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vault was taken, and then Andy made his way to what now
secmed to him his more than desolate home.

He never could recollect much of that journey up town.
The sealed paper in his pocket commanded his thoughts to
the exclusion of all else, and, without knowing how he got
there, he soon found himself on an Elevated train speeding
quickly uorthward. He as mechanically reached his
uncle's house on Fifth Avenue, situated among numerous
other brown stone fronts, and went at once to the library.

To break the seal and remove the wrapper from the docu-
ment was only the work of a moment.

This was what Andy read :

** My DEeAR SonN: When you read these words I shall
have passed away, perhaps without ever having called you
by that name so dear to a loving father’s heart—son.

** I address you thus because you are my son, as I shail
prove to you when you have read what is here set down.
Through all the years that you have lived as my nephew,
and I as your uncle, you have given me more than a son’s
affection, and I am sure my Jove for you has only been
strengthened by the secret of your true relationship. That
secret has been the one dark cloud that has shadowed my
later years, and my conscience has so troubled me I feel I
cannot further, in fear of the hereafter, risk the chances of
carrying the weight of my guilt and deception to the grave ;
hence I commit all to this paper, confident that you will not
judge me harshly or condemn me without pity.

* In the first flush of success of my scheme, when my
heart had been hardened and blackened and you were yet a
mere babe, I gave little thought to the gross wrong and in-
justice I had done both to the dead and the living ; but as
the years passed, and you developed into such a sensible,
upright young fellow, giving to me the love and respect that
only a pure and honorable parent could command, my con-
science constantly upbraided me, and I felt that I was a
most miserable hypocrite.

“Many times I have been tempted to tell you all, but
when 1 saw how happy you were, and how implicit your
faith in my honor and integrity, I shrank from the revela-
tion. It was selfish in me, I know, but I feared I would
lose that love you already bore me, and could not command
a son's love, or even respect, in its place. I felt that I was
growing old, and it would be only a few more years that I
would have to carry my guilt, like a haunting shadow, ever
at my elbow in my happiest moments.

* I have made efforts partially to right this wrong I have
done, but so far with no success ; therefore I bequeath this
mission to vou, feeling assured that you will seek your
wronged cousin, Randolph Raymond, and, if found, that
you will restore to him what.is rightfully his,

“ In my early years I was a' dissipated, worthless fellow,
squandering my every cent for.soul destroying drink. My
only brother, James Raymond, would have nothing to do
with me."

*When you were about five years of age your mother
died (God forgive me!), from a broken heart; caused by my
excesses and ill treatment. I loved you then as the only tie
that could bind me to better things, and, after your mother’s
death, I realized what a miserable wretch I was becoming.
1 endeavored to throw off my old enemy and be a man once
more for your sake.

* 1 could get nothing to do, for no one would trust me, but
I struggled on, getting odd jobs here and there, and man-
aged to pay your board and my own at a widow'’s in Bell-
port, Maine.

¢ About this time I received a telegram from my brother,
who lived in the adjacent village of Middletown, stating
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that he was ill, and requesting my immediate presence. I
had not seen my brother for more than three years, though
your mother had been well acquainted with his wife, and
had visited her several times before her death. She had
died just a year prior to your mother’s decease.

*“As | journeyed to my brother’s house, I could not help
thinking how strange it was that we were both widowers,
both having sons about the same age ; but while James had
prospered, and by industry and sobriety amassed a for-
tune, 1 had wasted my substance and was almost a beggar.

** And I also remembered a strange fact that had often
been remarked upon by your mother—the almost startling
resemblance that existed between you and James's little boy
Randolph.

** On my arrival at my brother’s I found him fatally ill,
with only a few more hours of life. He asked me how I had
been prospering, and if I had overcome my appetite for
drink. I could only tell him that I was struggling to earn
enough to provide food and shelter for us both ; but I felt
considerable pride in informing him that I had resolved
never to touch intoxicating drink again. He made me
solemnly swear to abstain forever, and there on his death
bed I took a vow I have never broken,

** He told me he would leave all of his possessions, in
money and property, to his son, with myself as guardian.
This confidence of my brother in me, who had been an
outcast, touched me deeply, and seemed then a strong in-
centive to my future good conduct.

** My brother lingered for a night and a day, during which
time he made his will, and I remained close at his bedside
until the end came. Meanwhile his little boy was brought
to him that he might bid him an eternal farewell, and I was
so startled by his resemblance to you that I could hardly
convince myself that my own boy was not before me.

« After the funeral, when I was pondering over the change
in my fortunes, and devising plans for the future care of the
two boys left to my protection, the first thoughts which led
up to the dastardly crime I committed suggested themselves
to me.

‘ How easy it would be to have the true heir, for whom I
was guardian, put where no trace of him could ever be
found, and substitute you in his stead !

*¢ In the first place, very few people in Middletown, if any
of them, knew I had a son, and if they did I could say that
he died soon after his mother ; and then, the two boys were
almost of the same age, both were called Andy, and they
could not have been more alike if they had been twins.

I knéw that as Randolph's guardian I should derive
small benefit from his wealth, and that you could enjoy
none of the advantages that would fall to his lot as he grew
older.

“I loved you, Andy, with a deep and powerful love sel-
dom felt by any parent, but I cannot say I had no selfish
considerations in view when I thought of this scheme by
which I would be uncle to my own son. The idea once hav-
ing taken hold of me, I could not get it out of my brain, and
the more I thought of it the more I tried to devise means to
carry it iuto effect. .

‘I returned to Bellport, and I was further encouraged to
carry out my deception by meeting a sailor, Bob Murdock
by name, whose services I could command by fear of the
exposure of a crime he had committed while serving under
me several years before. 1 then went to New York and ar-
ranged for board for myself and nephew in a respectable
neighborhood up town.

« After all legal details had been disposed of in Middle-
town, I prepared to make the exchange of the boys. Ac-
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never determine ; but, now that he had learned that he whom
he had regarded as his uncle was really his father, and was
guilty of a crime. he could ouly attribute it to his mother,
whom he could not remember.

Though he had found a father, and lost an uncle, he felt
that the change in the relationship had not made the blow
harder to bear. The revelation of his true relation to his
uncle could not materially alter his affection for him, for
he. felt. that he could not have loved him more if he had
known him as his father all his life.

But he had to confess to himself that his mortification and
shame were intensified by the knowledge that his father had
committed a felony, for it seemed to him that the nearer the
relation to him of the perpetrator the more heinous the
crime. It was a cruel blow to find his father thus. Much
better had he never known him, he at first thought ; but then
the necessity for atonement immediately suggested itself,
and he felt that things were better as they were.

He could, if he so desired, destroy the confession, keep all
the wealth to become his at his majority, and carry the sec-
ret to his death. He thought of this in a mechanical sort of
way, without the slightest intention or desire to do anything

of the kind. Every sense of his nature called for restitu- *

tion, and he knew he could never rest until he had found his
cousin, or been convinced of his death.

He mentally resolved that full and complete justice should
be done to the wronged boy, without considering himself.
He could not feel that he was rightfully entitled to any of
the wealth his father had left until the fate of the defrauded
heir was known.

These and many other thoughts and emotions filled Andy’s
entire being as he sat for over an hour after perusing the
confession. As his thoughts became more connected and
calm he came to a silent determination as to what his future
movements should be.

He would first bend all his efforts towards tracing his lost
and defrauded cousin, and if found would then decide with
him what further should be done. He felt that within the
the last hour he had stepped from boyhood to man's estate,
and indeed it did seem as if a more serious expression rested
on his face.

1t is strange how, during the most trying periods in our
lives, trivial things will attract our attention and cling to our
memory ever afterward, With all of his anguish of spirit,
Andy remembered that some sparrows were twittering about
the library window, and beyond, on the avenue, he could
hear the clack clack of horses’ hoofs, and the muffled rumble
of an elevated train.

There was a vivifying freshness in the spring air that ap-
pealed to the buoyant spirits of youth, and Andy felt imbued
with a confidence and power to execute successfully the mis-
sion bequeathed him by his father.

As the only clew with which to begin his search, he reread
the postscript to the paper before him, and suddenly re-
membered that that very day was the 15th of April.

Was the Grecian Monarch in port? He hastily reached
for the Herald, and turned to the shipping news.

She was not among the arrivals, and he was about to cast
the paper aside in disappointment, when he bethought him-
self to see if she was among those ** spoken.” Yes, there it
was, the only item of news under that head.

* Steamship Grecian Monarch, Wilson, from
April 12th. Lat. 42 deg. Long. 67 deg.. 30 min.”

*THat must be only about two hundred miles from port,”
said Andy to himself. and he endeavored to fix in his mind
the intersteting point of the latitude and longitude given,
* and if she is not disabled she should be here now.”

London,
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To verify his mental calcuiations he took a chart, from
numerous others in the bottom drawer of the bookcase, and
spread it on the table. A close examination confirmed his
estimated figures, and the point, as measured by the divid-
ers, was a trifle over two hundred miles from New York, in
a direct line.

At the latest, the vessel bringing this report must have
arrived the evening before, and as the Grecian Monarch was
bound in the same direction, the latter must certainly have
met with some accident or she too would have arrived.

** Perhaps she is at her dock now,” said Andy to himself.
** But what's the use of speculating about the matter? I'll
go down and find out.”

Just as he was about to replace the chart in its place a
servant opened the door and said :

** Captain Manning is in the reception room, and wishes to
see you, Master Andy."

Though Andy felt that he was already a man, and entitled
to be recognized as such, he did not resent the juvenile pre-
fix to his name.

The servants had all become used to it when there had been
a *“Mr.” in the household, and could not easily change to
a more formal mode of address. Besides, there was a cer-
tain feeling of pride and affection among them in being thus
semi familiar with the one who was now their master. To
have said Mr. Randolph, or Mr. Raymond, would have been
like introducing a stranger amongst them in the one case,
and like usurping their beloved master’s place in his own
house in the other.

**Show him in,” responded Andy, wondering what had
brought the sailing master of the Ulysses to the house,

Captain Manning was what would be still considered a

young man, being a few years less than forty, and possessed
a thick set, sturdy frame, slightly under the average height.
He had been in the revenue marine in his earlier years, and
since then had been second officer, executive officer and cap-
tain, in the merchant service,
A#aving an invalid wife, and feeling the necessity of being
at home as much as possible, he had accepted the position as
master of the Ulysses when she was launched, and was vir-
tually her captain. He had entire charge of the yacht when
in commission or out, and Andy was only nominally her cap-
tain, as a mark of honor, when off on a cruise.

Captain Manning had always gone to the office of Colonel
Lagrange, even during his father’s life, to make his reports,
or receive instructions in regard to the fitting out or move-
ments of the yacht, and Andy was naturally curious to learn
the object of his call.

** Laying out your programme for the season, Andy?”
questioned Manning, after the usual greetings were over,
pointing to the chart on the table.

** No, not exactly ; I was looking to find the exact position
of a steamer, inward bound, which has been spoken.”

*“Was it one of the European steamers with friends on
board ?”

*“No; all of my friends are thinking about going the
other way just at preseut,” smiled Andy. It was the
Grecian Monarch, of the Monarch Line.”

* She has arrived ; she was anchored in the lower harbor
last night, and came up to her dock this morning.”
“I'm glad of it,” said Andy, with satisfaction.

her a visit this afternoon.”

** Do you know anybody aboard of her, Andy ?" asked the
sailing master, evincing, as Andy thought, more curiosity
than was warranted,

“ Only an old friend and messmate of Uncle Jack's whom
he requested me to see when he came into port,” replied

“TI'll pay
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Andy, evasively and coldly, without departing from the
truth.

* Beg your pardon, Andy, I didn’t mean to pry into your
affairs,” said the master of navigation gently, noticing the
tepulsion in the boy’s tones. ‘* I had ai object in it. Have
you an enemy, or is there any one you can think of who
would wish to do an injury to you personally or to your
property?”

** No one,” replied Andy, decidedly, surprised at the ques-
tion. ** Why do you ask "

* Last night an attempt was made to set fire to the
Ulysses.”

**You don't say so!” cried Andy, certainly startled to
learn that somebody had evil designs on his most valued
possession. ** What are the particulars?”

* Yes, I do say so. Well, as you know, we started from
the dry dock down to Gowanus yesterday afternoon, and as
the crew could not remain aboard, on account of some paint-
ing and joiner work to be completed in their quarters, I left
a Swede, Carlsen, on board as watchman. He reported to
me that he was in the extreme bow, looking towards the
lights in the city, when he noticed a rowboat, containing
two men, come out from under the shadow of a large steamer
anchored near, and head toward the yacht. Supposing they
were going to pass considerably astern of the Ulysses, he
took no further notice of her. He says he must have stood
in the same position fully ten minutes after that, and the
towboat should certainly have disappeared by that time if it
had not stopped. Then he noticed a bright red light stream-
ing up from the cabin stairs. He rushed aft, and immedi-
ately saw that the companion way was a mass of flames. He
also noticed a small boat, containing two men, just disap-
pearing in the gloom, and says these men must have been
the incendiaries. Fortunately we had been swelling some
fire buckets that day, and a half dozen stood near filled with
water. Carlsen promptly grabbed them, one after another,
and in a few minutes the flames were extinguished. Judg-
ing from the smell of the smoke, and the charred remains
found at the foot of the ladder, Carlsen says the parties had
deposited there a pile of shavings and oakum,.covered with
kerosene,
in a day or two by the carpenter.”

*I'm glad it was no worse,” said Andy, much relieved.
““You can give Carlsen my personal thanks, and tell him [
shall not forget him. But what has this got to do with the
Grecian Monarch?”

** She was the steamer that was anchored near the yacht
last night, and that boat containing the two men came from
her.”

CHAPTER VI.
ON BOARD THE GRECIAN MONARCH.

. OW do you know that boat came from the Grecian
Monarch? Might they not have rowed close up to
the steamer to escape observation?” asked Aundy

«quickly. -

*“ Yes, they might, but they didn’t, Andy,” replied Man-
ning positively ; ** and the best evidence in the world that
they came from the steamer is that we found their boat way
up the Gowanus Canal this morning, and it had the steamer’s
name on it.” .

This certainly appeared to be convincing evidence that
somebody from the Grecian Monarch had had a hand in the
attempt on the yacht. But what possible object could any
one on a steamer, just arriving from a Transatlantic voyage,
have in attempting to destroy the Ulysses ?

Andy could see no possible connection between the event

The damage is not serious, and can be remedied’
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and the man Seaforth he was expecting to meet, but he
could not help thinking there must be some relation be-
tween the two.

** Perhaps they were river thieves who had abandoned
their own boat and stolen the steamer's,” suggested Andy
at random, as a last thought.

** River thieves rarely steal boats, Andy ; and when they
do they put them in hiding somewhere for a time, and then
disguise them with a new coat of paint before attempting to
sell them. Besides, what good would it do Z4es to fire the
Ulysses ?” “

** That’s a fact,” admitted Andy, utterly at a loss to deter-
mine a motive for the act. ‘ They certainly must have
been acting from some cther incentive. Do you know if the
steamship people have missed the boat?”

* No; I was just on my way to find out something about
it when I stopped in to see you and inquire how soon you
expected to start South.”

* I will make some inquiries myself when I go aboard of
her this evening, and that will save you the trouble. Our
start all depends upon a little matter of business, and I will
advise you tomorrow afternoon at three.”

*“ Very good, sir,” said the sailing master, taking up his
hat to leave, *~I will call then. You can tell those steamer
people the boat is hauled up on the beach near the Atlantic
club house.”

Andy accompanied him to the door, and then returned to
the library to think over what he had just heard; but all
the thinking he could do would not make the matter any
clearer. If he really did have an enemy who was bent on
doing him or his an injury, he certainly would not rest until
he had made another attempt of some sort. If another
attack was made on the yacht, or himself, it would prove
conclusively that he 47d have a secret enemy, and perhaps
in that attempt some motive for his actions might be discov-
ered. Thus Andy felt sure that his enemy, if he had one,
would reveal himself sooner or later.

** But what possible connection could that enemy have
with the Grecian Monarch?” he asked himself.

The only way to find an answer to that question was to
seek for it on board the steamer. He determined to go
there at once, and then the thought of seeing the man Sea-
forth, and getting some information of his cousin, occupied
his mind.

He was soon striding rapidly down the avenue. Though
springtime was well advanced, and the grass and trees in
the park were putting forth fresh and vivid greens, the sky
was leaden and lowering, and the damp wind had with it a
suggestion of snow as it swept around the corners.

It was late in the afternoon, but the dark, heavy clouds
made it appear much later, and already the lights began to
twinkle in the shops and flash from the electric lamps.
Andy could have taken a conveyance and arrived at his
destination much sooner, but the hurrying crowds, rushing
teams, and the myriad noises of pulsing life, had an irresis-
tible fascination for him.

It was quite dark when he reached the steamship dock,
near the foot of West Twenty Third Street. The street
was almost deserted, and, as he passed several dilapidated
saloons, about the doors of which were congregated hard
visaged meun, he felt a slight apprehension of danger.

This fear put him more keenly on the alert, and it would
have been hard for any one to have surprised him at that
moment. He had arrived opposite the Grecian Monarch's
berth, and had crossed the street on his way out on the
dock, when a figure stepped out from behind a pile of tim-
bers and intercepted him,
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Andy instinctively braced himself for an attack, not with-
out a tremor, but the figure simply asked :

** Will you please tell me what time it is, mister?”

Our hero had often read of the imprudence of taking out
a handsome gold watch, especially in a lonely locality, to
repond to just such a question.

*« About seven o’clock,” he answered at random.

“ Thank you,” replied the man, as he hurried off in the
darkness toward the street.

* Polite, to say the least,” smiled Andy ; ** and I was very
foolish to think he intended any harm. There was some-
thing peculiarly pleasing about his voice, and I should judge
he was a foreigner—a Spaniard or Italian. From what I
could see of his dress in the dark, he was certainly not a
tramp.”

Though the incident was trifling, it was recalled to him
with vivid force a short time afterwards, and then he real-
ized that he had obtained a glimpse of his mysterious enemy.

Passing through the small door at the side of the road-
way, and making his way through great tiers of coffee which
the steamer was discharging, Andy ascended the long
cleated gang plank near the after deck house. There was
no one near to make inquiries of, the men connected with
the ship being no doubt somewhere near the forward hatch,
through which the cargo was being hoisted.

And, with the exception of the lantern swung forward for
the men to work by, and the faint gleam of a light in the
amidships deckhouse, all was in darkness.

Andy stepped forward to the latter, and entered the door.
He found himself at the head ¢f quite a spacious stairway,
at the top of which swung a lamp, turned low. He stamped
with his heel on the upper step to attract the attention of
whoever might be below.

In a few minutes a young. ruddy faced man came up the
stairs, and Andy noted on his cap that he was second officer.

* Good evening,” said Andy. * Can you tell me if Mr.
Seaforth is aboard ?

* He is not,” replied the young officer, with a decided
English accent ; ** we left him in Liverpool.”

* In Liverpool ! " repeated Andy, in surprise and disap-
pointment. He told himself that that exploded the idea
that Seaforth had anything to do with the firing of the
yacht.

** How is that? I thought he was the first officer of this
ship,” he continued.

** He was, on the outward trip, but he had the privilege
of quitting on the other side, and he did it.”

** Do you know why he did so? "

* 1 understood he was to have the command of a brig in
which he and some of the owners of this line had invested
considerable money.”

Here, then, Andy told himself, was apparently the end of
any hope of securing a more definite clew to the wherea-
bouts of his cousin, and he must go ahead simply with the
knowledge that he was somewhere in Mexico. Seaforth
had probably gone away on a voyage to some far off corner
of the globe, and it would doubtless be a long time ere he
came to New York again.

* Do you know the name of his brig, or to what port he
expected to go in her?” asked Andy, as this latter thought
occurred to him.

1 don't know what she was called, but I understood
Seaforth to say he had a cargo for New York for his first
voyage.”

* That is certainly something worth knowing,” thought
Andy; ¢ and, although the time of her arrival is indefinite,
there is a certainty of secing her captain before very long.”
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** I am much obliged to you,” said he, feeling that he had
concluded his own business on board the steamship ; and
then, remembering the yawl that had been picked up, he
asked :

¢ By the way, have you folks lost one of your small boats ?”

*“Yes. Why?" said the officer, quickly.

* There was one found up the Gowanus Canal this morn-
ing having the name of your ship on its stern, and it is now
lying on the beach in front of the Atlantic Yacht Club.”

Andy did not think it necessary to mention the attempted
burning of the yacht, or his suspicion that the incendiaries-
came from the Grecian Monarch.

* Two of our passengers mysteriously disappeared early’
last evening while we were down the bay, and they must.
have gone off in that boat,” said the second officer.

* Passengers ! " repeated Andy, in surprise, not only at.
the irregular way of leaving the ship, but at the fact that
there were any passengers at all, as the steamer was sup--
posed to carry only freight.

** Well, no, not exactly passengers, but they were the cap--
tain and first officer of a Spanish brig, the Santa Rosalie,
from Vera Cruz for New York, whom we picked up in an
open boat two days ago."”

** Do you know their names?” asked Aundy, desiring to get-
all the information he could concerning the men who had.
acted so suspiciously.

** The captain’s name was Cortace and the mate's Madre.””

* Thank you,” said Andy, backing out of the door.

*Not at all,” smiled the young officer ; ** the thanks are all
on our side. I will send a couple of men down after the yaw!-
early in the morning.”

Andy emerged from the deckhouse and stood for a mo--
ment thinking over what he had heard about Seaforth.
Though he felt sure of eventually seeing the man, and re--
ceiving the information he had to impart, he felt that he
could noe wait for weeks, and possibly longer, before set-
ting out on his search for his cousin.

He could leave a letter at the Maritime Exchange to be
delivered to Seaforth on his arrival, and the latter could
communicate with him by mail to all points he would desig--
nate where he intended to stop. This arrangement would
permit him to start on his voyage at once.

Always more at home on the deck of a ship than in his-
own luxurious mansion, and with no demands on his time,
Andy loitered about the busy forward hatch, and finally
sauntered towards the stern. The steamship was berthed
bow in, and her stern projected quite a distance beyond the
end of the dock into the river.

Andy paused near the extreme after rail and gazed out
over the inky looking water at the myriad of moving lights
on its surface and in twinkling rows over in Hoboken,

At that moment a haud was placed over his mouth, while
another grasped his throat, and an effort was made to pull
him over backwards.

A thrill of surprise and fear filled him for an instant, and
then, with a powerful wrench, he endeavored to face his
assailant. He partially succeeded, and prepared himself for
a struggle.

** Carajo ! no you don'’t,” muttered a voice in Spanish close
to his ear.

The words, though in Spanish, were in the unmistakable
tones of the man who had intercepted him when coming on.
the dock.

Before he could catch a glimpse of the fellow's face, there-
was the flash of a steel blade 1n the darkness, and, with a.
smothered cry, Andy fell over the stern rail into the river.

(10 be continued.)
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As he saw Clarence approaching the barn he said to him-
xelf, ** What'’s up now, [ wonder? What brings Clarence
Kent to this old place?”

Bob put his eye to a crevice in the side of the barn, and
secured a good view of the occupant.

When the latter drew out the wallet and began to count
the Lills, Bob's eyes distended with surprise and excitement.

** So Clarence was the thief after all ! " he said to himself.
* And he was so active in accusing Tom Turner. That boy
is about as mean as they make 'em.”

Quite unaware that there was any one within hearing,
Clarence counted aloud : ** Ten, twenty, thirty, forty—. Yes,
the whole ten bills are there. This is what I call a stroke of
luck.”

One thing puzzled Bob. Why should Clarence have any
doubt that all the bills were in the wallet? It was strange,
if he stole or found the wallet, that he had not ascertained
this before.

*1 wish I knew what to do,” said Clarence, still aloud.
*If I return the wallet to Uncle John I won’t get a cent, al-
though he did offer a reward. He'll think I ought not to
have anything because I am his nephew, but I don't do
business on those terms. If I could only keep the whole,”
and Clarence drew a long breath, ** I would have plenty of
money for the rest of the year. Father only gives me fifty
cents a week to spend, and that is next to nothing. What
can a fellow do with fifty cents?”

** He couldn't have stolen it after all,” thought Bob, ** or
he wouldn't talk of returning it. He wants to keep it, evi-
dently. I wonder what he'll decide to do?”

*’I'hen there’s another thing I might do,” continued Clar-
ence in his soliloquy. ** Tom Turner’s got off, but I might
throw suspicion on him again by taking half the money and
leaving half in the wallet, and then return it to Uncle John.
Tom owns up to having fifty dollars, and that would be just
the amount lost. By gum, that's a good idea. Then I
should have fifty dollars to spend. I could be very careful
about changing the bills, so as not to draw suspicion. I
think I'll do it.”

“ What a mean rascal that Clarence is!" thought Bob
with disgust. ** He hopes to get Tom in trouble, though he
knows he is innocent. But I'll put a spoke in his wheel.
T'hanks to a pretty sharp pair of ears, I have found out all
about his scheme. So he wants to keep fifty dollars him-
self and throw suspicion on Tom. We'll see how he makes
out."” -

An expression of satisfaction lighted up Clarence’s face.
His scheme scemed to him an admirable one. He withdrew
five bills from the roll and put them in his inside vest pocket.
Then he carefully replaced the others and restored the wal-
let to his coat pocket.

““ Now I'll go and see Uncle John,” he said.

He left the barn, without discovering that there had been
an cye and ear witness to his proceedings.

Bob waitzd till Clarence was well on his way to the vil-
lage, and then, giving up all thoughts of hunting, went over
to the cottage of Mrs. Turner to see ‘'om and apprise him
of the new plot against him.

Clarence walked with rapid steps to his uncle’s store.

Mr. Thatcher was in bad humor. There seemed small
chance of his recovering his moncy. Tom had been ac-
quitted, and there was absolutely no evidence against any
one else.  The loss of a hundred dollars was no small one
to a man of moderate means. When it is considered also
that John Thatcher was excessively close and fond of
money, it may well be imagined that he was very unhappv.

. P'cnple may say what they like neighbor Pearson,” said
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he to a customer, *“ 1 believe that Tom Turner took my
money."

** But it was shown that Tom got his money elsewhere,”
said the neighbor.

*“ What proof is there of it ? "

* The letter written by Judge Scott.”

** Has Judge Scott owned up to writing the letter? ”

** Why, no.”

* And he won't, take my word for it.”

** How then do you account for it?”

** The boy forged it.”

** That's a very serious accusation, Mr. Thatcher.”

“ But I mean it all the same. Think for a moment how
improbable it is that a gentleman like Judge Scott, who is
a sensible man, would give such a sum to Tom Turner.”

**You are making out Tom to be a very unprincipled
character.”

** And so he is.”

‘¢ Look here,” said Mr. Pearson warmly, ** I've known Tom
ever since he wore dresses, and I've never known him guilty
of.a mean or dishonest action.”

** O, you are prejudiced in his favor. There must always
be a beginning. The boy’s sly. That’s why you and all the
rest believe him. I tell you it's pretty hard on me to lose a
hundred dollars. I shall never see my wallet again.”

** Yes you will, Uncle John,” said Clarence, entering the
store, *‘ for here it is."”

CHAPTER XVLIL
TOM'S FINAL VINDICATION.
. HERE did you get it? " asked the storekeeper, his
surprise almost equal to his delight.
* Under a bush by the roadside."

** Where?"

*“Not far from Tom Turner’s house,” answered Clarence
significantly.

** Is the money in it ?" asked Thatcher apprehensively.

** Part of it.”

*“ Let me see !”

The merchant seized the wallet and opened it hurriedly.
He counted the bills, and an expression of disappointment
and anger swept over his face.

** Half of the money is gone!" he said.
fifty dollars.”

** That’s s0,” responded Clarence nonchalantly.
the way I made it.”

** But what has become of the rest ? "’ queried Mr. Thatcher
suspiciously.

* I don't know,” answered Clarence slowly. ‘It was fifty
dollars that Tom 7Turner claimed to have received from
Judge Scott, wasn't it? "

**That explains it ! " exclaimed John Thatcher, pounding
the desk with his hand. < That little rascal has taken the
money after all, but he has been sly enough to take only
part and throw the rest away.” .

¢« It looks like it,” assented Clarence.

“T'll have the young scoundrel arrested again,” said
Thatcher, angrily. ** We'll see if he'll get off after this dis-
covery.”

** It strikes me you will make a fool of yourself, Mr.
Thatcher, if you persecute the boy any more,” interposed
Mr. Pearson. ** This discovery, as you call it, is no evidence
against him."

** But fifty dollars are missing.”

*“What of that? If the boy had taken it, he wouldn't
have owned up to having fifty dollars in his possession. If
he were going to keep a part he would keep the whole.”

‘* Here are only

* That's
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At this moment Squire Kent entered the store.

* I met Clarence just outside,” he smid, ** and he tells me
you have found your wallet.”

‘* Yes, but only half the money.
ing.”

** You are lucky to get so much back.”

« 1 mean to get the whole back, I hope you'll admit now
that you were wrong in discharging Tom Turner.”

** Why should T admit it?”

** Because the mouney he claims to have received is the
very sum I have lost."”

** What does that prove?”

** That he has been spending my money, of course.”

< It doesn’t follow.”

* I want you to make out another ‘varrant for his arrest.”

] can't do it, John. It is clear that he obtained his
money from another source.”

I don't believe a word of it, neither does Clarence. He
seems to be more clear sighted than his father. He believes
with me that Tom Turner has got the other fifty dollars.”

« [ don't in general consult Clarence in law matters,” said
the squire stifly. ¢ I don’t propose to make a fool of myself
by authorizing the arrest of the Turner boy when his only
<crime is receiving a present of fifty dollars from Judge
Scott.”

** So you believe that ridiculous story, do you?”

‘I do.”
-1 gave you credit for more sense.”

John Thatcher, your loss seems to have made you mad.”

1 am just as sane as you are, but I am not to be taken in
Dy a thief.”

You seem to be imposing upon yourself. Let me dispel
your 1llusion at once by saying that, as you chose to demur
to my deci< = I telegraphed to Judge Scott an hour since
to ascertain .. -her he gave the Turner boy fifty dollars.”

¢ Well2”

<t Here is his answer. Read for yourself.”

John Thatcher took the telegraphic message and read.

1 gave Tom Turner fifty dollars. He is a good boy.

JAMEs ScorT.

« Perhaps you'li say this telegram is a forgery,” continued
the squire with sarcasm.

John Thatcher could not find a word to say at first.

“ You seem very much taken up with that boy,” he mut-
tered after a pause.

“No, I'm not. I don't like him particularly, but as a
magistrate I won't be bullied, even by you, into doing an act
of injustice.”

‘I'he squire walked off with head erect, feeling that he had
won a victory, leaving his brother in law not in the best of
humor.

Meanwhile Clarence took a solitary stroll, enjoying the
consciousness of wealth., But this very wealth brought him
embarrassment. He could not change a ten dollar bill in
the village without exciting suspicion. The fact of his
uncle’s loss had been so bruited about, that it would be
dangerous to let it be known that he had any bills of that
denomination in his possession.

I might as well have no money at all,” he muttered in a
tone of vexation.

If he could only slip over to New York—he had been there
but once n his life—he would have no difficulty in changing
the money there.

* Young gentleman, can I sell you any jewelry today—
sleeve buttons, bosom studs, chains, rings, etc ?”

Turning quicklv Clarence saw that the man accosting him
was a peddler, carrying a large square box which he proceed-

Fifty dollars are miss-
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ed to open,displaying a stock of jewelry, embracing the artic-
les named and others.

This was the chance that Clarence desired.

* Yes,” he said eagerly. ‘1 will buy something if you
can change a bill.”

* Depends on how big the bill is,” returned the peddler
jocosely, *If it's a thousand dollar bill I shall have to
pass.”

* It's only a ten,” said Clarence.

1 might manage that, if you buy an article worth a
dollar.”

** I'll look at some of your jewelry, then.”

CHAPTER XVII.
TWO RIVAL CLAIMANTS.

HE jewelry, as might be supposed, was of the cheap-
est kind. If there was any gold about it, it was in-
finitesimal in quantity. Still it glittered and looked

like the genuine article.

* Here are some sleeve buttons, of a new and novel pat-
tern, exceedingly chaste,” said the peddler, producing a
showy pair and holding them up with an admiring look.

** Yes, they are pretty,” said Clarence. ‘‘ How much do
you ask for them ?”

* A dollar.”

Clarence, though not an expert in such matters, was in-
clined to think they were scarcely worth half the mouney.
Still he did not care so much for the buttons as to change
the bill.

I guess I'll take them,” he said. ** Here is the money."”

The peddler scrutinized the bill closely. He saw that
Clarence was anxious to change it, and it made him some-
what suspicious.

* ‘This bill is good, of course,” he said.

« Of course it is.”

‘¢ It looks all right, but I am a poor man and can't afford
to run any risk."”

*« If you are any judge of money you ought to know that
it is good,” said Clarence impatiently.

*¢] presume it is. Just give me your name, so that if it
is wrong I may know whom to call upon to make it right.”

Clarence hesitated. He saw at a flash that this would
furnish evidence against him, if the peddler should ever
make it known that he had paid him a ten dollar bill. An
inspiration came to him. :

** My name is Tom Turner,” he said. ;

* All right,” returned the peddler unsuspiciously, noting
it down in a little memorandum book which he carried.

He handed Clarence nine dollars in change, which the
latter with great complacency put with the other bills in his
inside vest pocket, reserving only one dollar for possible
need.

** Are you going to remain long in town ? " he asked.

* Depends on my luck. I think I shall leave before
night.”

*Thank Heaven for that!" inwardly ejaculated Clarence.
** The sooner you leave the better for me.”

Clarence was too shrewd to display the sleeve buttons, as
the sight of them might lead to embarrassing questions. He
put them in his pocket and resumed his walk.

Meanwhile the peddler kept on his way, stopping here
and there. He congratulated himself on his sale to Clar-
ence, as he had received double the amount he usually asked
for such articles.

¢ I'd like to meet another customer like that,” he said to
himself, ** though 1 couldn't conveniently change another
ten dollar bill. I wonder whether the boy came by it hon-
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estly, though that doesn’t concern me as long as the bill is
good. Still I've got his name, in case of trouble. Tom Tur-
ner ! I musw't forget that.”

Presently he came to the dry goods store of John
“Thatcher. He did not usually go into stores, but saw a
young man standing near the doorway and thought he
‘might prove a customer.

** Can I sell you some jewelry? " he asked. -

** If you have any diamond rings for ten cents I'll take
.one,” was the jocular reply.

*« Haven't any firsZ c/ass diamonds at that price.
-show you some cuff buttons.”

** I'll see what you've got.”

As they stood near the front of the store, Mr. Thatcher,
who chanced to be unoccupied, came forward and began to
«£xamine the stock.

**Here's a fine article,” said the peddler.
just like it to a boy half an hour since.”

** What did you get for it?”

*I'll sell it to you for seventy five cents. I charged the
“boy a dollar because I had to change a ten dollar bill for
him.” :

** A ten dollar bill ? " gasped John Thatcher in excitement.
¢ You don't know the boy’s name, do you?” '

““ Yes, I do. I asked his name for fear the bill might not
prove good.”

* What was his name?

*Tom Turner.”

* Tom Turner!"™ ejaculated the merchant.
gave you a ten dollar bill 2”

* Yes.”

* Have you got the bill about you?"

*Yes.”

‘¢ Let me see it.”

* There isn’t anything wrong about it, is there ? " asked
the peddler anxiously.

** Only that I've had five ten dollar bills stolen from me,"”
.answered the merchant grimly.

* Here’s the bill,” said the peddler, drawing out his wal-
let and extracting the note from the left hand compartment.
] gave the boy nine dollars in change.”

John Thatcher tock it in his hand and held it up to the
Jight.

g" It's mine ! " he exclaimed triumphantly.

* How do you know ? * demanded the peddler suspiciously.
*¢ One ten dollar bill is very much like another. You can't
-say it's yours unless you remembered the number.”

**1 don't remember the number, but I do remember a
‘mark I myself made on the reverse side in one corner.
“T'here it is, a small cross in violet ink.”

* 1 see the cross, but your story may be made up. Why
id you mark this bill and not the others? Of course 1t's
-easy when you've seen the mark tosay you made it.”

*I'll tell you. 1 had just bought a dozen bottles of violet
ink, and T made this mark just to tryit. I happened to
‘have just taken in the momney. That’s the way it came
.about.” :

* Then you think the boy stole it? "

*Yes; why, the boy was tried for theft only yesterday,
.and discharged because they couldn't prove anything
.against him. I insisted all along that he had taken my
money, though he told a cock and bull story about getting
it from Judge Scott of Scranton.™

** The judge himself says that he gave him the money,”
said Mr. Pearson, who chanced to be present. ‘* How do
you get over that? You'll be charging the judge with steal-
:ing the money next.”

Let me

**1 sold one

*“ And he
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“I'm not a fool, nor anr I to be fooled !" said Mr.
Thatcher sharply. ‘* What I've said all along is coming out
true, as you see. The judge may have given money to the
boy. but he has stolen mine besides.”

It is very queer that he should steal when he was so
well supplied with money already,"” objected Tom's advo-
cate.

** You may talk as much as you like, Mr. Pearson. It
don’t controvert the evidence of this bill. I'm glad I've got
back one of the stolen bills. That reduces my loss to forty
dollars,” and he made a motion to put the bill in the cash
drawer.

** Hold on there ! " said the peddler in excitement. ‘¢ That
ten dollar bill is mine.”

* So you lay claim to stolen property, do you? Do you
know that the receiver is as bad as the thief? "

** The bill is mine. I took it for merchandise, and gave
nine dollars in exchange for it."”

“I don't care what you gave for it,” returned John
Thatcher doggedly. ¢ I claim the bill as one of those that
were stolen from me, and I have proved it by the mark I
myself made upon it.”

‘I don’t believe you made any mark on it at all,” said the
peddler angrily. *“Who's to prove that you made any?
You saw the mark, and it occurred to you to claim that you
recognized it by that. You are not going to swindle me.
That's altogether too thin.”

** Do you mean to call me a swindler? " exclaimed Jofn
Thatcher. exasperated.

*“Yes, I do. If you don't give me back my money I'll
have you arrested.”

** The man is right,” said Mr. Pearson, quietly. * You
have taken his money, claiming it as yours, with no other
proof than your unsupported assertion—"

*But I tell you I know it's mine ! " exclaimed the mer-
chant wrathfully.

*And I can testify that you took it from the peddler,”
said Pearson. * You will ind out that the law is against
you.”

* You don't mean to say that I can't take possession of
what is my own? " asked Thatcher.

** It remains to be proved that it is yours.”

** But there’s the mark.”

** Any one of us might have claimed it on that ground,” re-
torted Mr. Pearson.

** But I made the mark—you didn’t.”

** Did any one see you make the mark? "

** N—no, but if I say so, it's so."”

** The law won't take that view of it. This gentleman can
ask for a warrant for your arrest.”

** And you will stand by him?”

*Yes. I know that the bill was once in his possession,
and I don’t know that it was ever in yours.”

** Is this the way you stand by your neighbor and towns-
man, Mr. Pearson? This man is a stranger to you,” and
Mr. Thatcher put on a deeply injured air.

** That makes no difference. I will support the cause of
justice.”

** Look here, gentlemen,” said Mr. Ainsworth, whose son
Bob has already been mentioned as a friend of ‘I'om Turner,
* there's one way to settle the matter, and only one.”

** What is it ?” asked Thatcher.

**Send for Tom Turner, and see what he has to say about
it.”

« All right ! " said Pearson.
self and bring him here.”

(70 becomtirred)

“I'l go and find Tom my-
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IN THE SUNK LANDS;

OR,
THE ADVENTURES OF THE X. T. C. QUARTETTE.*
BY WALTER F. BRUNS.

CHAPTER XXII
A CONFESSION,

.« ES, there he is ! ” cried Mr. Jim Lacy, nodding vigor-
ously towards the form of Simpson in the door, and
seemingly glad of shifting the responsibility to the

other's shoulders, ** go fur him!™

« That's just what we're going to do,” said Joe, with a
ring of determination in his tone. *¢ We've got a bone to
pick with you!”

«« And rather an expensive one,” I chimed in.

« Hear the bantams crow,” laughed Simpson. *‘You-uns
don't seem to recognize the fact that I've got the drap on

ou.”

« There hain't a-goin’ to be any shootin’ done yere,” broke

in the judge, stepping down from his judicial chair and out

of range in rather a hasty manner.

* Now, Jim Lacy,” said Simpson, * 1 wanter know why
you wuz goin’ to turn them boys off when I told you partic'
larly to make hit a run-out.”

«You do?" sneered Mr. Lacy.
find out!”

] will,eh?”

* That's what I said.”

«Be keerful. I've got the upper hand yere, an’ not a one
o’ you-uns had better raise a gun or he'll kotch buckshot ! ”

This included every one. The men began to scowl and
look darkly at Simpson ; but they were careful not to move
their guns. The gentleman in the door was overreaching
himself.

« Hiss on both parties and we’ll have all the allies we
want,” whispered Bob.

« There hain't no cause fur you to rile up, Milt,” said Mr.
Lacy, soothingly. ** Whatever the court says is square,
hain't it, boys?"”

“ You bet ! " chorused the men.

« Bah ! " cried Simpson. ** What do I keer fur your court?
I've got my reasons fur wantin’ them boys run out, an' I
reckon ef 1 hadn't popped in jess's I did they'd be prowlin’
round same's usual. Is hit goin’ to be a run-out?”

« The court says no ! " replied Mr. Lacy, doggedly.

Mr. Simpson said something unpleasant concerning the
court, which made Jim Lacy jump several inches.

« Ef I had my rifle—" he began.

« Well?"” asked Simpson, beginning to finger the trigger
of his gun nervously.

«T'd clean hit. Hit needs hit pow'ful bad, an’ I thought
I'd do hit while you're holdin’ the door,” was the faint reply.

« Hum. I asked you once afore ef hit was goin’ to be a
run-out.’

«1 suppose you know, my vernacular friend,” remarked
Bob, before Jim Lacy could reply, ‘* that you can’t hold that
door all day. The moment you start away there’ll be a
crowd of bullets chasing you.”

« T don't know about that,” returned Simpson, calmly.

“ Why don't some of you cover him with a gun and take
his away? He won't dare to shoot,” I said to Mr. J. Lacy.

« Won't he? You don't know him,” was the cheerful re-
joinder. ** He'd jess's leave turn both bar'ls loase in yere
an’ git away in the timber as not.”

*« Well, you'll have to
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I moved in back of Jim Lacy. The men before me pro”
tected my movements, and I doubt if Simpson had even aw
inkling of what I had done. .

I took a rifle out of Smoky Bill's unresisting hand, and
then, shoving it between Bob and Joe covered Simpsor. be-
fore he knew what had happened.

“You don't seem to recognize the fact that I've got the
“drap ' on you,” said I, trying to imitate his voice as much
as possible.

His face turned the color of ashes.

His gun was pointed at us, and he could have pulled the
trigger, but to have done so would seal his fate. Verily he
was at a disadvantage, although I doubt if I could fire at
any person unless my life was in great peril.

«“Now, Joe,” I went on coolly, * will you step over and
relieve him of his gun and that pocket book which he ought
to have about him? Don't you try to stop him, Simpson, or
vou'll get a bullet through you, and never be any good
afterward.”

Simpson and Joe must have recognized those words, for
they were similar to the ones uttered by Joe when we first
made Simpson's acquaintance.

« And,” I added, **don't try any knocking down, for I
shall watch for just such a move and perforate you on the
first indication.”

“ You won't git the money,” he growled. * I've put that
where you-uns will never see hit agin.”

© Then we'll have the satisfaction of seeing you serve ten
years at hard labor,” returned Joe, advancing cautiously.

““ Well, yere's the gun,” said Simpson, holding it out butt
first. *1 don’t want to see you sneakin' up fur hit, an’
you'll git hit any way seein’ you got the drap on me."

+ That's right,” replied Joe, more cheerfully.

« Ef hit warn't fur you-uns, these Swamp Angels would
never have tetched me.” remarked Simpson, derisively.

« Well, we got you now,” responded Mr. Lacy with alac-
rity. * 1 didn’t think you'd show dirt, Milt,” he continued,
in an aggrieved tone.

“I'll show more'n dirt afore I'm through with yox,” said
Simpson, looking straight at the other in a way that made
the latter quail.

« Now go through his pockets while I have him covered,”
1 broke in, ** and see if he hasn't got that fourteen hundred
dollars stowed away somewhere.”

The Swamp Angels pricked up their ears at that, and I
instantly regretted that I had mentioned the amount.

« Oh, I hain’t got hit with me,” declared Simpson, in
rather a good natured tone, **I don't kerry such a pile.”

Jim Lacy assisted in the search.

*You'd oughter divvied up, Milt,” he said, running his
hand into a pocket. ** an’ then we’d a stood by you.”

« I'd a-ruther give hit back to the boys than took you into
partnership,” retorted Simpson.

This showed that Mr. Lacy’s character%as not above re-
proach, and also that if we found the money while he was
present we would be placed in the same predicament as when
Simpson had it.

« Well,” observed Lacy, after the search had proved fruit-
less. ** had we not better put him on trial? "

« No,”" replied Joe, ** but you might help us take him to
Jimmerson's, and there Mr. Jimmerson will find a way of
getting him to Jonesboro.”

«An’ what'll you do with him there?” demanded Mr.
Lacy.

«Lock him up. If he don't care to tell us what he has
done with the money so we can get it back, he can go to the
penitentiary, and we’ll help put him there.”
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I've got that Bible, an' now you can tell me what them
papers says in hit. You know I was jess’ goin' fur hit when
pap an’ Miggy come——"

 Better wait till we get to a safe place.” interrupted Joe.
* Lacy might take a notion to come over here, and expla-
nations are odious."”

Patty flew into the cabin and came out with a light rifle
and a Bible, which latter I pocketed with a feeling of guar-
dianship, and then we started for our cabin, taking care to
give the settlement a wide berth,

We found Loafer browsing on the edge of the canebrake,
and caught him with difficulty, for freedom seemed to lim-
ber up his legs.

We reached our cabin, fed ourselves, the dogs. and Brute,
who seemed none the worse for being left alone—and then
held a consultation.

** The money ought to be placed in Jimmerson's hands at
once,” said Bob. ¢ We've been here nearly a month ; had
plenty of shooting ; trouble enough for double our number,
and I propose we start for home.”

** There's pelts enough,” said Sammy.

It never took the Quartette long to make up their minds.
In less than an hour Loafer had been harnessed, the pelts
tied and loaded into the wagon with Patty and Brute.

Sammy placed the money carefully in an inside pocket,
promised to be back early next morning, mounted, and we
watched them until they disappeared amid the labyrinth of
trees. )

(70 be concluded.)

GUY HAMMERSLEY;
HIS FRIENDS AND HIS ADVENTURES.*
BY MATTHEW WHITE, jR.

CHAPTER XX.
A FRIEND WORTH HAVING.
. R. HAMMERSLEY. Stop, please; here’s some-
thing for you.”

Guy was half way to the corner when he heard
this cry behind him, and turning, he saw the servant from
Miss Stanwix's running toward him with a visiting card in
her hand.

** A young gentleman left this,” she panted out, ** the day
after you went away. Miss Stanwix forgot about it till just
this minute.” ’

** Thank you.”

Guy took the card with considerable curiosity, and saw
that it belonged to Bert Arlington. On it were penciled these
lines :

** They sent me here from the restaurant. If ever you get
this come and see me at the Jura.”

‘** There's a friend for you,” reflected Guy, as he put the
card carefully away in his pocket, ** to chase me up in this
persistent manner. I'll go and call on the boy this very
evening. Perhaps he can give me some good advice.”

It was wonderful what magical effect this little gleam of
hope in his sky had upon the poor fellow's spirits. It takes
such a little, a very little effort from a brother’s hand to
rouse us out of the slough of despond. If all did but realize
this, these friendly services would be more common than
they are.

The rest of the afternoon Guy spent in watching the
driving on Fifth Avenue as he strolled up toward Central
Park and back. And as he looked on at the gay procession
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he could not but recall the time when, during the Easter
holidays, he had hired a dog cart and taken his mother up-
through the Park to Kingsbridge and back. He recalled,
too, how on that occasion, at one of the street crossings, he
had been obliged to hold up his horse suddenly to avoid
running over a young fellow of about his own age, who had
started to cross the street at the last minute. The boy had
looked up at him, seated aloft in his gay turnout, and even
in the one instant that their eyes met Guy had detected the
envious longing in the other’s glance.

‘ Why, there he is now ! ”

Guy involuatarily uttered these words aloud as he saw the
same boy. He could not mistake the light curling bair,
drab overcoat and the intensely blue eyes. But what a com-
plete reversal of their positions !

The fellow was driving a T-cart this afternoon with a beau-
tiful girl on the seat beside him and a solemn visaged groom,
with arms crossed, behind,

** Well, that is typical of the ups and downs in American
life with a vengeance !” thought Guy, as the team passed
him, and then he seemed to lose his interest in the imposing
cavalcade, and leaving Fifth Avenue, sauntered slowly back
to his hotel along the quieter streets.

He ordered an early dinner, for he feared to miss Arling-
ton ‘unless he called soon after seven. In fact, it wanted
five minutes to that hour when Guy entered the lofty build-
ing in Thirty Third Street devoted to bachelor apartments.

**Yes, I guess you'll find him up stairs,” the man in the
elevator said in answer to his inquiry. ** He came in about
ten minutes ago, and I haven't seen him go out since.”

Guy got out at the fourth floor, pressed an electric button
beside the door pointed out to him, and half a minute later
found himself confronted by Arlington himself.

* Good for you, Guy.” the latter exclaimed, insisting upon
shaking both hands at once as he pulled his friend inside.
“I'm no end glad to see you. I was just beginning to get
lonesome.”

* Why, that’s queer,"” exclaimed Guy, as he gazed around
at the comfortably furnished rooms, for there were two of
them, separated by portieres, and the windows looked out on
two busy thoroughfares which crossed one another at this
point. *Ihadan idea that you would never get that, know-
ing as many people as you do in New York.”

** That's the very reason I'm so glad to see you tonight,
old fellow,” returned Arlington, as he disposed of Guy's hat
and coat. ** You see I'm going to be perfectly frank with
you. I was booked for a bowling party tonight, but there’s
been an unexpected death in the family of one of the mem-
bers of the club, and the thing is off for two weeks. I hadn't
made any other provision for the evening, of course, it was too
late to doit after I got the telegram, which I found here ten
minutes ago when I came in from dinner, you can't very well
call on a girl Saturday night, I hate to go to the theater
alone, and now you're here, I'm going to take you with me.”

** But—"

** No buts unless you have a previous engagement. We'll
walk down three blocks and hear De Wolf Hopper. Mean-
time I'll step out to the elevator and have my seats ordered
and then come back to hear an accélint of yourself and
doings.”

Guy found it very pleasant to be taken possession of in
this summary fashion, and when Bert returned, determined
to satisfy his curiosity by giving a complete account of his
adventures since he had seen him that noon in thé early part
of the week at Fox & Burdell’s.

** Well, you Zave been through a lot in two weeks and no
mistake,” was Arliugton's exclamation, when the narrative
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*The very thing ! I'll take you to board for that,” ex-
claimed Bert. * Then there’ll be no bothering about shares
and all that, and you'll know just how much you'll have for
spending money every week. Now don’t object. It suits
me to do it, and will really be a favor, for I was getting
most terribly lonesome, eating amd living alone. Now on
our way back I'll take you past Kenworthy & Clarke's and
show you what a swell office we have.”

CHAPTER XXI.
BEARING ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS.

UY did not leave Arlington until late that evening,
when he went back to the Grand Union to get the
things he had left there. They had gone to church

together, taken a long walk in the afternoon, and altogether
Bert had given his friend a splendid time.

And yet, in spite of all, when Guy was by himself with an
opportunity to think calmly over the development of events,
he was not as contented in mind as he felt he should be.

* It does seem as if I was imposing on Bert to stay with
him and enjoy all these privileges for only seven dollars a
week. And yet, I cannot doubt that he is sincere in want-
ing me to doit.”

For Guy had finally accepted the offer on two conditions :
one that Kenworthy & Clarke engaged him at asalary of not
less than ten dollars, and the other that a formal renewal of
the arrangement should be made every Monday, in order to
give Arlington an opportunity to cancel the privilege if he
found it not so pleasant a one as he had anticipated.

“Yes, I'll consent to that,” lie had said laughingly ; ** it’s
no more than fair to you, for you may be the first one to
want to draw out.”

There was certainly a bond of sympathy between the two,
for Bert's father was in the army, his mother was dead, and
he had but few living relatives. Hence, Guy could readily
understand that he might at times feel lonely, no matter
how much his father's money could do for him.

Mounday at nine o'clock the two repaired to the offices of
Kenworthy & Clarke, which Guy found to be fitted up more
like the private apartments of a millionaire than the count-
ing rooms of a business firm. Everything was in hard wood
finish, there were expecusive rugs strewn about the floors,
while electric lights, paintings on the walls, and a frescoed
ceiling added to the completeness of the establishment.

*There's an extra desk yonder you can have,” said Bert,
as he pushed back the top of his own. ** Now sit down by
me a few minutes till Mr. Kenworthy comes in.  Then TI'll
introduce you. Here he is now.” ’

A young man of abont twenty eight entered, tall, fine
looking, and dressed as if for an afternoon promenade on the
avenue. Guy was presented as a particular friend and old
schoolmate of Arlington’s, Mr. Kenworthy took him into his
private office, and after a brief talk engaged him on the
terms mentioned by Bert.

« Arlington will instruct you in your duties,” said the senior
partner in dismissing him, ** and I think, judging from your
looks and manner, that you will prove an apt pupil.”

So it turned out. The business called for just those quali-
tics which Guy possessed in an eminent degree, and he very
soon ** ot into the swing o it,” as Bert expressed it. It was
exceedingly pleasant work too, for escorting parties through
houses to show off the premises broke the monotony of the
day, and was the means of making Guy acquainted, even
though it might be but for a brief hour, with some very
agreeable people. Altogether it seemed as if our hero's evil
star had sunk below the horizon and for a week or two there
was nothing to molest him but news from the West.
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This came from two sources, his mother and Ward Far-
leigh. The former had now her boy with her, as her proofs
had been sufficient to convince Judge Dodge that she had
the best claim upon him., Mrs. Hammersley was enraptured
of course to regain possession of her son, but wrote that she
felt grieved that she was compelled to take him away from
such a luxurious home as he had had with the judge to offer
him only the meager substitute of life upon the road.

** And Heaven alone knows how long I may be able to de-
pend upon this,” she wrote. ** Things are going from bad
to worse with the Starr Concert Company. The audiences
seem large enough, but one time it is a papered house, an-
other a thieving treasurer, and the latest a flooding with
counterfeit money. Any way, whatever the reason, my
eighth, as well as Miss Farleigh's, amounts to but three dol-
lars or so, sometimes not that, for each performance. We
have protested, and Ward has even threatened to leave, but
it does no good. Law is expensive and we have no other
redress. The future indeed looks dark to me.”

Guy was greatly distressed by this letter, and never wished
for wealth so earnestly as hie did at the moment of reading
it. What inexpressible joy it would have been to him to be
able to write : ** Bring Harold and come on to New York. I
will care for you both.”

As it was, he could not even have the satisfaction of in-
closing a few dollars with his reply. And yet he was, so to
speak, living in luxury himself.

Ward’s letters were made up principally of maledictions
on Colonel Starr, who was ** cheating them all out of their
eye teeth,” he wrote. *‘I'm trying to get Ruth and your
mother to join me in a strike,” he added. ‘* We now com-
pose the entire company, vou know, and should we fail to
appear there could of course be no concert. But Ruth and
Mrs. Hammersley insist that as the colonel has always paid
them something they cannot plead that he has broken his
contract, and that, unless we can prowe that he has misap-
propriated the funds, we can have no case against him. He
is now trying to make an infant plienomenon out of that new
young brother of yours, Found out he knew whole pages
of * Fauntleroy " by-heart. The boy takes very kindly to
the notion. 1 don’t know whether his mother knows about
it or not.”

Three days later Guy was keeping office during a busy
afternoon, when Bert and the two partners were all out
showing houses. He had just tinished dictating a letter to
the typewriter when the street door opened and iu filed a
procession that utterly astounded him.

First came Mrs. Hammersicy, and with her Harold, then,
Ruth Farleigh and Ward.

**We cailed to see if you could show us some flats,”
laughed the latter.

Mrs. Hammersley explained matters in a few words. The
Starr Concert Company had collapsed, the gallant colonel
had fled to parts unknown, and the members of the company
found themselves left with but very little over what would
pay their expenses back to New York.

** We thought this was the best place to come to,” added
Ruth. “ Ward and I will be near a steamer when we have
saved up money enough to pay our passage, and then your
mother wanted to be near you.”

‘*And we're really in earnest about the flat,” continued
Ward. *You see we've decided that it would be chieaper
for us all to live together in this way than to board. Now
do you know of any furnished flat we can get for about $25
a month?”

Poor Guy was overwhelmed. His stepmother looked wan
and carzworn, and when he thought of the luxuries that had
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was the other forty to come from, he could not help wonder-
ing?

*« Now we must take an account of assets, do they call it?"
proposed Ruth, and, suiting the action to the word, she drew
her purse from her pocket and proceeded to reckon up how
much she had in it.

Fourteen dollars and thirty nine cents was the result;
Ward's pockets turned out twenty, and Mrs. Hammersley
found that she could contribute thirty one dollars to the
general fund, while Harold insisted on adding the gold
eagle that Judge Dodge had given him as a parting gift
when he left Brilling.

* That makes $75.39 cash in hand,” announced Guy, who
+had Leen busy with pencil and paper. ‘‘ Guess we won't
need your eagle, after all, Harry. You'd better save it up
for a still rainier day. *

« Do you suppose we can get into a place some time to-
smorrow ?” Ru*h wanted to know. ** Our bill at the hotel
will eat a hole in our resources, you must remember."”

«“T'll do my best,” answered Guy. *‘* And one thing we
ynust take into account: the month's rent will have to be
paid in advance. I forgot about that when I undertook to
attend to that part of it. I'm running only about a dollar
or two ahead of expenses, you know. But I'll save up for
the second month, and be all right after that. Now, mother,
have you any idea how much we'll need for living expenses ?”

** Well, I don't see how five people can get along on less
than fifty dollars a month, ten dollars apiece.”

* There, I knew you'd want my eagle,” put in Harold,
who was looking over Guy’s shoulder while the latter
figured. ** If you allowed thirty dollars for the rent, you'd
have only thirty five left for the rest.”

* But there's Guy's forty, my dear,” interposed Mrs.
Hammersley.

** Yes, but he's got to save that up for the second month's
rent,” rejoined the boy, and with a little air of trimnph he
plumped the gold coin on the table again.

** That will give us only forty five,” remarked Guy, add-
ing immediately. however : ** But then all of my forty will
not be needed for rent, so you see we will come out all
right, after all.” ’

It was then arranged that Ward should call around at
Kenworthy & Clarke's the next morning to ascertain the
result of Guy's interview on flats with Mr. Clarke. The
party then separated for the night, Guy returning to the
Jura feeling as though he were a married man weighed
‘down by the cares of a large family.

On applying to the junior partmer the next day, he was
given by Mr. Clarke a note to a friend of his who made a
specialty of small apartments, and when Ward arrived the
two went off to obtain a batch of permits. But they found
that the choice among furnished flats was exceedingly
small ; indeed, when the question of price was taken into
account, there wasn’t any choice left, a thirty dollar suite of
four rooms on the top floor, in Harlem, being the only item
that filled their bill. .

* Well, 1 suppose there’s nothing for it but to get the
others and go up and see it,” said Ward, which was accord-
ingly done.

The ladies groaned in spirit on the threshold when they
beheld the narrowness and steepness of the stairs, but the
rooms were sunny, and, although the furniture was plain,
everything was neat and clean. They had been occupied
by a Southern gentleman and his wife. He had been
ordered South for his health, and they were anxious to start
as soon as possible, and readily acquiesced m Mrs, Ham-
mersley’s wish to move in at once.
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So thbe thirty dollars was paid over, a cot purchased for
Harold—the rooms were large, so that there was plenty of
space for it in Guy's and Ward's apartment, and it could be
folded up and placed under the bed in daytime-—and by six
o'clock that night ** the assorted family,” as Ward dubbed
them, were established in their new quarters.

They were very merry that first night. Ruth could cook
as well as she could play the violin, and Harold greatly en-
joyed shopping for dinner and breakfast with his mother.
Mrs. Maddern, the former tenant, had left her piano, and
when the dishes were washed and put away, Ruth got out
her violin, and with Ward for accompanist and Mrs. Ham-
mersley as prima dvnna, they gave u little impromptu con-
cert for their house warming.

It was certainly very cozy when you once got inside.
There were rugs on the floors, which had been stained a
dark red, and some good engravings on the walls, while a
general supply of books scattered about gave an air of re-
finement and culture to the rooms.

Mrs. Maddern had been forced to leave behind her a great
yellow cat, which boasted the grandiloquent name of Em-
peror, and with him Harold soon made friends, and when
he discovered that the cat would jump over his hands, the
boy's content seemed complete.

But with the others it was different. They might laugh
and joke, and declare that they were in great luck to secure
such pleasant quarters, but beneath it all there was an un-
dercurrent of doubt that was like the worm in the bud.
Ward was the first to put the dark side of the picture into
words.

It was long after they had retired, when, noticing a rest-
less motion of Guy's, he ventured to whisper: ¢ I say, Ham-
mersley, aren’t you asleep either?”

* No; I've been wondering whether you were,” was the
reply.

** The boy’s off, isn't he ?”

* Long ago. I've been thinking."”

** About next month?"

“Yes.”

*So have 1.
‘'specially for me.
thing todo? "

** Oh, but you will.
the business line? ”

** Nothing ; thats the trouble. I left school to come out
here with Ruth, you know. Besides, even supposing I get
a place, I surely can’t expect the good fortune you've had,
and will be lucky tu te paid five dollars a week. Multiply
that by four, and you have twenty dollars a month for living
expenses. Amount wanted : fifty.”

** But you must remember that there'd be ten left from my
income.”

**Yes; but that will still leave a gap of twenty to be
filled. Besides, I haven't got my situation at five a week
yet, and maybe I won't ever have it. Ruth has great hopes
of getting something to do, but it is so late in the season
now I'm afraid there's not much show for her in the concert
line, and I've put my foot down on her going into a store.
Then, you must remember, our clothes won't last forever,
and we haven’t counted the cost of these in our estimates at
all.”

Guy was obliged to admit that they had not, and then
there was silence in the apartment, broken only by the
regular breathing of Harold, who was sleeping peacefully,
while his Mder roommates were both lying there wide eyed
over the problem of existence.

(7o be continued.)

'Tisn’t a particularly cheerful outlook,
What if I don't succeed in finding any-

What are you up in particularly in
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*“'That shows that vou don't know much of us, or you
wouldn't ask that question. Don't you know that the wust
of us, the very wust, allus loves one pusson? Starlight loves
his mother.”

Swift as the swoop of an eagle, Starlight turned on the
fellow, and, for the first time in the memory of his compan-
ions in crime, livid with passion, struck him a crashing blow
full on his jeering mouth.

Middance fell like a log, for, although Starlight was not
tall, his muscles and sinews were of steel. Standing over
the prostrate man, the robber chief said, in a voice that liter-
ally quivered with rage:

*Dare to mention her name again, and, as I live, I'll
strangle you !

Middance did not move nor speak ; he was awed by Star-
light’s unusual passion, for there was something grand about
the anger of this generally unmoved man. He soon re-
gained command of himself, and, as though ashamed of his
display of emotion and anger, he moved to the window
where Jack stood, astounded at the scene, and, in his cus-
tomary low tone, he said:

**1 have surprised you, I see. You think perhaps a man
is all good or bad. Ah, wait a few years longer, and you
will learn to take wider views. Men are many sided cattle.”

Shortly after supper the men went off to bed. Crosby had
come in some time before, looking, Jack thought, eager and
excited, and in answer to one of the men said that he had
seen the boy go towards Lingan's and had then returned.

Jack did not dare court the suspicion of the robbers by
crossing the room and speaking to Crosby, and he had to
wait till Starlight had put out the light and sprung into his
hammock, which he had let down from the hooks in the
ceiling to which it was fastened in the daytime. Besides
Starlight and Jack there were two other men sleeping in the
room, which was a good sized oune, and it was to the circum-
stance that he was thus so well guarded that Jack owed the
fact of his not being secured in any way. These two men
were Kearney and Crosby.

Jack lay in a perfect fever of anxiety, his very flesh ting-
ling. For some little time sounds could be heard about the
place, as Foster, who was general factotum and drudge,
moved about in the passage or the other rooms, but at length
these subsided and the house grew still.

Gradually silence fell upon the room, and Jack could hear
the breathing of the men grow rhythmical and deep.

The night was very dark, for heavy clouds had rolled up
from the sea, beyond the eastern hills. As Jack lay gazing
with wide open eyes at the dull gray square of the unclosed
window he could not see a star. Every now and then warm
puffs of air, heavy with the scent of the white jasmine grow-
ing wild and rampant in the ruined garden, came floating
in.
Jack could feel, he hardly knew how, that there was one
person still awake in the room besides himself. He was
sure that it was Crosby, that he was watching his opportun-
ity, and that he only bided his time till all the men had suck
to rest.

It must have beeu nearly midnight when all the house
was hushed in sleep, and, when the very sighing of the trces
outside seemed but the breathing of their slumber, that Jack
felt, before his quick ears had heard a sound, Crosby's
warm breath upon his cheelk.

Crosby had left his corner of the room, and, lying on the
floor, had drawn himself, like a serpent, to where Jack lay.
Knowing that the slightest sound woke Starlight, he placed
his Iips close to Jack's ear, and in the faintest whisper sail :

" Your cousin has horses just beyond Lingaa's. Get up

and creep through the window. Don’t make a sound. I'll
follow.”

Without a word, only grasping Crosby's great arm to show
that he understood, Jack slowly rose, and like a ghost began
to steal across the room. He scarcely dared to breathe, and,
although his bare feet made not the least sound upon the
floor, he paused for a second after taking every step.

As he passed by Starlight’s hammock, the bushranger
turned in his sleep, and threw back the blanket from his
throat. Jack felt the little draught of air it made, and for a
moment he stood quite still, fearing that Starlight might
wake, but with a sigh he sank again into the depths of
sleep.

Jack reached the window, and, leaning over the sill, he
glided rather than climbed through it without a sound.
The perspiration was standing in beads upon his forehead,
and the backs of his wrists were damp from anxiety and ex-
citement as he stood out there in the scented darkness,
awaiting the coming of his friend.

A moment passed, and another, still no Crosby.
anything happened to him?

The time went by so slowly to Jack in his agony of sus-
pense that he thought something must have befallen his
friend. He had taken one step towards the window to
see what was causing the delay when he saw Crosby—for
his eyes had grown accustomed to the darkness—slowly
rising to the window ledge.

For a moment not a sound was heard; then, just as
Crosby was half through the window, the woodwork, un-
accustomed to the strain, cracked, and, with a loud noise, a
great piece of it gave way.

Without wasting a second, Crosby rushed to the spot
where Jack was standing. He knew that it was useless then
to attempt any concealment, for the noise was enough to
have roused the seven sleepers.

Seizing Jack by the arm, Le cried hoarsely, as he turned
him towards the valley :

*This way. Come along. Speed is our only chance now,
Run for your life!"™

Had

CHAPTER XL.
A HOT FURSUIT.

ROSBY was right, for, as they stumbled blindly across
the broken ground of the garden, tripping over some
obstacle at every other step, and traveling very slowly

for all their haste, they heard Starlight spring from his ham-
mock and strike a light.

Although only just aroused from his first deep sleep the
bushranger had all his wits about him at once, and he seemed
to know instinctively what had happened. While still close
to the window, the fugitives heard him shout out in clear,
loud tones :

« Kearney, Kearney, Crosby, wake up!
The boy has gone ! "

But Starlicht was a man of action, and never the one to
wait for others when he could do a thing for himself. Be-
fore Jack and Crosby had gone forty yards, with all their
eagerness, he was leaning out of the window holding the
candle above his head.

The flame never flickered in the still and sultry air, and in
an instant he had seen them. Either the light had fallen on
them from the window or else their white clothes showed up
against the line of dark trees bevond. Be that as it may,
Starlight saw them, and Jack heard him sing out :

¢ Ttere he is—why, there are fzwo/”

Crosby too had heard, and, judging from the sound of
Starlight's voice, he knew that it was he at the window.

Look alive!
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Turning for one second, he saw the light gleaming on the
bright barrel of the pistol that the robber chief was pointing
at them. He had just time enough to lay his powerful
hands on Jack's shoulder and swing the young fellow in
front of him so that he might cover him with his own great
body from Starlight’s fire. Jack did not know what he
meant by this, and half looked round, but Crosby urged
him on. '

At that moment Jack heard two reports of a pistol follow
each other in instantaneous succession, and felt his shoulders
gripped with a convulsive clutch.

“ I'm shot!" This from Crosby in a broken voice.

Jack understood then what his friend had done for him.

He could not say anything just then; all his thoughts and
all his energy were at once centered on getting Crosby safely
away. There was no time to waste in talking, for Jack
heard answering shouts from the men in the other part of the
house, and he knew that in a moment they would be in full
pursuit.

« Can you keep up?” was all that he said.

“I'll try,” was Crosby's answer, and, seizing Jack’s right
arm, partly to guide him and partly to support himself, he
tore along again.

Although his right arm hung broken and useless by his
side, and although he could feel the hot blood pouring down
his body from the wound in his broad breast, where the
bullet had struck him after passing through his arm, he
never faltered.

For one brief second when he was struck the world seemed
to swim before him, but, clinching his teeth together, he re-
gained command of himself and resolved, with the noble
obstinacy of natures such as his, that he would hold out till
he had taken Jack to the place where the horses were or die
attempting it.

As they rushed down toward Lingan’s they plainly heard
the men leaving the house and starting after them. There
was some confusion at first, which gave the fugitives a little
advantage, but Starlight, who remained quite cool at this
crisis, calmly gave instructions to the men and said that it
was toward Lingan'’s that Jack and Crosby were running.

Directly after this they heard two or three start in pursuit,
with directions to shoot the runaways if they were unable
to catch them. The rest of the gang, with Starlight at the
head of them, rushed to the little paddock to saddle their
horses. .

Both Jack and Crosby were bare footed, as Jack had left
the house without thinking to bring his shoes, and Crosby,
although he had had his in his hand, had been unable to put
them on. Both of them badly cut and bruised their feet
against the sharp stones of the valley, but neither stopped
or even slackened speed for all that. Indeed, in the great
dread of being caught before they could reach the horses,
neither of them so much as felt the pain.

At last they gained the entrance to the valley, and be-
hind them, not far off, they heard the heavy tramping of the
men. Neither spoke a word, but Jack felt that Crosby was
leaning more heavily each moment on his arm.

One thing only was in their favor then, and that was that
their bare feet fell noiselessly on the coarse, rough grass
upon which they had just turned, and their pursuers could
not tell which way they went.

At thix moment heavy drops of rain began to fall from the
lowering clouds—great heavy drops of water that the heated
air had warmed.

They passed by Lingan's. The house was dark and
wrapped in sleep. A sheep dog heard the footsteps of the
meu. as they tore down the hill, and barked once.
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As they reached the little open space of ground. on the
other side of which stretched the long, low line of black bush
where Ned and the horses awaited them, they heard behind
them the labored breathing of their pursuers. It was evident
that they were gaining fast upon the fleeing ones.

Crosby, becoming faint from loss of blood, went slower
every moment. He felt despairingly that he could not
maintain this killing pace, and Jack heard his breath grow
short.

At last, when they had almost reached the place where
Ned stood waiting with the horses Crosby groaned—his words-
were broken and his voice was faint :

1 can't—keep—up. Run on—he's waiting—horses—
little way—straight ahead.”

For answer Jack took Crosby's hand that held his own,
placed it on his shoulder, and, putting his strong right arm
about his companion's waist, half lifting him, he helped him
forward. As he did so, he felt that the poor fellow's shirt
was warm and thick with blood.

Close behind them now Jack heard the bushrangers i
pursuit. Kearney—Jack knew him by his voice—growled
an imprecation as he kicked his foot against a stone. Crosby
heard nothing, he was so faint. Then the men wandered
away from them, a little to one side, and then—'* Thank
Heaven ! there are the horses ! "

Ned was standing between them, holding both. He had
stood so long, gazing with aching eyes into the darkness,
that, when at last he suddenly saw the two figures before
him, he almost shrieked aloud.

* Oh, Jack,” he began.

* Hush—don't speak ! Keep Amber still ; he must bear
two of us tonight. Now, Crosby, mount,” Jack added, in
an intense, low whisper.

But Crosby, whose strength was exhausted, only shook his
head.

* For Heaven's sake, try !”

No, he could not do it. But Jack, though almost in de-
spair, for every second he expected to feel the hands of the
bushrangers upon him, would not give in, and pushed
Crosby to the horse.

** Stand still! Whoa there, Amber!"” he cried, and. plac-
ing one bare, heavy foot of the fainting man in the stirrup,
he stooped and half lifted. half pushed him into the saddle.

Then, springing up behind, he held him up with one rigid
arm—he seemed to have the strength of ten at that moment
—and grasped the reins with the other.

“Now, Ned—gusck!” he said, and put his horse in
motion.

As he started forward, a figure wildly crashed through
the bushes. and, grasping Ned's bridle, Kearney, in a tri-
umphant voice, yelled out:

* Not so fast, my young feller !

. (7o be continued.)

TRUE TO THE OLD FLAG.

THE plan, ptevalent in certain hotels on the American plan, of doing
away with bills of fare and allowing the waiter to pour forth the mena
of the day in a torrent of swift speech, is sometimes very puzzling to
foreigners, To one of them it was more than this, according to a
writer in the New York Fuening Sun.,

He was newly arrived, this Milesian personage, and he didn’t propose
to be borne at once, budy and soul, out of the old loyalty into the new.
But he was at meat, and was ministered unto after the usual interroga-
tive way. ‘* Red snapper, boiled whitefish, baked bluefish ?™ asked
the waiter,

Then all the Irish blood in his veins rose at once. *‘ No, ye don't,”
he said.  ** I'll hav neyther of thim. St. Peter! 1 don't be havin® th’
Amerykin flag stuffed down me throat that way, neyther baked nur
boiled nur fried! Ye may bring me some green peas and petaties,
waiter."”




THE ARGOSY

)

WELL. 15 1T Hee

139

MOST JUST.

FLOATING FUN.

WORN OUT.
‘¢ BEFORE taking this place, I want to ask about the healthfulness of
% there much malaria here 2 "
¢ Well, there has been a good deal of it, but I reckon by this time
me and my wife must have used it all up."—New York Sun.

*x Xk % X

* 1 LOVE you, Lillian. By yonder graceful elms [ swear that—""
¢ Oh, don’t swear by them.”

¢ Why not 2"

** They may be slippery elms.”"—7ke Jester.

*x Xk X %

JoNES has given his son an object lesson in natural history. ‘¢ You
see, my boy,” said Jones, ‘‘ how mysteriously nature—that suspends
cocoanuts on tree tops a hundred feet from the ground, to the
great annoyance of travelers—distributes her gifts., There is the
humble and slow going turtle, for example, out of whose shells the
best combs are made, but which, in turn, is unable to use them, not
being able to boast of a single hair.”"— Fudge.

* Xk Xk *x

HE WAS POSTED.

MR. TOMALE (to Jimmy, who has been permitted to dine with the
company)—** Wiil you have a piece of chicken, Jimmy 2"

Jimmy—** After the dog yanked it all over the back yard ? Not
much | "— The Epoch.

it.

SKETCHES OF BIRD LIFE.

INQUISITIVE OLD CROW—** Say,
old fellow, I'd like to ask you a per-
sonal question. Where, oh where
did you get that hat ? "

FIrsT FLEDGLING (who has half
a dozen feathers)—** I should think
you would feel cold with nothing to

cover you. I'm surel pity you.”

HE WAS BUT HUMAN.

MANAGER—** Ladies and gentlemen: Mr. Herrlar, the great magi~
cian, who will perform the miraculous feat of discovering while blind-
folded the smallest article that may be hidden by any one in the audi-
ence, is unavoidably detained, but will appear on the stage in a very
few moments,

(Seventeen seconds later.)

““Now, Mr. Herrlar, for heaven's sake send a boy out for a collar
button if you can't find the one you dropped. The audience won's
stand this long."—Puck.

* %k *x ¥

A MAN'S cheeks naturally burn when he is made hight ofl.—Boston

Gazette.
* x * x
THE PRACTICAL SIDE OF IT.
HE wrote: “I luv you. You have throne a spell around me.
And she replied : ** Why don’t you use it ? "—Boston Transcript.
* * x X
AT THE OPERA,
MRs. GUsHLY—** How that song carries me back to our home | "

MR. GUSHLY (cuolly)—** How lucky ! It will save three dollars for
a carriage | "—Harvard Lampoon.

w

kX X Xk %k
ENGLISH FROM THE GERMAN STANDPOINT.

1 vos at a hotel by Hackensacks, und ven I vent avay mit myselluf
der landlord sayt : ** Goot pye ; I pelieve you're all square, eh ? "
** Dot's queer,” sayt I, und I couldn’t dink vhy he says I'm square.
Next ding he shakes me mit der hand und says :
‘T hope you'll come round soon.”
“ Vell,” 1 reblied, ** T hope I vill be roundt, tvo, if I am square
already.” Dot makes him laugh, und he says :
* Vell, don’t be long.”
Py chimany hooky | I ran from der house avay for fear he shalt
say dot I am flat.—Chatter.
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WARM AND COLD.
‘“ AVILL you please give me some warm vittles, mum 2"
“ You're mighty particular ; why wouldn’t cold victuals do ? "
‘“ Because T know this season that ice is mighty high, and I'nr
trying to make it as easy as I can for you."—Philadelphia Times.
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AMERICA AHEAD, OF COURSE.
ENGLISHMAN—** We have lately been building steamers which
can sail over six inches of water.”
AMERICAN—* That's nothing. We have long had steamers in

America that have come in three days overdue.”"— 7erre Haute
Express.
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’I‘HE little act of a man rising in a crowded street car

and giving his seat to alady has seemingly provoked
more discussion than the identity of the man in the Iron
Mask or the authorship of the Junius letters. Some
have claimed that women have no right to go shopping
just when the cars are apt to be most crowded with men
returning from their daily toil, others have insisted that
men do not give their seats to ladies as frequently as they
used to, while some of the men themselves aver that the
ladies never think of thanking them when they do rise in
their favor.

Now all this is, we think, productive of more harm than
good. Politeness is not a quality to be analyzed, but the
outward expression of inborn gallantry. Furthermore, in
a long and varied experience, we have never seen a lady
accept a seat from a gentleman without thanking him
for it.

Courtesy is never out of order, all the penny a liner
scribes of the chitchat column of the daily press to the
contrary notwithstanding.
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I ECENTLY THE ARGOsY contained an article about

the humor to be extracted from a cork leg.  Accord
ing to a report from Hancock County, Maine, an artificial
limb made of simple wood is, so far from being a thing of
joy, a source of actual danger to its wearer.

A farmer with such an appendage, started to put out a
fire in the woods ncar his home the other day. The
flames scized upon his wooden leg, from this spread to his
clothing, and he was quite scriously burned before the
conflagration could be subdued in a blanket.
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THE great Army of the Rejected are to organize and

accept their own productions in the shape of spring
poems, essays on the unattainable, and lurid tales of love
and lucre. The association is to be called the Authors’
Lyrical Union, and a periodical is projected for which

THE ARGOSY

there will of course be no difficulty in securing contribu-
tions.

If each member of the society pays his subscription to
this magazine for the sake of seeing his own article in
print, it may have a prosperous career, but should the
general public be looked to to support it, the prospect
darkens, as the fortune tellers say. The average run of
*“home made ” poetry to be found tucked away in the
corners of a country newspaper, is apt to cloy, but when
we have it served up to us in wholesale batches, what can
we expect but a general lifting up of hands in horror?
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A SPLENDID example of the nerve that can meet an
emergency and conquer it, was that exhibited last

monthat the Yale-Atalanta boat race, when Yale's captain,

having broken his oar, dived overboard, thus relieving the

boat of his now useless weight and giving his crew the

chance for the victory which they so gloriously won.

It is recorded that not an instant was lost in this man-
euver. There was no hesitancy, no debating with himself
whether he was really called upon to do the thing or not.
He simply saw in a flash that it was the only thing to be
done, and did it. .

If the mischances that befall one in the battle of life
were encountered in like spirit there would be more suc-
cesses wrested from failures than there are now. Captain
Allen, Yale's stroke of ‘go, has set the young men of
America an example worthy of imitation in many direct-
ions.
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AT this time of year everybody, more or less, is talking
about vacation. When shall it be taken, and where,
and just what form shall it assume? We wonder if any
ever think to put to themselves the query: Just what
feature of my vacation is going to do me the mot good? ’

We think the Western woman, whose idea was described
not long ago in.a New York daily, has struck the keynote
of the matter. She doesn’t go out of town at all, but
takes pains to have all her surroundings during a month
of the hot weather as different as possible from what they
are the rest of the ycar. Furniture, meal hours, food, are
all changed. She is a business woman, and another feat-
ure of her summer programme is rest—complete idleness.

Let this feature, then, be taken into consideration in
forming plans for the yearly outing. If you are in doubt
as to which trip, boarding place or locality will do you the
most good, just ask yourself which will form the greatest
contrast to your ordinary mode of life.
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HE American flag is indeed having a boom. Not only
are schools decorating themsclves therewith all the
land over, but there is now a bill before Congress which
may have been passed ere this meets the reader’s eye—
forbidding the use of the flag for advertising purposes.
That 1s, a penalty 1s to be attached to the degradation of
the national banner as the background for displaying an-
nouncements regarding the merits of certain brands of

soap, ()}l[l“('(l] or hams,

Meanwhile the flag itself is being legitimately adver-
tised, with all this talk about it, and elevated to the posi-
tion of importance it should most assuredly assume in our
great republic.
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HOW YOU CAN MAKE MONEY.

We want every boy and girl among your acquaintance to become subscribers to THE ArGosy, which,
as you know, is peerless. And we want you to get the subscription, securing the money for getting it.
We will pay you ONE DOLLAR on each subscription you secure for us to THE ArGosy, and you can
take from twenty five to one hundred, and perhaps more, unless some one gets ahead of you and secures
the subscriptions before you ask for them :

The following is a copy of the receipt that subscribers must sign :
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FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, _1890. gu'
81 WARREN STREET, NEW YORK. —

I rhereby subscribe for THE ARGOSY for one year, to be mailed to me each week, postage
paid, and * The Boy Broker” and “Under Fire,” eack by Frank A. Munsey (two dollar volumes), and agree to
pay for the same five dollars as follows: $1.00 with this subscription and 50 cents each month thereafter
until paid. It is agreed that the books are to be forwarded to me immediately upon receipt of the one dollar
by FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, but that the title to the books is to remain in the name of
FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY until the full five dollars are paid.

Deliver 189go. | Signature
Remarks | Business Address
|
: Residence
Agent Town..... State
L] L)

We will send you these receipts on application, and will also send blanks giving full instructions how
to manage the business. :

SPECIAL OFFER THAT WILL INTEREST YOU.

With a view to your becoming an Agent for THE ArRGosy we will make a reduction of One Dollar

letting you have the two books for yourself and the year's subscription to THE Arcosy for FOUR
DOLLARS instead of five (five being the price to all except those who act as our agents). You would
pay on the installment plan, as others do, one dollar with your order and fifty cents a month till the other
three dollars are paid. We will enter your name on a special agent’s receipt, which says four dollars
instead of five (you now pay $5.z0 a year if you buy by the week).

OUR OBJECT IN DOINC THIS

Is to get these handsome books into your hands so that you can have them to show your friends. The

books are such fine specimens of the printer's art that you will easily secure subscriptions from nearly
every one to whom you show them. Now, don't lose any time on this matter and let some other boy get
ahead of you and gather in the dollars. This installment plan brings the paper within the reach of all.
Ten cents a week, the price per copy, amounts to forty cents per month and four months in the year to
fifty cents. But it is not necessary to say more, as the advantages of getting these two beautiful books,
worth four dollars, and THE ArGosy, for less than you are now paying, and on quite as easy terms, is too

easily seen and appreciated.
HOW TO WRITE US.

If you desire to take advantage of this offer please write us saying you will try to secure subscriptions for THE
ARGOSY, and on a separate sheet of paper copy the above receipt and sign it. Make it read exactly the same with this
exception, namely —insert the words Four Dollars where the above receipt says Five. This reduction is made
with the understanding that you will try and secure subscriptions to THE ARGOSY among your friends.

With your receipt and letter inclose one doilar in money order payable to our order, or postal note, and we will
forward the two books by return mail and enter your name on our books for a year's subscription to THE ARGOSY.

Address, FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, 81 Warren Street, New York.




