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“IS 'HIFIRF. ANY ONE YOU CAN THINK OF WHO \VOULI) \VlSH TO DO YOU AN INJURY?u

CHAPTER lV- vate vault containing his papers and securities. As a sealed
THE on N FESS ION. envelope was handed him, indorsed, " For my Nephew.

S Andy has told it afterwards. he felt that the day of Randolph Raymond ; Strictly Private," his heart sank, and
his vistt to the Safe Deposit Company was one of the his worst fears seemed to be confirmed. It now only re
turning points in his life. and it was with quickened mained to inform himself of the particulars.

heart beats that he awaited the opening of his uncle's pri- A memorandum of the papers and securities found in the
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vault was taken, and then Andy made his way to what now
seemed 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 northward. 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 DEAR Son : 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—sun.
" I address you thus because you are my son, as I shall
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 love for you has only been
strengthened by the secret of your true relationship. ’I‘hat
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 hypocn'te.
“ Many times I have been tempted to tell you all, but
when I 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 you, 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 I)

, 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.

I endeavored to throw off my old enemy and be a man once
more for your sake.
" I 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

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 wtfe, and
had visited her several times before her death. She had
died just a year prior to your mother's decease.
“ As I 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, I 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‘sl 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 knew 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 sayI 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 into 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. I 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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cording to a prearranged plan, I was to leave Middletown
with Randolph, and Murdock was to meet me with yourself
at the railroad station in New York.
“ Murdock did meet me, but for some reason failed to go
up to Bellport after you, and had arranged for a friend of
his to bring you down. As I could not wait for your arrival,
on account of important business down town, 1 left Ran
dolph with him. and instruct

ed him to make the necessary
changes in attire to avoid

possible detection before tak

ing you to the boarding
house.
" That evening, on my
arrival home, I found you
and I knew Murdock had
made the exchange.
“ To convince myself that
:there had been no mistake,

I examined your arm and
found thereon the tattooed
letters that had been put
there by a wandering sailor

who had once stopped at my
house. They were the words
-‘ Gluck Auf,‘ meaning 'good
luck,‘ an expression used by
the miners near the Black
Forest, Germany. I was
told that they were sup
—posed to possess some occult

power for good to the bearer
.of them.
" Well, Murdock disap
-peared with your cousin
Randolph and from that day
your name became Randolph
instead of Alexander; but
if your cousin cannot be
found, there is no occasion

judge me charitably, and forgive me if you can, for depriv
ing you of the knowledge of a father's love.
" I have implicit confidence in your high sense of honor
and justice, and feel that it is hardly necessary for me to
urge you to seek your cousin. If I had not such confidence
in your future action. the writing of these words would not
give me the relief it does.

;for any one knowing it but
yourself.
“ Since then I have heard
.of the two but once. and that was about seven years ago,
when I accidentally learned they were in Mexico. My
.desire to find them then was not so strong as it became in
later years, but I did make an effort to do so. Before I
could get any word to them they had mysteriously dis
appeared from the City of Mexico, where they had been.
“ Althoughl had sufficient money for my own needs, I
soon afterwards secured a berth as second ofiicer on a

steamer. I rose rapidly till I became captain, which posi
tion I held till you were about ten years of age.
" In conclusion, I would say to you, in case you are suc
cessful in finding your cousin, that a proper and just restitu
tion would be the amount left by my brother (a schedule of
his property is here inclosed), with interest added up to the
date of turning it over to him.
" It gives me great satisfaction to know that even after
you have made this just return you will be amply provided
for. as all the money and property over and above that
named in this schedule was made by me in lucky invest
ments with my legal allowance as guardian.
“And now, my son, having confessed to you the only
.crime of my life,I hope the Almighty will remember the
good I have done, and endeavored to do, and not count it
;too hard against me in the final reckoning up. May you

\VI'I'II A SMOTHERED CRY ANDY FELL OVER THE RAIL INTO THE RIVER.

" Farewell ! my son !
right.

God bless you and keep you up
Your father,

"1mm Rumounf'“ P. S.--Since writing the foregoing I have received a
letter from one Job Seaforth, who says he was the man who
brought you from Bellport to New York, and has some in
formation as to the whereabouts of your cousin. Before I
could communicate with him his ship, the Grecian Mon
arch, had sailed, and I understand she will not be in port
again until about the I 5th of April. I would advise you to
be sure to see him, in case anything should happen to me
before that time. He says he 15 the first officer of the Gre
cian Monarch.“ J. R.
“New York, March 10th, 18—."

CHAPTER V.
AN ATTEMPT To 055er THE ULYSSES.

’I‘ would be hard to describe the emotions which filled
Andy's heart and brain as he followed the self con
demning words of his uncle, or his father. we should

say. He was a young man of high and noble aims, and he
was filled with bitter shame and grief at witnessing the shat
tering of his idol of honor and goodness.
Where he got his strength of character from he could
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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 only 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. ’l‘he 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 restitn-

'

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.
It 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 clock of horses’ hoofs, and the mumed 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.
\Vas 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, \Vilson, from London,
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 intersecting point of the latitude and longitude given,
“ and if she is not disabled she should be here now."

To verify his mental calculations 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 pointfas 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.
lidaving 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 present," 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

" I'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
repulsion in the boy's tones. " I had an 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 ?

"

“ N 0 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, Carlson, 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
rowboat should certainly have disappeared by that time if it
had not stopped. Then he noticed abright 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 I
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 Andy

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
'

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 steamers," 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 tlzem 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 other 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. ()ur
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 did 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
visagcd men. 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
bets 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 of 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 oflicer, with a decided
English accent ; “ we left him in Liverpool."
“ ln Liverpool!" repeated Andy, in surprise and disap
pointment. He told himself that that exploded the idea
that Seaforth had anything to do with the tiring 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 P "
" I 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.
“ I 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 seeing her captain before very long."

" 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 Andy, 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 Madref"
“ 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 yawl
early in the morning.”
Andy emerged from the deckhouse and stood for a mow
ment thinking over what he had heard about Seaforth.
Though he felt sure of eventually seeing the man, and re-4
ceiving the information he had to impart, he felt that he'
could not- wait for weeks, and possibly longer, before set-v
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
saunter-ed 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 hand 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 in the darkness} and, with a.
smothered cry, Andy fell over the stern rail into the river.

(To be routinual'.)
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BOB l'lj'l' HIS EYE TO A CKEVIL'L IN THE SIDE OF THE BARN.

TOM TURNER’S LEGACY.*
BY HORA'I‘IO ALGER, 1R.

CHAPTER XV.
A STRANGE DISCOVERY.

LARENCE lost no time in opening the wallet. Might
it not still contain the money? His brain reeled as
he thought of the dazzling possibility. If any one else

but Fritz had found it there would be little chance of the
money remaining intact, but the poor demented boy knew
nothing of bank bills or their value.
With trembling fingers Clarence opened the wallet and
looked inside. There was a thick roll of bills, but whether
the whole sum was there or not he could not tell. He did
not care to count them in the presence of Fritz, so he hastily
thrust the wallet into his pocket, and, turning to the boy,
asked. “ \Vhere did you find it, Fritz?"
“ In the road," answered Fritz.
" \Vhere? "

Fritz in his imperfect way indicated a spot about quarter
of a mile from Mr. Thatcher's store.
" Fritz, you are a good boy."
“ Then give me another Cent," said the boy with a cun
ning leer.
“ All right, Fritz ! Here's a bright cent."
Clarence was in a liberal mood, and he handed Fritz a
bright cent recently coined. The demented boy was de
lighted with the gift.
" You needn't tell anybody about this," said Clarence.
“ \Vhy not?"
“ Because they would take the pennies away from you."
“ All right ! Fritz won't tell," said the boy, nodding.
“ And don't tell any one who gave you the pennies."
“ I won‘t," answered Fritz with a cunning look in his eyes.

llBegun in No 391 of THE Aacosv.

“ There, I've made it all safe with him," thought Clar
ence, as he walked thoughtfully away.
His mind was in a tumult, and his brain was busy with
the thought that he had actuallyin his possession a hundred
dollars—that is, if nothing had been taken. What was he
to do with it? Of course, to a thoroughly honest boy there
would have been but one answer to this question. It was
his duty to return it to his uncle untouched. If Clarence
had been sure of a liberal reward he might have done so,
but he knew that John Thatcher was a very close man and
would probably not give him even a penny.
“Ten dollars is the least he could decently give me,"
thought Clarence. But he knew very well there was no
chance of this.
Then again he might withhold ten dollars for his own ser
vices, but his uncle was of a suspicious nature, and would
immediately suspect where the money had gone. A watch
would be set upon him, and he would find it quite impos
sible to spend the money.
Clarence walked slowly across the fields. He was long
ing for a chance to count the bills, and ascertain whether
there were really a hundred dollars in the roll. But he
Could not venture to do this until he was in a safe place,
secure from interruption. As he was considering where to
find this spot, his eyes rested upon a dismantled barn be
longing to a farm house which had been burned to the
ground the year previous and never rebuilt. It was twenty
rods away, but he didn't mind the distance.
“ No one ever comes there," he soliloquized.
just the right place."
He reached the barn, and entering sat down on a milking
stool which had been left behind. Then he drew out the
wallet and nnrolled the bills. He did not notice that on the
other side of the barn was a boy already mentioned in this
story—Bob Ainsworth~a friend of Tom Turner. Bob had
a gun over his shoulder, and was on a hunting expedition.

“ It will be
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As he saw Clarence approaching the barn he said to him
self, “ What's up now, I 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 bills, 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 anyone within hearing,
Clarence counted aloud : “ Ten, twenty, thirty, t'orty—. 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.
“ I 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 1 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 P

"

“ 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?"
" Then 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.
Thanks to a pretty sharp pair of ears, I have found out all
about his scheme. So he wants to keep fifty dollars him

self aud throw suspicion on Tom. \Ve'll see how he makes
out." \
An expression of satisfaction lighted up Clarence‘s face.
His scheme seemed 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 eye and ear witness to his proceedings.
Bob waited 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 Tom 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 money. ’I‘om 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
"hint-v, it may well be imagined that he was very unhappy.
“ People may say what they like, neighbor Pearson," said

he to a customer, "I believe that Tom Turner took my
money."
“ But it was shown that Tom got his money elsewhere,"
said the neighbor.
“ \Vhat 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."
“ 0, 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 XVI.
Tom's FINAL VlNDlCA'l‘ION.

“ HERE did you get it?" asked the storekeepev, 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 so," 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 Turner 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.
“ I'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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“ He didn't dare to."
" Besides, there is Judge Scott's letter to show that he
really gave the boy fifty dollars."
" Neighbor Pearson," said Thatcher derisively, “ are you
really simple enough to believe that Judge Scott wrote that
letter ? "

" Yes, I am."

“
Just as I thought,“ Clarence said to himself.

“ He's too
stingy to live." -
“ Do you know where the rest of the money is?

" asked
the uncle eagerly.
“ Of course not, unless it's in Tom Turner's pockets. But
don‘t you think I ought to get something for the fifty dollars
I found? "

x.'i‘
,

\

l'l CLAIM THIS BILL AS ONE OF THOSE THAT WERE STOLEN FROM .\ll-.."

" \Vell, I ain’t," said Thatcher emphatically.
“ \Vho did write it then ? "

“The boy wrote it himself."
“ But your brother in law, Squire Kent. recognized Scott's
handwriting."
“ \Vriting is imitated easily," responded Thatcher dog
gedly.
“Seems to me you are making out the boy one of the
craftiest rascals on record, or one of the greatest simple
tons."
" How‘s that ? "
“ What good would it do him to imitate Judge Scott's
handwriting when the judge lives so near, and would be
sure to discover it 2"
“ He’ll disavow it yet. Besides rogues always do manage
to outwit themselves, even the smartest."
" I agree to that, and I'm glad it's true. But Tom Turner
is neither a rogue nor a simpleton, as you will find out in
time."
" Uncle John," said Clarence. who had been sitting on a

barrel listening with attention to the conversation, "didn‘t
you offer a reward for the return of the wallet ? "
“ Yes, and the money in it."
“ How much are you going to give me ? "
"
Just find that other fifty dollars and I‘ll give you a re

ward."
" How much ?“
" A dollar," answered Thatcher cautiously.

“How can I afford to pay a reward when I've lost fifty
dollars already?" said Thatcher peevishly.
" Then all I can say is, it's lucky I am honest."
“ What do you mean?"
" I mean that it isn't much encouragement to return the
wallet when I might have kept the fifty dollars and no one
been the wiser." '

“ I‘m surprised at you, Clarence. Aren‘t you my nephew ?

“ Yes, I suppose so."
“ Then you ought to be glad to give back my money with
out wanting a reward for it."
“ That isn't business." said Clarence bluntly. " You
ought to give me a greater reward on account of the rela
tionship."
Somehow this didn‘t seem to impress Mr. Thatcher as
conclusive reasoning. But he found it hard to argue with
his nephew.
“Look here, Clarence,“ he sait , “I can't afford to give
any reward till I've got back all the money. Maybe the rest
of the bills slipped out on the ground. Just go and hunt for
them, and if you find them, I'll see what I can do for you.
I'll give you—yes, I'll give you a dollar and a half."
Clarence shrugged his shoulders.
“
Just send that offer to Tom Turner," he said.

" It may
induce him to fork over."
" It's a shame that that Turner boy should rob me," fumed
John Thatcher.

“ There must be a law to reach him. If I

could only see the squire-—"
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At this moment Squire Kent entered the store.
“ I met Clarence just outside." he said, “ and he tells me
you have found your wallet."
“ Yes, but only half the money.
ing."
" You are lucky to get so much back."
“ I mean to get the whole back. I hope you‘ll admit now
that you were wrong in discharging Tom Turner."
" Why should I admit it?"
“ Because the money 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 warrant for his arrest."
“I 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.“
" I don't in general consult Clarence in law matters," said
the squire stifiiy. “ 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."
" I gave you credit for more sense."
~- lohn Thatcher, your loss seems to have made you mad."
I am just as sane as you are, but I am not to be taken in

by a thief."
You seem to be imposing upon yourself. Let me dispel

your illusion at once by saying that, as you chose to demur
to my decis'o" I telegraphed to Judge Scott an hour since
to ascertain .. 'her he gave the Turner boy fifty dollars."
“ Well ? "
" Here is his answer. Read for yourself."
John Thatcher took the telegraphic message and read.
I gave Tom Turner fifty dollars. He is a good boy.

James Scor-r.
“ Perhaps you'h 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."
The 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 in 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 quickly Clarence saw that the man accosting him
was a peddler, carrying a large square box which he proceed

Fit'ty dollars are miss

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. “I 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.
"I might manage that, if you buy an article worth a
dollar."
“ I'll look at some of your jewelry, then."

CHAPTER XVII.
TWO RlVAl. cmmams.

HE jewelry, as might be supposed, was of the cheap
est kind. It 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 2"
“ A dollar."
Clarence. though not an expert in such matters, was in

clined to think they were scarcely worth half the money.
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 afiord
to run any risk."
“ If you are any judge of money you ought to know that
it is good," said Clarence impatiently.
“ I 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 I 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 E I mustn't forget that."
Presently he came to the dry goods store of John
’I‘hatcher. He did not usually go into stores, but saw a
young man standing near the doorway and thought he
emight 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 first [lass 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
examine the stock.
“Here‘s a fine article," said the peddler.
just like it to a boy half an hour since."
“ What did you get [or it?"
" I‘ll sell it to you for seventy tive 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 ? ”
“ 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
flet and extracting the note from the left hand compartment.
“I gave the boy nine dollars in change."
John Thatcher took it in his hand and held it up to the
light.
" 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."
"I don't remember the number, but I do remember a
mark I myself made on the reverse side in one corner.
There it is, a small cross in violet ink."
“ I see the cross. but your story may be made up. Why
did you mark this bill and not the others? Of course it‘s
easy when you've seen the mark to say you made it."
" I'll tell you. I had just bought a dozen bottles of violet
ink. and I made this mark just to try it. Ihappened to
have just taken in the money. 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
.agaiust 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

" I sold one

“ And be

" I'm not a fool, nor am 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, andI 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 John
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—"
" ButI 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 find out that the law is against
you."
“ You don‘t mean to say thatI 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. Iknow 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 Tom 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. " I‘ll go and find Tom my~
self and bring him here."

( To [‘1‘ rr-‘fi.'/:.':.-/rd.l
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SAVED BY AN ELEPHANT.
BY WILLIAM MURRAY GRAYDON.

NE of the strangest stories that I think I ever heard,
was related to me by a young Portuguese officer who
had recently returned from a five years' term of ser

vice on the head waters of the Zambesi River in Southern
Africa.
Our conversation had drifted into a discussion of the
sagacity of animals, and after a short silence Lieutenant
Marques said slowly: “ It fell to my lot, gentlemen, during
my African experience, to witness a most remarkable inci

S'I‘ANDING NOT TEN YARDS A\\".-\Y \\’AS THE BIGGEST ELEPHANT I HAD

EVER SEEN.

dent that bears directly upon the question you have been

discussing.
“ Two years ago I was in command of a small station
located far up on the Zambesi River. \Vith two companions,
Gomes and 'I‘ravarres, I was guarding a convoy of Govern
ment slaves. expecting every day to be ordered down to the

coast with them. The head keeper of the slave prison was
a burly Arab, named Mokka, a man in whom we placed the
utmost confidence; to this dayI have never been certain
whether that confidence was misplaced or not ; and, as you
will readily perceive from what follows, it was a matter that
I never cared to probe very deeply.
“ Gomes and I were sitting one evening outside our quar
ters, smoking and chatting, and Travarres was sleeping in
the doorway. Suddenly a loud outcry came from the direc

tion of the slave prison. \Ve sprang to our feet in amaze
ment, and stood for a moment listening, instead of laying
hold of our arms. *

" That delay was fatal, for of a sudden a swarm of natives,
armed with clubs and spears, rushed on us from all sides.

Unarmed as we were. resistance was useless, and in a short

time we were overpowered, and bound securely hand and

foot.
“ My first impression was that the natives of the village
had revolted, but to my surprise I now discovered that our
captors were the liberated slaves. Some of them still wore

the iron shackles on their arms and ankles. How they had
broken their bonds and escaped from the prison was a mys

tery.
“ There was no reason to suspect the villagers, for these
Slaves belonged to a distant tribe that had in former years

warred against the people of this very village. The Arab
Mokkal felt convinced was the guilty man, but my suspi
cions were speedily shattered, for half a dozen more slaves
now came up, and with them was Mokka, bound like our

selves.
“ The events of that night can never be erased from my
mind. Our quarters were speedily searched, and, armed
with the plundered rifles, the infuriated slaves made a raid
on the village. slaughtering all whom they met, men,

women, and children. In the meanwhile they left us under
a group of palm trees in the custody of a strong guard.

" This riotous conduct lasted until nearly day—
light, and then, after first setting on fire the
village, the liberated slaves started away in a
northerly direction toward their own land, and to
our horror forced us to accompany them. Their
reasons for taking this step were very plain;
they dared not kill us, and they were afraid to leave
us behind, lest we should organize a pursuing
party, and recapture them before they had made

good their escape.
“ Deprived of food and water, we were hurried
along all that day through the burning sun. A
brief halt was made at night, and then the march
was resumed in the darkness. and kept up until
evening of the following day.
“ That night we camped by a water course, and
with food and a long rest we found fresh strength
to continue the journey, for our inexorable captors
still showed no intentions of releasing us.
“ For two days longer we marched, weary and
footsore, mto the interior, and atlast, on the
evening of the fourth day, our bonds were cut.
rifles were put into our hands, and, leaving us to
our own devices, our captorslpluuged into the
jungle and disappeared.

“ In our joy at being liberated we forgot everything else.
until the coming darkness warned us that some place of
security must be found to spend the night. It was a very
gloomy and serious situation, for we were now in a most
desolate and savage part of Africa, many miles from the
nearest friendly village, and whether we would ever reach
the Zambesi again was really doubtful.
“ Mokka, meanwhile, had been closely scrutinizidg the
surroundings, and his dark face lit up with joy.
“ ‘ Me know this country,‘ he cried. ' Me hunt slaves
here many time. Come. me know where water is.’
“ This was pleasing news indeed, and while we followed
after him in single file through the jungle, Mokka explained
that many years before he had been employed by an Arab
chief, who raided many villages in this part of the country.
" The Arab's story was soon verified, for in less than ten
minutes he brought us to the edge of a swampy pool of
water. that glittered blood red in the dying rays of the sun.
“ We had barely satisfied our thirst, when a discovery was
made that destroyed our last hope. \Ve had rifles indeed,
but no ammunition.
" ' 'Wc are lost !' cried Gomes; ‘we shall die of starva»
tion here in the desert.‘
" Even Mokka, ever fertile of expedient. could offer no
consolation. Sick at heart, we flung ourselves on the
ground. The Arab, more thoughtful, first made a huge fire
to keep off wild beasts during the night. '
“ I must have fallen asleep finally, for I remember that I
was dreaming of certain incidents that had befallen me far
away in Lisbon years before, when a rude awakening came.
and Mokka dragged me to my feet.
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“ ' Look, senor, look ! ' he exclaimed in a husky voice.
“ The fire still burnt brightly, and, following Mokka's out
stretched arm. I saw plunging to and fro through the swamp
avast drove of elephants. The crashing of trees and under
:growth was tremendous, yet my two companions slept on

calmly.
“ At intervals loud trumpetings were heard. and at last
they seemed to have completely surrounded us, for on all

sides we could see the dark forms moving through the jun
gle grass.
" We instinctively held on to our guns, though they were
of no more use than blades of grass. Mokka was seriously
alarmed, and not without good cause, as we presently dis

covered.
“ Two or three of the great brutes suddenly advanced
toward us. Once they stopped and trumpeted loudly, and
then, elevating their trunks, they came on as though fully
determined to trample us to death.
“ I heard Mokka's teeth chattering'as he stooped and took
a burning brand from the fire.
" He threw it with good aim at the advancing brutes,
and, after sniffing it suspiciously, they came to a dead halt,
and then slowly moved off.
“ But all the while the herd had been drawing closer and
closer, and now they were huddled together in a circle, all '

around our camp fire.
' ,

“I believed that our last hour had come, and Mokka's
dark face turned fairly pale. Gomes and Travarres still
slept. I envied them as they lay_ peacefully on the ground.
no doubt lost in pleasant dreams. It seemed a cruel thing
to do, but they must be awakened, and I was just in the act
of grasping Travarres's arm, when a startled exclamation
from Mokka absorbed my attention.
“ The Arab was looking straight before him in rapt atten
tion, and little wonder, for, standing on the very edge of
the pool, not ten yards away, was the biggest elephant I
ever saw in my life. He had_approached quietly and noise
lessly,.and there he stood like a statue, his eyes fixed calmly

upon us, his huge tusks of milk white ivory shining in the
firelight, and his monstrous ears spread opt like two mam
moth fans. . _
“ ‘ Mokka ! Mokka !

' I cried, but the Arab seemed to be
in a trance ; not a muscle quivered', and his face wore a look

of marvelous surprise. .
“ Then I pulled his arm. This broke the spell.
_ “"Hush, senor,’ he said in a whisper, and then, to my
utmost surprise, he took two steps toward the elephant, and

stopped. ‘ Jamba! Jamba
'
he said in a low voice', and

' then he gave a peculiar whistle.
“The scene that followed I can never forget. The ele=
pliant trumpeted, not with anger, but with joy, and as
Mokka rushed up to him he wound his trunk about the
Arab's waist and lifted him tenderly upon his broad hack.
“ At this point Gomes and Travarres awoke and witnessed
the strange scene with the greatest astonishment. At a
signal from Mokka, the elephant placed him carefully on
the ground and advanced a pace or two nearer. The Arab
was frantic with-joy, and after many attempts he succeeded
in explaining to us that this elephant, Jamba, had five years
ago belonged to him when he was carrying on a trading
business at Delagoa Bay. Misfortune had ruined his busi

ness and compelled him to part with his elephant, and he

heard afterwards that the animal ran away and was never

recaptured.
" 'And now, senors,’ he added, ‘we are saved. Jamba
will take us out of this wilderness in a day and a night.‘
The noble beast stood calmly by. He was undoubtedly the

chief of the herd, for once, as the other elephants crowded
up too close, he dispersed them with a shrill blast.
“ If Jamba was going to carry us to safety, there was no
time to lose, for we were already faint from hunger. A
pale light to the east showed that dawn was near at hand.

A PORTUGUESE OFFICER CAME ON HORSEBACK TO MEET US.

The intelligent beast evidently understood all that Mokka
had said, and one after another we were lifted upon the
broad back. i
“ At a word from the Arab Jamba started briskly through
the jungle at a sharp trot, and yet moving-at such a steady
gait that we had little difiiculty in keeping our seats. For a
mile or more the herd of elephants followed closely behind,

but finally they halted in a body on the banks of a small
stream and trumpeted in concert, a compliment which

Jamba acknowledged with a blast.
“ To cut a long story short, that noble elephant bore us on
his back for a whole day and a night, and at sunrise he
halted on the brow of a hill overlooking a level expanse of
country.
" Far across the plain we could see'huts, and a flag flying
from a pole.
“ And now, to our surprise, the elephant refused to more
a step farther. All Mokka‘s entreaties and commands were
in vain. and finally we all dropped to the ground.
“ ‘ He no come,‘ said Mokka. ‘ He make us safe.
king elephant. Jamba go back.‘
“ The Arab was right. As soon as we were safely on the
ground Jamba turned and made off through the bushes,
and even Mokka's commands failed to check him for an in
stant.
" \Ve made our way on foot to the huts. and as we drew
near a Portuguese officer came on horseback to meet us. and
we found that the village ahead was a Portuguese station,

only two miles from our own place.
“ A month later I was ordered down to the coast. Mokka
remained on the Zambesi. and I never heard of him after
wards. As for Jamba, I hope that he has escaped the pre.
datory ivory hunters and will live to a good old age."
\Ve had listened to Lieutenant Marques's story with the
deepest interest, and at its conclusion we were unanimous
in the opinion that it was the most remarkable tale of ani
mal sagacity we had ever heard.

He
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IN THE SUNK LANDS;
OR.

THE ADVENTURES OF THE X. T. C. QUARTETTE.*
BY WALTER r. BRUNS.

CHAPTER XXII.
A CONFESSION

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

other's shoulders.
" go fur him l"

“ 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

on."
‘~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,

" I wanter know why

you wnz goin‘ to turn them boys OE when
I told you partic'

larly to make hit a run-out."
“ You do?" sneered Mr. Lacy.

find out I
"

“ I will, eh?"
" That's what I said."
“ Be keerful. I've got the upper hand yere. an' not a one

o’ you-nus 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 at I 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.
" I'd clean hit. Hit needs hit pow'ful had, 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."
“I 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."
" I 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 loose 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 an?
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 Simpson 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.
I-Iis 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 Idoubt if Icould fire at
any person unless my life was in great peril.
“ Now. Joe."I went on coollv.

“ 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

you'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.
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. " I 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-nus, these Swamp Angels would
never have tetched me." remarked Simpson. derisively.
" Well. we got you now," responded Mr. Lacy with alac'

rity. “ I 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 you." 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."
I 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'fias 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.
“ \Vell." 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."

“ I've put that
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“ I won't," said Jim Lacy.“ Go easy. Joe," I whispered.
"
Jess‘s soon's you tellers git through foolin' I want to get

a deer fur Patty to cook," remarked Mr. Simpson. “ So
gimme my gun an' I'll start."
" You kain’t have your gun ! "said Jim Lacy, waving him
back with his hand.
" What?" asked Simpson.
" You heered what I said,” replied Jim Lacy, coolly. " I
don‘t give you no gun to empty into us almost afoi'e you git
hit in your hands. The fact is, Milt, I wouldn't
trust you half as fur as I kin spit."
“ I never'd a-thought you'd a-gone back on
me like this." growled Simpson.
“ Neither did I," said Jim Lacy. calmly. “ I
kinder mistrusted there was somethin' up when
you kim bouncin' in yere one night with Miggy
an' your darter. An' hit wuz 'cause you nailed
fourteen hundred from these chaps that you
wanted 'em run out, eh?

"

“
Quite cute," added Treve.
“ Well, I‘ll—" began Simpson, angrily.
“ Now don't get excited," I advised, turn
ing the rifle toward him in a very trying
manner.
He glared furiously at us, and then suddenly
his foot shot up and the rifle flew into the cor
ner. \
He sprang toward the door; but Bob and
Treve were holding themselves in readiness
for just such an action and were on him almost
before he reached it.
They grappled, rolled outside, and Simpson‘s
Wonderful good fortune must have still been
with him, for he landed on top. Before Joe
and I could get out he was on his feet and

“ We'll go there tomorrow," said Bob “ In L. meantime
we'll get our rifles and dogs, so when we start we . ‘11shake
the dust ofhthis place off our feet forever.“

CHAPTER XXIII.
we REGAIN THE $1400.

'I‘ seemed rather a forward way of doing—throwing our
selves on Jim Lacy's hospitality without even a hint
from the latter; but 'I‘reve eased our consciences by

saying:

running toward the timber.
“ He's gone !" yelled Jim Lacy.
Simpson sprang on a log near the edge of
the woods. waved his hand good by, and then
slipped and seemed to plunge head first 05 the other side.
He did not get up.
\Ve ran to the spot. He lay on his back, with one arm
twisted under him. His face was slate color.
“ Don't pick me up." he moaned, as we crowded around.
“My arm and back's broken ! I'm done fur this time. Put
your head down, one 0‘ you. I want—want to tell you some
thin’."
I promptly kneeled down.
" Hit‘s—hit‘s in the stump—stump," he whispered hoarsely
and with difficulty, “ twenty paces—north 0' the shadder o'
the big oak—oak nigh my cabin. Tell—Patty—I’m—I‘in
sorrv——"
His eyes closed and he was gone.
“ What did he say?" asked Jim Lacy, eagerly, as Irose
to my feet.
“
Just mumbled," I returned shortly.
“ If you don't object we'll stay here tonight," I said to Jim
Lacy later in the day, after Simpson had been buried where
he fell. " We want to get our rifles, any way."
“ All right," he responded, carelessly.
“ And Ewhere did Simpson live?" I asked, in the same
tone. “ We didn‘t see him here before."
“Back in the timber a piece." he replied.
path yander."
At the first opportunity I told the boys what Simpson
had iold me about the money.

" There's the

“I \vmvr—u'AN'i' TO TELL YOU soars'i'um'."

" He brought us down here whether we liked it or not,
and I guess now we'll stay whether he likes it or not."
Mrs. Lacy gazed on us sourly. She had been visiting a
neighbor's when court was held, and had remained there
during the exciting scene that followed.
“ Didn't one o' you-tins say that Simpson lifted fourteen
hundred outeii you?

" asked Mr. Lacy, with a poor assump
tion of carelessness.
" I believe Steve did say something about that," replied
Joe, guardedly. “ But as Simpson has died without saying
anything to me about what he’s done With it. there is a pos
sibility that the firm up in Missouri will have to stand it."
“ \Vhat did he say to you P " pursued Mr. Lacy, turning to
me.

I did not want to lie, neither did I care to tell him the
location where we expected to find the money. There was
no compulsion to tell everything, so I replied :
" He said to tell Patty he was sorry, and then he died
without finishing."

I

" Hum. He died awful quick." grumbled Mr. Lacy.
" I've seed fellers hang on two days with their back broke,
an' he mouglit have done hit jess's well's not an' told us
what he done with the cash. But that's the way with some
people; so stingy they wouldn't draw breath ef they could
help hit, fur fear 0‘ wearin’ out their lungs."
And Mr. Lacy leaned against the wall as though loath to
give up.
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" By the way, where is Patty?" I asked.
“ She's down at the cabin, hain't she, maw ?"
" I reckon she is," replied Mrs. Lacy. " Leastways she
wuz awhile ago when I went down an' told her her paw was
(kc-ad."
“ Take hit very hard ? " asked Mr. Lacy, without the
least show of sympathy.
" Vt’ell, I should say she did! Cut up so rough I 'lowed
I'd better move to'ards home afore I cried myself."
" And you left her there all alone?" asked Treve, in
astonishment.
“ Why, yes,‘ replied Mr. Lacy. “ She's all right ', she
kin shoot better'n her paw. I've seed her shoot squirrels

away up in the top 0' the biggest tree down yere, an' she

never hit a-one back 0' the eye."
“ That would equal Sol Dunlap's shot," remarked Treve.
“ You know how tall the timber grows down here."
“ You know Sol Dunlap ?

"
questioned Mr. Lacy, quickly.

" “'e have met him."
“ So'vc I," acquiesced Lacy, ruefully. “Blamed ef the
ornery brute didn't make me give him three coon an' an

otter's skin to haul me over his old pond full o' willmvs."

After supper we were awarded the room that had been
utilized as a prison before, Mr. Lacy making no apology for
the fact that we were compelled to sleep on the bare floor.

“Rifles and dogs in the morning, boys," muttered Bob,
hunting for the softest spot.

“ Remember 1"
“ No danger of our forgetting it, is there?" asked Joe.
“ If there is, I‘d better write it down."
Then with coats for pillows. we cuddled together to keep
warm, and went to sleep. ‘
Mr. Lacy furnished us with breakfast, and we visited sev
eral houses before we found our rifles.

With a “ so long," Mr. Lacy left us.

" We had better start toward home, and then make a d:
tour to reach Simpson‘s cabin," whispered Joe.

“ If we
don't, we‘re liable to have more treasure seekers than is
necessary.

"

So we whistled to the dogs, and, after going quite a dis
tance in the right direction, made a circuit around the set
tlement toward the place where the Simpson cabin was sup
posed to be. We struck the path Mr. Lacy had pointed out,
and followed it until we came in sight of the cabin. It was
in the middle of a clearing, by the side of an oak tree, that
for some reason or other had been left standing.
Around it were scattered the stumps of trees hewn down,
some of which still lay where they fell. Flying the axe on
one of these, with the skill of a woodsmau. was a trim little
figure in leather and velvet. A sombrero, considerably the
worse for wear, was jammed down over her pretty yellow
curls, and, as she looked up when the dogs ran toward her,
we saw that she had been crying.
“ Why, it‘s the same girl that looked in and thought I was
out," cried ’l‘reve, getting mixed in his excitement.
Then we wondered why we had not thought of that be
fore.
“ Great goodness !

“ exclaimed Patty, staring at us in
amazement. " Which one is you ? "
" This is me," I explained.
“ And this is me," chimed in Treve.
So Patty was just as wise as she was before.
" 'Which one did I see in the cabin P " she asked, desper
ately.
" Me," I responded. alluding to Simpson‘s shanty.
“ Me," returned ’l‘reve, alluding to Jim Lacy‘s domicile.
“ Here, hold on," interrupted Sammy. “ This one, Steve,"
and he pointed to me, “ you seed first. An' this one, 'l‘reve,
you seed in Jim Lacy's cabin."
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“ YOU-UNS DON'T SEEM TO RECOGNlZE THE FACT THAT I'VE OUT THE DRAI' ON YOU."
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FLYING THE AXE “'AS A TRIM LITTLE FIGURE IN LEATHER AND VELVET.

“ Oh," said Patty, in a tone of relief. “ I don't know you,"
and she nodded at ’I‘reve ; “ but I know this one."
And then ’I‘reve grew red in the face and looked around
for something to shoot at, while I, inwardly exultant, intro
duced the rest of the X. 'I‘. C. Quartctte.
She was just going to get breakfast, so Sammy and I vol
unteered to cut the wood and build the fire. while the others
went out for game. The quintette ate the second breakfast,
and thought it better than the first.
“ Did you ever see your father hide anything in a stump
around here I" asked joe, beginning to talk business the
moment breakfast was over.
“ No. \Vhy ? " asked Patty.
Thereupqr joe told as much of our story as he thought
proper, carefully refmining from mentioning that Simpson
had held us up. Then, turning to me, he continued :
" Did he say what time of day to look ? "
" No."
“ There‘s a good many stumps here. Good thing that the
sun has come out fair. Now the shadow is way over there,
and tonight it will be way over here. So you see we will
have a great many stumps to examine if he planted it in
the evening."
" And twenty paces to be paced off to each one," groaned
Treve.
“ I’ll help," volunteered Patty.
Then we all went out to where the oak cast a deep shadow
on the white snow.
“ This will be great fun before the day is gone,” said
Treve. pacing ofi. twenty steps from the farthest point of
the shadow.

It brought him within two feet of a hickory stump. but
investigation proved that nothing larger than a pin could be
hidden in it.
“ Now perhaps he planted it at high noon." observed
Treve. “ Peop‘le generally feel better after a meal."
“Perhaps he did," returned Joe, dryly. “ At any rate.
we will not remain idle on any such hearsay."
And we did nothing that morning but pace off the dis
tance every five minutes and examine tree stumps.
“'e were beginning to think of dinner, when I waded out
through the snow. The twentieth step would bring me
right in the center of an immense stump.
\Ve poked around the bottom and scratched away the bark
in a listless sort of way, for we were beginning to feel dis

appointed. I thrust my hand into a heap of crumbling bark
in a little cavity between two roots, and struck something
that felt smooth.
With my heart trying to choke me. for fear it might be
only a piece of bark, I drew forth—the wallet !
“ I've got it! I‘ve got it .'" I shouted.
And then, with the others crowding around, I sat down
on a snow covered stump and counted it, Patty's eyes open
ing like saucers at the. sight of so much money.
“ Ten dollars gone, or I made a mistake."
But subsequent counting on all sides showed no mistake.
so ten dollars was charged to profit and loss, and we pre—
pared to start.
“ I'm goin' with you," announced Patty, as we began to
gather our rifles and call the dogs.
" Of course you are.“ I returned promptiy.
“
Jess wait till I get my rifle an’—oh ! I forgot to tell you.
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l’vc got that Bible, an' now you can tell me what them
papers says in bit. 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 at 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.

( To be mncluded. )

GUY HAMMERSLEY;
HIS FRIENDS AND HIS ADVENTURES.*

av MATTHEW WHl'l‘E, 1R.

CHAPTER XX.
A FRIEND woa'rn 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

*Begun in No. 1800f THE ARGOSY.

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 Kings-bridge 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.
“ \Vhy, there he is now !"
Guy involuntarily uttered these words aloud as he saw the
same boy. He could not mistake the light curling hair,
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 bean
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."
" \Vhy, 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. " I had an 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 meni
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 1 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. \Ve'll
walk down three blocks and hear De \Volf Hopper. Mean
time I'll step out to the elevator and have my seats ordered
and then come back to hear an accéfint 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 the early part
of the week at Fox 8: Burdell's.
“ Well. you [rave been through a lot in two weeks and no
mistake,“ was Arlington's exclamation, when the narrative
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was concluded. " And now you're on the scent for a posish P "

be added, as he slipped into the adjoining room to brush his
hair.
" I am, very much so," answered Guy.
to know of anything I could get ? "‘
" \Vell rather."rejoined Bert, coming out, brush and comb
in hand. " You're the very fellow, I take it. we want in our
office."
" Your office ? " echoed Guy in delighted surprise. “ Where
are you and in what line? You haven't told me anything
about yourself yet."
“All right. I'll make up for it no\v.on our way to the

" Do you happen

comes in. Oh, no fear but I can get you in, so make your
mind easy and settle down to a good enjoyment of the
opera."
And Guy did enjoy that opera ; and after it was over Bert
took him to Delmouico's and then home to spend the night
with him ; and before church time next morning the second
problem—that of lodgment—was settled for him most de‘
lightfully.
“Look here. Guy," said Bert, as they sat over their
break fast in the restaurant across the avenue from the Jura,
“what's the reason we can‘t keep this thing up indefi
nitely ?"
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“ YOU'RE :I‘IIF. VERY FELUHV, I TAKE IT, \\'E \\'ANT IN OUR OFFICE."

theater. I‘ve a good excuse for not having said much
about it to you when I saw you before. I hadn't gone in it

myself then. You see it's a new business just started by
two fellows, both of them pretty young, friends of father's.

It is real estate, renting houses, offices and all that, and our
office isn't very far from here, around on Fifth Avenue.
Business has come in with such a rush—both Mr. Kenworthy
and Mr. Clarke are New York men and have hosts of friends
here—that we are short handed and only this afternoon, just
as I was coming away. Mr. Kenworthy asked me if I knew
of a young fellow I could get in to assist. You see there‘s
only himself. Clarke, the bookkeeper. the office boy and

I now.'I
" And do you think I would suit?" asked Guy eagerly,
thinking the news almost too good to be true.
“ I don't see why you shouldn't. You're a good appearing
fellow—now don't blush, I'm merely talking business—dress
well. can talk easily and—"
“ But have what all these qualifications got to do with
fitting me for a place in your office?

" Guy wanted to know.
“ A great deal. A good many of our customers are ladies,
and they do not forget if they are waited on politely at a cer
tain office, and in an 0E hand, careless way in others. Then
we often have to go with them to show houses. and some
times three or four of us will be out at once, and then there's
no one in the ofiice that knows about things if anybody

I

“ What thing?" queried Guy. looking from the chops to
the oatmeal dish and then up in his friend's face.
“ \Vhy, this thing of chumming it, to be sure. We used
to get along at it all right at school, and I’m sure I'm having
a googl time now, so if you're willing I‘d be delighted to
have you chip in with me and go shares on my rooms at the

Jura." >

Guy drew a long breath.
“ It would be just too
" Yes. just ‘ too too,’ so say I," laughed Bert.
“ But I couldn’t afford such style,“ added Guy.
“How do you know how much you can afford till you
know how much Kenworthy & Clarke will give you ? " inter
posed Bert. “ Now listen. I'm sure they will start you on
ten dollars a week, and raise you if you work well into the
business. Now my rooms average me about that a week,
but as I really expected to pay the whole of it— or rather
father did for ine—you see it will be money in my pocket if

you‘ll pay me three a week. \Ve can divvy 0n the cost of
our meals—it always comes cheaper for two—and so you
ought to come out all right. \Vhat do you say to the idea?"
“ Oh, I‘d say yes every time. The question is, will the
thing work smoothly in practice? I'm afraid it will be im
posing on you and—and—perhaps living beyond my means.

I might find a boarding house where I could get everything
for seven dollars a week."
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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 and 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.
BEARlNG ONE ANOTHER'S HI'RDENS.

U Y did not leave Arlington until late that evening,G 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 do it."
For Guy had finally accepted the offer on two conditions :
one that Kenworthy 8: 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," he had said laughineg ; “ 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.

Monday 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 expensive rugs strewn about the floors,

while electn'c 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 I'll
introduce you. Here he is now."

_ A young man of about twenty eight entered, tall, tine
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
ties which Guy possessed in an eminent degree, and he very
soon “ got into the swing of 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.

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 enraptnred
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. “'e
have protested, and \Vard 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 he did at the moment of reading
it. What inexpressible joy it would have been to him to be
able to write : “ Bring Harotd 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 entirecompany, yen 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 prove that he has misap
propriated the funds, we can have no case against him. He
is now trying to make an infant phenomenon 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. I 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 finished dictating a letter to
the typewriter when the street door opened and in filed a
procession that utterly astounded him.
First came Mrs. Hammerslcy, and with her Harold. then,
Ruth Farleigh and Ward.
“ We called 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.
" \Ve 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 cheaper
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 careworn, and when he thought of the luxuries that had
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once been hers and contrasted that period with the present,
when she arrived in New York almost penniless and wtth a
little boy dependent on her, he grew sick at heart to think
of his own helplessness. But on one thing he resolved upon
the instant; he would leave his luxurious quarters at the

in his pockets suggestively. It was a characteristic of this
frank, good natured English lad to be always in buoyant
spirits, no matter how dismal the outlook. So now he en.
deavored to gild the sore straits in which they found them

selves with the brightness of a little fun.

IN FILED A PROCESSION THAT L'T'I'ERLY ASTOUNDED HIM.

Jura and cast in his lot with the others.
dollars a week would be a material help.
Meanwhile he was replying to Ward's question, explaining
that they kept no low priced flats on their list, but adding
that Mr. Clarke's father, he believed, owned an apartment
house on the \Vest side that he thought might furnish them
with what they wanted. Then as it was closing time he put
on his hat and coat and accompanied them to the hotel
where they had decided to pass the night.
And here, when they were alone together, Mrs. Ham
mersley‘s feelings overcame her.
" \Vhat is to become of us?" she whispered, as with Guy's
hand clasped in both of hers, she leaned her head against
his shoulder as he sat beside her. " I am afraid to tell you
how little, how very little money I have left."
“ But you have me, mother," said Guy, softly. “ I have
a splendid position, anti am earning a large salary for one
of my age. and I am going to live with you and add it to the
common stock. I am sure we can get along nicely."
“ And you have me, too," said Harold, leaving the window
where the others had fancied he was absorbed by the sights
in the street. He placed himself by his mother's other side,
and added: “ I'm not as big as Guy, but I know I can do
something, and get paid for it too."
And thus, comforted in spite of herself by the sturdy alle
giance of both her boys, the poor lady could not but take

courage and look out at the future a little less fearfully.

CHAPTER XXII.
A DARK OUTLOOK.

FTER dinner that night. what \Vard called a “ com
mittee of the whole " met in his room to consider
ways and means.

“ Particularly means," he added, jingling a few loose coins

His salary of ten " \Vell, then," began Guy, " in the first place you can
count on my ten a week. I‘ve seen Bert and arranged with
him to leave as soon as we find a flat. And now_what is the
utmost we can afford to pay for an apartment?"
“ That will depend on the size of it," rejoined Ruth.
“ How small a one can we get along with, do you think,
Mrs. Hannnersley ?

"

“ Not less than four rooms, surely," was the reply. " You
see there are five of us. One room must be kitchen, the
other we can use for both parlor and (lining room. Guy
and your brother can occupy one bedmom, where we can
have acot for Harold, and you and I can take the other.
How do you like the arrangement? "
" First class," exclaimed \Vard. “ Reminds me of that
trick in cards where the landlady has seven rooms and eight
travelers to provide for. But we can get along in the way
Mrs. Hammersley has mapped out admirably unless com
pany insists on staying till it is time to set the table for (lin
ner, when of course they’ll see it, and we'll have to ask 'em
to stay when perhaps we can't afford it. But now we've got
our specification as to space. let Guy here, the young real
estate king, tell us how much we ought to pay for it."
“ \Vell, for a furnished flat of that size, in anything that
isn't a tenement house, we'll have to give not less than
twenty five dollars a month, and more likely it will be thirty
or thirty five. Any way, you can reckon on my forty dol
lars covering that."
“ But we‘re not going to letyotl pay all the rent," cried
Ruth and \Vard in a breath. “ It wouldn‘t be fair."
“Certainly it would," replied Guy. “I don't see why
not, if the rest of you have to' pay for the provisions, coal,
washing, and gas. You'll find that these will mount up to
more than forty a month rather than less."
Even Ward looked a little blank on hearing this. \thre
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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 P "

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;
“'ard‘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 aparting gift
when he left Brilling.
“ That makes $75.39 cash in ham announced Guy, who

‘had been 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

morrow?“ Ru‘h wanted to know.
“ Our bill at the hotel

will eat a hole in our resources, you must remember."
“ I'll do my best," answered Guy. " And one thing we
must 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, yon 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 triumph 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
vright, after all."

'

It was then arranged that Ward should call around at
Kenworthy 8: 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 partner 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. .
" \Vell. I suppose there‘s nothing for it but to get the
others and go up and see it," said \Vard, 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
.nrdered South for his health, and they were anxious to start
,as soon as possible. and readily acquiesced in Mrs. Ham

mersley‘s wish to move in at once.

So the 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 firima dunna, they gave a 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 I.
'specially for me.
thing to do?"
" 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 to be 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 older roommates were both lying there wide eyed
over the problem of existence.

(To be con/inum'.)

'Tisn't a particularly cheerful outlook.
\Vhat if Idon't succeed in finding any

What are you up in particularly in
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ERRORS OF SPEECH.

IV.

’I
‘ HERE is a vast difference between grammar and arith

metic—between the study of language and the study
of mathematics. One is based upon fixed principles.

eternal in their truth—the other has a foundation nearly as
changeable as fashion itself. The product of four times
seven was twenty eight when Noah calculated the dimen

sions of the ark. and four times seven will be twenty eight
when unborn astronomers shall observe the next transit of
Venus. And so with every other mathematical principle.
But with language it is otherwise.
In 1611. the translators of the Bible made Paul say. in
Romans 1.13:

" Oftentimes I proposed to come unto you.
but 'was let hitherto," while the revisers of 1881, to keep
pace with changed meanings. render the same passage—
"
\vasllu'ruiered hitherto." The seventeenth century schol
.ars also translated the Apostle's words in Acts xxvi. 5:
“After the most :lraz'lesl sect of our religion. I lived a
Pharisee." which version King James considered good
grammar. and so it was ; but nineteenth century critics feel
bound to abolish the double superlative in order to conform

With modern custom.
So we find traces everywhere of change in language that

takes place gradually. but surely. in the course of years.
Spellings change. Two methods divide the honors. it may
be. for a time. asfavour and favor. Saviour and Sat/for.
{rave/led and lravzled. judgsrnmt and judgmenl. till at
last one becomes less preferable. then uncommon. finally in
correct. Forms change. Thus. the old imperfect of gel
was gal. but got usurped its place. Gotten was a former
participle. but we find it now marked “ obsolescent." though
it threatens. at times. to come back to active service in spite
-of the dictionary. Pronunciations change. Our great
grandfathers sounded the l in could. would, and should.
and gave in full every final ed in such words asfaz'l-ed. ter
rz'fi-ed. and prawns-ed. At least that was the way they
pronounced when reading, if they were fortunate enough to
know that useful art.
Thus we must be prepared for changes in our own time.
recognizing that what is wrong today. according to estab

lished rules. may be authorized in twenty years to come,
and wire versa.
The verb wan! may be taken to illustrate this principle.
Its first and chief meaning is to luck. to be in need Qf. But
we often hear it used instead of wis/z, and this usage may.
in time. become general.
It is easy to see how the second meaning is attached to
the verb. If a man lack food. he is quite certain to wish
for it ; if he lack clothing. his thoughts are sure to run upon
the tailor. Thus want. the cause. produces wish. the efiect,
and finally one is put for the other.
Another word whose significance is undergoing change is

demeun. Its original definition was to behave. and one
grammatical authority states. even now. that it is improper

to use it in any other sense. But it not only is employed to
denote degradation. as in the sentence.

" I would not de
mean myself so much." but it has attained to the dignity of
a dictionary definition of the same import.
In fact. grammar is like geography. subject to change by
time. and art. and man's device. In the days of our boy
hood. Africa was a great peninsula; but M. de Lesseps cut
his great canal through the isthmus. and the peninsula he

came an island. Great Britain is an island now. but if the
projected tunnel be made beneath the straits of Dover. the

island Will be changed to a practical peninsula. and geogra

phy must note all these facts.

Likewise grammar. which Webster calls " the art of
speaking or writing with propriety or correctness. anon!
z'ng la established usage.“ is not designed to lead. but to

follow. It tells. not so much what should be said in theory;
as what is said in practice by the most careful speakers and

writers of the day; forI in the province of language. cus
tom finally becomes law. even if it violate reason.
Nevertheless. do not imagine one may be careless of his

speech in view of the above facts. He should. on the con
trary. use greater care to learn what expressions are grow
ing in the favor of the cultured and refined. and what are
gradually falling into disrepute.
A generation since. the wort “ victuals " was used in the
best circles of society ; but for some unknown reason it has

lost caste. and. though boasting a classic descent (Latin.
mklus). the substantial Anglo Saxon

“ food" now prevails
in all high places.
The grammars of our youth taught that. in sentences like
" I did not hear of John‘s leaving home,"

" leaving " was a
participial noun limiting the possessive " John's." and also
governing the objective " home." Modern grammars state
the same principle. also; yet many writers. especially in
newspapers and periodicals. are dropping the possessive
sign from “John

"
and other nouns in like position. thus

changing cases but not circumstances.
It is not unlikely that, in time. custom will assert itself
in this particular. and the participial noun and its posses
sive will be ruled out, though we must confess. upon our
own part. that we still cling to them as old friends. In con
versation we may sometimes even catch the eapression. " I

did not hear of him leaving home." To our ears. 1qu is

much more euphonious than him. though logically. if the
objective Yolm be correct. the objective pronoun i

s in order.
We do not class these objectives as absolutely incorrect.
but as inelegant. especially in case of pronouns at this stage
of the transition. No granimaiian. so far as we know. has
ever dw'elt upon this point. It is necessary. therefore. to
watch the ablest pens of modern days. and see what they
will do concerning them. for they will write the grammar of
the future.
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GOLDEN TREASURE
A TALE OF A USTRALIA.*
BY usursnanr E. u. DRUMMOND.

CHAPTER XXXIX.
THE ESCAPE FROM
Noit'i'on's oar.

HILE Starlight was
joking with Kear
ney, Jack rose from
his seat by the table,
and, without taking
any notice of Ned,
he strolled to the
open window, at
which, as was his

frequent c u s tom ,
Crosby was leaning
out whistling softly
to himself. Su p
porting himselfcare
Iessly against the
warped frame, from
which the paint had

blistered and chipped away. and with his brown, flushed
face turned up to the stars, which now began to burn in the
fast darkening sky. Jack said in a low voice to his friend :" Don't look around, but keep on whistling. That fellow
who has just come in is my cousin, Ned Dudley. He has
come in to try to get us off. They got my letter all right.
He says my brother is not dead. and I could hardly help
yelling with delight."
Jack spoke in a whisper, and Martin kept on whistling his
tune as though in utter vacancy of mind, but, without look
ing at Jack, he nodded his head in time to the music to show
that he heard him and understood.
“ \Vhen he has had his supper—plucky fellow. how well
he does it," Jack wcnt on in the same low voice,

“ you must
follow him. and hear what he has to say."
Fearing to attract attention by remaining more than a
minute or two at the wmdow with Jack, Martin stepped
back to the table. where i‘ed, with an appearance of great
enjoyment, waspitching into a piece of cold meat and agreat
lump of damper.
People say there is such a thing as honor among thieves,
but thieves seem very doubtful of it themselves, for, living
in a state of outlawry, and often with a price upon their
heads, they grow exceedingly suspicions of each other, and
are in constant fear of treachery from one member or another
of the gang. This was the case just now.

‘

The letter that Starlight had written, which he had hired
Ned to take to Lingan's, was the present object of suspicion,
and several of the men had whispered together about it.
At last Ned. having finished his supper, pushed the seat
back and rose from the table. and Starlight handed him the
letter, saying :
“ There now, be off. Mind you fulfill your part of the
contract. I've given you the shilling and the supper. You
therefore must deliver the letter, and say what I told you."
“ Before the boy takes the letter, me and one or two wants
to know what's in it." said Middaiice. a short, stout man,
who was standing by the door rather sheepishly swinging
one leg.

{Begun in No. 383 of THE ARGOSY.

" Know what's in it ! “ said Starlight, turning towards
him as quick as lightning. and speaking with an angry tone
in his voice. which all the music of it failed to hide. " That's
just like you. A miserable, sneaking lot of pickpockets that
canth trust me to do a single thing for your benefit and my
own without doubting me and poking and prying into it.
Stand out of the way there, Middauce, and let the boy
through." said Starlight, in a voice that somehow the man
obeyed without a murmur. Then. turning to Ned, he
added, “ and now, boy, be ofl‘, and don't let me catch you
stopping to listen to what I say."
Crosby had quietly slipped out of the room before Mid
dance had placed himself in the doorway, so that when Ned.
who was quickly outside the house, had crossed to the

path he found the great fellow awaiting him in the shadow
of a messed and stunted tree.
Directly that he thought Ned was out of hearing. Starlight
turned again to the startled looking men.
“I will tell you what that letter contained, since you must
know. Oh. never mind that fellow Barnes," said Starlight
impatiently. in answer to the nods and signals of one of the
more cautious of the men. " We have got him safe enough,
for some time at least, and he knows who and what we are,
so it's no good our liuiiibuggiiig him. He knows we're
thieves. so what's the use of our apiug honest men? \Vell,
that letter was one I have manufactured for the purpose of
inducing Lingau and that lubberly son of his to go to Bate
man tomorrow. They‘ll rise to the fly, I know. And this
is the reason I’ve done it.
“ We have made Norton's Gap our headquarters for some
time past, and it's about time we quit. I don’t like the idea
of keeping in one place too long. as you know, and I‘ve a
sort of notion that our whereabouts is suspected, and that

won‘t do for us. Vt’hat I meant to do is this: Tomorrow
both the Lingans will start early for Batemau, and, when
they are out of the way, we’ll just drop down there in a
friendly way. make a clean sweep of everything in the
house—l know there is a pile of dollars—and then quietly
vamoose the ranch."
This was such a piece of base ingratitude—for the Lin
gans had been invariably faithful and friendly to the bush
rangers—that some of the men murmured a feeble dissent.
but none of them had the moral courage to boldly oppose
Starlight's determination. There is a sort of bravado in
vice among a band such as this ; no man likes to own him
self feebler in evil doing than his fellows.
Besides this there was something so fiendish in Starlight's
unblushiug iniquity, in his total want of morals. and in the
pride he seemed to take in his own infamy and degradation,
that it overpowered the men. whose sense of right and
wrong was dulled, if not destroyed, by the life of crime they
lived.
“ \Vhat about Big Eliza?" one of them asked.
" Oh," said Starlight, with a smile that would not have
disgraced an angel, “ she‘ll squeal a bit. and perhaps call me
~hard names, for the fool thinks that I like her just because
she chooses to like the. Size won‘t do us any harm. I be
lieve I could tell her what I intend doing without her say
ing a word to anybody, or trying to stop us.“
“ Don't be too sure of Big Eliza." said Foster from some
where in the background. “ She‘s got a temper of her own."
" Did you never like or respect any one ?“ said a quiet
voice from the \\'ll‘l(tO\\' where Jack was still leaning.
Before Starlight could make the light reply that was on
his lips as he turned his smiling face to the window. the

mocking, suecriiig voice of Middaiice, who was striving to
emulate his leader in cynicism, broke in with :
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“That shows that you 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:
"I 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 one, 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
m.

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 sunk
to rest,

It must have been nearly midnight when all the house
was hushed in sleep, and, when the very sigliing of the trees
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 cheek.

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 lips close to Jack's ear, and in the faintest whisper said :

"Your cousin has horses just beyond Lingan’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 P
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.
\Vithout 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, he 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 nor PURSUIT.

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 i
The boy has gone ! "

But Starlight was a man of action, and never the one to
wait for others when he could do a thing for himself. Be
fore ]ack 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 beyond. Be that as it may,
Starlight saw them, and Jack heard him sing out :
“ There he is—why, there are 1100!"
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.
" 1'»: 31101!" 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, wrth 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 thev 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. r

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 this 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
men, as they tore down the hill, and barked once.

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 :
“ I 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. Ashe did so, he felt that the poor fellows shirt
was warm and thick with blood.
Close behind them now Jack heard the bushrangers in
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.
“ Husk—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. place
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—yuz'rkf' 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 youn feller !

“

, (70 0 continued.)

TRUE TO THE OLD FLAG.
THE plan, phevalent in certain hotels on the American plan, of doing
away with bills of fare and allowing the waiter to pour forth the menu

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 Evening Sun.
He was newly arrived, this Milesian personage, and he didn‘t propose
to be borne at once, body 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 P" asked
the waiter.
Then all the Irish blood in his veins rose at once.

“ N0, ye don't,"
he said. “ I‘ll hav neyther of thim. St. Peter! I don’t be havin' th'
Amerykin flag stufied down me throat that way, neyther baked nur
boiled nur friedl Ye may bring me some green peas and pctalies,
waiter."
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WELL. is H H—

MOST JUST.

FLOATING FUN.

WORN OUT.
“ BEFORE taking this place, I want to ask about the healthfulness of
it. Is there much malaria here P"
" 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."-—-1Vew York Sun.

* * II
I *

“ I LOVE you, Lillian. By yonder graceful elms I swear that—"
“ Oh, don’t swear by them."
“ Why not P"
“ They may be slippery elms.“— Tile/ester.

* =
0
!

* is

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 hairy—judge.

#Iklklls
H E \VAS POSTED.

MR. TOMALE (to Jimmy, who has been permitted to dine with the
company)-—“ \Vill you have a

.

piece of chicken. Jimmy P"
leMY—“After the dog yanked it all over the back yard? Not
much "— Tlie Epoch.

SKETCHES OF BIRD LIFE.

,/7{//)I ,. rF
>1$€W2 -~

FIRST FLEDGLING (who has half

a dozen feathers)—“ I should think

you would feel cold with nothing to

cover you. I'm sure I pity you."

“1 eel:

lNQUlsiTXVE OLD CRO\\'—" Say,
old fellow, I'd like to ask you a per
sonal question. \Vltere, oh where
did you get that hat I"

HE WAS BUT HUMAN.
MANAGER—“ Ladies and gentlemen: Mr. Herrlar, the great magi-P
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.

(Sevmteen second: later.)
“Now, Mr. Herrlar, for heaven’s sake send a boy out foracollar
button if you can't find the one you dropped. The audience won'll
stand this long."—Puck.

* * * *

A MAN'S cheeks naturally burn when he is made llght of.—Bo:laar
Gazelle.

* * IF *

THE PRACTICAL SIDE OF IT.
HE wrote: “I luv you. You have throne a spell around me."
And she replied : " \Vhy don‘t you use it ? “-—Bastan Transrrr'pt.

* * * *
AT THE OPERA.

MRS. GUSHLY—“ How that song carries me back to our home i "

MR. GUSHLY (cuOlly)—" How lucky l It will save three dollars for'
a carriage l "—Hart/ard Lampoon.

* ill * *

ENGLISH FROM THE GERMAN STANDPOINT.

I VOS at a hotel by Hackensacks, und veu I vent avay mit myselluf
der landlord sayt : “ Goot pye; ] pelieve you're all square, eh P"
" Dot's queer," sayt l, und I couldn't dink vhy he says l'm square.
Next ding he shakes me mit der hand uud says:
“ I hope you'll come round soon."
“ Vell," I reblied, "I hope I vill be roundt, too, if I am square
already.“ Dot makes him laugh, und he says :

“ Vell, don‘t be long."
Py chimany hooky l I ran from tier house avay for fear he shall
say dot I am fiat—Clmllvr.****

\VARM AND COLD.
“ 'WlLL you please give me some warm vittles, mum ?"
" You‘re mighty particular; why wouldn’t cold victuals do P"
“ Because I know this season that ice is mighty high, and I‘m
trying to make it as easy as I can for you."—Plu'ladelpln'a Times.

* * * *

AMERICA AHEAD, OF COURSE.
ENGLISHMAN—“ \\"e have lately been building steamers which
can sail over six inches of water."
AMERICAN—" That's nothing. \\'e have long had steamers in
America that have come in three days overdue. ”—-Terr: Haula
Ex press.
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! * * *

HE little act of a man rising in a crowded street car
and giving his seat to a lady 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.

* * * *

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 near his home the other day. The
flames seized upon his wooden leg, from this spread to his
clothing. and he was quite seriously burned before the
conflagration could be subdued in a blanket.****
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 lucrc. The association is to be called the Authors'
Lyrical Union, and a periodical is projected for which

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?

4
: * a: a:

A SPLENDID example of the nerve that can meet an
emergency and conquer it

,

was that exhibited last
month at 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 ’90, has set the young men of
America an example worthy of imitation in many direct
ions.

* * * *

AT this time of year everybody, more or less, is talkingabout 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?

'

\Ve 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 year. 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.

* =
0
:

_* *

THE American flag i
s indeed havinga boom. Not only

are schools decorating themselves 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 is, a penalty 18 to be attached to the degradation of
the national banner as the background for displaying an
nounccmcnts regarding the merits of certain brands of
soap. oatmeal 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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VE RY PARTICULAR.
“MAMMA, AREN'T we GOING TO THE seasnone 'ruis srmiert?"
“ YES,’ DEAR."
“ WELL, 1 'rumk we OUGH'I‘ 'ro no VERY soos, BECAUSE I WANT 'ro oer some narmxo, asp i‘.\i AFRAID 'rne ocean
WILL nave BEEN user) BEFORE we oer THERE IF we nox'r HURRY.”

H IS \VORST SCARE.
THE following, from the New Yurk Tribune, will be of interest to
our large circle of readers with military proclivities.
“ \Vas I ever afraid in battle ?” said an English army officer.
“ Many times. But there are different kinds of fright. I have served
in India, in Egypt and in \Vestern Africa, but the worst ‘ fuuk’ l was
ever in was when there was no enemy within thousands of miles of me.
“ l was a captain at the time and was stationed at Port Royal,
Jamaica. \Ve had just got a lot of recruits on our hands, the rawest,
greenest recruits you ever saw. I was drilling them in rifle practice at
long range, and had great trouble to make them obey orders with pre
cision. In fact, one could never be sure whether they would fire when
you wanted them to present, or present when you wanted them to fire.
“ I had been s’nding them through a practice one afternoon, and
they were so tei ibly stupid that I got into a vile humor. The day
was fearfully warm, and the sun beat down so fiercely that my horse, a
wicked brute, got into almost an nngovernable temper. I sat on my
horse at the right of the squad, and was giving them volley practice at
_long range. \thn my patience was entirely gone, the men seemed to
gain a little sense, and began to fire with rapidity and accuracy.
Things were running as smoothly as clockwork.
“ \Ve were getting along so well by this time that it was ‘ Ready!
Present ! Fire!‘ and the volley would ring out like a single report.
“ Once I cried out ‘ Ready ! " and the work was as pretty as that of
veterans.

“ ‘ Present,‘ and every rifle went up to shoulders in perfect form. At
the very instant I was about to say ‘ Fire!’ my fretting horse bolted,
cutting directly across the range. I was not twenty feet from the squad.
My eye caught the glittering rifles leveled right at me, and instinctively
I closed my eyes and ducked my head. lf you knew what British
Soldiers are you can imagine my feelings, my terrible fear, for as I said
before, I was never before in such a ‘ funk.’ I knew that if 1 opened
my mouth those recruits would riddle my body with rifle balls, for they
were expecting the word ‘ Fire I ' and probably would have taken any
sound for that. My desire to yell ‘ As you were!‘ to get the rifles
ofl' my body, was so great that I had to clinch my teeth to keep from
Crying out. Of course the whole thing took only a few seconds, but it
was many minutes longer than that to rue.
“ \Vhen my plunging horse had carried me from before the motion
less rifles, I managed to wheel him. Ashe came around I cried ‘ Fire l ’
and every one of those stolid men obeyed the command with absolute
precision. 'l‘hat assured me all the more that had I opened my month
while crossing their range I should have been a dead man, for they
were not drilled sufficiently to distinguish a different order at the last
instant, and yet followed one's words with a blind fidelity.
“I have often thought,” added the officer with a strange smile on
his lips, “ that those resruits fancied I had cut across them to test their
drill, for they showed no surprise, not the faintest sign of emotion
when I suddenly wheeled and cried ‘ Fire !' But you may well believe
that this was not the case. And I pledge you never afterward in rifle
practice did I get caught in so dangerous and helpless a situation."
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Health and Strength ‘

Soon replace weakness and languor, if that reliable medicine, Hood‘s
Sarsapanila, is fairly and faithfully tried. It is the best medicine to
keepthe blood pure and to expel the germs of scrofula, salt rheum, and

other poisons which cause so much suffering, and sooner or later under

mine the general health. By its peculiar curative power, Hood's Sar

saparilla strengthens the system while it eradicales disease. It is the

people‘s favorite spring medicine.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
“I know that Hood's Sarsaparilia has restored my health, and
prolonged my days. I was feeling badly for a longtime, my trouble

beinga general nervous prostration accompanied with cinlls and fever.

After taking five bottles of Hood's Sarsaparilla i felt so well as to be
able to do my housework. I am as well now as any one of my age,

vBaryears." Mrs. M. E. THORP, St. Albans, Vt.

Makes the Weak Strong
“1 took Hood‘s Sarsaparilla for loss of appetite, dyspepsia, and
general languor. It did me avast amount of good, and l have no
hesitancy in recommending it." J. \V. \VlLLEl-‘ORD, Quincy, Ill.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
,Sold by all druggists. $1; six for $5. Prepared only by C. l. HOOD
.81CO., Apothecaries, Lowell, Mass.

p.850"

In |.\.$
MAKE. New, RICH BLOOD!
Theaepills wereI wonderfuldiscovery. No otherl like them in the world. Will
.poaltively

cureor relieveall mannerof dtseue. Th4Iinformation aroundeachbox
itworth ten times the COILof a box of villa. Find out about themand you will
alwaysbe thankful. ()XRPILL A Don. hey expelall impurities from the blood.
Delicatewomen lind (rent benefit from Ming them. Illustrated nunvhletfree.
fluid everywhere,or lent bymail for” rent! in stamps; five hoith l. .

IL 1. S. JoliNsoN rt 00., 22Cum! Mom: Rrxlmr, Boston, Mus.

Dollar

A CAUSE FOR GRIEF.
THE gentle maiden's tears do flow;
She murmurs 'twixt her sighs ;
If ice be dear, ice cream will show
A corresponding rise—Basra)! Courier.

it * *
A GOOD FAILING.

HE—“ This horse puts me in mind of Lord Nelson."
SHE—“ \Vhy ?"
HE—“ Because he would rather die than run.”_- Yale Record.

* * *

EVERY Scholar should address Box :88. Alfred, Me, and learn about
the U. S. MAP. Size 40x 60 inches, free to each school.

i! 1* li
t

TRUE TO THE EMERALD ISLE.
CASEY (in grocery store)—" Give me a pound of tay."
GROCER—“ Green tea or black tea P" ,

C.\s|-:Y—“ Grane tay, in coorse. Do ye think I‘d go back on me
,colors, ye spaipane P"—L|'gl|!.

'87

g

QW‘QQQN
NOT HER SIZE.

CUSTOMER FROM SEEDVILLE—“ Do you keep the best make of
shoes here P "

CITY DEALER—“ Yaas, our shoes are all A No. 1."
CUSTOMER FROM SEEDVILLE—“Thell you can‘t suit me. I take

B No. 5."

CURIOUS.
“ DOES Queen Victoria play billiards P"" Not that I know of. Why ?"
" Nothing—except that we hear a good deal about the Queen‘s Eng
lish."—Sm|'lll, Gray 6' Co.'.r Monthly.

* * it
A GIRL WORTH HAVING.

A FEW weeks agoI read in your paper Mr. Moorhead’s experience in
the Plating Business, in which he cleared $167.85 in a month ; but I

beat that if 1 am a girl. 1 sent as he directed and got a Plater, and
cleared $208.17 in one month. Can any of your readers beat this?
You can get spoons, forks or jewelry to plate at every house. Send $3
to W. H. Griffith 8: Co., Zanesviile, Ohio, and they will send you a
Plater, and you can make money enough in three hours to pay for it,
or address them for circulars. There is plenty of work to do in both
city and country ; then why should any person be poor or out of em
ployment with such an opportunity at hand. I hope my experience
will help others as much as Mr. Moorehead's did me.

LAURA 8—.

* * *

THE DISAPPOINTMENTS OF LIFE.
“ How our ambitions are nipped by the frosts of experience," sighed
the poet.
“ Yes," replied the editor; “ I began life as an amateur journalist,
and here l am today nothing more than a plain newspaper man."—
-—Bo.r!an Courier.

TO rue You-icirnice

Gives fresher Charms; to the old, renewed
youth. Try it. Sold Everywhere.
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SOMETHING NE
W ANY SMART

The GREATEST OFFER ever made

I to Readers of THE ARGOSY.
BOY CAN MAKE FROM

$25 TO $100 INSIDE OF TEN DAYS. an
Read the following carefully, every word, and learn how

Lou can SAVE MONEY and MAKE MONEY.
HE ARGOSY, purchased by the week, costs five dollars and twenty cents; by the year it costs
less, but it is not always convenient for boys to pay out so much cash at one time, and for this reason
the majority of our readers continue to take it by the week, paying ten cents per copy, which

amounts to $5.20 at the end of the twelve months. Now we have something better to ofier, something
whereby a reader can, for five dollars, get THE ARGOSY for a full year and four dollars’ worth of the
handsomest books in the market, paying for the whole in installments.
that is meeting with the most flattering approval by all our readers.

THE BOY BROKER,
This is a new departure, and one
The books we give are

.N. UNDER FIRE.

heavy plate paper.

-—BOTH BY—

FRANK A. MUNSEY.
They are beautifully illustrated, each containing forty
drawings. The type is large and clear, and printed on

Thousands of these books have been
sold at two dollars each. They are bound in cloth and handsomely decorated in gilt and colors. They
are the kind of books to please boys. Read the following in regard to them :

What has been said about “The Boy Broker.”
“ THE BOY BROKER" is a book I wish every boy in the land could
read. There is no cant in it

,

no sickly sentimentality, no strained re
lations, no preposterous denauemenlt: It is healthy, helpful, manly,
true to nature and facts. it inculcates self reliance, fortitude in the
right, and tire truth that, in spite of all successful rascals to the con
trary, nevertheless manliness, courage and honesty win in this world,
and are admired by men, and dear to women, as they are to God. I

saw my boy reading Mr. Munsey’s book with great delight. It can
only help him—not a line can hurt him. Ma Mr. Munsey live to give
'the youth of this country many more such w olesome, helpful, inspir
ing books as “ The Boy Broker," is my sincere desire—REV. DR. JOHN
R. PAXTON, of the West Presbyterian Church, New York City.
MY DEAR MR. MUNSEY: I am greatly indebted to you for sending
me the superb holiday edition of your latest story, " The Boy Broker."

I have read it with much enjoyment. and find it full of interest. There
is not a dull line in it. In Herbert Randolph you have given us a hero
in every way admirable. Upright, manly and eager to succeed, but
only by honorable means, he excites our sympathy from the start. Bob

What has been said
THE story is spirited, well illustrated, and calculated to make the
young reader for whom it was written manly and self reliant.—C:'ncin
arah' fines-Star.
MR. MUNSEY'S writings are known to all, and to mention his name
in connection with this work is enough recommendation for it. “ Under
Fire" is full of interesting reading matter, such as boys like, and is

also a very instructive book—Mail ar-J Express, New York.I

Hunter and Toni Flannery are boys of a different type, but equally in
teresting. By his unconscious drollery and rich vein of humor, Bob
will take his place among the noted characters in fiction.
Your story is healthy in tone, and calculated to influence boys for
good. 1 confidently predict that it will become a favorite with them
and the public. Externally it is the handsomest gift book that has
fallen under my eye. HORATXO ALGER, JR.
MY DEAR MR. MUNSEY : The story of " The Boy Broker " is inter
esting and exciting enough in a healthy direction to rivet the attention
of the reader from the first to the last page. The hero is high toned
to the core of his being, and incapable of a mean or wicked action.
Even the street boys breathe out the evidence of a high type of human
ity in their peculiar language, which robs it of its vulgarity.
The tone of the story is elevating, for it is not only free from injuri
ous leadings, but its spirit is an inspiration in the direction of high
aims and a noble and true life. The volume has all the essentials of a

good book without a line that deserves censure.
Wu.le T. ADAMS (Oliver Optic).

about “Under Fire."
MR. MUNSEY has written a bright, readable and clever tale. He cer
tainly understands boy nature perfectly, and he has drawn a very lov
able and manly hero. The book is unusually well printed and is

splendidly illustrated—Albany Argus.
AUTHOR, printer and artist have done their work well, and the book

is one that will please every boy into whose hands it may fall.-Mr'l~
waukee Wisconsin.

(SEE NEXT PAGE.)
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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.
\Ve 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 :

EI
FRANK A. MUNSEY 6:. COMPANY, “1890. go”
81WARREN STREET, NEW YORK.

1 lzereby subserz'lle for THE ARGOS Y for ane year, la fie mailed to me eae/z week, postage
paid, and " Tlze Bay Braker" and “Under Fire," me]: by Frank A. Munsey (1700 dollar volumes), and agree to
pay for the ram: fiz'e dollar: as follows: $1.00 Will: 1111'; sulrserll/ition and 50 eerlls eae/z manl/l l/zereafter
unlil paid. It is agreed llzat llze books are in be forwarded to me immediately upon reeez'pl of 111: one dal/ar
by FRANK A. MUZVSE Y @r COMPA/V Y, bu! Mall/1e til/e fa l/ze books ix to remain in Me name of
FRANK A. MUNSE V 67’ COMPANY until l/le full five dollars are paid.

Deliver 1890. Signature

Remarks__a_fl_.__._._...._e_..s.s......._..._______,_

C

Business Address

Residence

i
Town. .......... State

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

SEEOIAL OFFER THAT WILL INTEREST YOU.
With a view to your becoming an Agent for THE ARGOSY we will make a reduction of One Dollar

letting you have the two books for yourself and the year's subscription to THE ARGOSY 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 $5.20 a year if you buy by the week).

OUR OBJECT IN DOING 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 ali.
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 ofier 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 dollar 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, 8! Warren Street, New York.


