous
discussion, **it is that you should appoint one
fellow captain, and agree to obey his orders.
You'll never manage it if you don't.”

**Not at all a bad idea,"” said one or two.
““You be the captain, Hawkesbury.”

‘* No, thank you," saud he, smiling gratefully,
“Treally am pot used to this sort of thing;
but I think Smith, now, would be just the
fellow.”

I considered this beautiful of Hawkesbury,
coming so soon after Smith's uncomplimentary
behavior to him.

The proposition was generally approved.
Smith wés not a favorite, but he had made the
only suggestions of any real use in the present
case, and appeared to have entered into the
scheme so warmly, that it was evident no one

would make a better captain,
He received his new dignity with great com-
placency.

“1I'll 'do my best.” said he, *“if you fellows
will back me up and stick to the engagement.”

Our time was now getting brief, <o after a
few more hurried suggestions and discussions
we separated and returned to our ordinary
duties, 5

That evening the Henniker was no better
than she had been during the day. Her brief
sojourn in society that afternoon had not im-
proved her a bit,

Flanagan, as usual, suggestea a plausible
reacor.

*Eexpect,™ whispered he, “*she went after a

of the room, I fell asleep and nearly
rolled off my bench.

The Henniker put down her book.

*“ Batchelor,” said she, *‘you shall be pun-
ished. Stand on the bench and read aloud.”

And so saying, she handed me the book and
pointed to the place.

This was the very refinement of torture, and
I draw a veil over the sad spectacle which fol-
lowed. Nor was I the only victim standing
there struggling and perspiring through the
long sentences, turned back whenever I made a
mistake to begin the page over again, till the
end of the chapter seemed to get farther and
farther away ; the other boys, too, came in for
part of the tragedy.

‘‘Reading " lasted that evening till ten
o'clock, and to this day I cannot imagine how
it ever came to an end even then. 1know /
never got to the end. This sad experience gave
a considerable zest to our hopes of freedom on
the following day.

Smith was not the sort of fellow to under-
take what he did not mean to carry through,
and I was astonisked to see how carefully his
plans were laid, and how precisely he had
allotted to every one of us our respective duties.

Monday dawned at length, and we rosé from
our beds like patriots on the morning of a bat-
tle which is to decide their freedom or slavery.

I had two minutes’ whisper with Smith as
we went down to breakfast.

** Tell the fellows,” said he, *‘ that the signal
to begin will be just when morning school is
over.  The Hen goes to get ready for dinner,
and Shankley and Philpot are to follow and
fasten her up. The holes are already bored,
s0 it won't take long."”

‘“ Suppose she yells,” suggested 1.

*“ Not likely ; but if she does, her room's far
enough away. Oh! by the way, I've screwed
down her window already. 1 thought we can
one of us easily smash a pane for her if she
wants more ventilation."”

** And how about Ladislaw and Hashford 2"

“I'm going down, when the Henniker's safe,
to ask them both to step up into the parlor,

They'll probably think something’s wrong and
hurry up. (I've fastened that window, too, by
the way.) Then you and Rathbone are to
screw up their door when they are safe in—I've
put the key outside, too—and I've told the other
fellows to be ready to bring out a lot of desks
and things out of the school room, and pile
them up, in case they kick too hard.”

“ Upon my word, Jack, you're a regular gen-
eral. But I say, we've forgotten the two serv-
ants.”

* No, we haven't. I've told them what's up,
and they won't interfere ; but—shut up now.”

During the morning we continued to pass
round word what the arrangements were, and
waited feverishly for the close of morning
school.

As we sat in the class room we had the satis-
faction of seeing first the butcher’s pony and
then the baker's cart drive up the front garden
and drive back again. We were all right for
the ‘‘sinews of war" for a day or two, any-
how |

‘The Henniker kept it up to the last, and dis-
tributed her favors lavishly and impartially all
round. But we heeded it not ; we even enjoyed
it, for were not we to have our innings next ?

It seemed as if morning school would never
end. At last a fluttering at our hearts, more
convincing even than the clock, told us the
hour was come. We rose from our seats. The
rebellion at Stonebridge House had begun.

The Henniker marched with stately tread
from the room, and up the stairs to her own
apartment. It seemed a long journey to us,
who sat listening in breathless silence, and at
last the closing of her door seemed to resound
all over the house.

“Now then,” said Smith to Shankley and
Philpot, who, with their shoes off and their
tools in their hands, stood ready, like two
trained assassins, for the word of command.
“‘Now then, and keep quiet, whatever you do "

They went. There was nothing stately about
their march. They darted up the stairs two
steps at a time, and the last we saw of them
was as they turned the corner into the passage,
at the end of which was situated the enemy’s
fortress.

It seemed a year before they returned !

At last Shankley, with beaming face, burst
into our midst.

“It's all right 1” said he, in an excited whis-
per. ‘' She sounded a little ke kicking, so
Philpot's keeping guard. We had one screw
half in before she even heard us!”

“What did she say then?” asked three or
four eager questioners.

*She wanted to know who was there, and if
we wanted to speak to her we must wait till
she came down, and a bad mark to whoever it
was for coming and disturbing her.”

There was a general laugh at this, which
Smith hurriedly checked.

“The thing's only half done yet," he said.
“Time enough to laugh when the other two
are safe.”

This was \ wise rebuke, and we became seri-
ous in an inxant.

*‘Now,” said Smith, ‘‘have you got the
screwdriver and screws all right, Baichelor ?
The rest of you be ready if I call;” and off he
went to summon the two masters to the parlor.

It was a critical moment, for everything de-
pended on our getting both into the room to-
gether.

Smith, so he told me afterwards, found both
Mr. Ladislaw and Ms. Hashford talking toge-
ther in the study of the former. He entered the
room suddenly, and crying, in an agitated
voice,

** Oh, will you both please step up to Miss
Henniker's parlor at once? Please be quick!"
as suddenly vanished.

Of course both the masters, making sure
Miss Henniker must be in fit, or else that the
house must be on fire, rushed upstairs gallantly,
side by side, to the rescue. Rathbone and I,
who were in hiding behind the door next to
that of the parlor, could hear them scuttling to-
wards us along the passage, and making
straight for their trap. They rushed wildly
into the room. In a moment we were out
after them, the door was slammed to, the key
was turned, and the first screw was well on its
way home before they even found out that the
beloved Henniker was not there!

After a moment’s pause (during which screw
number two had started on its way,) the handle
of the door was shaken violently, and Mr. Hash-
ford’s voice cried out,

““Who is there?  What are you doing there,
you boys?™

His only answer was a mighty cheer from the
assembled pupils of Stonebridge House, which
must have been quite as explicit as the longest
explanation.

“ Now then,"” cried Smith, as once more the
handle of the door was violently agitated;
*look sharp, you fellows, with the desks—"

‘¢ Smith,"” cried the voice of Mr. Ladislaw,
from within; ** you shall answer for this, Smith.
Undo the door at once, sir.”

Rut 1t had been agreed no parley should be
held with the besieged, and Smith’s only an-
swer was to help drag up the first desk and
plant it firmly against the door. The blockade
was soon made, but until it was, the fellows
kept steadily and seriously to work.

Then ensued a scene which I shall never for-
get, and which told significantly as the most
thrilling story what had been our privations
and persecutions and unhappiness at Stones
bridge House.,
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Three hundred different postmarks, ior 12; dife;
ent stamps. .

Gcorg; Rlndol%h. Mpmc‘hir, N.J. A smat
press and t: and a pair of opera glases, i
Violinand Bow, o PY it

* Robert Johnston, 89 Pacific Ave., Jerse Y,
N.J. Two boys' books, for Nos. sogto sy 1
GOLDEN ARGOSY.

Ernest F. Lawes, Tottenville, N. Y. Munson's
*Complete Phono; ?her." for Pitman's * Sys
tem of Phonography.”

Elmer Post, 15 North Main St., Wilkes Barre.
Pa. A telegraph key and battery, fora Worif
typewriter or a field glass.

F. V. Court, 352 Wyckoff St.. Brooklyn,
Two hundred and ninety stamps, valued at
for a miniature engine of equal value.

William F. Neumann, ¢85 Ave., New V-ri
City. A new $2.50 album with about wo stamra,
valued at $z0, for a good camera and outfit.

J. D. Frost, 634 2d Ave., Lansingburgh, N.Y U
S.” postage, department, and revenue samps, 1 -
the same. Send sheet or list of duplicates.

H. Toelke, 188 Greene St., Brooklyn,N. Y. in
Imperial album, with 625 stamps valued at $15.
for a 3 by 5 self inking press and one font of type.

John J. Connolly, 1827 Tatlow St., Philade'rha
Pa. A $10 banjo, nickel rim, 38 brackets, and 3
beoks, for a second hand Remington typewnter.

W. W. Stevens, 30 New St., New York City, A
gold pea. with ivory handle, valued at $6.0, for 3
medical battery in good order, Leclanche prefer-
red.

James Si Box 24+, Hopkinsville, Ky. 4
silver plated B flat cornet, with A and B crocks
and case, valued at §20, for a magic lantern anc
slides.

B. C. Broome, 363 Bergen Ave., Jersey City, N
J. A pair of American club ice skates, for 2
pair of snowshoes, or a piece of buckskin 4 it
square.

John C. Moore, 133 Broadway, Brooklyn, N, ¥
A fishing reel, with patent check, for violin musk
Correspondence with stamp collectors in Brookiyn
desired.

Joseph K. Heddings, Winfield, Pa. A 1o mile
range telescope, valued at §3, and 4 bound booes,
for a gold watch chain, or Vol. V. of The Gorues
ARGOSY.

Otto W. Schlau, 53 Willow St., Chicago. 11l
Minerals, postmarks, tin xa{zs. and 7 nos. of Mi~x-
sEv's PoruLar SEKIES, for Vol. V of Tus Goive
Arcosy, bound.

E. W. Furbush, 813 Lombard St., San Franciscr,
Cal. An Imperial stamp album with 100 stamps,
and 20 books, for Vol II, 111, or IV. of Tux
GoOLDEN ARGOSY.

R. E. Albertson, 241 Madison St., New York
City. A hand inkinggrc?s with two fonts of type
and outfit, a book by Optic, and revenue stamps.
for a photo camera.

E. Pettit, 2121 Spring Garden St., Philadelohia.
Pa. A magic lantern valued at $5. with s slides.
for a photo camera, or 3 vols. of Trg Guives As’
Gosy prior to Vol. V.

T. E. Moritz, care Fuller Bros., Box
York City. A pair of strap roller skates, : b
50 slamrs. and a 4 {t. schooner, for a fishing poi
and reel or a tricycle.

W. Samborn, 604 North 2d St., Rockford. 11l
Stamps, for stamps. A tin tag, or four different

ostmarks, for every stamp not in his collection
Not less than 25 taken.

Oscar Krauch, 312 Central Ave., Rochester, N
Y. A swimming collar, a 4 draw telescope, =
different postmarks, a book by Alger, etc., for 3
set of boys’ boxing gloves.

G. Moore, Box 339, New York City. Six nos. of
Munsey's PoruLak Series, for ** The Sailor Boy,
by Optic, ** Our Fellows Afloat,” by Castlemon, o
*“The Store Boy," by Alger.

J. T. McFarland, 8 Warrenton St., Bostn,
Mass. Stamps, for stamps. **1 wo Strokes of tle
Bell,” for 10 stamps not in his collection,and * The
Romance of the Lilies,” for zo.

William Ashton, 1505 Atlantic Ave., Brooklvn,
N. Y. i

A

Burnett St., Newark, N |
OPULAR SEKIES, for anj otber

¥

? A pair of all ‘clamp nickel plated roller
skates, and a pair of all clamp ice skates, for a pair
of P. & S. American club skates, No. 1o.

Henry Pfeiffer, 526 West 4oth St., New York
City. A 2% by 4 self inking press, for a photobur-
nisher, roller not less than 6 in. long, or & magic
santern with slides not less than 3 in. wide.

Samuel Cohen, 114 Merrimac St., Boston, Mass.
A hunter's match case, a set of stencils, 150 col-
ored magic lantern views, and other views, for &
field glass, opera glasses, or musical instruments.

Frank Kline, Spring City, Pa. Seventy five for-
eign stamps, for every so aﬂuam cut envelope
stamps, or every s special delivery stamps: and
100 foreign, for every 65 U. S. 4¢., sc., 6c., 0 1
stamps. :

Starr W. King, 125 Jennings St., Rochester. N
Y. A silver watch and chain, go!d plated. and
books, for a 48 in. bicycle, ora 1 or 1 horse power
engine, suitable for a launch, Will pay reight

' charges.
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GIVING.
BY HELEN G. ROBEKTS.
‘Tuesre is no life, however low
Or humble in its birth,
That may not from its store bestow
Some brightness o'er the earth.
Each little blooming wayside flower,
Tho' lacking beauty rare,
Freely offers all its dower
To make the summer fair.
‘The river hastening to the sea,
With all its gathered treasures,
Yields up its offerings, full and free ;
Their worth 1t never measures.
‘Thus nature proves in many a way
The noblest rules of living.
Would ye receive? Then day by-day
Increase thy store by giving.

— e
[ Tkis story commenced in No. 298.]

Pean Dunham;

THE WATERFORD MYSTERY.
By HORATIO ALGER, Jr.
Author g/ Luke Walton”  The Voung dcrobar,”
a,

d Dick,” " Tattered Tom,
“Luck and Pluck,” etc., efc.

CHAPTER XXIX.
SHOULD OLD ACQUAINTANCE BE FORGOT ?"

F Dean was surprised to see
his old cnem{ in such an out
of the way place, Kirby was
no less surprised to see his
former traveling companion.
There was this difference ;
the encounter brought him

= pleasure, while to Dean it

carried dismay.  Neither could understand
where on earth the other had sprung from.

**Oho I" laughed Kirby, **so we meet again.”

Dan looked surprised, thinking the words
were addressed to him, but following the direct-
ion of Kirby's eyes hesaw that he was mistaken.

*“ Do ycu know this boy ? "' he asked.

“Do 1 know him ? Why, we started from
the East together.”

* How is that 2

*“It was at the request of a friend of ours.”

** The captain ? "

** Yes,”

** And why did you separate ? "

*“ Well, 1 mustn’t tell tales out of school. I
am very glad to meet you again, youngster. Is
the pleasure mutual ?

** No, it isn't,” said Dean bluntly,

‘*So I should gudze, after the trick you played
upon me at our last meeting."”

** What do you refer to ? "

**You know well enough,
Dr. Thorp against me.
know it is true.”

‘*Idon't deny it. What happened that night
shov ed that I had good reasou‘\’.;’)'e 4

* Be that as it may,” said Kirby with an ugly
scowl, * you did a bad thing for yourself. Ygou
probably thought you would never meet me
again.”

Dean was silent, but Dan, whose curiosity
was aroused, interposed with an inquiry.

 What are you two talkin' about ?" he said.

“ls this boy a'friend or an enemy ? "

‘*He is an enemy of our association,” replied
Kirby, 1 am glad to have him in my power.”
o »* So there is an association ?” thought Dean.
* These two men belong to it, and Squire Bates
is the captain. 1 shall soon know all about it.”
Brt in the meanwhile the evident hostility of
Kirby, reflected in the face of his new acquain-
tance Dan, was ominous of danger. Dean felt
that he would gladly pass the night out in the
woods exposed to the night air if he could only
get away. But he saw clearly that escape was
not at preseat practicable,

‘‘Have you seen the old woman ?” asked
Dan, meaning his mother.

** Yes. She told me that she had taken in a
kid for the night, but I had no idea it was any
ons Iknew. The old lady wears well, Dan.”

Yes, she’s tough,” said the affectionate son

You cautioned
Dcn't deny it, for 1

carelessly. “T'll go in and see whether she's
£ot supper ready.”
He entered the house, leaving Dean and his

nlc‘l employer together.

+ Come here, boy, and sit down,"” said Kirby
smiling, and eying Dean very much as a cat
cyes the mouse whom she proposes soon to de-
vour. **You must be tired.”

Thank you,” said Dean calmly, as he went
forward and seated himself on the settee beside
Peter Kirby,

o8 W!lat brought you so far West as Colo-
rado?” proceeded Kirby, giving vent to his cu~
riosity,

* Tkept coming West. Besides, I heard there
were mines in Colorado, ana I thought I might
ﬁnd&oﬁlable work.”

“ o i =3
o youtsyr" gave up playing on that harmonica

~
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“Yes.”

** Couldn't you make it pay 2"

**1 needed "a partner like the one 1 st: ced
with—Mr. Montgomery. I couldn't give an
entertainment alone,”

** Then you haven't been making any money
lately 2"

“No.”

0.

‘* Where did you get that watch 2"

** From Dr. Thorp.”

‘ When did he give it to you "

** Just betore I left town.”

‘It was a present to you for informing on
me, I suppose ?” said Kirby, his face again as-
suming an ugly frown.

‘* 1 believe it was for saving him from being
robbed.”

‘' Then he had considerable money and bonds
in the house ?”

“ "

‘* Were they in the cabinet ? "

‘ He removed them.”

‘“After [ went to bed 2"

** 1 believe so.”

‘It seems then that I am indebted to you for
foiling my little scheme.”

Kirby looked dangerous, and Dean was alive
to the peril incurred, but he was obliged in the
interests of truth to answer in the affirmative.

Here Dan appeared at the door.

** Come in, Kirby,” he said. * Supper's
ready.”

“1 am ready forit. I am about famished.
Come in, boy.”

‘‘Thank you ; 1 have supped already.”

‘‘ All the same you must come in, for I don't
propose to lose sight of you. Hand over that
watch, please."”

‘* Why do you want it 2" asked Dean appre-
hensively.

‘I have more claim to it than you.
the price of treachery.”

‘I hope, Mr. Kirby, you will let me keep it.”

‘ Hand 1t over without any more words !"
said Kirby roughly, ‘‘unless you want me to
take it from you.”

It would have been idle to resist, but Dean
was not willing to hand it over, since that would
have indicated his consent to the surrender.

““You can take it if you choose,” he said.

** It will do after supper. Comein!"

Dean preceded Kirby into the cabin, and sat
down on a stool while the two men were eating.
Gradually they dropped into conversation, and
Dean listened with curious interest.

‘* So you saw the captain, Kirby?” asked Dan.

“Yes

‘ Where 2"

‘‘ He lives in an obscure country place, buried
alive, as I call it. Itis for the sake of his fam-
ily, he says.”

‘“ What family has he ?”

‘‘ A wife and son—the last as like his father
as two peas—the same ugly tusks, and lorg,
oval face. Between the two I prefer the cap-
tain. The boy puts on no end of airs.”

*“ Does he know—"

“Not a word. He thinks his father a gentle-
man of wealth and high birth, and holds his
head high, I can tell you.”

‘“ Does that boy know him ?” asked Dan,
with a jerk of the head towards Dean.

“You know Brandon Bates, dont you,
Dean 2" said Kirby.

‘“Yes, sir.”

** Do you like him ?”

h'“ I"don'l think any one in the village likes
m.

It was
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* How about his father ? Is he popular 2"

‘* He is better liked than his son.”

** The fact is,” resumed Kirby, *‘ the captain’s
boy is an impudent cub. He was insolent to
me. I could have tweaked his nose with pleas-

** There seems to be one point on which
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Mr. Kirby and I agree,” thought Dean. But

upon the whole it did not seem to him that he

liked Kirby any better than Brandon Bates.

Brandon had unpl but it was

clear that Kirby was a professional thief.

D“ ‘When is the captain coming West 2" asked
an.

“*Soon, I think. He may be needed for
some work in Denver. I shall make a report to
him when I have gathered the information we
need, and urge him to come. He has brains,
the captain has, and he must give us the ad-
vantage of them.”

‘“What plan are you
thinkin’ of, ﬁirby n

““Hush !” said Kirby,
glancing toward Dean. *‘1
will speak with you about
that later.”

After supper they went
out again, and sat on the
settee, both smoking B;pes
provided by Dan, an
was invited to come out
also, but he felt very much
fatigued, and asked if he
might go to bed.

*“ Mother,"” said Dan,
‘‘can the kid go up to
bed 2"

“‘ Yes, if he wants to.”

““T'll go up with him.”

Dan led the way up a
narrow staircase to the
second floor. There were
two rooms, each with a
sloping roof. On the floor
was spread a sacking filled
with hay, one end raised
above the general level.

“You can sleep there,
youngster,” said Dan.
“ There's no use in un-
dressin’. Lay down as you
are,”

Dean was quite ready to
do so. Though he was apprehensive about
the future, fatigue asserted its claim, and in
less than five minutes he was sound asleep,

CHAPTER XXX.
DEAN FINDS HIMSELF IN A HOLE.

EAN seemed to himself to have slept not
more than an hour, though in reality
several hours passed, when he was
aroused by beinishaken not over gently.

“Time to get up ?” he asked drowsily.

““Yes, it's time to get up,” answered a rough
voice.

Now he opened his eyes wide, and he saw
Kirby looking down on him. At a flash all
came back to him, and he realized his position.

He rose from his pallet and asked, ** Can 1
wash my face and hands ?”

“No; there is no time for it. Follow me!”

Rightly concluding that it would be useless
to question Kirby, Dean followed him to the
lower floor, where Dan had already seated him-
self at the breakfast table. In obedience toa
signal Dean sat down also, and ate with w!lal
appetite he could the repast spread before him.
1In addition to cold meat and bread there was
what passed for coffee, though it rrobably was
not even distantly related to the fragrant bev-
erage which we know by that name. Dean
drank it, however, not without relish, for it
was at Jeast hot.

Fifteen minutes sufficed for break-
fast, and then Dan and Kirby left the
cabin, motioning to Dean to follow.

= Outside the cabin Kirby said, * Have
you a_handkerchief ?”

“‘Yes,” answered Dean, wondering
why such a question should be asked.

“Give it tome!”

Dean mechanically obeyed.

Kirby took it, and, folding it, tied
it over Dean'’s eyes.

“ Are we going to play blind man’s
buff ? " asked Dean.

** Yes,” answered Kirby grimly, ‘‘and
you are the blind man,”

‘1 should like to know what you
have done this for,” said Dean, more
seriously.

“1 can't answer your question, but
no harm will come to you if you keep
quiet. You are going to take a walk
with us.”

‘““And you don’t want me to know
where you are taking me."”

“You've hit it right the first time,
youngster,” said Dan,

“ 1 suppose it's no use to resist,” said
said Dean firmly, ‘‘ but I must say that
you have’ no right to take away my

lom. "

“ You can say it if you want to, but it
won’t make any difference.”

“What are you going to do with
me?”

*You'll know in time.”

N Dan and Kirby ranged themselves
one on each side of Dean, and he was
walked off between them. He asked
one or two questions, but was admon-
ished to keep silence. So they walked

for twenty minutes, or pernaps half an hour,
when Dan left his side, and Dean was compelled
to halt in the custody of Kirby.

“It's all ready!” said Dan, reappearing.
Again_he took Dean by the arm, and they
walked forward perhaps a dozen paces.

Then Kirby said, ‘* Here are some steps.”
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Dean found himself descending a flight of
steps—ten in number, for he took the trouble
to count them. He was getting n.ore and more
mystified, and would have given a good deal
to remove the handkerchief that bandaged his
eyes, but it was impossible to do i‘t even sur-
reptitiously, for both arms were pinioned by

‘*PLAY SOME MORE,” EN-
TREATED POMPEY,

his guides, At the end of the
flight of steps they came again to
level ground, and walked forward
perhaps a hundred feet. Dean
suspected from the earthy odor that
they were under the ground. He soon learned
that his supposition was correct, for his guides
halted, and loosened their hold upon his arms.

““You can remove the handkerchief now,”
said Kirby. !

Dean lost no time in availing himself of this
mermission.

He looked around him eagerly.

He found himself in what appeared to be
not a natural, but an artificial cave—dark, save
for the light of a kerosene lamp, which was
placed on a little rocky shelf, and diffused &
sickly light about the cellar. At the end of thc
room there was a passage leading, as it seemed
to some inner apartment.

Dean looked about in surprise.

* What place is this 2" he asked.

““ You may call it a cave if you like.”

“ How long are you going to stay here 2"

““ About five minutes.”

‘“That will be enough for me,” said Deax
shrugging his shoulders.

‘*Hardly. You are to stay longer.”

‘‘ Are you going to leave me here—under tne
earth ? " asked Dean, in alarm.

*Don’t you be scared, youngster—you wili
be safe. You won't be alone. Here, Pompey.”

Through the inner passage came a stunted
negro, with a preternaturally large head, around
which was pinned a cotton cloth in the shape
of a turban, He bowed obsequiously, and
eyed Dean with evident curiosity mingled with
surprise.

** This boy has come to visit you, Pompey,”
said Kirby, with grim pleasantry.

*‘Yah, yah, massa!” chuckled Pompey,
showing the whites of his eyes.

“You must take good care of him. Give
him something to eat when he is hungry, but
don’t Jet him escape.”

‘“Yah, massa!"”

¢ He will ask you guestions, but you must be
careful what you tell him. Remember, he is
not one of us, and he mustn't learn too much.”

“Yah, massa! I understand. What's his
name?"

“Dean.”

*‘Dat’s a funny name. I never heard th-
like.”

** Yes, you have. Dan’s like it.”

““So it am, massal Dat's a fac.”

‘‘ Now, youngster, I am going to lec¥2 you
in the company of Pompey here, who w 2 dc
his best to make you comfortable and hap,.,.”

‘““When are you coming back for me?"
asked Dean, apprehensively.

‘* Well, that depends upon circumstances.
You'd better not trouble yourself about that,
Perhaps in a week, perhaps in a month. In
the meantime you will have free board, and
won't have to work for a living. There are a
-good many who would like to change places
with you.”

‘If you meet any such, send them along,”
said Dean, with a jocoseness that thinly veiled
a feeling bordering upon despair.

‘“Ha, ha! That's a good one. Dan, our
young friend is becoming a practical joker.
That's right, young one. Keep up good cour-
age. I must bid you good by now. Come
along, Dan.”

The two turned away, and Dean with de-
spairing eyes saw them going back to freedom
and the light of day, while he was left in the
company of an ignorant black in a subterra-
nean dungeon.

‘*Law, honey, don't take on!” said Pom-
pey, good naturedly, ‘‘ There ain’'t no harm
comin’ to you.”
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“1 should think harm had come to me.
Here am [ shut up in this black hole |

**'Taint so bad, honey, when you're used to
it. I didn't like it first myse'(.”

* How long have you lived down here 2"

“1 can't justly say.”

“1s it a year, or a month ?”

“I can't say, young massa,"” answered Pom-
pey, who was evidently bent on carrying out
Kirby's admonitions not to tell too much to his
youny guest.

“*\When did you come hyah ?" asked Pom-
pey, thinking it only fair that he sheuld ask a
question.

** Into this neighborhood ? I only came yes-
terday.” X

** And where did you meet Massa Kirby 2

‘* At the cabin of the other man—Dan. But
1 had seen him before, 1 met him first at the
East, in New York State.”

‘“In York State! " repeated Pompey.

““Yes. We traveled together for a while.”

Pompey nodded his head slowly, but evi-
dently he had no very clear idea of what it all
meant.

‘* Are you hungry, young massa ;  he asked,
after a pause.

“No; I have had my breakfast.”

“1 must go to work,"” said the negro, turn-
ing to go back by the narrow passage from
which he had emerged.

“* May I go with you?”

“Yes, young massa, if you want to.”

Anything was better than being left alone in
the dark, cavernous room, and Dean followed
the negro, who was so short that he could
readily look over his head, till at the end of
the passage he emerged into another apart-
ment, which was fitted up as a kitchen, and
contained a stove. From the stove rose an up-
right funnel, which pizrced the roof, providing
a vent for the smoke when there was a fire,
and allowing air to come from above. It
flashed upon Dean that it was through this fun-
nel had come the mysterious sounds which puz-
zled him so much when he was reclining in the
wood.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE VALUE OF A HARMONICA,
BOUT the middle of the forenoon Pom-

pey curled upon a pallet in one corner of

the room, and went to sleep. There

was nothing in particular to do, and it
<eemed rather a sensible way of spending the
time. Dean, however, felt too anxious to follow
his example.

It occurred to him that it would be a good
time for him to gratify his curiosity by examin-
ing the cavern in which he was immured, and
devise, if possible, some method of escape.
First he went up close to Pompey, and examin-
ed him carefully to see whether he was really
asleep, or only shamming. But the negro's
deep breathing soon satisfied him that there was
no sham about his slumber. So Dean felt at
liberty to begin his exploration.

He went back to the entrance, which he knew
by the staircase he had descended with Kirby
and Dan. He mounted to the top, and found
his way barred by atrap door which he tried,
but unsuccessfully, to raise, It appeared to be
secured by a lock, and, not having the key, there
was no hope of escape. He gazed ruefully at
this door, which shut him out from liberty.

*1 wonder if there is any other way out of
the cave,” he asked himself.

It didn't seem probable, but it was of course
possible, and worth while to investigate, If
there were it would be at the other end, no
donbt.

He retraced his steps, and found Pompey still
fast asleep, and utterly unconscious of the
movements of the prisoner under his charge.

Dean took alamp and went farther into the
cave. Thare seemed to be a series of excava-
tions, connected by narrow passages. In one of
these was a large box, constructed like a sailor’s
chest. It occurred to him that it might belong
to Pompey, and be used by him to contain his
clothing. But a little thought suggested that
the negro was naot likely to havea large stock of
clothes,  Probably the suit he had on was about
all he possessed.  What, then, did the chest
contain 2

At each end was a handle.  Dean took hold
of one and tried to lift the chest. But he found
it very heavy, much heavier than it would have
been had it contained clothing.

He rose to his feet and eyed it with curiosity.
There was nothing elaborate about the lock,
and it struck Dean that a key which he had in
his pocket might possibly unlock it.  Upon the
impulse of the moment he kneeled down and
inserted it in the lock.

Very much to his surprise, and indeed it did
seem an extraordinary chance, for it was the
only key he had, it proved to fit the lock. He
turned it, and raised the lid. The sight dazzled
him,

Before him lay piles of gold and silver coins,
and a package of bank bills. This cave wasevi-
dently the store house of an organized band of
robbers, and the chest might be considered their
treasury.

+« T wonder if this is real,” thought Dean, ** It
seems like a scene in the Arabian Nights."

1t did indeed seem strange that this far off
nook of Colorado should be the rendezvous and
treasure house of a band so widely scattered
that the captain was a_quiet citizen of asmall
town in the State of New York, nearly two
thousand miles away,

How improbable it would have seemed to the

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

citizens of Waterford, among whom Squire Bates
moved, living in outward seeming the life of
any other respectable and law abiding citizen |
This was the Waterford mystery, which by a
series of remarkable adventures it had fallen to
Dean to solve.

He locked the chest, fearing that Pompey
might suddenly wake, and, following, discover
what he was about. He wanted some time to
think over this strange discovery, and consider
what to do. To be sure, there seemed little
chance of his doing anything except to remain
where he was, a subterranean prisoner,

JDean felt more than ever a desire to leave the
cave, but the prospect was not encouraging.
Why he was kept a prisoner he could guess.
He knew too much of the band, and especially
of their leader, and he was considered danger-
ous. His imprisonment might be a prolonged
gne, and Dean felt that this would be intolera-

le.

It was in a very sober frame that he returned
to the room where Pompey was still sleeping.
An hour later the negro awoke, and stretched
himself.

‘‘ Have I been asleep long, young massa ?"* he
asked.

*“Two or three hours, I

should think, Pom-

Y.

“ Dat's strange! 1 only just closed my eyes
for a minute, and I done forgot myself."

*““You might as well go tosleep. There's
nothing elseto do.”

*“I must get some dinner, honey.
feel hungry 2"

** T might eat something,” said Dean listless-
Y

Pompey bustled round, and prepared alunch,
to which Dean, homesick as he was, did not fail
todo justice, Ittakes a great dealto spoil the
appetite of a growing boy.

After the noon repast Dean sat down. He
was beginning to find the monotony intolera-
ble.

“ Have you got any books down here, Pom-
pey 2" he asked.

Pompey shook his head.

** No use for books, young massa. I can't
read.”

“But I can.”

‘¢ Perhaps Massa Kirby will bring you some
if you ask him.”

Dean did not care to ask any favor of Kirby.
Moreover he knew that that gentleman was not
particularly literary, and doubted if he was in
a position to grant the request.

By way of beguiling the time he took out his
harmonica in an absent mood, and began to
play ** Old Folks at Home.”

Instantly Pompey was on the alert. Hiseyes
brightened, and he fixed them in rapture upon
the young player.

*“What's dat, young massa ?” he asked.

“ That’s a harmonica.”

“You do play beau'ful, young massa.”

:" Thank you, Pompey, I am glad you like

Don't you

‘‘ Play some more,” entreated Pompey.

Dean complied with the negro's request, part-
Iy because he was obliging, partly because it
helped to fill up the time. He could scarcely
forbear laughing to see Pompey rocking to and
fro with his mouth open, drinking in the melo-
dious strains,

Nature had given Pompey a rapt apprecia-
tion of music, and he began to croon a vocal
accompaniment to the instrument.

*“ Who learn you to play, young massa ?" he
asked.

‘I taught myself. Itisn't hard.”

¢ Dat’s because you're white. A poor nigger
like e couldn’t learn,” said Pompey half in-
quiringly.

**Oh yes, you could. I see you have an ear
for music. ' Would you like to try 2"

CCIf you would let me 1"

Dean handed the negro the harmonica, and
gave him the necessary directions. In the
course of half an hour he v able to play
throngh ¢ Old Folks at Home,"” with substan-
tal a:curacy.

“ 1 wish I had a harmonicum,” said Pompey
wistfully, *It would make old Pompey hap-
py-"

An idea came into Dean’s head—a wild, per-
haps an impracticable idea, but he resolved to
carry it out, 1f possible.

* Pompey,” he said, *T'll give you the har-
monica if you'll let me out of the cave,”

Pompey rolled his eyes in affright.

“ Couldn'tdo it no how, young massa,” he
said. ** Massa Kirby would kill me.”

“He'd think 1 got away when you were
asleep, Pompey,  Come, I'll show youtwo or
three more tunes on the instrument, and you
can learn others yourself."

‘*1don't dare to, young massa," said Pom-
pey, but there was a suspicion of indecision in
S voice,

““Very well, then, give me back the harmon-
ica. 1 will never play any more upon it.”

*“Oh, young massa |

‘1 mean what I say, Pompey"—and Dean
put the harmonica in his pocket.

Pompey eyed him with a troubled look. He
was evidently weighing the matter 1n his mind.

I T thought Massa Kirby wouldn't kill me,"”
he said reflectively.

Dean upon this redoubled his persuasions,
He played another tune on the harmonica—
* Sweet Home "—with variations, and this com-
pleted the conquest of his sable custodian,

*I'll do it, young massa,” said Pompey,
hoarsely. ** Give methe harmonicum, and I'll
take the risk.”

Dean did not want to give him time for reflec-
tion. He seized his hat, and handed Pompey
the instrument.

The negro guided him, not to the front en-
trance which he already knew, but to a back exit
which he had overlooked. Here there was a
door skillfully concealed on theoutside.  Pom-
pey drew out a key, opened it, and with infinite
relief Dean again saw the sunshine and breath-
ed the air of {reedom.

“ Good by, Pompey " he said.
you with all my heart.”

“If Massa Kirby cotch you, don’t you tell
him 1 let you go,” said Pompey hoarsely.

“No, I'won’t, Pompey, butl don't mean to
let him catch me.”

The door closed behind him, and Dean paus-
ed to consider what course to take. He must
at all hazards avoid falling in with Kirby and

‘1 thank

** That harmonica is worth its weight in
gold | ” thought Dean gratefully, *‘Itis a reg-
ular talisman.”

(70 be continued.)

—_—ee——————
[ This story commenced in No. ag1.]
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CHAPTER XLIX.
A REUNION OF BROTHERS.

“TUHE squire stood still a moment or so, gaz-
) ing on his son, with a strange bewildered
marvel at the strength of that mystic pas-
sion, which none not laboring under its
fearful charm can comprehend, which creates
the sudden idol that no reason justifies, and sa-
crifices to its fatal shrine alike the past and the
future,

Not trusting himself to speak, the father
drew his hand across his eyes, and dashed away
the bitter tear that sprang from a swelling in-
dignant heart ; then he uttered an inarticulate
sound, and, finding his voice gone, moved away
to the door, and left the house.

He walked through the street, bearing his
head very erect, asa proud man does when deep-
ly wounded, and striving to shake off some af-
fection that he deems a weakness; and his
trembling, nervous fingers fumbled at the button
of his coat, trying to tighten the garment across
his chest, as if to confirm a resolution that still
sought to struggle out of the revolting heart,

Thus he went on, and the reader, perhaps,
will wonder whither ; and the wonder may not
lessen when he finds the squire come to 2 dead
pause in Grosvenor Square, and at the portico of
his ‘“distant brother’s " stately house.

At the squire’s brief inquiry whether Mr. Fg-
erton was at home, the porter summoned the
groom of the chambers ; and the groom of the
chambers, seeing a stranger, doubted whether
his master was not engaged, but would take in
the stranger’s card and see.

‘* Ay, ay,” muttered the squire, ** this is true
relationship—my child prefers a stranger to me.
Why should I complain that I am a stranger in
a brother’'shouse. Sir,” added the squire aloud,
and very meekly—** sir, please tosay to your
master that I am William Hazeldean.”

The servant bowed low, and without another
word conducted the visitor into the statesman’s
library, and announcing Mr. Hazeldean, closed
the door.

Audley was seated at his desk, the grim iron
boxes still at his feet, but they were ncw closed
and locked. And the ex minister was no longer
looking over official documents; letters were
spread before him, of far different nature ; in his
hand there lay a long lock of fair silken hair,
on which his eyes were fixed sadly and intently.

He started at the sound of his visitor's name,
and the tread cf the squire’s stalwart footstep ;
and mechanically thrust into his bosom the relic
of younger and warmer years, keeping his hand
to his heart, which beat loud with disease, un-
der the light pressure of that golden hair,

The two brothers stood on the great man’s
lonely hearth, facing each other in silence, and
noting unconsciously the change made in each

during the long years in which they had never -

met.

Audley was the first tospeak, and o put forth
the right hand, which he stole slowly from its
place at his breast, on which the lock of hair
still stirred to and fro at the heaveof the labor-
ing heart.

*William,” said he, with his rich, deep voice,
“this is kind. You are come to see me, now
that men say I am fallen, The minister you
censured is no more; and you see again the
brother."”

The squire was softened at once by this ad-
dress, He shook heartily the hand tendered to
him ; and then, turning away his head, with an
honest conviction that Audley ascribed to him
a credit which he did not deserve, he said,
“No, no, Audley, I am more selfish than you
think m have come—I have come to ask
your advice—no, not exactly that—your opin-
ion. But you are busy—""

“ Sit down, William. Old days were coming
over me when you entered ; days earlier still
return now—days, too, that leave no shadow
when the suns are set.”

The proud man seemed to think he had said
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too much. His practical nature rebuked tke
poetic sentiment and phrase.

*“You would ask my opinion? What on?
Some public matter—some parliamentary i)
that may affect your property?”

** Am 1 such a mean miser as that’ Property
—property? What does property natter, w her:
a man is struck down at his own hearth? Prop-
erty, indeed! But you have no chili—happy
brother I" )

‘“ Ay, ay ; as you say, I am a happy man -
childless I Has™ your son displeased you 7 |
have heard him spoken of well, too."

“Don't talk of him. Whether his cordier
be good or ill is my affair,” resumed 1he poor
father with a testy voice— jealous alike o ;
ley's praise. or blame of his rebellioys
Then he rose a moment, and made a sy
gulp as if for air ; and laying his broad
hand on his brother’s shoulder, said, * Ran
Leslie tells me you are wise—a consumma:
of the world. No doubt you are so, And Par-
son Dale tells me that he is sure you havevarn,
feelings—which I take to be a strange thirs f. ¢
one who has lived so long in London, ard has
no wife and no child—a widowerand a nember
of parliament—for a commercial city, tee.
Never smile ; it isno smiling matter with me.
You know a foreign woman, called Negra or
Negro—not a black ymoor, though, by any
—at least on the outside of her. Is she su
woman as a plain country gertleman would ke
his ouly son to marry—ay or no "

**No, indeed,"” answered Audley, gravely,
““and I trust your son will commit no acts
rash. Shall I sce him or her ? Speak, m dear
William.  What would you have me do 3"

** Nothing, you have said envugh.” repled
the squire, gloomily, and his head sank o5 his
breast.

.;\]udley took his hand, and pressed it frater-
nally.

**William,” said the statesman, *‘we have
been long estranged ; but I do not forget that
when we last met, at—at Lord Lammeres
house, and when 1 took you aside, and waid,
* William, if I lose this election, 1 must resign
all chance of public life ; my afiairs are embar-
rassed ; 1 may need—I would not acceptmoney
from you—I would seek a profession, and you
can help me there,” you divined my meaning,
and said—* Take orders ; the Hazeldean v n;
is just vacant. I will get some one toholc
till you are ordained.” T do not forget that.

Would that I had thought earlier of so serene

an escape from all that then tormented me. My

lot might have been far happier.”

The squire eyed Audley with a surprise that
broke forth from his more absorbing emations

“ Happier! Why, all things have prospered
with you ; and youare rich enough now ; and—
you shake your head.  Brother, 1s it possibie!
Do you want money ? Pooh, not accept movey
from your mother's son l—stuff.”

Out came the squire's pocket book. Audiey
put it gently aside.

** Nay,” said he, *“ T have enough for myself ;
but since you seek and speak with me thusaffec-
tionately, 1 will ask you one favor. Stould 1
die before I can provide for my wife's kinsman,
Randal Leslie, as 1 could wish, will you see to
his fortunes, so far as you can, without injury
1o others—to your own son 2"

“Myson! He is provided for. He has the
Casino estate—much good may it do him. You
have touched on the very matter that brought
me here. This boy, Randal Leslie, seems a
praiseworthy lad, and has Hazeidean blood 1n
his veins. You have taken him up because he
is connected with your late wife. Wy should
not I take him up, too, when his grands other
was a Hazeldean ? I wanted to ask you what
you meant to do for him; forif you did not
mean to provide for him, why I will, as in duty
bound. So your request comes at the right
time; I think of altenng my will. 1 can put
him into the entail, besides a handsome legacy
You are sure he is a good lad—and it will please
you too, Audley 2"

‘“ But not at the expense of your son. And
stay, William—as to this foolish marriage with
Madame di Negra, who told you Frank meant to
take such a step 2"

‘‘Hetold me himself; butit is no matter
Randal and I both did all we could to dissuade
him ; and Randal advised me to come 1o you."

“* He has acted generously, then, our kinsman
Randal—I am glad to hear it,” said Audler
his brow somewhat clearing. ** I haveno
enge with this lady ; but at least, I can counsel
her. Do not consider the marriage fixed be-
cause a young man desiresit. Youth is everhot
and rash.”

*Your youth never was,” retorted the squire,
bluntly. **You married well enough, I'm sure,
1 will say one thing for you; you have been, to
my taste, a bad poitictan—beg pardon—but you
were always a gentleman. You would never
have disgraced your family and married a—"

““Hush | " interrupted Egerton, gently. *' Do
not make matters worse than they are. Madame
di Negra is of high birth in her own country;
and if scandal—"

** Scandal 1™ cried the squire, shrinking and
turning pale, *‘ Are you speaking of the wife
of a Hazeldean ? At least, she shall never sit by
the hearth at which now sits his mother : and
whatever I may do for Frank, her children shall
not succeed. Much obliged to you, Audley, for
iour good feeling—glad to have seen you; and

arkye, you startled me by that shake of your
head, when 1 spoke of your wealth; and from
what you say about Randal's prospccts, 1 puess
that you London gentlemen are not so thnity
as weare, You ska// let mespeak. I sayagan,

son
o
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that I have some theusands quite at_yeur ser-
vice. And though you are not a Hazeldean,
still you aremy mother's son; and now that |
am about toalter my will, [ can as well scratch
in the name of Egerton as that of Leslie. Cheer
up, cheer up ; you are younger than I am, and
{ou have no child ; so you will live longer than
shall.”

* My dear brother,” answered Audley, *‘ be-
lieve me, I shall never live to want your aid.
And as to Leslie, add to the five thousand
pounds I mean to give him, an equal sum in
your will, and I shall feel that he has received

justice.

Observing that the squire, though he listened
attentively, made no ready answer, Audley
turned the subject again to Frank ; and with
the adroitness of a man of the world, backed by
cordial sympathy in his brother’s distress, he
pleaded so well Frank's lame cause, urged so
gently the wisdom of patience and delay, and
the appeal to filial feeling rather than recourse
to paternal threats, that the squire grew molli-
fied in spite of himself, and left his brother's
hovse a much less angry, and less doleful man,

CHAPTER L.

THE SQUIRE LEARNS THE WORST,

R. HAZELDEAN was still in the square
when he came upon Randal himself,
who was walking with a dark whisk-
ered, showy gentleman, toward E

ton’s house, Randal and the gentleman e

changed a hasty whisper, and the former ex-

claimed :

" \What, Mr. Hazeldean, have you just left
your brother's house ? Is it possible 27
© “'Why, you advised me o go there, and 1
did. 1 scarcely knew what [ was about. I
am very glad 1 did go. Hang politics ! hang
the landed interest | what do I care for either
now 2"

* Failed with Madame di Negra?" asked
Randal, drawing the squire aside.

“ Never speak of her again!” cried the
squire, fiercely. ‘‘And as to that ungrateful
boy—but I don’t mean to behave harshly ta
him—he shall have money enough to keep her
il he likes—keep her from coming to me—keep
him, too, from counting on my death, and bor-
rowing post obits on the Casino—for he'll be
doing that next—no, [ hope I wrong him there ;
I have been too good a father for him to count
on my death already. After all,” continued the
squire, beginning to relax, ** as Audley says, the
marriage 1s not yet made; and if the woman
has taken him in, he is young, and his heart is
warm. Make yoursell easy, my boy. I don't
forget how kindly you took his part; and be-
fore I do anything rash, Ull at least take advice
with his poor mother.”

Randal gnawed his pale lip, and a moment-
ary cloud of disappointment passed over his

** True, sir,” said he gently ; ** true, you must
not be rash. Indeed, I was thinking of you and
poor dear Frank at the very moment I met you.
It occurred to me whether we might not make
Frank’s very embarrassments a reason toinduce
Madame di Negra to refuse him; and I was on
niy way to Mr. Egerton, in order to ask his
opinion, in company with the gentleman yon-
der,”

' Gentleman yonder 2 Why should he thrust
his long nose into my family affairs 2 Who the
deuce is he 27

** Don't ask, sir. Pray let me act.”

But the squire continued to eye askant the
dark whiskered personage thus thrust between
himself and his son, and who waited patiently
a few yards in the rear, carelessly readjusting
the camelia in his button hole,

** He looks very outlandish. Is he a foreign-
er, too 2" asked the squire, at last.

**No, not exactly. Howeve:
about Frank’s embarrassments ; an

* Embarrassments | what, the debt he paid
for that woman? How did he raise the
money 2"

* [ don't know,” answered Randal; * and
thatis the reason I asked Baron Levy to accom-
pany me to Egerton’s, that he might explain in
private what I have no reason X

¢ Baron Levy !™ ijuterrupted the squire.
** Levy, Levy —I have heard of a Levy who has
nearly ruined my neighbor, Thornhill—a money
lender.  Zounds ! is that the man who knows
my son's affairs 2 I'll soon learn, sir.”

Raudal caught hold of the squire’s arm :
** Stop, stop; if you really insist upon learning
more about Frank's debts, vou must not appeal
to Baron Levy directly, and as Frank's father ;
he will not answer you. Butif [ present you
to him as a mere acquaintance of mine, and
turn the conversation, as if carelessly, upon
Frank—why, since, in the London world, such
Mmatters are never kept secret except from the
parents of young men—I have no doubt he will
talk out openly.”

“ Manage 1t as you will," said the squire.

Randal took Mr. Hazel.lean's arm, and joined

evy—'* A friend of mine from the country,
baron,” .

Levy bowed profoundly, and the three walked
slowly on.

** By the by," said Randal, pressing signifi-
cantly upon Levy's arm, ** My friend has come.
to town upon the somewhat unpleasant busi-
ness of setthing the debts of another—a young
man of fashion—a relation of his own. No
one, slr_" (turning to the squire), ** could so
ably assist you in such arrangements as could

on Levy.”

I have some experience in such matters,"”

he knows all
'
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put in the baron, modestly, and with a moraliz-
ing air, “*and I hold it a duty to assist the pa-
rents and relations of young men who, from
want of reflection, often ruin themselves for
life, sir.  The first thing for you to do1s to buy
up such of your relation’s bills and notes of
hand as may be in the market. No doubt we
can get them a bargain, unless the young man
is heir to some property that may soon be his
in the course of nature.”

‘* Not soon—heaven forbid ! His father is
still a young man—a fine healthy man,” re-
turned Randal, leaning heavily on Levy'sarm ;
**and as to post obits v

‘* Post obits on sound security cost more to
buy up, however healthy the obstructing rela-
tive may be,” interjected the baron.

*“ I should hope that there are not mauy sons
who can calculate, in cold blood, on the death
of their fathers.”

““Ha, ha—he is young, our friend, Randal ;
eh, sir 2"

‘“*Well, I am not more scrupulous than
others, T dare say; and I have often been
pinched hard for money, but I would go bare-
foot rather than give security upon a father’s
grave | I can imagine nothing more likely to
destroy natural feeling, nor to instill ingrati-
tude and treachery into the whole character,
than to press the hand of a parent, and calcul-
ate when that hand must be dust—than to sit
down with strangers and reduce his life to the
measure of an insurance table—than to feel
difficulties gathering round one, and mutter in
fashionable slang, * But it will be all well if the
governor would but die.” And he who has ac-
customed himself to the relief of post obits
must gradually harden his mind to all this.”

‘The squire groaned heavily, and had Randal
proceeded another sentence in the same strain,
h: would have wept outright.

** But,” continued Randal, altering the tone
of his voice, ** I think that our young friend of
whom we were talking just now, Levy, before
this gentleman joined us, has the same opinion
as myself on this head. He may accept bills,
but he would never sign post obits."”

‘* Pooh [ the young fellow we are talking of ?
Nonsense. He would not be so foolish as to
give five times the percentage he otherwise
might.  Not sign post obits | Of course he has
signed one.”

‘* Hist—you mistake, you mistake,” responded
Randal.

Thesquire left Randal'sarm and seized Levy's.
‘“Were you speaking of Frank Hazeldean ?”
he asked.

“* My dear sir, excuse me; 1 never mention
names before strangers.”

** Strangers again !

Man, I am the boy's
father ! Speak out, sir,” and his hand closed
on Levy's arm with the strength of an iron vise.

** Gently ; you hurt me, sir ; but I excuse your
feelings. Randal, you are to blame for leading
me into this indiscretion ; but I beg to assure
Mr. Hazeldean, that though his son has been a
little extravagant——-""

** Owing chiefly to thearts of an abandoned
woman,” interposed Randal.

**Of an abandoned woman ; still he has shown
more prudence than you would suppose; and
this very post obit isa proof of it. A simple act
of that kind has enabled him to pay off bills that
were running on till they would have ruined
even the Hazeldean estates whereasa charge
on the reversion of the Casino——"

“ He has done it then?” cried the squire.
** He has signed a post obit 2"

““ No, no; Levy must be wrong,” murmured
Randal.

* My dear Leslie, a man of Mr. Hazeldean's
time of life cannot have your romantic boyish
notions, He must allow that Frank has acted
in this like alad of sense—very good head for
business has my young friend Frank ! And
the best thing Mr. Hazeldean can do is quietly
tobuy up the post obit, and thus he will place
his son lienceforth in his own power.”

‘“ Can I see the deed with my own eyes ?"de-
manded the squire.

*“Certa nly, or how could you be induced to
buy it up . But on one condition ; you must not
betray me to your son.  And, indeed, take my
and don’t say a word to him on the mat-

Let me see it, let me see it with my own
eyes. His mother else will rever believe it—
nor will L.

**I can call on you this evening.”

“ Now—now.”

** You can spare me, Randal; and you your-
self can open to Mr. Egerton the other affair,
respecting Lansmere. No time should be lost,
lest L'Estrange suggest 1 candidate.”

* Never mind me,  This is more important,”
whispered Randal, adding aloud, ** Go with Mr.
Hazeldean. My dear kind friend,” to the squire,
*do not let this vex you so much.  After all, it
is what nine young men out of ten would do in
the same circumstances. And it is be.t you
should know it; you may save Frank from
further ruin, and prevent, perhaps, this very
marriage.”

** We will see,” exclaimed the squire, hastily.
‘ Now, Mr. Levy, come.”

CHAPTER LL
PAPERS ON THE TABLE.
. URLEY was dead, and Leonard, who
had watched with him till the end, crept
@ back to the adjoining room with a step
as noiseless as if he had feared to dis-
turb the dead.
Wearied as he was with watching, he had no
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thought of sleep. He sat himself down by the
little table, and leaned his face on his hand,
musing sorrowfully.

Thus time passed. He heard the clock from
below strike the hours. The moon was gone—
the gray, comfiortless dawn gleamed through
the casement, and carried its raw, chilling light
through the open doorway, into the death room.
And there, near the extinguished fire, Leonard
saw a solitary woman, the landlady, weeping
low, and watching still.

He returned to say a word of comfort; she
pressed his hand, but waved him away. He
understood.  She did pot wish for othdr com-
fort than her quiet relief of tears. Again, he
returned to his own chamber, and his eyes this
time fell upon the papers which he had hitherto
disregarded.

What made his heart stand still, and the
blood then rush so quickly through his veins ?
Why did he seize upon those papers with so
tremulous a hand—then lay them down—
pause, as if to nerve himself—and look so eag-
crlllagain ?

e recognized the handwriting—those fair,
clear characters—so peculiar in their woman-
like delicacy and grace—the same as in the
wild, pathetic poems, the sight of which had
made an era in his boyhood. From these pages
the image of the mysterious Nora rose once
more before him. He felt that he was with a
mother.

He went back, and closed the door gently, as
if with a jealous piety, to exclude each ruder
shadow from the world of spirits, and be alone
with that mournful ghost.

The bulk of the papers had been once lightly
sewn to each other—they had come undone,
perhaps in Burley's rude hands ; but their order
was easily apparent. Leonard soon saw that
they formed a kind of journal—not, indeed, a
regular diary, nor always relating to the things
of the day. There were gaps in time—no at-
tempt at successive narrative.

The MS. opened with descriptions and short
dialogues, carried on by persons to whose
names only initial letters were assigned, all
written in a style of simple, innocent freshness,
and breathing of purity and happiness, like a
dawn of spring.

And now, leaving Leonard to explore and
guess his way through the gaps and chasms of
the narrative, it is time to place before the
reader what the narrative alone will not reveal
to Leonard himself.

Nora Avenel had fled from the boyish love of
Harley L'Estrange—recommended by Lady
Lansmere to a relative of her own, Lady Jane
Horton, as companion. But Lady Lansmere
could not believe it possible that the low born
girl could long sustain her generous pride, and
reject the ardent suit of one who could offer to
her the prospective coronet of a countess. She
continually urged upon Lady Jane the necessity
of marrying Nora to some one of rank less dis-
proportioned to her own, and empowered the
lady to assure any such wooer of a dowry far
beyond Nora's station.

Lady Jane looked around, and saw in the out-
skirts of her limited social ring, a young solici-
tor, a peer's natural son, who was on terms of
more than business-like intimacy with the fash-
ivuable clients whose distresses made the origin
of his wealth. The young man was handsome,
well dressed, and bland. Lady Jane invited
him to her house; and, seeing him struck
dumb with the rare loveliness of Nora, whisp-
ered the hint cf the dower.

‘The fashionable solicitor, who afterward
nipened into Baron Levy, did not need that
hint ; for, though then poor, he relied on him-
self for fortune, and, unlike Randal, he had
warm blood in his veins. But Lady Jane
gestions made him sanguine of success
when he formally proposed, and was refused,
his self love was bitterly wounded.

Vanity in Levy was a powerful passion ; and
with the vain, hatred is strong, revenge is rank-
ling. Levy retired, concealing his rage ; nor
did he himself know how vindictive that rage,
when it cooled into malignancy, could become,
until the arch fiend OPPORTUNITY prompted
its indulgence and suggested its design.

Lady Jane was at first very angry with Nora
for the rejection of a suitor whom she had pre-
sented as eligible. But the pathetic grace of
this wonderful girl had crept into her heart,
and softened it even against family prejudice ;
and she gradually owned to herself that Nora
was worthy of some one better than Mr,
1

Levy.

Now, Harley had ever believed that Nora re-
turned his love, and that nothing but her own
sense of gratitude to his parents—her own in-
stincts of delicacy, made her deaf to his
prayers. To do him justice, wild and head-
strong as he then was, his suit would have
ceased at once had he really deemed it persecu-
tion,

Harley discovered, not without difficulty,
Nora's new residence. He presented himself
at Lady Jane's, and she, with grave rebuke, for-
bade him the house. He found it impossible
to obtain an interview with Nora.

He wrote, but he felt sure that his letters
never reached her, since they were unanswered.
His young heart swelled with rage. He
dropped threats, which alarmed all the fears
of Lady Lansmere, and even the prudent ap-
prehensions of his friend, Audley Egerton.

At the request of the mother, and equally
at the wish of the son, Audley consented to
visit at Lady Jane's and make acquaintance
with Nora.

‘1 have such confidence in you,” said Lady
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Lansmere, ‘‘ that if you once know the girl,
our advice will be sure to have weight with
er. You will show her how wicked it would
be to let Harley break our hearts and degrade
his station.”

“ I have such confidence in you,"” said young
Harley, ‘* that if you once know my Nora, you
will no longer side with my mother. You will
recognize the nobility which Nature only can
create—you will own that Nora is worthy a
rank more lofty than mine ; and my mother so
believes in your wisdom, that if you plead in
my cause, you will convince even her.”

Audley listened to both with his intelligent,
half incredulous smile ; and wholly of the same
advice as Lady Lansmere, and sincerely anxi
ous to save Harley from an indiscretion that his
own notions led him to regard as fatal, he re-
solved to examine this boasted pearl, and to
find out its flaws,

Audley Egerton was then in the prime of his
earnest, resolute, ambitious youth.

At the first interview, the impression which
he produced upon Nora Avenel was profound
and strange, She had heard of him before as
the one whom Harley most loved and looked
up to; and she recognized at once in his mien,
his aspect, his words, the very tone of his deep,
tranquil voice, the power to which woman
whatever her intellect, never attains; and 1
which, therefore, she imputes a nobility not al-
ways genuine—viz., the power of deliberate
purpose, and self collected, serene ambition.

The effect that Nora produced on Egerton
was not less sudden. He was startled by a
beauty of face and form that belonged to that
rarest order, which we never behold but once or
twice in our lives. He was yet more amazed
to discover that the aristocracy of mind could
bestow a grace that no aristocracy of birth could
surpass,

He was prepared for a simple, blushing vil-
iage girl, and involuntarily he bowed low his
proud front at the first sight of that delicate
bloom, and that exquisite gentleness which is
woman’s surest passport to the respect of
man.

Neither in the first, nor the second, nor the
third interview, nor, indeed, till after many in-
terviews, could he summon up courage to com-
mence his mission, and allude to Harley, And
when he did so at last, his words faltered. But
Nora's words were clear to him.

He saw that Harley was not loved; and a
joy that he felt as guilty, darted through his
whole frame. From that interview Audley re-
turned home greatly agitated, and at war with
himself.

Often, in the course of this story, has it been
hinted that under all Egerton's external cold-
ness, and measured self control, ‘lay a nature
capable of strong and stubborn passions.
Those passions broke forth then. He feit that
love had already entered into the heart, which
the trust of his friend should have sufficed to
guard.

** I will go there no more,
to Harley.

** But why 2"

““ The girl does not love you.
think of her.”

Harley disbelieved him, and grew indignant.
But Audley had every worldly motive to assist
his sense of honor.  He was poor, tugh with
the reputation of wealth—deeply involved in
debt—resolved to rise in life—tenacious of his
position in the world's esteem.

Against a host of counteracting influer.ces,
love fought single handed. Audley's was a
strong nature ; but, also! in strong natures, if
resistance to temptation is of granite, so the
passions that they admit are of fire.

Trite is the remark, that the destinies of our
lives often date from the impulses of un-
guarded moments. It was so with this man,
to an ordinary eye so cautious and so delib-
erate,

Harley one day came to hinm in great grief ;
he had heard that Nora was ill ; he implored
Audley to go once more and ascertain,  Audley
went,

Lady Jane Horton, who was suffering under
a disease which not long afterward proved
fatal, was too ill to receive him. He was
shown into the room set apart as Nora's.
While waiting for her entrance, he turned me-
chanically over the leaves of an album, which
Nora, suddenly summoned away to attend
Lady Jane, had left behind ner on the table.

He saw the sketch of his own features; he
read words inscribed below it—words of such
artless tenderness, and such unhoping sorrow
—words written by one who has been accus-
tomed to regard her genius as her sole confi-
dant, under Heaven, to pour out toit, as the
solitary poet heart is impelled to do, thoughts,
feelings, and confession of mystic sighs, which
it would never breathe to a living ear, and,
save at such moments, scarcely acknowledge to
itself.

Audley saw that he was beloved, and the
revelation, with a sudden light, consumed all
the barriers between himself and his own love.
And at that moment Nora entered.

She saw him bending over the book. She
uttered a cry—sprang forward—and then sank
down, covering her face with her hands.

But Audley was at her feet. He forgot his
{riend, his trust ; he forgot ambition—he for-
got the world. It was his own cause that he
pleaded—his own love that burst forth from his
lips.  And when the two that day parted, they
were betrothed each to each. Alas for them!
and alas for Harley !

(7o be continued.)

said he, abruptly,

Cease then to
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CURIOUS PLACARDS.

WHAT curious nonsense arises sometimes
from inattention to those small but powerful
articles, the marks of punctuation! Attention
was recently called to a notice displayed at a
point in New York Larbor which is rendered
dangerous to ships Ly the submarine defenses
placed there, A large sign reads

TORPEDOES DON'T ANCHOR HERE.

Who ever supposed that they did? And a
still more ludicrous placard is reported from a
Georgia town, whose citizens one morning
found on the public well a notice advising them
to * Drink no water from the well; itis full of
frogs, by order of the mayor.” The official
mentioned was at once asked by some indignant
reighbors why he had ordered the well filled with

frogs.
—_— e

A DUEL ON WHEELS.

THE reader is probably familiar with the de-
scription of duels as fought in France and Ger-
many, given in one of Mark Twain's books.
Two other styles of combat have recently been
brought into notice, one of them by the suicide
of ayoung German in Chicago.

Three years before he had had a bitter quar-

rel with a cempanion, which resulted in a
strange duel. It was agreed that they should
throw dice, and that the loser should’take his
own life on the third anniversary of the day.
The fearful compact was carried out to the let-
ter. -
After this terrible tragedy, the other style of
dueling comes as a welcome touch of comedy.
Two boys—also Germans—agreed to settle their
differences in the following way. Mounting tri-
cycles, they took up their positions three hun-
dred yards apart. At a signal, each dashed off
in a furious charge upon his enemy. The re-
sult was a terrific collision, and one of the ma-
chines was knocked into fragments. The com-
batants then declared themselves satisfied and
shook hands.

If the barbarous practice of dueling is to be
kept upin any shape, we should recommend the
tricycle duel as the best variety.

.o ——
RAILROADS IN STRANGE PLACES.

THE iron horse 1s steadily pushing his way
into some of the most inaccessible parts of the
world, and the next few years are likely to see
some remarkable triumphs achieved by the
railway engineers. They are piercing with
bands of steel the wilis of Central Asia, the
heart of the Dark Continent, and even the
snows of the Arctic circle.

Much has been written of the new Russian
railroad which stretches nearly a thousand
miles east of the Caspian Sea, and whose
“ devil carts,” as the wondering natives have
dubbed the locomotives, are now making regu-
lar trips through the sandy plains where a few
years ago no white traveler could pass. A road
yet more remarkable in some ways is being built
from India into Afghanistan, whose rugged
mountains are being pierced by tunnels one of
which is nearly three miles long.

In Persia, too, two thousand Italian laborers
are constructing a line to connect Teheran with
the Caspian. The undertaking has been de-
layed by a curious idea of the Shah's. Instead
of beginning at the sea and bringing forward
the materials on the track as it progressed, the
Persian monarch insisted that the road must
start from his capital, and that the rails, tools,
etc., should be brought thither on mules across
the desert, and the work done backward. Three
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other Asiatic countries—Siam, Siberia, and Asia
Minor—are likely soon to become possessors of
extensive lines.

In Africa, a trade railway is bemng built from
Loanda, on the west coast, four hundred miles
inland ; and the Congo road, which is to pass
the cataract broken middle course of the great
river, and joined its lower channel to its navig-
able upper waters, is now a thing of the near
future.

The most northern railroad in the world is in
course of construction in Norway and Sweden.
It will run from the Baltic to Loffoden, far
within the Arctic Circle, and no less than
twelve hundred miles nearer the Pole than any
road on the American centinent.

—_—— tee
HUMANE MEN OF TODAY.

IT is a mistake to suppose that g ity is
a forgotten virtue in this driving commercial
age. Indeed, a little consideration will show
that benefactions were never so numerous as
now, when we are constantly hearing of splen-
did gifts to hospitals, libraries, and various
forms of charity. In the world of business,
where sentiment rarely finds a place, humanity
will crop out, and even great corporations, in
spite of the proverb, are found to possess
souls.

In the recent terrible collision between two
Danish steamers on the Atlantic, valuable aid
was given to the sufferers by a vessel of the
Hamburg-American line. In due course the
owners of the wrecked ships asked the German
company for its bill for the services rendered.
The latter replied that they would take no pay
for a humane action, and that if the applicants
wished to pay the costs incurred, they would
turn the money over to the families of those
who perished in the disaster.

—_——eee——

THE events of the last few days supply an-
other instance similar to that recorded above.
A day or two after the Mayor of New York an-
nounced that he would receive subscriptions in
aid of the yellow fever victims in Florida, a
gentleman walked into his office, left three bank
notes, and hurriedly left without giving his
name. Two of the notes were found to be
thousand dollar bills, and the third was a ten
thousand dollar bill.

A real emergency always calls out men’'s bet-

ter nature.
— el —

The subseription price of The Golden Argosy
is $3 a year, $1.50 for six months, $1
for fowr months. For $5 we will send two
copies one year, to different addresses if de-
sired.

— e

A NEW ELECTRIC MARVEL.

THE wonders of the ** Arabian Nights " will
not be so wonderful to the coming generation.
What with our telegraphs, telephones and
phonographs, the mysterious conveyance of
words in an instant over hundreds of miles of
land and sea, and their preservation in a
machine for centuries in the voice of the speak-
er—such things will speedily become every day
matters. And now we have an instrument,
called the military microphone, which, buried
in the ground across the expected route of an
enemy, will tell in advance whether this enemy
be large in numbers or small, mounted or on
foot.

Truly, it looks as if the writer of fairy tales
must speedily transform himself into the chron-
icler of scientific achievements.

e
WHAT THEY ALL SAY.

** 1 WOULDN'T give upthe ARGOsY for a good
deal,” was the remark of a reader who has just
called at the office. And this is the sentiment
that is echoed back from every port at which
our gallant ship touches.

Loxe Pixg, Pa., Sept. 18, 1887,

The Arcosy is the bnzhlest and best paper that
T ever read,

E. B. Exoch.

West Trov, N. Y., Sept. 15, 1888.
It is with pleasure I embrace this opportunity of
speakm in praise of your bright and enterprising
ﬁl is always packed full of interesting and
m!lrucu\ e literature.

C. E. ROSECRANs.
HamiLtox, ONTARIO, Sept. 22, 1888,
The Arcosv is the best paper I have ever read,
barring none. 1 have been taking it for about
six months ; all its stories are splendid.
your great staff of authors.

I admire

Jass J. Ryax.

CYRUS W. FIELD,

The Founder of the Atlantic Telegraph.

TWENTY years ago Cyrus W. Field was un-
doubtedly the most citizen of New
York. He had just accomplished, after a
dozen years of toil and difficulties, a colossal
enterprise, destined to be of immense value to
the world at large. The name of the man who
had conceived and brought into existence the
first ocean telegraph was on every one's lips.
Nor is it likely that Mr. Field's service to man-
kind will ever be forgotten. Posterity will
surely rank him with Stephenson, De Lesseps,
and the other great men whose sagacity brought
about real boons to the civilized world ; and he
will be remembered when the Wall Street mil-
lionaires with whom his name is frequently as-
sociated will in all probability have passed into
oblivion.

Mr. Field is
the most famous,
but not the only
famous member
of a family of
four brothers,
sons of a New
England clergy-
man whowas
prominent in his
day and profes-
sion. He was
born and edu-
cated at Stock-
bridge, Massa-
chusetts, but at
the age of fifteen
he left his coun-
try home and
went to New
York, with twen-
ty five dollars in
his pocket, to
seek his fortune.

He was one of
the few who suc-
ceed where hun-
dreds fail, and
his success was
earned by talent
and industry. Beginning very near the foot of
the ladder, he found a place in the great dry
goods store of the late A. T. Stewart. His
salary for the first year was but fifty dollars,
but the business lrammg he received in that
strictly was

leb dq
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and at first all went well. Success seemed
nearly within his grasp, when in mid ocean,
during a gale, a sudden lurch of the steamer
snapped the cable, and the twelve hundred
miles that had been payed out sank to the bt
tom and could not be recovered.

This was a severe disappointment, but again
the undaunted energy of Mr. Field turned de-
feat into victory. The next year he was read,
with a new cable, and this time the whole task
was successfully completed.

The sensation created when the circuit was
joined, and the first message flashed from
America to Europe, was no less intense thay
that aroused by Fulton's first steamboat on the
Hudson, or the first railroad train between
Liverpool and Manches The compli
and honors that showered upon Mr. Field were
great, but not
greater than he
deserved. As
Senator Evans
remarked in a
public speeh,
“Columbus
said, ‘Heris
one world, let
there be two;'
but Cyrus Field
said, ‘Here are
two worlds, let
there be onel'
and both com-
mands were
obeyed.”

Mr. Field has
been interested
in a number of
other undertak-
ings, one of
which wasthe
construction of
the elevated rail-
roads in New
York. The
management of
these roads has
been a good deal
criticised, but
Mr. Field's voice in the councils of the direct-
ors, it must in fairness be said, was always
raised in the interests of the public. To him
was due the institution of five cent fares, a
measure which, it is no secret, inflicted very

FIELD,

edly valuable to him.

After three years in the Stewart store, Mr.
Field went to work for one of his brothers, who
had a paper manufactory at Lee, Massachu-
setts. Two years later, having gained a thor-
ough knowledge of the business, he became a
partner in the firm of E. Root & Company, of
Maiden Lane, New York. This undertaking
proved a failure, and Mr. Field left it to start
on his own account. This was in 1841, and
during the next twelve years he was very pros-
perous, accumulating a considerable fortune.
Then he gave up business, and spent some
months traveling in South America.

He returned to New York to set on foot the
enterprise which made him famous. It wasa
scheme of gigantic proportions, and Mr. Field
devoted the next twelve years to its completion.
Of course he needed extensive support. He
succeeded in enlisting the aid of Peter Cooper,
Marshall Roberts, and several leading New
Yorkers, as well as British capitalists. Next
he procured from the Newfoundland legislature
the privilege of laying cables between that
island and the American continent on one side,
and Ireland on the other. Then came the con-
struction of a line along the southern coast of
Newfoundland, and the first attempt to stretch
a telegraph wire under the sea, between Cape
Ray and Cape Breton Island.

The effort was watched with great interest,
but it proved a failure. Next year, however,
the endeavor was renewed, and successfully.
Now came the vastly more difficult task of
crossing the wide ocean.

Several experiments were made, but they
were unpromising, and no advance was made
with the great undertaking until 1865, when
the huge steamer Great Eastern was chartered
to carry over the ocean a mighty coil of tele-
graph wire, paying it out as she progressed.
Mr. Field himself was on board of the vessel,

heavy fi ial loss upon himself, and forced
him to part with his large holding of Manhat-
tan stock.

He was the owner until recently of the Wai/
and Express, which he has now handed over to
Mr. Eliot F. Shepard. He also owns an im-
mense office building at the foot of Broadway.

Mr. Field's way of life is simple and regular.
He rises and retires early ; every day he goes to
his down town office, and generally takes a
very plain lunch in the Western Union build-
ing. His home, a handsome but not ostenta-
tious house, is on Gramercy Park. He has
been married more than forty years, and has
two sons and four daughters. As already re-
marked, he is not the only prominent member
of his family. His eldest brother, David Dud-
ley, is well known for his legal eminence and
for his wonderful vigor at an age considerably
over four score years, while Stephen, another
brother, who went out to California, is on the
United States supreme bench.

RICHARD H. TITHERINGTON.

e ——
GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

Nor failure, but low aim, is crime.—/. A.

Lowell.

PaTiexT plodding often accomplishes more than
inactive genius.

Hore, foldlng her wings, looked backward and
became

PLusun soon exhausts us and itself also; but
endeavor never does.—Rickter.

Tue lightning 1s vivid against a dark cloud, so
the bravest lives sometimes are amid trials.

It will generally be found that a man's own
good breedmg 1s the best security against other
people’s bad manners.

Axguisk of mind has driven thousands to suicide;
anguish of body, none. his proves that the
health of the mind is of far more consequence to
our happiness than the health of the body, although
both are deserving of much more attention than
either of them receive.—Colton.

IMAGINARY evils soon become real ones by in-
dulF our reflections on them: as he who in a
choly fancy sees some:h: like a face on
the wall or the wainscot, can, by two or three
touches with a lead pencil, make it look visible, and
agreeing with what he llnacd.—Sm/
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THE SEEDS WE SCATTER.
WE can never be too careful
‘What the seed our hands shall sow :
Love from love is sure to ripen,
Hate from hate is sure to grow.
of gooa orill we scatter
Heedlessly along our way,
Put a glad or grievous fruitage
Waits us at the harvest day.
—_—te—— —
[This story commenced in No. 305.]

The Giant Islanders.

BY BROOKS MCCORMICK,

Author of ** Nature's Young Noblemen,” and
“How He Won."

CHAPTER IX.

DUNK WELLPOOL INCURS A SAD DISAPPOINT-
MENT.

UNK WELLPOOL was not a little sur-
prised at what he regarded as the sin-
gular conduct of Livy Wooster when
they parted on the shore of the river,

four months before the arrival of the Albatross
at the island of Isora.

He had not the remotest suspicion that the

rson with whom he had been talking so long
in the orchard and at the landing was not the
associate of his night enterprise, for he was
greatly excited himself, and Landy had taken
the greatest care not to betray himself.

As Captain Ridgefield and his son believed
Dunk had bullied Livy into taking the part he
played in the affair. “Captain Wellpool's son
had in some manner obtained an influence over
this boy which enabled him to do so.

But Dunk could not understand it at all
when Livy asserted himself, saying that he did
not believe his companion intended to give him
his share in the tin trunk, and had left him
while he was trying to make a concession to
him.

He had no time to follow him,
for the family must be on board of
the Vulture, and it would perhaps
spoil his father’s plans if he failed
to leave the wharf before the people
of the town were stirring.

With the tin trunk in his hand he
went on board of the boat again,
and pulled down the river, where
he found his father very impatient
at his absence when he was all
ready to cast off the fasts.

** Where have you been, Dun-
can ?" demanded his father as he
showed himself on the deck of the
Vulture, when the after sails had
been hoisted and she was all ready
to leave. ‘‘I have been waiting
for you this half hour.”

*1 was sick and up nearly all
night,” rephied Dunk. ‘I did not
stay on board of the vessel, for Tim
Reed wanted me to go to his house
last night, and I was to sleep with
him."”

Captain Ridgefield had expressed
a doubt as to whether Captain
Wellpool had any guilty knowledge
of the operations of his son, though
the latter had proved that he was
capable of such treachery ; and now
it appeared that Dunk had acted
solely on his own account.

“What was the matter with
you ?” asked the father, softening
in his manner when his son said he
had been sick.

“1 had the cholera morbus ; but
I think I have got over it now," re-

lied Dunk, keeping the tin trunk

hind him all the time so that his
father should not see it.

“You had better go into the
cabin and turn in ; let your mother
give you something, though if you
can go to sleep that is the best thing
for you,” said Captain Wellpool.
“But where is Livy? 1 haven't
seen him this morning; and the
mate said he did not sleep on board
last night.”

“1 don't know ; I haven't seen
anything of him,” answered Dunk, as he
moved towards the companion way.

“‘ Perhaps he has got sick of the voyage, and
has backed out ; I shall not wait for him. Tom
Leeks came to see me last night, and I shipped
him, so that we shall not be short handed,” re-
plied the captain as he ordered Boscook, the
mate, to cast off the fasts and set the jib.

Dunk went down into the cabin and took
possession of the stateroom which had been
assigned to him. His first care was to put the
tin trunk in a safe place, for he still had a
strong hope that the money had not been taken

Tom it.

He told his mother that he had slept with
Tim Reed and had been sick ; but he declarad
that he was quite well then and only wanted to
g0 to sleep, for he could hardly keep his eyes
open, which was true, as he had been up the
entire night.

The Vulture was soon standing down the
channel, and Dunk lay down in his berth ; but
tired and sleepy as he was he could not go to
sleep, for the events of the night still pressed
themselves on his mind. Fastening his door,
he took the tin trunk from its place of conceal-
ment and proceeded to examine it,
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By this time it was broad daylight, and the
stateroom was light enough to enable him to
see clearly. The vessel was moving away from
the home of his childhood, though he had too
much on his mind to permit him to indulge in
an{{semimemal reflections.

e turned the lid of the box towards the
window of the stateroom, and examined it with
the most searching scrutiny in order to deter-
mine whether or not the lock had been tam-
pered with by Livy, in whose possession it had
been for some time.

He knew that his accomplice in the robbery
had no chest, or even a valise, but brought his
clothes on board of the schooner in a bundle ;
in fact he had nothing with a lock on it ; and
for this reason he was not likely to have any
keys in his pocket, one of which might possibly
fit the in trunk. He could not
have picked the lock in the daik-
ness, even if he had any implement
about him for this purpose, and
Dunk was confident that he could
not have opened the box in the reg-
ular way.

Then he looked for any marks
which indicated that the trunk had
been broken open; but there was
not even a scratch upon it ; around
the keyhole the lacquered tin was
as smooth as when it was new, as-
suring him that Livy had not tried

TO THE DISGUST OF DUNK WELLPOOL,

to pick the lock, for he could not have done
anything cf the kind in the dark without leav-
ing some evidence of the fact.

Then Dunk shook the trunk, as he had done
several times before on shore, and the sound
convinced him that the contents of the box had
not been disturbed.

He had a trunk of his own in the stateroom,
and he applied the key of it to the tin box ; but
it was three times too big for the keyhole ; and
he was obliged to suspend all operations in this
direction for the want of any tools to break the
lock, or a supply of keys from which he might
select one that would fit it.

He could do nothing more, and he threw
himse!f into his berth again; but he felt a
tolerably strong assurance that the money, and
what was of more consequence to his father,
the concession of the island, were still in the
trunk.

With this cheerful view of the result of his
night’s work, he dropped asleep while he was
thinking how ne should hand the concession
over to his father without ining how it

till it was noon, and he only dressed himself
when he was called to dinner.

As on board of the other schooner bound on
the same voyage, Captain Wellpool divided his
ship’s company into watches, and Dunk was
assigned to the port watch; but he hardly
noticed the proceedings on board, his mind was
so fully occupied with the results of his opera-
tions the night before.

As he was supposed to be a little under the
weather, nothing in the shape of work was re-
quired of him, and he went below, saying to
his mother, who was on deck with Roxy, her
daughter, that he thought he should turn in
again, for he did not feel just right.

In the cabin he had a chance to borrow all
the keys in trunks and lockers, for there was no
one there to interfere with him ; but he could
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not find a single key that he could insert in the
keyhole, for the trunk had been made for a
‘* strong box,” and the lock was peculiar.

Dunk was disappointed at the result of his
various trials with so many keys, and the only
course left open to him was to break open the
trunk. From the tool chest he procured an old
chisel and a hammer ; but even with these im-
plements he found it no easy job to open the
trunk, though he at last succeeded in doing so
by cutting away the tin around the lock.

In a high fever of expectation he opened the
trunk, and saw that it was half full of papers
of some sort, and he took from the top of the
pile a last year's almanac, which was not en-
tirely satisfactory.

One by one he removed several newspapers,
and his spirits began to die out of him, for it
looked as though he would not have to study
up any plan to explain his possession of the
concession, inasmuch as it did not yet appear

that he r it.

An old magazine was the next treasure he
handled, and it did not suit him a whit better

came into his possession.
Dunk’s mother did not call him to breakfast
when it was ready, and he slept without waking

than the and the pap H
went to the bottom of the trunk without find-
ing either money or valuables of any kind.

o

He was bewildered and confounded at the
result of the examination, for though he was a
very shaky character he was no fool, and he
was able to reason very clearly over the sad
discovery he had made, which  entirely upset
some very brilliant plans he had imagined.

CHAPTER X.
THE HOISTING OF THE SIGNAL FLAG ON THE
ILL.

Dunk Wellpool was bewildered and utterly

confounded when he discovered the worth-

less character of the contents of the tin
trunk.

Was it possible that Livy Wooster had
opened the trunk, taken out the treasvres it

c:mained,h?nd substituted for them
the pamphlets and news; rs he
had found ? i

Certainly Livy had not carried
about him such trash as the box con-
tained, and he could not have found
such articles in the darkness of the
night in the orchard or the pasture.
They could not have been put there
bhy him ; it was simply impossible in
the opinion of the irquirer; and it
looked as though the matter was the
groundwork of one of the great mys-
teries of his life.

As he was thinking of the discov-
ery he had made, and feeling just as
though a cruel trick had been played
upon him, he picked up a handful of
the rubbish he had taken from the
trunk.

On the cover of the magazine he
fQund the name of *‘Captamn S.
Ridgefield, Channelport, Me.,” show-
ing that the master of the Albatross
was a regular subscriber to the pub-
lication, for the name was printed
with a directing machine.

On the newspapers he found the
same address; and as Dunk knew
that Livy had 5.t been into the cap-
tain’s house, he was satisfied that he
had not substituted the rubbish for
the valuable contents of the trunk.

The owner of the box would not
have done such a thing as to keep
these worthless publications in a tin
trunk, locked up in his desk, as
though they had been bank notes,
deeds and bonds.

As it did not cruss Dunk’s mind
that he had been deceived in the per-
son who handed the tin trunk to him,
taking it from the crotch of the Por-
ter apple tree, the more he thought
of the matter the more mystified he
became, and he could make no prog-
ress at all in the solution of it.

It had been no, secret in Channel-
port that Captain Ridgefield and his
family were about to emigrate to the
Pacific coast, though it was generally
supposed that they were going to
some point in California ; and Dunk’s
father had done a great deal of talk-
ing in his family about the intentions
of his former friend, whom he now
regarded as his bitter enemy.

He had hinted that he must have
gathered together a considerable sum
of money for the intended departure ;
and he also alluded to the concession,
which he considered as much his own
Eroperty as that of the captain, who

ad spent his money and time in pro-
curing it.

This talk had inspired Dunk with
the idea of possessing both the money
and the grant, and he was confident
that he should realize as much as a
thousand dollars from the enterprise
of that night.

But he did not believe that, with
this sum in his possession, he should
go to any out of the way place and
work with a pick and shovel, as the
hands shipped were to do when the
occasion required ; indeed, his father
had always made him work harder
than he liked.

It was quite true that he had prom-
ised Livy an equal share of the plunder ; but he
imende!to put off the division of the money
till the Vulture put into some port to procure
supplies, for his father thought he should touch
at Rio Janeiro and perhaps elsewhere. At this
or any more convenient point Dunk meant to
run away ; and with what he regarded as a for-
tune in his possession he could enjoy himself to
his heart’s content.

Doubtless Landy Ridgefield had done him an
immense favor in defeating his brilliant plan,
and bad possibly saved him from utter ruin for
a few years; but Dunk was greatly cast down
when 'he found that he had spent the whole
night in a useless venture and had realized
nothing from it. If he thought at all of the

crime he had committed, the fact that he had
left Channelport forever would save him from
the consequences of his folly and villainy.

The Vulture sped on her voyage, and sailing
a week earlier she was favored with fresher
winds than the Albatross, and entirely escaped
the calms that had delayed her rival.

But she had arrived at Isora only twenty four
hours before the other schooner, and had come
to anchor in Ferla Bay the evening of the pre-
ceding day.

PT would be stating it very mildly to say that
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Captain Wellpoel was in a hurry to obtain

wsession of the island before the arnival of

is enemy, and the evening had been spent in
putting up a shanty and landing stores from
the vessel.

**But if Captain Ridgefield has a grant from
the government of this island, what good will
it do to take possession of the place ? " asked
Mrs. Wellpool, while the landing was in prog-
ress,
*What good will the grant do him out
here, 1 should like to know? He has no
power, no soldiers, no anything, to put him in
possession of it by driving me away,” de-
manded the captain.

* Do you mean to fight for the island ?”
asked the wife.

**Yes, if Ridgefield undertakes to interfere
with me. I have as much nght to the island
as he has; and we agreed to come here and
occupy it together ; but he kept putting me off
till I was satisfied that he meant to cheat me out
of my share of the wealth there is on the
island. That is the whole of it; and I mean
to defend my right to the end.”

**There is a boat with a lot of Indiausin it,”
said Dunk, joming his father and mother at
this point of the conversation.

**1am not afraid of them, though it will be
necessary to keep watch of them about all the
time,” replied Captain Wellpool, as he brought
his glass to bear upon the single boat that ap-
peared at the entrance of the bay.

*I am afraid of Indians,” said Roxy, as she
clung to the side of her mother.

“So am I," added Mrs. Wellpool. *1I
shall not have a minute's peace if we have to
expect a visit from such savages. Every one
of them i hu,ur than any man you have on
board, Bl

“Don't you be a bit alarmed about them.
We have rifles enough in the cabin to keep
them half a mile from us all the time," replied
the captain confidently.,

But the Indians came no nearer, and seemed
to be engaged in ascertaining what the people
on board of the vessel were doing ; and before
it was dark they paddled away, and were
seen no more that day ; but their presence had
terribly frightened Mrs. Wellpool and her
daughter, though the former was strong

minded enough to do better.

During the evening the shanty was nearly
completed ; but the females positively refused
to stay in it over night, though it was prepared
for their reception.

The next morning Captain Wellpool sent
had

Lon Packwood, in a small boat which
belonged to Roxy, to the entrance ol the
where there was a considerable hill on the west
side,

Lon was directed to post himself on the top
of this hill, and keep a sharp lookout for the
appearance of any savages; and he was pro-
vided with a pole, which he was to stick in the
ground and hoist a red flag on it in case he
discovered the approach of the savages from
the southward.

Having made this provision against possible
danger, the captain's wife and daughter con-
sented to go on shore and put things to rights
in the house which had been erected, though it
was not yet completed.

A couple of men who were to do duty as
carpenters were sent to the icland to complete
the house, the frame of which had been made
before the Vulture left Channelport; and
they were to work under the direction of the
captain's wife, while the master was engaged
in getting goods out of the hold with the rest
of the men.,

Eversthing went along very well during the
forenoon, and the females made the cottage, as
the wife led it, very comfortable with the
things which were brought ashore in the boats.

Not only the captain, but every member of
the expedition, kept an eye on the pole which
Lon Packwood had planted on the top of the
hil; and in the middle of the afternoon the
red flag was discovered at the top of it.

The signalman had been instructed by the
captain to remain at his post till the Indians
came near the entrance to Perla Bay, for he
could easily keep out of their way in the little
light, sharp boat, with its spoon oars.

The return of Lon was to be the signal that
the danger was becoming imminent, and those
on shore were to be taken on board at once,
where Captain Wellpool was confident that he
could successfully defend his party, and where
the wife and daughter could be in the cabin,
outof the reach of any arrows, for the captain
knew that the savages were not provided with
firearms.

CHAPTER XL
UNEXPECTED APPEARANCE OF BIG
DIANS.

'PI{O('GH Captain Wellpool had never been

I'HE IN-

a soldier, as had been his rival for the
possession of the island, he was accus-
tomed to da . and had had some ex-
perience with savages on the Pacific coast.
He was not alarmed at the situation, though
a more prudent man wounld have said that he
had abundant reason to be : for the flag on the
point indicated the approach of the Indians.
The master of the schooner kept the men of
his party busy with the work 1n which they
were enuaged, though he maintained a sharp
lonkout for the return of the boat with Lon
Packwood.,
In his opinion, there could be no danger as
long as the signalman remained at his post, and
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Packwood was intelligent and cool enough to
understand the importance of his mission.

The schooner was at anchor at about a quar-
ter of a mile from the shore where the cottage
had been located ; and the two men at work on
the house were to bring off the captain’s wifeand
daughter as soon as he gave them the signal to
do so, which was to be one of the number flags
of the vessel, hoisted on the topping lift of the
boom.

Portions of the land bordering on the bay
were covered with a growth of trees, especially
on the east shore of the bay, where a neck of
land very narrow, in the shape of a boot, sepa-
rated it from the waters of the gulf.

“ Bildy ! shouted Mrs. Wellpool from the
shore, calling him by her own abbreviation of
Bildad, which she thought was not a very pretty
name, even if it did come from the Bible.

But she might as well have shouted to him if
he had been on the other side of the continent,
for he could not hear her at that distance ; and
he did not wish to hear her either, for he would
have known that she was simply alarmed at the
sight of the red flag on the point.

The captain did not believe there was any
danger as long as Packwood remained at his
post, and he was ready to display the signal as
soon as the signalman took to his boat.

Captain Wellpool had not made any particu-
lar examination of the bay and ite shores on his ar-
rival, for he had been there twenty five or more
years before, and he believed he knew all about
the locality.

He would have done much better il he had ex-
plored the island and its waters before he land-
ed his wife and daughter on the island, for he
might have obtained some information that
would have rendered him less stoical when the
red flag was displayed.

As it was he kept about his work, and drove
his men to do their utmost, for he was still in a
hurry to get settled on the island before the ar-
rival of the Albatross; and he was confident
that she must be on the way to this paradise.

** There is Lon Packwood, running down the
hill 1" exclaimed Dunk, who was already tired
of the hard work he had been compelled to do,
and he thought that anything which would call
upon them to knock off, even if it were to be a
fight, would be a godsend.

* I don’tsee him,” replied the captain. ** Stick
to your work, Duncan ; and I will let you know
when it is time to let up. We shall have time
enough to rest after we get settled on shore, and
are in possession of the island.”

“ Lon isin among the trees, but he is on the
way to the boat,” added Dunk, as he resumed
his work.

** There 1s time enough, and we need not do
anything about the Indians till we see them
coming,” answered his father. ** There is your
mother on the shore, frightened half out of her
senses when there isn't an Indian within a mile
and a half of her.”

** There are Indians about here, for we saw
them yesterday. What is to prevent them from
landing on the other side of the island, and com-
ing over to the cottage 2 " asked Dunk,

“ They can't get up the bank, which is a iteep
precipice all around the island. The hillsides
have been caving in for the last hundred years,
and the only place to land is on this bay.”

“*There is Lon Packwood in the boat, and he
is pulling withall his might !"" exclaimed Dunk,
as he pointed in the direction of the strait by
which the bay was entered.

The hopeful son did not wait for any orders,
but knocked off work at once, while his father
went to the quarter deck, bent on the number
flag, and hoisted it to the topping hft, where
the ensign was sometimes displayed.

‘I suppose we had better get up the rifles
and ammunition,” said the captain, as he came
to the companion way, after he had set the sig-
nal.

**1 should think it was about time,"” replied
Dunk, in a tone which seemed to his father to
be rather critical.

** There is time enough ; you are losing your
head, Duncan,” said the captain in a sharp tone,
for he did not allow himself to be criticised, even
in the tones of the voice, by any one on board
of the vessel.

“If there was time enough, Lon wouldn't
strain himself at the oars as he is doing now,"”
suggested Dunk.

““Don’t you see that the Indians have to come
to the opening before they can get into the bay,
and they will have to make a nule after we ;,el
sight of them 2 I tell you there is no huri

Captain Wellpool was vexed because his son
seemed to be trying to hurry him ; and he went
to the topping lift, and took in the number he
had hoisted.

‘“What is that for, father 2" demanded the
son, rather imperatively.

** None of your business what it is for, Duncan.
You will have to learn that I am in command of
this vessel, and I don’t let anybody boss me.”

The party on shore had not had time to em-
bark in the boat; and when the signal was
dropped, the men, who dared not disobey an or-
der of the captain, refused to return to the Vul-
ture, though Mrs. Wellpool and Poxy begged
them to do so.

*‘ There is no need of doing anything till we
can see the Indians at the entrance to the bay.”
continned the captain, when he was somewhat
molhified by the silence of his son.

Dunk saw that it was not prudent for him to
say anything, and he watched the toat in which
Lon Packwood was approaching as rapidly as
oars would carry it, though he was still half a
mile from the schooner,

Mrs. Wellpool and Rexy were making ener-
getic gestures in the direction of the vesscl, and
seemed alnost to be pointing with a sort of des~
peration in the direction from which the signal-
man was approaching.

The two men with them had knocked off
work, and the captain saw that they had their
rifles in their hands in readiness for immediate
use, and they joined the females in making ear-
nest pestures,

“*\What does all that mean, Duncan 2" said
Captain Wellpool, who had by this time recov-
ered his usval humor, though that was not al-
ways particularly even and gentle.

“Tdon’t know ; butIdon't think Leeks and

Reeldon would be scared if there wasn't some
reason for it," replied Dunk. *‘They are put-
ting mother and Roxy into the boat now, and
they mean to come off to the Vulture.”
If they come off without orders, it will be
the worse for them,"” replied the captain, his
bile rising again. ** They are as safe there as
they will be on board of the vessel ; and I will
teach them to obey orders.”

The two men on shore evidently intended to
come on board without the order to do so, as
indicated by the signal, and the captain looked
savage enough to bite off a board nail.

The two females were seated in the stern
sheets of the boat, and the men were stepping
into their places at the oars,

“ Stop where you are!” shouted Captain
Wellpool, his face growing red at their disre-
gard of his orders. ** Stay where you are | "

If Leeks and Reeldon heard him, they gave
no heed to his commands, but the boat seemed
to stick on the bottom where the water was too
shallow for it ; and one of them jumped over-
board, and worked some time in shoving it off.

At last the oars were manned, and the boat
began to approach the schooner, and at this
time Lon was about the same distance from her,
and was still pulling as though his life depended
upon his exertions,

Captain Wellpool went down into the cabin,
and returned after some delay with arifle in his
hand, which he pointed at the two men in the
boat.

At that moment a terrific yell rent the air, and
three large craft of rude construction, each con-
taining not less than twenty big Indians, came
out into the bay apparently from the trees, not
twenty rods from the cottage.

Captain Wellpool and Dunk were appalled at
the sight.

(70 be continued.)
e

SHIPWRECKED ON A RAILROAD.
Tuesk are the days of combinations, and noth-
ing seems to escape the tendency of the times—
not even accidents, for here 1s the San Dicgo Bee
telling of a railroad disaster that included many of
the elements of shipwreck.

At four o'clock on a recent afternoon a startling
and thriling acaident occurred on the California
Southern road, about ten miles beyond Oceanside,
in a place where the track runs alongside the sea.
Engine 16, with five freight cars and a caboose at-
tached, was making good time towards Oceanside,
when, without warning. the whole train, with the
exception of the engine, jumped the track and
went wheeling and rolling do. n the embankment
into six feet of water.

The accident was caused by the spreading of the
rails, Its suddenness gave none of the train hands
time to escape, and they all, along with the cars,
plunged headlong into the water.

The conductor and a brakeman were at the time
in the caboose, and as it struck the water the
trucks leftit and it floated seaward. As soon as
they collected their scattered senses sufficiently to
realize what had occurred they concluded to con-
tinue their voyage to sea in the caboose and await
developments.

Immediately after the wreck occurred the engi-
neer, seeing how matters stood, continued on his
way to Ocean Beach for assistance and for the
wrecking train. Both were suon secured, and the
rescue party started.

When theyarrived at the scene of the disaster the
caboose was seen in the dim distance, and the fig-
ures of two men standing in the doorway were
clearly defined in the gathening gloom. A boat
was immediately put off, and soon reached and
rescued the men, bringing them safely to land.

\e caboose is still at sea, and when last seen was
headed towards the Sandwich Islands.

PESSRES S
AN AMATEUR FAITH CURE.

Tur * faith curists "’ have been a good decal
talked about of late, and much r.dicule has been
thrown upon their pretensions to cure all diseases
that flesh is heir to, without any other medicine
than mental or spiritual influences. Their theory
is probably a delusion, yet it is not wholly without
foundation ; for the mind does undoubtedly exer-
cise a strange power over its tenement of clay
as has often been shown. Heresa curious -
stance narrated in the Washington Post

A reporter yesterday afternoon tried his hand at
faith curing. ~ He was standing on the front plat-
form of an avenue car when the driver's nose be-
@an to bleed.  After several ineffectual attempts
had been made to stop the bleeding, the reporter,
who feared the driver would be seriously incon-
venienced, to say the least, thought he would try
an experiment.

Taking a prece of ordinary white paper from his
pocket he handed 1t to the sufferer, with the re-
mark: ‘*Put that in your mouth, between the
tongue and the inside of the lower gum. It's the

reatest remedy ever known for nose bleeding.

We used it in our family for seven generations,
and 1t never failed to cure." .

The driver did as he was bid, and inside of a
minute the bleeding stopped. What effccted the
cure? Wast the efficacy of the paper or the faith
the drniver had in its remedial powers ¢
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WINTER COMETH.
BY VIRGINIA PATTERSON.
Tue flowers die one by one, and d)mg,hu
From off the leafless stalks ; and one and ali,
The brooks run on and sob a sad reply,
To softly sighing winds that hasten by.
The trees their robes have given, so grand and gay
As carpet, soft and rich, for Winter's way
The king, with steady march, comes toward the
throne
That Autumn, looking back with sigh and mous
And longing glance, has left. "Twere better g,
Perhaps, although with tears we bid him go!

[ This story commenced in No. you.|
Ray Culver;

THROUGH DEEP WATERS,
By MATTHEW WHITE, Jr.,

Author of *\ Three Thirty Three,” * Eric Due”
Camp Blunder,” etc., elc,

CHAPTER XVIL
AN ASTOUNDING CHARGE.

HE small boy’s question went unap-

J [ swered. Utterly disgusted, Ray turned on
his heel, and noticing that a gentleman

was standing in the open doorway of

No. 109, peering inquiringly up and down the
corridor, he made a hurried bolt in that direc-
tio

* Mr. Philip Culver?” he said intenog-
tively.

‘The occupant of No. 109, who was short and
chunky, with a double chin and small eyes that
were nearly lost in his fat cheeks, gave afored
smile, answered ** Yes, that is my name,” with
an absent minded air, and continued to gaze
eagerly in the direction of the elevator over our
hero's shoulder,

Ray was somewhat disconcerted. This was
rather an embarrassing reception to meet with
from a man who has just sent down word that
he is awaiting you.

At that instant, however, the elevator pased
the floor on its upward way again without
stopping, and with a puzzled shake of thehead,
Mr. Culver removed his gaze from the shait aud
centered it on Ray.

* Oh yes, excuse me,"” he said. * Come in,
won't you? A cousin of mine just sent up
word that he was going to call on me, but |
guess he must have got off at the wrong flour.
Now what can I do for you, sir?"

But it was fully half a minute before Ray
could frame a reply. It seemed ridiculous to
commence by announcing melodramatically that
he had come in search of a long lost hail
brother. 1f the other had only met him half
way, it would have been another thing. How-
, feeling that he must say something
k the awkward silence, he began hesitat-
ingly @

**T had other business calling me tothe hotel,
and while glancing over the register, 1 noticed

3 and its similarity to that of a half

brother—"

Here the other's face took on an indescrib-
able expression, and he interrupted Ray by
holding up his hand and stepping to the speaks

ing tube near the doorway. Pressing his fio-
ger to the electric button on his left, he applied
his mouth to the tube and called out some-
thing, the nature of which Ray did not catch.
Then turning again to the latter, he seated him-
self and remarked in an entirely difierent tone
from ary he had yet used :

3 :\h, yes, you were saying I believe that you
thought you might be a connection of mine?"

*Yes, one for whom we have been looking a
long time,” interjected R. eagerly. ** Aud
yet it seems strange that

““ You should run across me in this accidental
50 to speak,” broke in the other, with a
st peculiar smile and a glance towards the
door again. *‘ But factis often stranger than
fiction, you know. Yet stay, you haven't yet
asked me to roll up my sleeve and exhibit the
strawberry mark on my left arm, justabove the
elbow. How is that 2"

Ray stared at the speaker in perplexity, not
unmingled with alarm.  Was this new found,
possibie relative shaky in his wits or mer
quizzing him 2 Before he could decide the
question, the door was pushed open without a
knock being given, and a heavily built man,
with hair just turning gray, stepped into ‘he
room.

““You sent for me,” he said,
tones, glancing at Mr. Culver.

“Yes," replied the latter, with a look of re-
lief. Rising to his feet, he carefully placed
himself in the open doorway, and then pointing
full at our hero, added: ** There is your
man | "

The new comer instantly advanced and laid
a heavy hand on Ray's shoulder.

“1f 'you submit quietly,” he said in the lat-
ter's ear, ‘‘ we can get you out of the hotel
without a scene.”

Ray turned sharply in the effort to shake off
the hand. But ouly a deej er grip was taken
into the cloth of his coat.

Mr. Culver now closed the door, and then
came forward to shake his fist gleefully in our
poor, bewildered hero's face.

‘“ Aha, my smart young fellow,” he e-
claimed, ‘* fact is not only stranger, but some

in low, even
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times a good deal more disagreeable than fic-
tion. And the fact now is that I spotted you
for what you are the moment you opened your
mouth. And by the way, Mr. Detective, he's
an old offender, isn't he ? You recognize him,
do you not 2"

**No, his face is quite new to me,"” replied
the thick set man, ** He seems rather young
for this sort of business too.”

**What sort of business is that, if you
please 2" asked Ray, who had by this time re-
covered sufficiently from his astonishment to
grow indignant, *1 demand to know why 1
have been taken into custody. 1did not come
to this room without being asked to do so.”

“*No, nor I suppose you didn’t send up a
false name in order to get the invitation " in-
terposed the other Culver. **\Why, Mr. Detec-
tive," he went on, ** a telling example should be
made of this case. What is to prevent any
scoundrel from strolling into a hotel, glancing
over the register, and then assuming the name
of some one whom he thinks likely to * pan out”’
rich 2 I thought it was a cousin of miue from
whom 1 am expecting a call, aud if I'd been as
green as a good many country folks, I've no
doubt he'd actually make me believe he was
some forty fifth connection I'd never seen nor
heard of before.”

Ray turned to the detective impatiently.

““Don't you see that all this is the veriest
nonsense?” he said. ** Would any sharper be so
foolish as to attempt te play a game on a man
whom he had never seen 2

** What then was your object in coming to
this gentleman’s room 2" asked the detective,
quietly. ** You admit that you had no previous
acquaintance with him.”

Ray by this time had extracted a card from
the case he always carried with him, and
handed 1t to the detective. The latter read

RAYMOND CULVER
and passed it over for the inspection of the man
who had summoned him.

*Well,” muttered the latter, wrathfully,
flecking the card to the ground with a con-
temptuous snap of the thumb and forefinger,
““ what does that prove 2 Simply that the ras-
cal has had his eyes on me for some time, and
has made preparations accordingly.  Ob, these
bunco men are smart, I grant you, but I've
read about 'em, and as soon as this fellow
claimed me for his half brother, I knew what
I might expect.”

**Is this true ? Did you claim this gentleman
for your half brother 2" asked the detective,
turning to Ray.

**I certainly thought he might be that, and
may be yet,” answered our hero, promptly,
knowing that an irstant’s hesitation at this
point would tell sorely against him,

“ There, out of his own mouth you have
proof that I was right!” triumphantly ex-
claimed the chuuky gentleman,

** Well, this case will certainly bear investi-
gation,” respond=d the man of clews,

** And am 1 to be retained in custody simply
because 1 asked this man, of the same name,
if he was not a relative of whom we have lost
track 2"

The color rose to Ray's cheeks, and turning
his back on Mr. Culver, he appealed 1o the de-
tective's sense of justice,

*If you will come with me quietly to the
office, perhaps we may be able to adjust the
matter to your satisfaction,” was the reply.
** As I said, it is a case which will bear search-
ing mvestigation,”

**And is a guest of this hotel to receive mo
better protection than this 2” here fiercely
broke out No. 109's occupant.  ** Do I under-
stand that this bare faced young scoundrel isto
g0 scot free 2™

4 no means, sir,” rejoined the detective,
he succeeds in proving his innocence.
Now, sir, if you will accompany us down to the
desk, we will sift the matter thoroughly.”

Even in the midst of his righteous indigna-
tion, Ray retained enough of his self possession
Lo perceive that the detective was disposed to

ive him e opportunity to clear himself.

e therefore wisely remained silent during the
trip down stairs, and only trusted that the man
he had been luckless enough to suppose might
turn out to be his relative, would be equally
i nd leave everything in the hands of the
e.

But this was too much to hope.  When they
reached the ground floor, Mr. Culver rushed
out of the elevator into the midst of a group of
ladies and gentlemen in front of the desk, cry-
ing out ; “* Here's the fellow that thought he
was smiart enough to take Philip Culver in 1"

CHAPTER XVIIL
HEARING EVIDENCE.

E}{]HERE was a general turning of heads in

our hero's direction at the somnd of Mr.
Culver's loud toned proclamation, and

Y among them Ray recognized Mrs. and
Miss Vanderpoole, and the small boy who had
scattered that valuable manuscript 1o the four
winds of Harlem.

The clerk and the detective held a hurried,
whispered consultation, and then just as the
Vanderpooles were about to pass into the dining
room, the former stepped out from behind the
desk and accosted them. Ray saw this much
as he accompanied Mr. Culver and the detec-
tive into the hotel proprietor's private office.

ere he was followed the next moment, how-
ever, by the two ladies, the clerk, and the boy,
the latter looking rather frightened, 5
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“lbog{our pardon, ladies,” besan the de-
tective, ** for having to ask your aid in this un-
gieasam business, but I believe it was this boy,

longing to your family, for whom this young
man inquired when he came to the hotel about
twenty minutes ago. I wish to know if you
recognize him to be an acquaintance of Master
Vanderpoole's 2"

‘* Neither my mother nor myself ever saw
him before in our lives,” replied the young
lady, who seemed 10 be the most self possessed
of the party. **Archie,” she added, turning
to her brother, **did you ever see this young
man before 2"

‘* No, sister,” was the reply, ‘I never did,
till he came up to me on our floor just a little
while ago, and—and asked me what I'd done
with that story the elevator boy at Tiffin's gave
me.”

Here Mrs. Vanderpoole broke in with ;

“Yes, the young man is either out of his
mind, or some sort of an underhand schemer,
trying to get my poor boy into trouble; for
when Archie asked him how he came to know
anything about that story, he gave him no an-
swer, and—and acted very strangely indeed.
The idea of his following the boy here. Oh,
dear, I'm sure if he is not put in a safe place
T'll not know another easy minute so long as
we are in town !

** Mother, don't be silly,” spoke up Miss Van-
derpoole.  *‘1 should hope Archie was rather
too old to allow himself to be kidnaped."
Then turning to the detective, she added :
“You need nothing further from us, I believe.”

That official wes on the point of bowing
them out, with many thanks, when S
derpoole, venturing to take a good look af
hero, now that she was about to beat a safe re-
treat, raised her hands in renewed excitement.

** Ida, Ida,” she cried. **Don’t you remem-
ber what Tanner, my maid, toid about her ad-
venture in the street car this morning 2 How
such a nice looking, real respectable young man
tried to get a poor fellow in trouble by charg-
ing him with stealing something from him.
And after all it was found he didn't have it.
Run, Archie, quick, and tell Tanner to come
here at once, and, my dear, tell her to bring
my smelling salts with her.”

Mrs. Vanderpoole sank down in her chair
again, while Miss Ida resumed hers with a look
of excessive annoyance,

“ Of course there is no earthly connection
between  the two things, mama,” she ex-
c.umed. It will only be a waste of time to
attempt to find any. We had much better go
inw dinner.”

But Mrs, Vanderpoole was determined to see
her theory tested, although it was evident that
both the detective and the clerk zonsidered it a
nonsensical notion,

Meanwhile what were poor Ray’s sensations ?
In time of actual bodily danger there was no
braver fellow than he, none that could grit his
teeth with a hardier purpose, and fight more
courageously against heavy odds.

But caught in a trap like that which at pres-
ent surrounded him, hemmed in by meshes of
mere coincidences that were nevertheless mo-
mentarily growing more and more formidable,
all spirit seemed to leave him. To contend
seemed to be to struggle not against injustice
and oppression, but against fate itself.

Was it possible that this lady's maid whom
Archie had gone to fetch, had really been among
the passengers on the street car during that
mortifying scene of but a few hours before ?
And granted that such was the case, would not
this heaping up of evidence against him put
him in a very serious case indeed ?

But now Archie returned, accompanied by
the very light haired female whom our hero re-
membered only too distinctly having  seei:
seated in the car at the very point where he
had laid his hand on the seedy man.

“Tanner,” spoke up Mrs. Vanderpoole, * did
you ever see this young man before ?

“Why, yes ma'am,” responded the lady's
maid, promptly. “*It's him I was telling you
about, ma'am, as tried to take away the good
name of a poor young feller on the street car
this very mornin’."

Poor Ray ! He saw the start which the de-
tective gave on hearing this, and noted the in-
voluntary step forward and nearer to him.

As for Mr. Phlip Culver, he fairly pranced
about the room with delight at this strong con-
firmation of his suspicions,

Do you see that, ladies and gentlemen 2"
he cried.” ** He does not deny it.”

**No, I don't deny the truth," now spoke up
Ray, nerved to desperatior by the astonished,
disappointed glance in Ida Vanderpoole's eyes.
“ 1 was in that car, and @/ have the misfortune
to falsely accuse a man of. 5

* There, there, you hear him!" hroke in
Mr. Culver, excitedly. ** Why spend any more
time over the :ase? Have him off to the sta-
tion house at once.”

*All right, sir,” said the detective. ** You
may rest assured that the young man's case
will be attended to.” Then turning to the
lady's maid, he requested her to give a detailed
account of all that had transpired in the strect
car on the occasion mentioned.

This she proceeded to do, with many inter-
jections of commiseration for the seedy man
and of contempt for his accuser. Her story
was a true one in the main, but so distorted by
her prejudice against the principal actor in it
that the impression it made on the hearers was
ominous indeed for Ray.

When it was ended, the detective jotted down
a few words on a pad which he took from his

et, and then, amid an impressive silence—
the first that had fallen since the party had
been in the office—looked over at Ray, who
was seated just in front of him on the revolv-
ing chair at the writing desk, and said in his
quiet way :

““We will hear your story now, if you please.”

Without looking, Ray felt that Ida Vander-
poole's eves were fixed steadily on him.  From
the first glimpse he had had of her, she re-
minded him strongly of a girl friend he had
known at Lake George the previous summer ;
then her evident belief in Lis innocence had
been the one bit of balm to his wounded spirit
during the trying ordeal through which he was
now passing.

1 wi// make her and the rest of them be-
lieve me,” he resolved.

So he began and told of the valuable manu-
script which had been intrusted to his keeping,
related the circumstances under which he had
first missed it, and then described the long chase
he had been on, only to find that it had been
lost beyond recovery.

“Well,” remarked the detective, when Ray
paused, ** this certainly sounds plausible so far
as explaining your conduct in the street car and
your appearance at the hotel here are concerned.
But you have yet to account for your intrusion
on this gentleman in such a way as to make
him believe you were a sharper.”

**1 thought I explained that up stairs,” re-
plied Ray, only half succeeding in repressing a
sigh.

** Then you insist on" still taking Mr, Culver
for your half brother,” said the detective,

‘I don't insist on it, no,” rejoined Ray. “1
only say that I thought he might turn out to
be such.”

““Your own name ?"

“Is Ray Culver.”

‘*Have you any friends in New York who
can certify to your good character and stand-
ing in society 2"

** Yes—that is, I expect him back tomorrow
or next day.”

Ray was thinking of Charley Kip, who was,
indeed, the only soul he could claim as a friend
in all that vast city. And even he was tempo-
rarily out of town.

The clerk and the detective once more ex-
changed significant glances.

"

CHAPTER XIX.
WORSE AND WORSE.
OU don't believe my statement, then 2"
Ray put the question to the detec-
tive directly, looking him fuil in the
eye as he did so.

“Well, it seems a little peculiar that you
can't refer us to anybody right here present in
the city who can vouch for you."

* Why should it seem peculiar 2" pursued
Ray. **There surely must be hundreds of peo-
ple in New York, who because they have just
arrived here and for other reasons equally good,
have not yet made acquaintances in town.
There is my brother though, if he will do.”

** Certainly ; let us have his name and Aha-
dress,”” and the detective took out his pad
again.

Ray gave the number of his boarding house,
then added frankly : ** He is only a boy, eleven
years old.”

* Never mind about that. T guess he will
answer our purpose,” respouded the detective
rising.

“Then you are going to lodge this fellow in
jail pending an examination into his story,” re-
marked Mr. Culver, following suit.

* I will breathe easier on account of my dear
boy Archie,” added Mrs. Vanderpoole, siietch-
ing out her hand to the latter. **Come, Ida, 1
am ready for dinner now.”

The next moment, the clerk, the detective
and Ray were left alo « together in the private
office. But the first named presently went out
to dispatch a hall boy for Clifford, and our hero
was given to understand that he must remain
where he was until the Jatter should arrive.

As soon as they were left to themselves, the
detective walked to the one door opening out of
the apartment, closed and locked it, put the key
in his pocket and then sat down at the desk to
do some writing. Ray could not restrain giv-
ing alittle shiver as he noted the action.

He, Raymond Culver, a nominal prisoner!
He closed his eyes for an instant, trying to de-
lude Limself into the belief that it was all a
dream, must be one.

He heard the rattling of dishes on the other
side of the stained glass window which separa-
ted the private office from the pantry, and now
and then caught the sound of orders for soups,
entrées and desserts, that recalled so vividly the
hotel life of which he had had such extensive
experience that he once or twice caught himself
trying to decide whether he should order choco-
late or pistache cream, and wondering if the
pastry would be light,

Then, he opened his eyes and the sight of the
detective busily writing, but lifting his ey es every
now and then to glance at his companion—this
recalled to him all too clearly the stern reality

And what if Clifford had not yet got back ?
Ray tock out his watch, wondering dimly as he
did so if he would be allowed to keep it if sent
regularly to prison.  Butif things should go as
far as this, what would then become of Clifford ?
Left alone with no roof over his head but that
of a boarding house, and that only insured to
him for so long as their very limited supply of
money held out, what would become of him ?

Ray sat there, looking at his watch, open on

his knee, without neting where the hands point-
ed, until a clock in achurch steeple—the same
one he had heard the previous night while at
work—chimed out six.

Dinner time, and poor Ray had not had a
mouthfull And he was hungry now—fearfully
hungry, in spite of the harassing anxieties that
pressed upon his bramn. He put up his watch
and began to tap his foot impatiently on the rug
beneath his chair.

Would Clifford never come ? They would be
late again at meals and Mrs. Fanshawe vould
give them another of her withering looks.

But he thought that he would be grateful even
for that, to get away from the disgrace that now
threatened him. Poor fellow ! he had been
brave and dauntless in spirit but a_little while
ago, ready to bid defiance to all his foes.

Now he felt weak as a rag. Everybody, every-
thing seemed to go against him.” Each addi-
tional minute that failed to bring his brother,
seemed to give birth to fresh sources of uneasi-
ness,
Suddenly the detective ceased writing, wheel-
ed around in his chair, took a cigar from his
pocket, and leaning over towards Ray, said :

“Got a match 2 I'm all out.”

*“No, T don’t smoke,” answered our hero,
rather astonished at the familiar tone of the ad-
dress. **But isn’t that a match box in that pig-
eon hole to your left 2"

The detective did not remove his eyes from
Ray’s face, nor attempt to search for the
matches,

‘*No, no, my dear fellow,” he said then with
a laugh, as he bit off the end of his cigar.
* You're not going to get rid of my eyes so easily
as that.  Suppose you come and get the Lox for
me yourself.”

Ray bit his lip, but made no reply, merely
stepped forward to the desk and took a ham-
mered silver match box from a pigeon hole,

** Jove, there was one there, after alll" ¢
claimed the detective, helping himself. Light-
ing his cigar, he crossed one leg over the other,
and « fter puffing out a few rings, said pleasant-
ly : ** I declare, it is a sbame for a mce looking
fellow like you to throw yourself away to live by
your wits.  So young, too! Why, you can't be
eighteen yet.”

** And you really and honestly believe that 1
am—a bunco steerer 2"

Ray gave a bitter little laugh as he uttered
the last two words.

The detective shrugged his shoulders,

“Itisnot for me to say what I believe till all
the evidence is in,” hie replied. ** But I've got
a boy up home in Rochester about your age, and
as I'sat here looking at you, I couldn’t help
thinking how I'd feel if he was to go wrong."

** And how would you feel if some one was
to wrong Zzm," returned Ray,—** accuse him of
a thing he had never dreamed of doing, and
turn everything that had happened to him into
evidence against him 2 What satisfaction can
T ever get for the damage this false detention
has done me ?”

Ray's words came thick and fast, and the
color rose again to his cheel

*Ah,my dear fellow, you look still hand-
somer when you get excited,” commented the
detective in a tone of applause, ** But that only
adds another hundred or so to the thousand
pities that you should debase this attractive pre
sence of yours to such low ends. Why, you
look the thorough gentleman. Even my prac-
ticed eye was deceived in you at first, It was
not until accumulating evidence mustered so
strongly against you that I saw through the
cleverness of your make up."”

* But say that Iam all that you insist on my
being,” went on Ray doggedly.” **What crime
have I actually committed for which I can be
held? Iconfess I can think of none.”

** Did you ever hear of a certain foolish man
who locked his stable door after his horse had
been stolen 2" responded the detective, flipping
the ashes from his cigar.

Ray answered **Yes, certainly T have,” but
looked mystified.

**Well then,” resumed the other, ** Mr. Bar-
ringford, the proprietor of this hotel, does not
wish to emulate the enterprise of that would be
famous individual. No, sir; he believes that an
ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure,
and by making an example of one of you gentry
before any of his guests suffers actual loss
through your tricks, he can best gain the confi-
dence of his patrons.” .

Ray sprang from the sofa in a state of burn-
ing indignation,

“ So I am to be the cat’s paw with which this
monkey of a hotel proprieter is to piuck the
chestnuts of added custom for his house from the
fire, am I 2 Is this what is called justice 2 Are
American citizens no better protected

*Softly, my dear boy,"” interrupled the detec-
tive, ““if youmake so much noise, we can't hear
that brother of yours when he comes. Ah, there
is aknock I think now.”

The detective rose, took the key from his
pocket and opened the door,

The clerk and a hall boy were admitted. Ray
strained his eyes eagerly for a glimpse of Clif-
ford, but he was not there, and when called upon
for his report, the hall boy said :

“1 saw de lady what keeps de boardin' house,
and she says she don’t know what to make of
them two Culver fellows. De big one's acted
queer ever since he's been there, and now the
little one’s went off with a queer kind of man
and ain’t turned up since.”

Ray gave asort of gasp, but the detective mut
tered simply, ** Humph, I guess this settles it.,”

(70 be continued.)
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A DIVIDED FAMILY.
Saip Master Jones, ** Now we must go
Without delay to the deepo.”
Laughed sweet Miss Jones, ** I should say so;
Let us hurry to the daypo.”
Smiled Mrs. Jones, ** In quick step, oh,
We'll all run down to the deppo.”
Groaned Mr. Jones, ** But it will be hot
To drive you all down to the deepot.”
These conflicts of pronunciation
They might avoid by saying ** station.”

Joe’s Story.

BY FRANK H. CONVERSE.

XCEPTING mother there was only
E( Dot and me. The gentleman who
is putting this story down on
paper says it should read—*‘ there were
only Dot'and /.” But I want it told my
way—it will sound more natural to Dot
and mother when they come to read it.

Father was killed by a tree falling on
him. He lived just long enough after
they brought him to the cabin to say
** Kiss me, dear,” to mother, and “ God
bless and keep the chil-
dren.” Then he went to
Heaven, That's the way
Dot purs it.

Everybody said for
mother to sell the place
and go East where her
folks are. But she isn't
that sort of a woman. She
told some one that once
she’'d put her hand to the
plow she wasn't one of the
turning back kind. We
had the house and a hun- §
dred and sixty acres of 3
land in West Texas, and
in three or four years a
railroad was going to be %
put through that would 5 ;
make the property worth
ever so much more. So
she hung on.

[ am in my fifteenth
vear. Dot is nine. Iam
stout and very strong of
my age like father was.
We farmed the wheat and
corn on shares with Mr.
Ropes, our nearest neigh-
bor, who only lives a mile
off. The farm garden I
took care of myself. Then
there was a cow, the pig,
and a lot of hens. No
need of anybody not mak-
ing a living out here in
Texas if they'vea mind to
work, 1 tell you, And
there was lots of small
game everywhere —rab-
bits, quails, grouse, chick-
ens, and black squirrels,
with fish in the streams
and bayous.

What most worried
moiher was our being so
far from a church and
schools, But she made it
up to us—my mother can do 'most any-
thing she sets out to. I don't mean she
preached to us—that is, regular sermons.
But she /ived the things that ministers
talk about in the pulpit. And she was a
school teacher before she married father,
so she learned Dot and I lots of things.

We didn't often have any visitars,
Wellington, where the cars stop, was
cighteen miles away. The stage from
there to Baybrook, sixteen miles in the
other direction, ran by the house every
day, but there weren't many passengers
and nobody for us, any way. Siill, i*
was something to see even two or threc
new faces pass—pretty dusty ones most
generally after the long ride.

One day I came in at noon from the
wheat piece. There was a horse and
buggy hitched in front of the house.
The horse was the handsomest one I
ever saw in my life—a big black fellow
with his head a good shape, and almost
as broad chested as one of Mr. Ropes's
working team.

“| guess yow can trot, old chap,” I
said, and patted him on the neck, for
I'm fond of a horse, 'specially a good
one.

Then 1 began to wonder whose team
it was, and what it was stopping at our
house for.

Dot came running out. She's a wee
little thing, with mother's black eyes, but
her hair is light and fine as cornsilk.
Rig Dot up like some of the girls I've
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seen over to Baybrook the twice I've
been there, and folks would call hera
little beauty. But she looks just as
pretty tomein her print dress and rough
straw hat as though she had on silk and
satin,

‘*Oh, Joe," she said in a half whisper,
‘‘there's a strange man—a gentleman [
reckon by his clothes, and something
he's said made mother turn just as pale !
It's something about the place—"

But I didn't stop to hear any more.
In I bolted—blue overalls, thick shoes
and all.

As Dot said, by his clothes the stranger
was a gentleman. Only there was some-
thing kind of hard about his face, and
he had a way of speaking I didn’t think
was very nice, as though he owned the
most of Texas and a State or so outside,

“I'm sorry your late husband didn't
—er—inform you concerning the mort-
gage, Mrs. Vale,” he was saying as 1
came in, * but that's nothing I can help.
The law gives me—"

‘*What is it, mother ?" T said, and put

my arm on her
shoulder, for she
was pale and shak-
ing like a leaf.

Mother couldn't
speak just then. But
she got hold of my
hand and kind of
hung to it. Andthen .
Dot crept up on the other side and laid
her cheek against mother's dress. But
she didn't speak.

Mr. Waller—that was the lawyer's
name—coughed and rubbed his hand
over his chin,

“I'm afraid you're too young to un-
derstand much abput business, my lad,”
he said, in a careless sort of way, "' but
it is something like this.”

And then he went on to explain. Of
course 1 can't put it as he did, for I
don't know about such things. Only I
do know what a mortgage is—most folks
out West hereknow. And it seems that
just before father died so sudden he
mortgaged the place for five hundred
dollars, unbeknown to mother, to pay up
an old debt that had been hanging over
him for ever so long. An ‘' execttion,”
1 believe they call it. That was more
than three years before, and so Mr.
Waller was giving notice to_foreclose.
That meant that mother and Dot and me
were to be turned out.

Well, I can't tell you or anybody how
1fel. But I wouldn't letany one see it.

OVER STUMPS AND

“ Mother,” 1 said, * why don't you get
Mr. Ropes to drive you over to Welling-
ton and have a talk with Lawyer Mur-
ray? Maybe he can tell you what to
do.” For Mr. Murray had been a friend
of father’s, and a real good lawyer.

Mother braced right up.

1 will, Joe. You and Dot stay here
and look out for things. And Dot, if
Mr. Waller will put up with our plain
fare, you had better get him something
to eat after his long ride.” .

But Mr. Waller looked sort of awk-
ward and said no he guessed not. He'd
brought lunch with him and ate it on the
way. Then he went on just as cool and
easy as though everything was all right,
to say that his gun case was in his
buggy outside, and if we didn’t mind
having his horse stand there two or three
hours, he'd like to take a turn at the
grouse in the wheat stubble near the
creek he passed over in coming,

We didn't mind that or anything else
just then. Though I couldn’t help
thinking that if things had been changed

FALLEN TREES WE WENT FLYING LIKE LIGHTNING.

round Mr. Waller perhaps wouldn't have
felt quite so easy and indifferent.

Well, as soon as he'd gone mother
threw on her hat to start across lots to
Mr. Ropes’s. She didn't cry-—her eyes
looked too hard and dry. But she
hugged us both up tight.

“Don't say anything, dears, I can't
bear it just now,” mother whispered.
And off she wenl

It had been smoky all the morning.
There were forest fires east of us, but
there was no wind and they were a long
way off. In fact I had so much on my
mind I didn't give it much thought till
all of a sudden Dot ran out on the stoop.

““Joe, Joe, the woods are all ablaze
back of the place. And the wind has
sprung up from the east!” 3

1'd heard something about forest fires.
It didn't need the distant crackle and
great cloud of smoke that swept over the
house to warn me then. And excepting
the dairy spring there wasn't a drop of
water nearer than Chapman's Creek,
five miles away. It was Mr. Waller's
horse, stamping and coughing as the

NUMBER 01,

smoke came scttling down over the
house that told me how we could gei off
quickest,

“Run for the buggy, Dot—quick !" |
sung out.

Dot's face was dead white, but she
never whimpered as I jumped in and
turned the horse's head to the west—
along the stage road to Wellington. The
clearing began ten miles further on, and
if we could get beyond the timber line
we were all right.

No need of hurrying that horse. All]
could do was keep him straight and
hangontothereins, Dot hanging ontome.

Fast as he went the fire and the wind
behind it went faster. The smoke hid
the road sometimes. 1 could smell the
varnish that fairly sizzled on the buggy
back. My hair was scorched, and |
made Dot crouch down in the buggy.

“Oh Joe, Mr. Waller is in the wheat
patch to the left, and the fire's almost
there.”

Dot shrieked this out at the top of her
voice, for the wind and fire made the
awfulest roaring in the tree tops.

Well, just a second I hesitated. Bum
I know what mother'd have said. "Ii
thine enemy be an hungered, feed him,"
and something about heaping coals of
fire on his head. And I turned out of
the highway into a wood road that ran
direct to the wheat stubble,

Almostthe moment 1 did so the wind
shifted sudden and began blowing a
‘norther.” It whirled the fire round and
sent it after us instead of striking side-
wise as when we first turned off. Rab-
bits, quails, and chickens came flving
ahead and alongside the buggy. Over
stumps and fallen trees we went like
lightning., Why, it was the greatest won-
der in the world we hadn't gone over
and over.

All at once I saw Mr. Waller through
the smoke. The way he was tearing
along was a caution. But a man on foot
might as well try to keep ahead of a lo-
comotive as a forest fire.

I velled to him and hauled up just
enough so he grabbed at the back of the
buggy, pulled himself in over the seat,
and tumbled all in a heap
on the bottom. And just
as that happened I re-
membered that the south
line of the wheat patch
butted on to Chapman’s
Creek.

Well, it was a close call.
Ten minutes more and it
would have been all day
with us. But I sent horse
and buggy flying into the
very middle of the creek.
And there we were, the
horse just touching bottom
with his feet, and we waist
deep in  water, Lut safe.
The fire was all round us
except on the left, and
after a time it burnt itself
out at the edge of the creck
s and struck off tothe south-
‘ard.

We got back to the
bank. Such a looking set!
Soaking wet and all grimy
with smoke and flying cin-
ders. Noneed of heaping
coals of fire on Mr. Wal-
ler's head. His hair was
half burnt off, and the back of his vest
scorched to tinder. He didn't say any-
thing fora minute. Seemed like he was
studying something over. Then he
spoke:

“You two could have kept straight
along the stage road. How happened
you to turn off into the wheat patch
after me?"

“It was Dot's doings.
ing of you at all,” I blurted out.
he only said ** Humph!"

We got back into the stage road after
a good deal of trouble, And who should
we see but Mr. Ropes with mother in
the farm wagon, coming jfrom our tract.
What a greeting there was! And the
house wasn't burned either, as we saw a
minute later,

The shift of wind sent the fire right
across the corner of our garden lot and
left everything standing but about ten
acres of our south line, And Mr. Wal-
ler gave mother a straightout deed of
the premises two days after, And now
he's one of the best friends we've got
Quite a story, isn't it, sir?

I wasn't think-
And
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THE TOILERS.
‘Work ! and thou shalt biess the day,
Ere thy task be done ;
They that work not cannot pray,
Cannot feel the sun.
Worlds thou mayst possess with health
And unslumbering powers ;
Industry alone is wealth—
What 'we do is ours.
—_——eer ———
[ This story was commenced in No. 305.]

>BoebsLievell:<

THE YOUNG FIREMAN OF THE AJAX.

BY EDWARD S. ELLIS,
Author of ** The Haunted Engine," ** The Star
of India,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER VIIL
FARMER HIRSHKIND,

‘WO persons beside Bob Lovell sat
in the outer office of the superin-
tendent of the Irondale & Ofalca

Railroad Company. One
of them ‘as a contractor,
and the other was a farmer
who owned the bull that
had been knocked into
nothingness by the Ajax
some nights before.

At the moment Bob en-
tered and took his seat to
wait his turn, the contractor
was beckoned to pass with-
in by Montague Worthley,
so that only the farmer was
left to precede the youth.
The latter found his situa-
tion embarrassing for sev-
eral minutes, from the fact
that Montague exerted him-
self to make it so.

He sat on a high stool
behind a desk, the top of
which was surrounded by a
railing through which he
could survey ail who were
waiting outside the inclos-
ure. As Bob entered, the
young man glanced at him
with such a palpable sneer,
that the young brakeman's
face flushed. But one of
the golden rules he had
learned from his parents
was to hold his naturally
quick temper in subjection
at all times. He affected
not to see the snub, but
took his seat near the far-
mer.

He was sorry he had not
brought a paper with which
to occupy himself while
waiting, so as to avoid the
sight of young Worthley.
The latter held a handsome
gold pen in his hand, with
which he seemed to be
writing some important
document, but he found
time every minute or two
to indulge in a significant
glance at Bob, which made
the brakeman long to cuff
his ears.

True, the latter had the
simple recourse of not look-
ing at the upstart, but he
was conscious of what he
was doing, even when his
eyes werc turned away,
and the effort to avoid
glancing at Worthley was
so manifest that it could only add to the
enjoyment of the latter.

Glad enough, therefore, was Bob, when
the farmer turned abruptly to him and
said : |

‘““My name is Jacob Hirshkind, and I
had a bull killed the other night by the
kyars, and I'm going to make this blamed
old company sweat for it.”

Bob smiled at the farmer’s earnest-
ness. He was chewing tobacco vigor-
ously, and the volleys which he aimed at
the cuspidor as a rule overshot or went
wide of the mark, and were scattered
over the surrounding territory.

‘“Yes, sir,” he added with another shot
ot the vessel so blindly aimed, that if it
had gone a little higher, it must have
landed on Montague’s spotless shirt
front; ‘‘that ’ere bull was a ginooine
Durham worth a hundred dollars, and
dirt cheap at that.”

‘1 was on the train that struck him.”

“You war!” exclaimed the other,
with a delighted start. ‘‘Then you'll be
a witness for me. I'll make it right,
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I'll send you a peck of the finest fall
pippins, and if you'll stop at our house,
my wife Betsey will cook you all the
doughnuts you can eat.”

**1 am afraid I can't be of much help,”
said Bob with a smile. ‘‘I was brake-
man, and did not see the accident.”

““ But then you knowed about it, and I
reckon that'll stand.”

‘“But, Mr. Hirshkind,” ventured the
youth modestly, “ don’t you think you
were to blame for allowing the bull on
the track ?”

“ How was 7/ to hlame? I didn't give
him permission. I didn’t know nothin’
'bout it till next day, when I went out to
hunt for him, and found the poor fellow
strowed all along the path for about half
a mile. I thought a good deal of that
‘ere bull.”

And the old gentlemen drew the back
of his hand across his eyes, and wiped
away several real tears.

with a backward flirt of his head, and a
compression of his thin lips.

** Suppose,” continued Bob, ‘‘that your
bull had thrown the train off the
track "

‘I wish to gracious he had,” inter-
jected the husbandn.an with much em-
phasis.

‘““And had destroyed considerable
property, and killed several passengers,
who then should have paid damages ?”

‘““ The company, of course,” was the
triumphant reply; ‘you see there's
where your lack of jedgment comes
in—"

At this moment the contractor walked
briskly through the door communicating
with the inner office. At the same time,
Montague Worthley stepped into his
father's room and said :

‘““There’s an old hayseed out there
waiting to get pay for his bull that tried
to butt Ajax off the track the other night;
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““If you do not look upon yourself as
blamable for the bad luck of the bull,
how can you find fault with the company,
which had nothing to do with bringing
him there?”

Farmer Hirshkind flung one leg over
the other knee, shoved his straw hat on
the back of his head, ejected another
volley which splattered up against the
desk behind which Montague was swing-
ing his gold pen, and shaking his long
forefinger in the face of Bob, clinched
matters thus:

*“Young man, when you git as old as
me, you'll be able to see the things as
they be without havin’ 'em warped by
your lack of jedgment. The difference
is this, the company is rich, and I am
poor.”

““Then you would recommend all the
poor folks to drive their cattle on the
tracks of the company, so as to have
them killed, and ma%c the company pay
for them?"”

‘I don't know but what it would be a
good idee,” replied farmer Hirshkind,

and what do you suppose that young
Lovell has been doing?”

*“Tam sure I have no idea, my son.”

“Urging him to sue the company for
more damages than he thought of. He
talked low, but I overheard every
word, He insisted that you would
be glad to pay him a hundred dollars in-
stead of the fifty he meant to ask in the
first place.”

*“That is strange ; send in the old gen-
tleman.”

Montague stepped briskly back to the
outer office, and opening the gate,
beckoned with his pen for farmer Hirsh-
kind to enter. The latter leaped up so
quickly that he upset the chair in which
he had been sitting, jerked on his hat,
and stumbled over himself as he went
through the gate like a diver plunging
off the dock.

Superintendent Worthley was a good
judge of human nature, and he knew
how to handle such visitors, of whom he
had quite a number. Rising from his
chair, he shook the hand of Mr, Hirsh-

kind warmly, asked after his family,
showed much interest in the season’s
crops, and expressed his pleasure, not
only in finding the outlook so favorable,
but that they agreed perfectly in their
view of the political situation.

By this time the caller discovered that
the superintendent of the Irondale &
Ofalca road was as fine a gentleman as
he ever met, and when he handed him a
pass good for himself or any member of
his family over the road, for a year, he
was sure that the meanest thing he could
possibly do would be to ask pay for the
bull, which had no business to be on the
tracks of the company,

The farmer rose to his feet to leave,
and was standing hat in hand, when Mr.
Worthley, in the blandest manner imag-
inable, said :

““Now, Mr. Hirshkind, since we are
such good friends, I am sure you will do
me a favor which I mean to ask.”

‘“There ain’t anything |
can do for you, major—I
mean jedge—that I won't
do, b’gosh.”

‘“ We had quite a serious
accident on the road the
other night. One of our
best employees lost his
life, and 1 have learned
that just before that the
engine narrowly escaped
derailing, through a bull of
yours that—of course with-
out your knowledge—acci-
dents will happen—got on
the track. I shudder to
think of what the conse-
quences might have been.
Iwant to ask you as a parti-
cular favor, that you will
take pains to see that no
otheranimal of yoursstrays
upon our tracks.”

“I'm mighty sorry 'bout
that, colonel—I mean per-
fessor—but [ didn't know
nothin’ 'bout it ; it was all
the fault of my son Heze-
kiah, and when I git home
I will tan his hide for him."

“Ibeg you won't do that.
I understand Hezekiah is
one of the brightest boys
in school” (alas, that was
the first time the superin-
tendent had ever heard his
name mentioned), ‘“and it
would be cruel to punish
him for a slip of that kind.
Jacob, you and I were once
boys, and we haven't for-
got it.”

And Mr. Worthley
winked at the farmer, who
smiled almost to his ears,
while his shoulders bobbed
up and down with sup-
pressed laughter.

““ Hezekiah is a bright
boy, though I'm his father
that says it, and since you
ax it I'll let up on him,
lettin’ him know that it's
on your account that 1 do
it.  You'll like Hezekiah
when you see him, doctor,
and I'm going to send him
(|0\Vl;1' to spend a week with

““I'll let you know when

Mrs. Worthley can make

room for him,” said the dismayed super-
intendent. ‘‘ Justnow I believe they are

- house cleaning, and things are upside

down. By the way, Jacob, you were
talking with the young gentleman in the
outer office,”

“Yes; who is he?”

‘“He is one of our brakemen.”

“*He’s mighty peart. He was tellin'
me that when buils git run over and
smashed into kindlin’ wood, it was the
fault of the owners.”

““Ah!” murmured the surprised super-
intendent,

““Yes, and he said, too, that if folks
should cause any accidents by their cat-
tle runnia’ loose, it was their place to
pay damages. Jis to draw him out I took
Uother side of the question, but I tell you
he ain’t any fool.”

*“Did he suggest anything about your
sueing our company ?”

‘“ Not him. He stood up for your folks
like a lawyer."”

A light broke upon the superintendent,
but he said nothing of what was passing
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in his mind. He shook hands warmly
with his caller, who was so much de-
lighted that he secretly determined that
instead of sending his son Hezekiah to
visit the superintendent he and his wife
would come down and stay a month with
him,

CHAPTER IX.
AN IMPORTANT INTERVIEW.

EFT alone during the interview be-
tween the superintendent and
Farmer Hirshkind, Bob Lovell

found himself again in the unpleasant

company of young Montague Worthley.

He adopted a system which in one sense

turned the tables on that jeering youth.

Instead of trying to avoid his gaze,
Bob looked fixedly at him. Montague
tried to stare him out of countenance,
but he failed. There was something in
the steady look of those bright eyes
which few persons could withstand, and
after a while Montague acted as though
he was trying to get rid of the vast
amount of work that had accumulated
on his desk.

His gold pen scratched rapidly, and
he did not raise his eyes for several
minutes. Then he cast a furtive glance
at the detested face, only to find Bob's
gaze still centered on him with such a
penetrating expression that he looked
down and worked more desperately than
ever.

By and by Mr. Hirshkind came rapidly
out of the office, walking so fastin fact
that he bumped against the gate before
he could open it, and narrowly escaped
carrying the structure off its hinges.
But he finally got through, and, with a
flourishing farewell to Bob, who pleas-
antly returned the salutation, he hurried
out of the building.

Bob expected to be summoned to the
presence of the superintendent without
delay, but the minutes passed and there
was no sign from within,

‘*He must have some one else with
him,” was the conclusion of the youth,
““though I have seen no one pass inside.”

A soft step was heard, and the white
head and gold spectacles of Mr. Worth-
ley appeared from the inner office. He
looked surprised at sight of Bob sitting
outside, and, addressing his son, in-
quired,

‘* Montague, why didn't you send the
young man to me? I havebeen waiting
for some time.”

‘I told him you were ready,” was the
unblushing reply ; ‘‘but he didn't seem
to be in any hurry to talk with you.”

““I have been waiting to be notified,”
remarked Bob, as with hat in hand he
rose to his feet and followed the super-
intendent to his office, * but if your son
spoke to me [ certainly did not hear
him."”

“It's a small matter,” remarked the
official, «motioning him to a seat and
closing the door behind him.

‘I have sent for you,” added the gen-
tleman with a grave face, '‘to inquire
about certain reports that have reached
me."”

He paused, but Bob said nothing, be-
cause there was nothing to say until he
knew whereof he was charged.

**Mr. Walbridge, the president, in-
formed me some time ago that he was
on the train when the rear brakeman in-
excusably ncglcc!cd his duty, and you
assumed it for him.’

** That is true,” said Bob; “I did not
think there was anything wrong in help-
ing another.”

* The act itself may have been com-
mendable ; but to help him you deserted
vour own postand committed the wrong
of which 4e was guilty. If you two were
only concerned, no fault could be found,
but suppose that at that moment an in-
stant demand had arisen for your ser-
vices ; what then ?”

“I considered that possibility before 1
ran back, and saw that it could not
arise.”

** Accidentally it did not.
understand that you have been given
employment with only one object in
view—that is the interests of your com-
pany ; that must outweigh everything
else, and no greater mistake can be
made than to think the demand of any
friend or person has precedence.”

Bob felt that the superintendent was
speaking the truth. He had done wrong.

‘“Mr. Worthley, you have presented

You must

THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

the matter to me in a light that never
occurred to me before. see my mis.
take ; I acknowledge it and beg your in-
dulgence, promising that it shall never
occur again.”

‘“ That matter will be dropped then,
but there are still graver charges against
you. On the first of next month a new
regulation respecting our brakemen
goes into effect. It is ‘one which has
been adopted by the leading roads, and
we have decided to give it a trial. You
will be allowed to stand inside the car
while running, but must keep your place
at the front door; you must never take
a seat while the cars are in motion, but
be ready to assist the passengers on and
off at each station, which you will call
out. We can only be certain you are
ready to do that by knowing you are
standing at the front door. Your other
duties will be the same as now, and |
need not refer to them. But at present
the brakemen are strictly forbidden en-
tering the cars, except in some emer-
gency, while the train is in motion. To
take a seat among the passengers is un-
pardonable. I understand you have vi-
olated this rule.”

““It is a mistake ;

I have never done

s0.

‘“You haven't?” repeated the superin-
tendent in astonishment.

““No, sir; I have never done so.”

‘“ Explain the cause of the reproach
which my son administered on the night
of the accident at Dead Man’s Hollow."

Bob wanted Montague Worthley to
hear the words he was about to speak,
and he was on the point of raising his
voice somewhat when a slight noise at
the door told him the youth was playing
the eavesdropper.

‘““While we were waiting at the sid-
ing for the down mail, and after I had
made sure that the switches and every-
thing was right, and while it was rain-
ing very hard, I took my scat in the
smoker near the front door. Your son
was playing cards with a party near
when they all became impatient, and he
passed through to the front of the bag-
gage car and ordered Fields the engi-
neer to run through to the next station,
in violation of the orders he had re-
ceived. Matt refused, and he was then
so angry that on his return he ordered
me out of the car. As it was raining
and there was no possible call for my
services, I refused.”

““Did you attempt to strike him?"

‘“No, sir; he threatened to throw me
out of the car, and I was annoyed to
such an extent that I invited him to try

it
_‘*And when the train started ?"”

‘1 took my place on the front plat-
form and never left it until the acci-
dent.”

* And at the accident?”

*“Well, I did all I could, which wasn't
much.”

“*You didn't advise the conductor to
disregard any suggestion that my son
might give?"”

‘““No; I am not aware that he gave
any suggestion,”

Mr. Worthley silent a minute,
twirling his spectacles about his thumb
—a practice to which he was addicted
when revolving some question in his
mind.

sat

s to say that
vour version of that night.is widely dif-
ferent from what I received from other
sources.”

“ Young Bertrand Harcourt, the med-
ical student, formed one of the party
who were playing cards, and must have
scen and heard everything ; I beg to re-
fer you to him,"”

The superintendent still twirled his
glass Evidently he was thinking
hard about something.

I’.msmx: but a moment to reflect, Bob
said, **Asking your permission, there is
something I would like to say.”

Mr. Worthley glanced in his face and
nodded his head as an invitation for
him to speak

‘"1 am quite sure that the scurce from
which this information reaches you is
one that is strongly prejudiced against
me. | ask that hereafter accusations
from that quarter shall not be fully ac-
cepted unless confirmed by other testi-
mony."

These were bold words to utter about
a man's only son, and Bob Lovell was in
doubt whether or not he had made a

mistake, The superintendent looked
closely at the spectacles, which, after
making a couple of flirts forward over
his forefinger, reversed and flew back-
ward. He seemed to bend all his ener-
gies to the accomplishment of this sim-
ple feat, whereas he was totally unaware
what he was doing.

““Mr. Lovell,” said he, after a painful
pause, ‘‘ when I sent for you it was with
the intention of suspending you for a
month or discharging you altogether. I
will say that I was inclined to discharge
you, since I was urged to do so by my—
that is, by other parties, but I have de-
cided to defer such action until after a
fuller investigation. You may return -\
your duties for the present; if I finl
you have misrepresented anything, your
relations with the company will end at
once ; but if you hear nothing from me
between now and the first of the month,
that will be the end of it. That is all;
good day, sir.”

*“Good day,” replied Bob, rising to
his feet. He stepped hastily to the
door, knowing that Montague was listen-
ing, hoping to catch him in the com-
promising situation. But the youth was
too quick, though Bob saw him hurry-
ing back to his place at the desk.

As Bob passed outside the railing, he
could not forbear stopping just beyond,
where only a few inches separated him
from his enemy. Here, in a low voice,
he muttered, ‘‘ Montague, my boy, you
missed fire that time !”

CHAPTER X.
THE TELEGRAM,

OB LOVELL fel: that the wisest
course for him was to face the sit-
uation unflinchingly. Montague

Worthley was mean, envious, and treach-
erous, and would do him all the injury
he could. To defer to him would only
make the sprig believe that Bob held him
in fear.

““No; I will be fair toward him,” the
young brakeman said in discussing the
matter with his mother that afternoon.

He was off duty for the day, and he
spent it with his sister, Meta, a lovely,
brilliant girl only three years his junior,
as has been told, and his beloved parent,
from whom he had few secrets.

Bob was one of those noble youths
who are in love with their mother, and
such a lad can never go far astray. He
had given the particulars of what took
place in the office of the superintendent,
and asked her counsel. She told him he
had done right with the possible ex-
ception of his parting words to Mon-
tague Worthley.

“ Do your duty, Bob, and leave the
rest to Providence. It may be that Mon-
tague will soon reach a position which
will enable him to persecute and drive
you out of their employ; but you will
not be long without a situation. Your
experience would make you valuable to
the Inverwick & Quitman road.”

Bob assured his mother that he would
do his best to follow her counsel, and
shortly after he walked down to the shops
to take a look at the shattered Ajax,
which had been brought thither and was
already undergoing reconstruction,

As he looked at the battered wreck,
he could not but wonder how it was pos-
sible to make it serviceable again.

‘ Itseems like building a new engine,”
he said to himself, ‘“butI would be sorry
to see Ajax leave the road ; the dearest
wish of my heart is that sometime I shall
hold its throttle as the engineer--that is
when Mattis ready toturn it over to me."”

It was two months later to a day that
Ajax, burnished and aglcam, moved out
of the shops upon the turn table, where
his nose was pointed in the right direc-

tion, and, under the guidance of the
master mechanic himself, he took a little
spin up the road. On the return, the

gentleman pronounced it better than be-
fore. In repairing the locomotive, as is
sometimes the ca certain  slight
changes had been made by the way of
experiment, which, so far as could be
judged, were of decided advantage. The
question would be fully settled when the
engine went on duty,

And on that same day, Matt Fields
came up the road on the accommodation
train, and. with the use of a crutch,
made his way down to the shops to give
Ajax a trial.  The engineer was in high
spirits, and declared that he could walk
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without help, but the surgeon forbade
him doing so for some weeks, through
fear of injuring his leg.

The next morning the Ajax was hitched
to the down morning express for the run
to Irondale, one hundred and five miles
distant. It will be remembered that the
return was made in the evening, when
the train was known as the night ex.
press. It left Irondale ten minutes late,
but steamed in at the Junction on time
to a minute. Thence to Ofalca the run
of sixty five miles was made with the
greatest ease by the schedule.

““Icould have done it in fifteen minutes
less without straining her,” said the
proud Matt as he was helped off his en.
gine ; ‘‘ but of course 1 don’t dare let her
out.”

An engineer always reters to his en.
gine ag of the feminine gender, no mat.
ter what name it bears.

‘“Ajax is as good as ever,” remarked
Bob Lovell, pleased to see the delight of
his old friend.

*“As good as ever! She's ten times
better. She makes steam easier, her
machinery works smoother, and there
ain't another engine on the road thatin
the way of running can hold a candle to
her.”

Bob unconsciously sighed. Would it
ever be his lot to occupy the cab of that
splendid piece of mechanism ?

Two months had passed since the
memorable interview with the superin-
tendent in his office, and Bob had long
since made up his mind that he would
never hear anything more of it. What
inquiries had been made by the official
were unknown to him, though he after.
wards learned they were thorough, and
that the whole truth was developed.

Young Bertrand Harcourt, the medical
student, was a visitor to the house of the
superintendent, and was on the best of
terms with Montague ; but he was a dif-
ferent person from him, and, when the
old gentleman questioned him, he told
the truth, including the readiness Bob
showed in extricating the engineer from
his imprisonment beneath his engine.
This was news to the superintendent, as
indeed was the whole narrative, and it 1s
safe to say that it modified his opinicn
of the young man, whom a short time
before he had intended to discharge from
the service of the company.

To Bob's astonishment, conductor
Twomey told him a few days later that
Mr. Worthley wanted to see him fora
few minutes before the train left the fol-
lowing morning.

“I don’t think you need worry (ks
time,” added the conductor with a smile,
for Bob was a favorite with him, as he
was with all the employees of the road
who knew him.

‘T wonder what it can mean,” mused
the youth, making his way thither on a
crisp, bracing morning in November.
*‘I hope Montague isn’t there. He has
been away for a few weeks, so [ haven't
seen much of him.”

His wish was gratified so far as the
young worthy was concerned, for a gen-
tlemanly clerk was at the desk, and,
having given his name to the superin-
tendent, courteously opened the door
and invited him to step inside.

““1 am busy this morning,” said the
officer after greeting him, *‘ so we'll come
to the point at once. I understand you
would like to become an engineer.”

‘““Why—I haven’t told any one t4at,”
said the surprised Bob.

‘“You remarked something of the kind
when you first applied to me some
months ago. Then Matt Fields tells me
you want to go into service with him on
the Ajax.”

1 certainly never said that to kim.”

‘*Not in words, but Matt and Mr.
Twomey tell me that they have read the
expression of your face many a time
when you were studying the points
of that engine. Well, without Ueating
about the bush, I will say to you that al-
though you are still under the required
age, you may begin service next Monday
as fireman on the Ajax. The present
fireman will be given a coal engine at
that time, and I have already engaged a
brakeman to take your place. That is
all. Good day.”

“ But,” said Bob, rising to his feet,
‘“you must allow me to thank vou.
can only say that I am resolved that you
shall never regret the confidence you
have reposed in me.'




OCTOBER 20, 1888.

Indeed, Bob felt so happy, as he
emerged from the superintendent’s office,
that I am not sure he would not have
gone up to Montague, had he been pres-
ent, and offered his hand.

So Bob Lovell became fireman on the
Ajax. Itaddeda slight pang to the mis-
giving of his mother, for she could not
forget what had befallen poor Hefferd
Putnam, his predecessor, and to her it
seemed that the situation was the most
dangerous on the road.

But Bob was ready with any number
of arguments to prove she was mistaken,
and indeed almost convinced her that in
the majority of accidents the safest place
to be is on the engine.

Great as was Bob’s pleasureat receiving
the appointment, it was no greater than
that of Matt Fields, his engineer. In-
deed it was through his personal solici-
tation that Superintendent Worthley gave
him the handsome, vigorous, and intelli-
gent brakeman for his fireman. He re-
garded Bob with fatherly affection, and
was delighted to have him on his engine.

But behind all this, Matt Fields had a
secret reason for earnestly wishing Bob
to serve him. It was a powerful reason,
and yet it was one of which Bob never
dreamed, and which Matt did not im-
part even to his wife, from whom he
kept back nothing else.

He didn't dare tell her. He was afraid
to hint it to Bob. He even soughtto keep
it from himself (if the paradox can be ad-
mitted for the present), but it was there
all the same and it caused him an odd,
singular thrill, when he looked across
from his seat in the cab, and saw Bob
Lovell pulling the rope of the bell, as
they neared the Junction.

“I'll have to tell him some time,”
mused the engineer, ‘‘but at present I
would not have him know it for the
world.”

‘“We are going to have an ugly run
tonight,” remarked Matt some weeks
later, as he was on the point of pulling
out from the Irondale station, ‘“‘and as
for Ajax, she will have tougher work
than ever before.”

It was winter, the wind was blowing,
and snow was flying on the air. Not
enough had fallen to cover the ground,
though it gleamed here and there in
windrows where the gale had blown it,
and it was coming down in a fashion
which left no doubt that it would con-
tinue all night. It was this to which
Matt referred, for in the three hour run
before him the snow was likely to prove
a serious obstacle.

A curious incident followed within the
next minute.

Bob Lovell was sitting in the cab, with
his head far out the window, and look-
ing back along the station watching for
the signal from the conductor, while
Matt was on his feet, with his hand on
the lever awaiting the word from Bob to
go ahead. It was already a few minutes
after time, and, knowing what a hard
run was before him, he was anxious to
be off. The station being on the other
side from his cab, he depended on Bob,
in order to save a second or two of time.

While Bob was waiting, his whole at-
tention fixed on the conductor, a sudden
gale spun down the platform like a water
spout, flirting off several hats, and send-
ing their owners skurrying after them,
while a cloud of papers, straws, dust and
rubbish was caught up by the wind.

One of the papers thus sent broadcast
skimmed so near Bob's head that he
snatched it while passing in front of his
face. Itwas asmall sheet that had been
folded, but was opened by the action of
the wind.

The fireman expected the owner to

claim it, but no one appeared. Just then
Twomey raised his hand, and Bob called
““Go ahead !”
. The Ajax started on her eventful
Journey, while Bob, holding the bit of
paper so as to read by the light of the
open furnace door, saw these singular
words :

' 7o night—Dead Man's Hollow.,"

(70 be continued.)
> ————
THE 6OLD SEEKERS’ ROMANCE.

THERE was recently exhibited in London a
great nugget, or lump of virgin gold, found in
an Australian digging, which weighed 617
ounces, and was worth twelve thousand dollars,

A few such nuggets as these would be handy
things to have in the family, but much larger
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ones have been unearthed in past times. The
biggest of all was the ** Welcome Stranger,”
which was discovered by two poor English
miners, named Deeson and OQates, at Dunolly,
Australia.

For fifteen years these two plucky fellows had
stuck together and struggled to make their liv-
ing at the gold diggings, but bad luck had pur-
sued them unrelentingly, and they could barely
scrape together enough of the glittering grains
to pay for the pecessaries of life. The time at
last came, on the morning of Friday, February
5, 1869, when the slorekee.Per with whom they
were accustomed to deal refused to supply them
any longer until they liquidated the debt they
had already incurred. For the first time in
their lives they went hungry to work.

Gloomy and depressed as they naturally were
they plied their picks with indomitable” perse-
verance, and while Deeson was breaking up the
earth around the roots of a tree, his pick sud-
denly and sharply rebounded by reason of its
having struck some very hard substance. ** Come
and see what this is,” he called out to his mate.
To their astonishment, * this” turned out to be
the ¢ Welcome Stranger " nugget ; and thus two
poverty stricken miners became in a moment
the possessors of the largest mass of gold that
mortal eyes ever saw or are likely to see again.

Almost bewildered by the unexpected treasure
they had found at their feet, Deeson and Oates
removed the superincumbent clay, and there re-
vealed to their wondering eyes ‘was a lump of
gold a foot long and a foot broad, and so heavy
that their joint strength could scarcely move 1t.

A dray having been procured, the monster
nugget was escorted by an admiring procession
into the town of Dunolly, and carried into the
local bank, where it was weighed and found to
contain 2,268 ounces of gold. The bank pur-
chased the nugget for nearly fifty thousand dol-
lars, which the erstwhile so unlucky but now so
fortunate pair of miners divided equally between
them.

-on
LIFE FROM THE TOMB.

AMONG the many wonders of plant life is the
power of a seed to maintain its vitality for hun-
dreds and even thousands of years. While gen-
erations of men come and go, the tiny grain, ly-
ing hidden in some crevice of the earth, will
preserve within it the magic spark of life which
may blossom out at some distant day into the
full grown tree, flower, or grass.

A gentleman in Massachusetts recently suc-
ceeded in raising wheat from seeds that were
grown on the plains of Egypt about five thous-
and years ago, according to the Cincinnati Z»n-
guirer. He received them last year from a
mummy exhumed near the ruins of Memphis,
and belonging, it is believed, to the period of
the Ninth Dynasty, which would make them
grown about 3,000 B. C.

He planted the seed early in the spring and
carefully nursed it. It grew rapidly, and at the

ime of cutting measured from six and a half to

seven feet high. The leaves alternate on the
stalk like common wheat, but the product of
the plant is the most singular part of it, for, in~
stead of growing in anear, there is a heavy clus-
ter of small twigs which hangs downward from
its weight, and each twig is thickly studded with
kernels, each of which is in a separate husk.

From what is threshed a larger crop will be
grown next year, as it is claimed that the result
proves this ancient wheat to exceed in quality
anything that the modern farmer can grow.

——— e

LoG CaBINs are fast going out
of style as fashionable residences.
Log Cabins will, however, always
have a place in American history,
as they were the most prominent
feature of our country’s early
social life. The pioneers were
strong, rugged, healthy. War-
ner's Log Cabin Cough and Con-
sumption Remedy is a reproduction of one of the
best of the old time roots and herbs remedies,
which kept them well. Everybody praises ** Tip-
pecanoe” as a stomach tonic.

—.e———
FITS.—All Fits nuﬂw,wl tree by Dr. Kline's Great
Nerve Restorer No Fits arter first duy's use. Mar-

velous cures. Treatise and $2.00 triul bottle free to Fit
ses. Send to Dr. Kline, 921 Arch St., Phila., Pa.—Adv.

-ro———

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician retired from {)ruuce, having had
placed in his hands by an East India missionary the for-
mula of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy and
permanent cure of Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh,
Asthma and all throat and Lung Affections, also a posi
tive and radical cure for Nervous Debility and all Nerv-
ous Compluints, after having tested its wonderful cura-
tive powerin thousaunds of cases, has felt it his duty to
make it known to his suffering fellows. ~ Actuated by this
motiveand adesire to relieve human suffering, I will
send free of charge, toall who degire it, this recipe, in
German, French or English, with full directions for pre-
puring and using. e mail h& addressing with
StaAmp, naming this A. NOY 149 Power's
Block, Rochester, N. Y.

r,
dv,

for Wearing Apparel. Bample and terms
3 ”:.‘ C. Parringion: Box Chieago, LIl

YOUR NAME printed on Pack Silk Fringe
ete. Cards, 900 Floral pictares &e. and this Solid
Rolled Gold Ring 10c. RAY CO.,Clintonville,Cte |

Tan, Sunburn, Moth Patchea promptly
[ec es eradicated by Magie Freckle Cure, 25c,

Lymail. . Mitiard Co., Buffalo, N. Y.
In repiylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

ELECTRICITY FOR THE MILLTON.

WE should make the most of electricity as a
marvel now, for from all indications it will soon
come into such universal use that the services
it performs for us will be taken as a matter of
course, Here is a straw from the St. Louis
Globe Democrat :

Says the president of the St. Louis Board of
Public Improvements: * The time will come
when electricity will be as essential to ordinary
housekeeping as bread and milk now are, and
will be delivered to private dwelling houses
something after the style that milk and bread
are now delivered.

“‘A wagon will drive up to the back door and
leave a box of electricity sufficient to last at
least twenty four hours. The housewife will
take the box and attach it to the electrical ap-
paratus in her house, and run her sewing ma-
chine with it during the day and light her
dwelling with it at night.

‘* The next morning the wagon will come and
the old box will be taken away and a new one
substituted, and thus it will go'on from day to
day. This can be done now with much more
ease than a storage battery of an ordinary
electric motor can be filled, and at very much
less expense. In fact, if such a system were in
general operation the cost would be almost
nominal.”

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.

“I could not sleep; had no appetite. I took
Hood’s Sarsaparilla and soon began to sleep
soundly; could get up without that tired and
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THE CHAMPION
Blood-purifier, Ayer’s Sarsaparilla leads .
all others in age, merit, and popularity. It
tones up the system, improves the appetite,
strengthens the nerves, and vitalizes the
Plood. Just what you need. Try it.

‘T am selling your goods freely, and more
of Ayer's Sarsaparilla than of all other Llood-
medicines put together.”—R. A. McWilliams,
Grand Rapids, Mich.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,
Pl;ﬂnred by Dr.J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass,
ice $1; six bottles, $5. Worth $5 a bottle.

s e wnd stamp for 50 book,
Pacial Blemishes. 5% wommronhues, veck:

= SAMPL Eeg nt nl;an name cards
F R E E No Polnl-i‘ﬁ o.';:;x 2633, w York.

Iu Habit Cured. Treatmentsenton trial.
HUMANE REMEDY Co.. LaFayette, Ind.
_In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

| Cute, Curious. Catche; Pieturcl
OO it £20 B 265 Now Yors

ADIES send 4 cents (iumgn) for sample copy larce
16 paze paper and bulb ** BABY'S BREATH,” mailed
Iree, OUSEKEEPER, Minneapolis, Minn.

SEE HERE ] Whg' not anve ONE-HALF on 10((
¢ useful articles ¥ Send for Cat

alogue. Big pay to agents.  Chicago Scale Co., Chic., 111

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

languid feeling; and my appetite 1 >
R. A. SANFORD, Kent, Ohio.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

8old by all druggists. $1; six for $5. Made
only by C. 1. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Mass.

100 Doses One Dollar

Piso’s Remedy for Catarch is th
Best, Easieat to Use, and Cheapest,

CATARRH

Sold by druggists or sent by mail.
50c. E. &' Hazeltine, W:neg.nl;n.

“COTT’S EMULSION of Pure Cod
Liver Oil, with Hypophosphites, is a
combination of two of the most valua-
ble remedies in existence for the cure
of Consumption and all Wasting Con-
ditions ; is more generally recommend-
ed and used by Physicians than any
known remedy ; it gives most satisfac-
tory results, and tones up the system 5
and when the Consumptive has wasted
away and loses hope, the Emulsion
will speedily check the ravages of this
terrible disease, and restore the sufferer
to good health and happiness. This
is equally true in regard to Rickets in
Children, or Marasmus and Anzmia in
Adults,and all impoverished conditions
of the blood ; and especially desirable
for Colds and Chronic Coughs, as it
will cure them more quickly than ordi-
nary Specifics used, Palatable as milk.

Sold by all Druggists,

¥ and 1 nge)

IS Errsnent ot itonay
music, coly 10¢.  Westera Pub, Cor, St. Louts, Mo. |

An replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy,

| “Pphm for Relf-instruction.

reply!
SEND R iR CATECHISM
Eshelman, Llewellvn & Co.. Qaatt'~ W.T.

Ol.l) COINS and Stamps Wanted. Send 12 cents in
stampe for Book.  All rare dntén and prices paid.
s R, 7

E. Brookline 8t., Boston, Mass.
adv. mention Golden Argoay.

Tn replying to t!

For All, 830 a week and expenses
puud. “Suiplex worth €5 and particulars
| ree VICKE

0. VICKERY, Augusta, Maine.
S replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

HONETIC SHORTHAND. The Most Success-

ful (,‘nrru‘mndanre School in America. Tuie

Manual Reader, and Dictionary. only

| two-cent stamp for Synopsis,” Books

tion, includi
‘Ten Dollars.

W. Osgoodhy. Publisher. Rochester, N

i
In replylag to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

LOOK SHARP FOR RARE COIN:S,

I pay from $1 to $600 premium on hundreds of rare
U. 8. Coinsup to I78. Thousands of dollars often made
in one day, Coin Book. 25cts. Bank references. Agents
‘wan W. VONBERGEN, Cambridge, Mass.
1In replying to this adv. mentlor Golden Argoay,

Coleman Na

iness’ C Ile:el.
.» and 264 and 266
.. N.'Y. City. National
Patronage. Best Fucilities.
For Prospectus, &ec., address,

H. COLEMAN, Pres.

In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
AMATEUR Plays ; Tableaux : Pan.
tomimes; Charades; Se.
THEATRICALS ! lections for Public Rend:
s ings and Recitations,
Catalocue (ree. THE DeWITT PUB. HOUSE,

No. 33 Rose 8t. New York,
An replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy,

GRAND BUSINESS OFFER.
and expenses pail any active
person o sell our goods b
sample. No capital require
alary paid monthly Expences in advance, Full
7articulars FREE.  We mean Juat what we say,
‘qldress STANDARD BILVERWARE CO., BOSTON, MASS.
ying to this"adv. mentlon Golden Argosy.

JANA*WOMAN. Contains 10degrees ot
NS strength, Current can be im-
creased, decreased, res

versed or detached at will,

y/ and applied to any partof the

body or limbs by whole family,

2 ures General, Nervous

Jnnd Chronic Diseases. It
i8 light, simple and superior to
all others. Guaranteed for
one year. Our Large Illus.
PAMPHLET giv-
ing prices, testimonials, mech-

Y YTPST
/’ 17N sent FREE to any address.

DR. OWEN BELT C0., 191 State St., Chicago.
n replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy,

18k SOLID&OLI.EU QOLD Rinas!

el
To introduce our fine Jewelry to New
Customers, we will send tho following

ces.quoted,whi

injewelry stores.

the regularpr

POPULAR WEDDING
Harmpio, by maih Boe "

EHASED RING, HEAVY WEDDING RING.
Sample, by mail, 28e. | “Bample, by mail, B5e.

@ warrant each and all of the above Rings to be 18k Solid Rolled Gol

W
llustrated Catalogue of Watches and Je
}!r:: in America. Address W. Hill &

We give grandeur val “f W - nh m?ﬁ'
pra 8 mon 3]
olesale owleml%&.ﬁmu:zsuflgﬁfeﬁz

‘Wwe send our

IN REPLYING TO THIS ADV, MENTION THE GOLDEN ARGOSY,
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HE COULD READ FACES.

MENDICANT.—** Please help a poor blind
man!"

Kisp OLp Lapy.—
es ; there's a dime for you."
MENDICANT, Thank ye, hmml) ma'am.
1 knowed the minnit I see ye comin’ ye was a
kind hearted ole 'ooman.”

‘* Blind ? bless

Why,

™

-en -
A SHOCKING DANGER.
HusBaND.—*‘ Maria, here is a telegram from
Cousin George, down in Florida. He is

WIFE (in great alarm).—‘* From Florida ?
For goodness sake, John, don’t bring it into
the house. You don't know whether it has

been fumigated or not ! ”

corvRiGT
"“NOW-A-DAYS TRUTH IS NEW.”

Have you heard the latest news?
* Everybody praises

SAPOLIO.”

It is a solid cake of Scouring Soap.
it in your next house-cleaning.

In common with other things in this big world reliable
advertisers suffer because other advertisements are found
unreliable. Wise men, however, know that bold adver-

Try

The large suma spent every year in advertising

Sapolio lead thousands of women who are wise enough o
read the advertisement to reduce their hours of labor by
the use of that well-known article. No. 27,

JIc LANTERN SLIDES!
Of the Presidential Candi-
dates now ready, jrice 10¢

CONIC Slides Bo per doz
for book on Home Amugements to
GAEL BROWN, 184 Monroe St., Chicago.

In replyleg to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

A NEW GOFFEE POT

HAT BEATS THEM A

AGENTS COIN MON EY
selling it. Housekeepers go wild over it. Apply for
Terms and Territory at once.
WILMOT CASTLE & CO., Rochester, N. Y.
In replylng to this ad\. wention Golden Argesy.

by mail. Send 1df

‘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 Castorla,

$3 Printing Press! Type
For cards. &e. Circu- Setting
lar size $8. a8 _(or easy
small newspaper, $44. b
Send 2 stamps for List bl
presses, type, cards, to printed
= rules
Kewey & Co., Meriden, Conn. given

Imperial Pen and Pencil Stamp.

Your name on this useful mwle for
marking linen, books, cards, etc.,
Agents rumple 20c. Club of six, sl ﬂ)
EacLe Stanp Works, New Haven, Conn.
In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

B lu more Rendy-made Pants.
for 20 samples, light or heavy weight, make selection,
take your measure by our simple rules, and order our

‘ Celebrated #3 Custom-made Panta,

Send 6c.

Sent by Mail or Express.

COATS
®3.00

*a1ysap nok i spooy Ieupy 10

Suits, ®13.25 to 830.00.
A pair of PANT STRETCHERS will be given to eu(‘h PUR-
CHASER, If mention is made of GOLDEN ARGOSY.

BAY STATE PANTS C0., Custom ( lolh“ers,

34 Hawley St., Boston

Moirss,

Ai FEPLY 1K L0 Liks WA V. mention

tn Argosy.

AFLOAT IN A GREAT CITY

A BTORY OF STRANGE INCIDENTS,
BY FRANK A. MU EY,
Publisher of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY.

This story, one of Lhe most popular that ever ap-
peared in the ARGosy, has now been issued in book
form. It is a deeply
iuteresting narrative
of a boy who finds
himself adrift in New
York, howeless and
friendless, knowing
neither whence le
came nor whither le
18 going. It tells of
the wonderful reries
of adventures that bLe-
fel! him, and of his
brave struggle to dis-
cover his parentage
and reach the position
which he believed to
be rightfully his.

" Afloat in a Great
City” is an exceedingly handsome volume, and
every reader of THE GoLpEN AmrcosY shonld have
it for his library.
and costs $1.25.

It ix beautitnlly bonud in cloth,
Tt can be ordered at any book

store, or we will send it from this office, 81 Warren |

t.. New York, on receipt of the price,

NUMBER 0t

“ A Thing of Bestty is s Joy Forever.”

CE \0
For beauty of pohsh, saving of labor, freeness
from dust, durability and cheapness, unequalled.

Boware of Paint and Paste Polish, sald to be labor-saving,
self-shining, etc., which stain the hands, W‘hmm -

the house with

and ‘when heated.

ates.

The Modern Way

OF DOING BUSINESS.
The old drudgery of conducting correspondence
personally with a pen is a thing of the past. The

demand for stemographers and typewriters
is increasing every day.

house will do without one,
young women alike fill these desirable situations.
We Procure Situations for our Gradu-

No well regulated
Young men and

Shorthand taught by mail. Send us your

name and we will write you full particulars. It
will cost you nothing.

W. C. CHAFFEE, Oswego, N. Y.

Address

IN REPLYING TO THIS ADV. MENTION GOLDEN ARGOSY.

| 0ae Dipping
FOUVTAI’N 'Al-
CON

e Bv‘d'lv ll

muu s Jor @
Onunm pu.
MOALLIBTER, Dvliclu. 49 Nanunu StuyNa Yo
In replylng to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

THE
GREATAMERICAN

GOOD NEWS

GrTatest Bargalns "‘"I“'-

B o o ogee, S AN,
'HE GREAT Anu.mcu: TEA Co.,,

S1833 Vasoy Son Now Yok N3,

in replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.

cu R FOR
3

rmeDEAF

Puck’s PATIh\’IIrlU'ID Cusmion
Eaz D: ! estor nlha
= nrlﬂ":er!e%' store

Invisible, comfortable, always
h. porition. M\uk‘ conversation, whis-

uslnglhem V\rhetnF msc YME%

Broadway, cor. 1ith St., New.
| illostrated bwko(
in replying to thisr dv. mentlon Goldan Argosy.

Giant Sounder (without masnet—
no B-tur e n!red) Works like the very best
Sounder l’ml .{mt rh‘ndﬂm 'Iﬂ" clear
oree om ﬁ-
e in first-c| lnlmmtma:ﬁ-»
Tn 08 best Glant Sounders. ~:=-W"
m. with alphabet cards, ete., SL&. C usin-
d Telexraphh i Instruction’ Book sent free to
L & Co., 106 & 108 U
his ndv.

w 2” IMPROVED M| AL
’l‘ELBGB Pl! INSTRUMENT. MM ]

lll

BROWN' ’S FRENCH DRESSING
The Original ! Bewnre of lmital wms!

Awarded Highest Prize awd Only Medal.

Grand National Award of 16,600 franes.

NA-LAR

,‘:'“ \l\n, ToNg
PERUVIAN BARK, IRON, AND PURE
CATALAN WINE.

For the PREVENTION and CURE of
Malaria,Indigestion,Fever& Ague, Lossof
appetite, Poorness of Blood, Neuralgia, &c.

22 Rue Drouot, Paris.
E. FOUGERA & CO., Agents for the U. 8.

30 NORTH WILLIAM ST.. N. Y.

The WONDERFUL

UBURG CHAIR

Recllul-eb or ‘ILV':I'I‘IN AR

\“

Fancy Carpet foldin,
ROCKERS BI
LOCIPEDES and SELF PROP

ALL KINDS OF APPLIANCES FOR IHVALIDS.

(gVC LES TRIGV

BABY COACHES

Over |QO different desigus.

ager, frec. We have disconf
Wwhalesaling’. by placing your orders
direct with the makers you can sace

.
145 North Eighth Street, Phllndrlphln. Pa.
In replying to this adv. mention Golden Argosy.
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