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his life, any more than he was with the attempted burning
of the Ulysses, though both acts seemed to bear some mys-
terious relation to the arrival of his ship in port.

One thing Andy quickly established in his own mind—his
late assailant must have been one of the two men who had
made the unsuccessful attempt to fire the yacht, for in both
instances the men were Spaniards. He had the words of
the second officer of the steamer in the one case, and was
convinced by the expression let fall by his would be mur-
derer in the other.

As he thought of these things, and remembered that the
brig from which the two men had been cast away hailed
from a Mexican port, he recalled his father's statement that
the last he had heard of Murdock was in Mexico.

Was Murdock responsible for these acts, or was it possible
that his own cousin might be the instigator of them? This
latter question startled him and filled him with a sickening
fear.

Separated since infancy from the softening influences of
home, and constantly in the society of such an unprincipled
man as Murdock must be, had his cousin imbibed the latter’s
evil influences and developed into a hardened and reckless
young fellow? Or had his inherent integrity of character
maintained itself amid the wild scenes and evil associations
incident to the career of an adventurer?

It was a hard question to answer, but Andy knew enough
of the world and human character to realize that it was more
than probable that his cousin had grown up to be anything
but a mild mannered, moral young man. He had never
thought of the possibility of finding him other than deserv-
ing of all he could do for him, and this doubt now filled him
with grave fears as to the result, should his quest prove suc-
cessful.

But beyond question, he, Andy, had an enemy, and this
enemy was a Spaniard or Mexican ; but whether he was the
principal. or only acting for another, remained to be discov-
ered.

That he was a savage and unscrupulous enemy he had
had abundant evidence. As to the ultimate object of this
enmity it seemed useless to speculate. To destroy his

" property could benefit no oue, and therefore the attempt to
fire the yacht must have been prompted from motives of re-
venge.

But stay, might it not be to the interest of some one to
prevent his going in search of his cousin? Who else but
Murdock, but what could his uitimate object be? And then,
how could Murdock know that Andy knew anything of his
abducted cousin, or intended to search for him? Our hero
had not even hinted at the matter to any one.

Of course in case of his death, should his cousin survive
him, his relative would inherit all his wealth ; but in what
way would that benefit Murdock?

Must he conclude, then, that his cousin was familiar with
the whole matter, and had designs on his life 7 No, he told
himself, not until it was conclusively proven.

With such thoughts as these Aundy's head fairly buzzed,
and in an incredibly short time the cab pulled up before his
door. He made his way unobserved to his room, and after
giving himself a thorough rubbing, donned some dry cloth-
ing. Iledetermined to say nothing to any one, save perhaps
Captain Manning, about his adventure. and to make arrange-
ments to get the Ulysses ready for sea as speedily as pos-
sible. Once out of New York, he need fear nosecret enemy,
and he would proceed direct to Vera Cruz, which should be
the base of his search in Mexico.

A refreshing night's sleep brought renewed determination
to do what his lonor and conscience dictated in spite of all
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obstacles, and without further consideration as to what sort
of a youth he would find his cousin to be. Fortunately no
ill effects followed his cold water plunge of the night pre-
vious.

At the appointed hour in the afternoon Captain Manning
called. It was easy to see that something disturbed him as
he greeted his young employer in unusually grave tones.

** Well, captain, you were right, as you usuaily are,” said
Andy. smiling. * The two men who stole the boat from
the Grecian Monarch and attempted to fire the Ulysses were
not common harbor thieves. ‘I'hey were the captain and
first officer of & Spanish brig from Vera Cruz to New York
who were picked up from an open boat by the steamer.’

‘* Whew ! whistled the captain; ** the thing appears to
be more mysterious than ever. Do you know anything
about these men?”

*“ Only that the captain’s name is Cortace and the mate’s
Madre, which I learned frem the officer of the steamer ; but
I am convinced that one or both of these men is my enemy
for some inexplicable reason.”

** How do you know that, Andy?”

**In the first place, as I have told you, the two men picked
up by the Monarch were from a Spanish vessel, and they
were doubtless Spaniards, as their names would indicate.
We have conclusive evidence that they endeavored to de-
stroy the Ulysses. Nowin the second place, I had a narrow
escape from being murdered last evening on board the/
Monarch, and the would be assassin was a Spaniard.”

** Great Ceesar!"™ cried Manning, who never indulged in
useless expletives unless intensely excited ; ** then my con-
clusion that you did have an enemy was correct, much as I
hoped that the attempt on the yacht would be explained in
some other way. How do you know the man was a Span-
iard?” »

Andy thereupon gave him an account of his adventyye of
the night before, calling particular attention to the exddama-
tion in Spanish he had heard, and continued :

*“ There does indeed seem to be no doubt that I have an
enemy, and I must say it does not make a fellow feel very
comfortable to know that there is some one watching for a
chance to dispose of you off hand. I would rather you
would not say anything about it to any one, captain.”

“ Very well, Andy, I will not,” replied Manning, reflecting
for a moment, and then continuing: ** Did your uncle know
anybody in Mexico, Andy?”

** Not of late years ; an old shipmate of his was there about
seven years ago,” replied Andy, thinking of Murdock. ¢ He
is the only one I know of.”

* Then I give it up, Andy,” said the captain.

Andy was glad that he did ** give it up ” just there, for he
feared some further questions in regard to Murdock, which
he would not care to answer truthfully, and could not answer
otherwise.

« Speaking of Mexico,” said he, ** I have about concluded
to extend our Southern trip to Vera Cruz, and you may get
everything in readiness to sail day after tomorrow."

This was a very ordinary speech, but judging from the be-
wildered expression on Captain Manning's face, he could not
have appeared more astonished if Andy had said he had de-
cided to extend his trip te the moon.

* Do you mean it, Andy? Don't you know?” asked he
quickly.

* Of course I mean it, but I can’t say that I do £now,” re-
plied Andy, smiling, but with interest, as he noted the sail-
ing master’s earnest manner. ‘' Know what?"”

* Don’t you know that the Ulysses is advertised for sale in
the morning papers?"
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+* No; I don't know it, and I don't believe it.”

Then what 4o you call this?” said the captain, produc-
ing a newspaper, and pointing with his index finger to an
article with a prominent caption.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE ULYSSES IS ADVERTISED FOR SALE.
NDY read, with curiosity and astonishment, the fol-
lowing :

FOR SALE: To the highest bidder.—On Monday, the —th day of
‘May, 18—,the screw steam yacht Ulysses will be sold at auction. Ton-
page 320; length over all, 180 feet; beam 26 feet ; depth 13 feet.
Hull is of white oak frame with steel belt sheathing. Triple expansion
engines, ss0 H. P. Electric lights and all modern improvements. Can
be seen off Atlantic Yacht Club, Brooklyn. For further particulars,
apply to P. A. Lagrange, Eureka Building.

« Captain Manning, I know absolutely nothing about this,
4t is the most incomprehensible thing I ever heard of,” cried
Andy, quickly, so utterly dumfounded that he hardly knew
- what to think.

1 at first thought you could not be aware of the notice
or you would not have spoken of your trip yesterday ; and
then I could not conceive why your guardian would do such
a thing without your knowledge. I finally thought it must
‘be the result of unexpected developments last evening after
1 saw you.”

«+ It is just as inexplicable to me as it is to you, captain,”
protested Andy, earnestly ; “ but I'l find out the meaning of
4t before 1 am many hours older. Have you been to Colunel
Lagrange’s office 2 "

** 1 have not ; I came directly here on reading that notice.
1 hope the vacht will not be sold, as it would be rather rough
.on me ; and besides, I have engaged all of the crew with
the exception of a steward.”

The captain spoke in anxious tones, for a change of owner-
ship of the yacht probably meant the loss of an agreeavle-
and lucrative position to him.

*« Has Mr. Locher reported for duty as chief engineer?”
.asked our hero.

** Yes, sir.”

** Then lose no time in securing a steward ; we will start
.day after tomorrow, sale or no sale,” he continued in deter-
mined tones.

** Very good, sir,” replied Manning, feeling that it was
-none of his business to question the motives or actions of his
young employer, whatever they might be.

** And by the way, captain,” continued Andy, ** you may
as well prepare yourself to get under way at a moment’s
potice.”

** Very well, sir.”

** I'l] keep this paper. and will soon know something about
this business.”

Andy slipped the newspaper in his pocket. and putting on
his hat left the house with the captain. The latter accom-
-panied him to an Elevated Railroad station, receiving some
further instructions on the way, and Andy tock the first
train for down town.

He soonreached the Eureka Building, and with suppressed
-excitement entered the office of his guardian.

* How are you, Andy?” said the lawyer in his usual
genial tones, though his manner indicated that he expected
-something. ** Can I do anything for you today ? "

*Yes you can, Colonel Lagrange,” burst forth Andy,
pulling the paper from his pocket. ** You can tell me why
you have advertised the Ulysses for sale without consulting
.me.

The solicitor gravely took the paper and deliberately read
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the notice already given. It was evident he only did so to
gain time, for a troubled expression rested on his face as he
handed it back to his ward.

** Andy,” said he, gently but firmly, ** I have sufficient
and urgent reasons for disposing of the yacht, and with this
explanation you must be satistied.”

* But why didn’t you tell me of this before I made all
arrangements to go South, and why haven't you said a word
to me before you put this advertisement in?” continued
Andy, ignoring the pacific tones of his guardian.

*+ I was convinced of the urgent expediency of selling the
yacht only yesterday, and intended to advise you of the ad-
vertisement today."”

*“ What are your reasons?” asked our hero, quickly.
** The yacht 1s my property, and I have a right to know.”

* As I have told you, I bave abundant reasons for my
action, and I cannot say any more. Of course the yacht is
your property, Andy, but it is subject to my disposition like
the rest of theestate, I canonly add that I am acting solely
for your best welfare. Besides, I do not think that it is
advisable for you to make this trip South at this time, though
the selling of the yacht has nothing to do with that.”

“ Why do you think I shouldn’t go?” persisted Andy,
wondering if his guardian knew anything of the object of
his projected cruise.

* Cuba is on the eve of her periodical insurrection, which
promises to be a more serious one than she has ever had. It
is not safe around there, at this time. I cannot say any
more about the sale, Andy,” replied the lawyer, gently ;.and
it was clear that he was prompted by motives of duty to his

-ward in thus refusing explanation of his action.

*I am not a spring chicken, Colonel Lagrange,” cried
Andy, petulantly.

* I know you are not, my boy,” in soothing tones ; ** you
are a high toned. sensible young man, and I only ask you
to be guided by me 1 this matter without question.”

* But it is such an unusual proceeding, colonel,” protested
Andy, not at all appeased by the soft words or flattery. ** If
it was necessary to sell the yacht to realize money on the
estate, I would be the last one to say anything against it,
but no such necessity exists. There shouldn’t be any other
motive I am not entitled to know.”

** There is, Andy,” said the solicitor firmly, but kindly,
*and I cannot tell you.”

* I demand to know your reasons.”

** I cannot help it, Andy.”

“ 1 protest against this sale, and demand the removal of
that advertisement, if ycu cannot give me satisfactory
grounds for it.”

I cannot do it, Andy ; the sale will take place.”

It was evident the colonel was deeply moved in thus main-
taining secrecy as to his motives, whatever they were. He
spoke calmly, but there was a perceptible tremor in his voice
as he looked at his ward more in pity than in anger.

But Andy had lost all patience with the non-committal
position his guardian nad assumed. and became exasper-
ated.

** And I say the sale shall zo/ take place, Colonel La-
grange,” cried he, excitedly, as he grasped his hat and
rushed from the office.

CHAPTER IX.
ANDY RESOLVES THAT THE ULYSSES SHALL NOT BE SOLD.
NDY returned hemeward in a maze of conflicting sur-
mises as to the motives which actuated Colonel
Lagrange to withhold any explanation of his action.
He was manly, and proud in a certain way, and it deeply
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you know, the yacht is my personal property, and I don’t
see why I should submit to such an unnecessary, and appar-
ently arbitrary, action.”

* He may have good reasons for concealing his motives
from you.

T have no doubt he has, and he said as much, but I don’t
propose to be treated like an infant. I'm old enough to have
some voice in such a matter, and I don't mean to be ignored
in any such style.”

** Why not postpone the trip for a few days, and see if
you cannot arrange with your guardian not to sell the
yacht? ” suggested the captain again, and it was evident he
did not approve of disregarding the legal rights of the case.

« It is useless, captain,” replied Andy, not to be changed
from his purpose ; ‘* and, besides, it is very important that
1 should make this trip to Mexico without delay. I cannot
tell you why now, captain, but you know me well enough to
‘be convinced that I will not do anything criminal or reck-
less, and that I would not even do this thing if I hadn’t
very urgent reasons for it.”

1 am sure of that, Andy,” said the captain earnestly,
++ and you can give your explanation in'your own good time.
But liow about the funds for paying expenses ?

** That's all right. I have nearly ten thousand dollars of
my own in bank, and I guess that will keep us going several
months.”

¢« And if it doesn't, I have a little saved up you can use;
and as for salary, Andy, let that go till some time in the
future,” added Manning.

+ Thank you, captain,” said Andy, warmly, * but I don't
think we will need your money, or be compelled to withhold
your pay. When Colonel Lagrange finds the yacht 1s out of
his reach, I think he will be willing to defray her expenses
till we return. By the way, have you found a steward ?”

* Yes, sir ; but he will not be aboard till tonight.”

** Be sure he gets there, for we may start at any hour. I
have sent all my traps on board this afternoon.”

* Everything is ready, Andy, to get under way at a mo-
ment's notice. Steam is up, and the fires are banked.”

« By the way, captain,” suggested Andy, ‘‘don’t you
think 1t would be a good idea to shift your anchorage to the
lower bay > This would avoid any prospective purchasers,
and enable us to slip out of port before anything could bz
done to prevent us. I can come aboard in the launch off
Fort Hamilton,”

* Yes, Andy, that would be a good move, and I will see
that it is done at once. Do you think any effort would be
‘made to stop us?”

« 1 certainly do, if Colonel Lagrange had the slightest
idea that I intended to leave ; but he will have to act sharp
to stop us now.”

« He may send an officer aboard to take possession,” sug-
gested Manning.

¢ Let him,” smiled Andy, ** and we’ll give him a free trip
to Mexico. Be careful, captain, and let no one know of
your intentions,” continued he, as Manning took his depar-
ture.

Left alone, Andy tried to conjure up some plausible ex-
planation of his guardian’s intention to dispose of the yacht,
but he had to give it up as an impenetrable mystery. No
doubt he would know his reasons eventually, but then it
+would be too late to suit his present plans.

Of course, if he permitted the vacht to be sold, he could
make his journey to Vera Cruz by rail. He had no objec-
tions to traveling that way, .and was prepared to undertake
any sort of a trip that promised a clew to his cousin, but he
could see no necessity for it. The Ulysses was his property,
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as much as anything belonging to his father’s estate could
be, and he was not willing to believe there were any possible
grounds to warrant her being sold, the colonel's statement
to the contrary notwithstanding.

Colonel Lagrange, his friends, and even the officers of the
yacht, knew that his uncle (or father, as he was now known
to him), had intended making this intended cruise to the
south ; therefore he could make a call at Vera Cruz and
push his investigations in Mexico without creating any sus-
picion as to his real object.

If the yacht was sold now, and he made his journey to
Mexico by any other means, it would certainly occasion
comment and icquiry as to his purpose, for it would be use-
less to say he was going to a tropical country for pleasure
just at the beginning of summer.

Many would be the surmises as to the reason why the
yacht was sold, and there would be many questions which
would have to be answered with ** a cartload of falsehoods,”
or not at all.

Andy told himself he could never endure the humiliation
of confessing that his guardian refused any explanation for
the sale, and he would not tell a lie to shield his own feel-
ings. Besides, as he had fully determined to commence his
search in this way, and had looked forward with pleasura-
ble anticipations to this cruise, it was hard to give it all up
at the last moment.

He convinced himself that he had not asked an unrea-
sonable thing of his guardian, and was entitled to a little
more consideration than he had received. If he had, no
cne would be quicker to realize it than he, or more ready to
submit to his guardian’s action. The whole matter seemed
so erratic and inexplicable that he could not feel that he was
doing wrong in objecting to the sale, or even frustrating it,
under the circumstances.

These were some of the thoughts and mental arguments
that ran through Andy's brain for some time that afternoon,
and their only result was to strengthen his decision to disre-
gard Colonel Lagrange's advertisement, and get under way
at once.

He decided to start early the next morning.

CHAPTER X.
ON THE NAPHTHA LAUNCH.

Y the time Andy had reached the conclusion set down at
the end of the last chapter, the afternoon was well ad-
vanced, and he went out to make some necessary

purchases. He had already provided himself with several
checks of exchange on banks in Southern ports to defray ex-
penses. '

And he did not forget to write the letter to Seaforth which
he intended to leave at the Maritime Exchange, so that the
first officer would know where to communicate with him
when he reached New York.

These things attended to, the rest of the afternoon was
passed in a stroll up Fifth Avenue to Central Park and back,
for Andy was too full of thoughts concerning himself to care
to meet any of his friends ; and as he wished to keep his de-
parture a secret, there were no good byes to be said.

Following his tramp, he indulged in a luxurious dinner at a
famous and fashionable restaurant, to which he did full
justice.. Though he lived as well as if he was at the best
hotel in the land on board his yacht, he wanted to catch a
last glimpse of the votaries of fashion and the gilded youth
of Gotham. Though not **in the swim,” no one enjoyed
lovking on and studying character better than Andy. Be-
sides, at the present time, it would serve to help him partially
to forget his own unpleasant thoughts, and there was no
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TOM TURNER’'S LEGACY.*

BY HORATIO ALGER, ]JR.

CHAPTER XVIII.
CLARENCE AT BAY. - . -
T was twenty minutes before Mr. Pearson entered with
Tom at his side. ’

When told by his friend that his presence was de-
sired immediately at Mr. Thatcher's store he inquired,
* What's up now, Mr. Pearson? ’

*« John Thatcher’s got ten dollars on the brain,” answered
Pearson. e learned that a boy has been buying some
sleeve buttoas from a peddler, and tendering a ten dollar
bill in change. Have you had any business transaction of
that kind this morning?”

« No,” answered Tom. * I have no mouey for sleeve but-
tons. I need shirts more.”

«So 1 thought, but there's something very queer in the
story. The boy who bought the buttons gave his name as
‘'om Turner.”

** Then it's an impostor.”

«1 think the peddler told the story in good faith. He
wouldn’t have any object in mentioning your name unless it
had really been given him.”

+ Some boy must have used my name.”

« But what boy would have a ten dollar bill? I forgot to
tell you that the bil! in question has been recognized by Mr.
‘I'hatcher as one of those he lost.”

« How could he tell it from any other ten dollar bilt ? "

« By a mark in violet ink on the reverse side.”

* Then,” said Tom, ** there seems a chance of discover-
ing the real thief. I am glad of that.”

By this time they had reached the dry goods store.

As Tom entered, Mr. Thatcher eyed him with a look of
vindictive malice.

« Aha!" he said. * Now we will find out the truth about
the robbery. Tom Turner, you bought a pair of sleeve but-
tons of this man here, and paid for them with a ten dollar
bill stolen from me.”

« 1 beg your pardon, Mr. Thatcher, but you are entirely
mistaken. I have bought no sleeve buttons. and of course
I couldn't have paid for them with a ten dollar or any other
bill.”

* You young liar!” exclaimed Thatcher vehemently.
« Here is a man who will speedily convict you of falsehood.”

Tom turned, and for the first time caught sight of the
peddler.

« Do you say that I bought a pair of sleeve buttons of
you?" demanded Tom indignantly.

«+ Is your name Tom Turner?”

* Yes."”

* A boy calling himself Tom Turner bought sleeve but-
tons of me." :

**Am I the boy? "

« No, you are nvl.”

John Thatcher's countenance fell. He had expected to
convict Tom by the peddler’s evidence, but his witness
failed him.

« Look again ! ™ he said sharply. ‘* This boy is Tom Tur-
ner, and there is no other boy by that name in the village.”

«1 can't help that.  T/is is not the boy.”

The bystanders looked at each other. Who, then, could
the false Tom Turner be?

“* Won't you describe the boy who gave his name as Tom
Turner ? " asked Mr. Pearson.

*Begun in No 39t of THE ARGOSY.
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The peddler was about to do so, when Clarence, little sus-
pecting the trouble that awaited him, walked into the store.

“1 don't need to describe him,”said the peddler, ** for
there he is.”

Clarence stood as if petrified, is cheeks flushing, for he
saw that he was in a tight place. But he rapidly deter-
mined to brazen it out.

* What is all this about ? " he asked nervously.

* Did you buy a pair of sleeve buttons of this gentleman
this morning ? " asked Mr. Pearson.

* Yes,” answered Clarence, after a pause.

 Did you pay for them with a ten dollar bill 2"

* Yes."”

John Thatcher listened in amazement. Could it be that
his nephew—the son of Squire Kent—was the thief?

“ Did you give your name as Tom Turner?" proceeded
Mr. Pearson.

* Yes,” answered Clarence coolly.
because I was acting as his agent.”

* What do you mean ?"” demanded Tom quickly.

« Tom asked me to’ buy a pair of sleeve buttons for him,
and handed me a ten dollar bill. Here is your change,”
and turning to Tom he tendered him nine dollars in bills.

«+ Aha! we are coming to it ! ” ejaculated John Thatcher,
rubbing his hands in delight. ¢ Murder will out !

Tom put his hands behind his back. .

1 don't know what you mean, Clarence,” he said. * That
money is not mine, and I never asked you to buy any sleeve
buttons for me. I didn't know that there was any dealer in
jewelry in town.”

+ That won't do ! " shouted John Thatcher, pounding the
counter with his fist. ** You can't get off that way.”

« And here are the sleeve buttons,” continued Clarence,
drawing them from his vest pocket. *‘Take them! They
belong to you.”

« They are not mine, and I shall not take them,” said Tom
angrily. ‘I see your object, offering them to me. You
want to throw suspicion on me."

“1 knew my nephew was an honest boy,” said John
Thatcher. * Itstands to reason that he wouldn't give away
a pair of sleeve buttons and nine dollars to a party who did
not have a claim to them.”

« 1 didn't know the money was stolen,” said Clarence.
« If T had I wouldn't have had anything to do with it.”

« Of course you wouldn't,” said Thatcher. ** Why, Mr.
Pearson, (larence has already restored to me my wallet
with half of the missing money.”

 Where did you find it ? "' asked Tom abruptly.

 Not far from your house, under a bush,” replied Clar-
ence significantly. ** Fifty dollars were missing.”

** Just the amount you pretended to have received from
Judge Scott. Tom Turner.” said John Thatcher pointed!ly.

* Perhaps you will be charging Judge Scott with taking
your money next,” said Tom boldly.

« T am no fool ! retorted Thatcher. **1 can put two and
two together. Mr. Pearson, your young friend is in a bad
scrape.”

«1 don't see it.” said Pearson calmly. ‘I may as well
speak plainly, and say that 1 don't believe your nephew’s
story.”

« About what?”

« About buying the sleeve buttons for Tom. From what
I know of the two boys, I don't think Tom would be apt to
appoint him as agent. nor do I think Clarence would care to
act as such. Tom, did you know that there was a dealer in
jewelry in town? "

« No, sir ; not till T saw him here.”

« I gave Tom's name
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* I will do s0,” said John Thatcher.

Tom was thoroughly searched. IIe made no objection,
but presented every facility to the merchant. Nothing was
found but a little money, for which he could account,

* 1 don't find anything suspicious,” said Mr. Thatcher.

* Of course not. He's got the money at home,"” sneered
Clarence.

** You can search there if you like,” retorted Tom.

* Now it is your turn, Clarence.”

Clarence turned pale and looked nervous. He gazed
about him as if seeking some mode of escape, but it seemed
necessary to submit to the ordeal.

© Here,” he said, turning the pockets of his pantaloons
inside out, **I'll save you the trouble. Here's a few cents,
and here is a bunch of keys and a jackkmfe. I hope you
are satisfied now.”

* Have you no other pockets?" asked Mr. Pearson.

* Yes, there are pockets in my vest. Here is a lead pencil
and in the other pocket I keep my watch. You can feel for
yourself if you want to.” )

*‘I'ie boy doesn’t seem to have anything except his own
property,” said Mr. Thatcher, veering round again to sus-
picion of Tom. ** I suspect it’s the other boy after all.”

< Will vou open your vest, Clarence ?” said Mr. Pearson.

* Why should 1 open my vest?” faltered Clarence.

“ Because there is an inside pocket, I presume.”

*I never keep anything in my inside pocket.”

* Then you cannot complain of our examining it.”

“ Yes [ do,” answered Clarence, vehemently. ** 1 object
to being insulted.”

* We examined Tom's inside vest pocket.”

“You have searched all you are going to,” said Clarence.
*You seem to forget that I am a gentleman.”

*1 hope you are, but we must treat you and Tom alike.”

Clarence held together the sides of his vest firmly.

«* I shall not allow you to look any further,” he said.

Clarence's obstinacy aroused his uncle’s suspicion.

*« Hold him, Mr. Pearson,” he said, ** and I will examine
the inside pocket.”

Despite Clarence's struggles this was done.  The vest was
unbuttoned, and Mr. Thatcher thrust in his hand.

He drew out four ten dollar bills,

**Ha!"” he exclaimed, ** what have we here?
is the rest of the missing money.”

Clarence stood a picture of confusion. Even Tom pitied
him, though Clarence had done so much to throw the blame
of his own guilt upon him.

* (Give me the nine dollars you received in change and
the sleeve buttons,” said Mr. Thatcher sternly.

Clarence handed them over without a word.

* Now you can go!" said the merchant with a contemptu-
ous glare. **You are my nephew, and I shall not have you
arrested, though the proofs of your guilt are complete. I
should like to know, however, whether you stole the wallet
or found it.”

*1 found it,” answered Clarence faintly.
grive back the money after a few days.”

* Why were you going to wait a few days?”

« [ wanted to see if you would keep your word and pay a
reward for the recovery of the wallet.”

1 don't believe a word of it. Your buying the sleeve
buttons shows that you meant to use the money for your
own purposes. You can keep them if you like. I wouldn't
want to wear them.”

Clarence slunk out of the store and returned home with
‘eelings by no means enviable.  There was silence for a mo-
ment after his departure.

As I live it

1 meant to
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As Mr. Thatcher turned back to put the
drawer, Mr. Pearson said in a significant
you forgotten something, Mr. "Chatcher?™

** What?" asked the merchant, wheeling rout

* You have forgotten to ask pardon of Tom
your unjust and unfounded suspicions of him.”

* T acknowledge that he isn't guilty,” said That
wardly.

*‘T'hat is not enough.  You have hounded and pers
him, and it is your duty to apologize to him.”

*1 know how to behave without your telling me,”

* Gentlemen," said Mr. Pearson, turning to the half dozen
men who were gathered in the store, ** those of you who
think Mr. Thatcher ought to apologize to Tom Turner will
please raise your hands.”

Every hand was raised.

John Thatcher looked embarrassed and angry, but he was
politic enough to sce that he had better follow the counsel
given him.

“ We are all of us liable to mistakes,” he muttered, ** and
it seems I have made a mistake here.”

“Well2”

This came from Mr. Pearson.

* I am sorry that I had Tom Turner arrested, though you
must all admit that circumstances were very much against
him.” -

*That is only a half way apology,” said Mr. Pearson.

1 am satistied,” said Tom quietly, **and I am sorry for
Clarence Kent.”

* That is generous in you, as he even to the last tried to
throw suspicion on you.”

* We must forget and forgive,” said Tom.

He gave the signal to the rest by walking out of the store,
and the others followed.

Mr. Pearson walked along with Tom.

1 congratulate you on coming out of your troubles so
honorably,” said Pearson. *‘‘T'here’s not a shadow of doubt
now who took the money."”

** Clarence must have yielded to sudden temptation.”

*There is no excuse for him. He isn’t short of money.
His father keeps him well stocked with pocket money, and
he has no wants that his father is not ready to supply.”

I suppose he has formed extravagant habits,” said Tom.

**Which you have not?”

**No; I am satisfied if T can get a decent supply of
clothes., Necessaries are enough for me. I don't trouble
myself about luxuries.”

*Yet I shouldn't wonder if at thirty five you were a richer
man than Clarence. He has been too much indulged, while
you were learning to be self reliant and economgical.”

The next day it was rumored that Clarence had left Hills-
boro for a boarding school in the next county.

The rumor proved to be correct. The boy could not face
his townsmen, for he was well aware that within twenty four
hours every man, woman, and child in the place would be
made acquainted with his guilt. Squire Kent was exceed-
ingly mortified and humiliated by the knowledge of his son’s
disgrace. It happened singularly that the first words of
comfort came to him from T'om.

Meeting him the day after his songs departure, the squire
halted and said in a somewhat embarrassed tone, ‘I re-
gret, Thomas, that you should have got into trouble through
the fault of one of my family.”

It is all over now, Squire Kent,” said Tom.
Clarence gone to boarding school?”

*Yes; 1 trust that he will, under strict disciplive, over-
come his waywardness and atone for his fault.™

** Has

4

- !
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«Ttis as I say.”

* But how do you know?"”

‘ For the simple reason that he bought them through
me.”

*“When?" ‘

«« At different times during the last ten years.™

* But why did you never tell me this?”

** My dear sir, I don't tell one customer the business of
another.”

* But I was the old man’s nephew."

* True, but that would be no excuse for the violation of
confidence. Besides, the old man swore me to secrecy.
Now that he is dead, I feel at liberty to mention the
matter.”

« In what securities did Uncle Brinton invest?” asked
Hannibal eagerly.

¢« There were five Erie bonds of one thousand dollars each,
some Government bonds, twenty five shares of New York
Central, and small lots of miscellaneous securities, amount-
ing, I should say, to about ten thousand dollars in all.”

“You don't tell me so?” ejaculated Hannibal Carter,
wiping his forehead, which always became moist under the
influence of agitation.

« Certainly I do. for I bought the securities for him.”

* You are sure it was he?”

* Of course, no one could mistake old Brinton with his
rusty camlet cloak and cowhide shoes. He seemed about as
much at home in Wall Street, as a cow in a lady’s parlor ! "

t But where can he have hidden this property?” queried
Hannibal, again using his handkerchief to mop his brow.

«I don't know, I'm sure. You ought to be better able to
answer that question.”

Mr Carter leaned his head upon his hand in anxious
thought.

+«] had some suspicion of this,” he said. ‘I felt sure that
Uncle Brinton left more than®he property disposed of in his
will.”

** He may have secreted them somewhere about the house
or grounds.”

Just what I thought, ard with this idea I bought the
house and lot from my old maid cousins.”

+ Pretty shrewd of you. How much did you pay?”

« Three hundred and seventy five dollars, at least a hun-
dred dollars more than the property was worth.”

« Well, have you searched it ? ”

I should say I had,” answered Hannibal emphatically.
* I have dug beneath the cellar floor, and plowed up the lot
outside.” :

*« And have found nothing ?”

« Not a solitary gold piece.”

** That is strange.”

“ Do you think Uncle Brinton left his bonds in any safe
deposit vaults ?”

* No, he was not the sort of man, in my judgment, to
trust them out of his sight. They may yet be secreted about
the house or grounds.”

« ] will search again.”

* You will be wise to do so.”

I can't think of any other place where he would be likely
to hide them.”

< Didn't you make mention of an old trunk? "

« Ves, there was an old trunk of clothing which was left
to Tom Turner.”

« And who is Tom Turner?”

* Grand nephew of the deceased.”

* It is not impossible that the bonds are hidden in that
trunk.”
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*Good heavens! if it were so Tom would come in for a
fortune.”

** How long since your uncle died ?”

* Two months.”

** And how long has this Tom Turner been in possessior
of the trunk ?”

¢ About that length of time.”

** Evidently he hasn't found anything yet, or you would
have heard of it.”

I don’t know. I have had no communication with the
boy since the day of the funeral.”

*“You don't know whether he and his mother have ap-
peared to become suddenly prosperous?”

. NO." .

** The boy may be sly, and in the event of making any
discovery have kept it to himself.”

** True, true ! ” said Hannibal uneasily.

* Was there any significant remark accompanying the
bequest of the trunk?”

*Yes ; Tom was cautioned never to part with it.”

*That means something, probably. It is unfortunate.”

** Why so?™

* Because otherwise I would have recommended you to
buy the trunk from this boy at any reasonable price.”

“I'll do it!” ejaculated Hannibal. * To think that I
should have paid a fancy price for that old shanty, when
very likely I could have bought the trunk for five dollars.’

* But the boy was especially cautioned not to part with it."”

** Oh, that's all nonsense. The trunk itself isn’t worth
over a dollar, and the boy and his mother are hard up. You
wouldn't catch them refusing ten dollars.”

*I don’t believe ten dollars would buy it.
justified in offering twenty five.”

¢ But suppose I get hold of it, and find there is nothing in
it 7" said Hannibal irresolutely.

*Oh, well you know the old saying, * nothing venture,
nothing have !’ Think of the great stake you are playing
for—ten thousand dollars at least.”

** You believe there is really as much as that?” queried
Carter, dazzled.

** Yes, and moré. I have reason to think that your uncle
never collected the interest on the bonds, and some of these
he must have had at least ten years.”

*“ Why, the interest would nearly equal the principal! "

¢ Precisely! And yet you are afraid to risk twenty five
dollars for the purchase of the trunk !

**Say no more ! I'll go to Hillsboro tomorrow, and see
what I can do with Tom Turner and his mother.”

Hannibal Carter rose, and left the broker’s offce with a
new light of hope in his eyes.

“I'll have that trunk if it costs me a hundred dollars!™"
he muttered.

You would be

(To be continued.)

A STAY-AT-HOME TRAVELER.

THE problem of being in several places without moving from one

to the other has been successfully solved by a Maine man. Says the
Lewiston Fournal :
* A Franklin County farmer has been a sort of stationary traveler,
He was born in 1819 in New Vineyard, which was then in Kennebec
County, Massachusetts, The next year Maine became a State, and
afterward that part of New Vineyard was set off into Industry, Som-
erset County. When Franklin County was formed, Industry was
made a part of it, and since then that corner of Industry has been an-
nexed to Farmington,

Thus it happens that Mr. Charles Graham, of Farmington, Frank-
lin County, Me., who is seventy one years old, has always lived where
he was born, and yet has resided in Massachusetts, in Industry and
New Vineyard, in Somerset and Kennebec Counties.
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are after us. Here they come, here they come ! ” added the
boy, mad with excitement.

** All right, Ned. You're among friends.”

As Brown spoke—for it was he with a little band of police
and friends which he had collected in Bateman for the pur-
pose of capturing Starlight and his gang at Norton's Gap—
the four bushrangers came rushing to their doom.

As they dashed up quite close to where he and his friends
were standing, Ned heard Starlight say to the men, for he
had to raise his voice to make himself heard above the noise
of the horses :

‘ Where on earth have they got to? I can’t hear them.
If they escape us, I shall think my luck has deserted me at
last.”

As he spoke, the leader of the capturing party—Collman,
the chief storekeeper of Bateman--sprang out from the side
of the road, and snatched at his bridle, crying :

* Your luck Aas deserted you at last. We've got you this
time, Starlight.”

But the bushranger was too quick for him. He instantly
saw the trap he had tumbled into, and, pulling his mare up
suddenly and lifting her head round by sheer strength, he
put her straight at the fence which divided the road from
the edge of the precipitous side of the creek.

As the beautiful gray rose to the leap, Starlight shouted
out, with a mocking laugh:

*No, not yet; you haven't got me yet!"

They could hear him crashing down the steep. rocky side
of the ravine, brushwood and dead scrub cracking before
him, and loosened stones leaping after, and then, at last, a
great sudden splash as horse and rider plunged into the
swollen stream of the flooded creek.

No one dared risk his neck following him. Indeed it
would have been useless to seek him that night, it was so
dark. When a search was made the following morning, no
trace of Starlight or his horse could be discovered.

As his body was not found the searchers could not even
tell whether he was really dead or whether he had added
another to his long list of daring escapes.

Thus, as mysteriously as he had lived—for no one knew
who he really was or whence he came—Starlight vanished
from the country side which he had infested and plundered
with impunity for so long.

The three other men, who had not been quick enough, or
who had not had the courage to follow Starlight’s bold ex-
ample, were speedily captured by Brown and the party with
him. Although they fought like demons, they were soon
overpowered, and, with their hands secured behind their
backs, were ignominiously led into Bateman a couple of
hours afterwards, in charge of the valiant Collman.

These three were Wetch, Middance, and a German named
Schnadd. The villainous Keggs was afterwards captured in
Bateman, and, in company with them, he was sent down by
the police to Bowen, where they were all tried some weeks
after, and punishment for their crimes meted out to them. .

Thus Starlight's gang was broken up, the only two mem-
bers of it remaining, Foster and another man, decamping
before the raid was made next day upon Norton's Gap.

When the three bushrangers had been secured and sent
off in safe custody to Bateman, Ned at once led Brown, and
the one or two men of the band that remained, to the place
where Jack and Crosby had turned off from the road, but
they were unable to find them.

* Don't worry about it, Ned,” said Brown. ‘*Jack knows
very well where he is. and he's gone home over T'aunton’s
old run. If we ride back at a brisk pace, we will be there be-
fore him.”
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It had happened just as Brown had suspected. Not
knowing of the relief party coming to their rescue, and be-
lieving that Ned would ride into Bateman without stopping.
Jack had determined to turn off from the road so that, by
crossing Taunton’s and getting upon their own run, he could
reach home sooner than by following the road.

He had become terribly anxious about Crosby, for, whemn
he next spoke to him, after the bushrangers had dashed
past. he received no reply. The man had fainted from loss
of blood.

Amber, full of spirit though he was, could no longer go at
more than a footpace, the last wild burst, with his double
burden on his back, having quite exhausted him, so that
Jack was compelled to slow down when, more than ever, he
wished for speed.

He still managed to keep Crosby from falling from the
horse, but the strain upon him was growing very severe, for.
the inert body of the man swayed with every movement of
the animal, and he had to sustain his whole weight by sheer
strength. Crosby’s broken arm hung limp and useless by
his side, and his heavy head fell back on Jack's shoulder.

How slowly the night rolled past! Surely, Jack thought,
it must soon be day. In his impatience it seemed to him
that they did no more than creep.

He felt that Crosby's body began to grow cold in his arms,
his wet clothes clinging about him, and chilling him to the
bone. He feared that he might slip from insensibility to
death, before the help, that was now so near at hand, could
be reached.

The horror of those long hours, in the silence and the
darkness, with the dead or dying man, he knew not which,
lying inertly in his stiffening arms, Jack never forgot. The
rain had ceased, and above the dark outline of the distant
hills the late rising moon rode slowly through the sky.
Dimly, through the widening rifts between the clouds, it
shone upon them, tingeing the drifting vaporous edges with.
a dull yellow.

By its pale light Jack noticed that Crosby’s wound still.
bled, and this gave him some faint hope, for he saw that life
was not extinct. Pulling up a handful of his blood stained
shirt, and crumpling it into a ball, Jack placed it over the
wound and firmly pressed it there to stop the bleeding.

He was very tender with him, and he almost felt, despite
his anxiety to get his friend safely home, that there was
something akin to happiness in thus being the one to minister,
however roughly, to his wants ; and the realization that he
alone, with his right arm, upheld the brave fellow on the
horse, added a sort of suppressed exultation to his love for
the man who had sacrificed so miuach for him.

As the night cleared, familiar sounds awoke in the bush,
the edge of which they were skirting. The very voices of
the night birds seemed to give Jack welcome home to Wan-
daroo.

At last he reached the fence of the great home paddock.,.
and managed. with his one arm, to move the top rail of the
slip panels. He passed through, Amber neatly stepping the-
bottom rail.

How rear he felt to home at last ! The very fragrance of
the moistened earth seeemed different from any other in his
loving nostrils.

At length the last hill was climbed, and the house, with
many windows ablaze with lights, was in full view. With
a wildly beating heart, Jack crossed the yard and reuched
the door. He could not get off his horse without some help,
sn, sitting where he was, he called to those within.

The door was flung open, and a flood of light poured out
and fell upou the foam flecked, sweating horse, the blood.
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stained, hatless, and white faced rider, and the apparently
lifeless burden that he held in his arms.

Half terrified, Mrs. Bezzling, who had appeared, drew
back. and Nellie took her place.

*“Jack! Oh,is it you? Thank God!"™

For a moment Jack tried to speak, but in vain. The words
would not come.

Nellie saw his trouble, and guessed its object.

* All goes well,” she said.

Others then came rushing out from the house and took
Jack’s burden from him, and helped him from the horse.

Jack staggered into the house, and saw them place Crosby
on a bed.

* God bless him ! " he said brokenly.
with him. He saved my life.”

(70 be concluded.)

* Be very tender

ERRORS OF SPEECH.

V.
'« Where love is great, the Zitt/est doubts are fear."—Shakespeare.

HETHER from a desire to copy the immortal poet
just quoted, to patronize regular inflections, or, as
is more probable, from carelessness, if not igno-
ran 2, v.e often hear, and sometimes see, the word **lit-
tlesu used as a superlative. It is not superlative nonsense
exactly, for there is such a word, and it may become stan-
dard at length through constant repetition, but its use at
present is only provincial and colloquial, and it is better to
say ** smallest " instead, until * littlest ” becomes recognized

by grammarians.

A very common error is made in the use of superlatives,
when two objects only are compared. Thus the proverb,
++ Of two ewvils choose the less,” is often misquoted ** Of two
evils choose the least.” In one of the editions of Charles
Reade's ** Foul Play,” in the forty fifth chapter, occurs the
statement, ** And, of the two, Helen was the happiest.”
That must have been a printer's blunder. for surely Reade
would have written ** happier.” The principle is a very
simple one. Employ the comparative degree whenever two
objects or persons are contrasted.

It is a sad thing to make a ig blunder in speech just when
you are trying to be correct. It proves conclusively that
there is some truth in Pope's well known epigram :

t A little learning is a danger. is thing ;
Drink deep, or taste nat the Pierian spring."

Thus it is less noticeable, because more common, when
one says he ** viewed the risin’ moon from his winder,” than
when anotlier—who is especially careful of his o-2's and his
sn-g's, and has a dim consciousness that a ** setting hen " is
an impossible fowl—declares that he ‘* leaned against a mar-
ble pillow and watched the glorious sun s behind a moun-
ting.” Yet we have listened to errors as absurd, if not as
comprehensive.

The word ‘ forward " is often miscalled ** forrud,” and
some persons who lhave corrected themselves of this habit,
carry their zeal too far, from ignorance of orthography, and
call ** forehead ” ** forward ” ; others, who know how it is
srelled, call it fore-head,” with painful preciseness.
Though there is some authority for the last, the best pro-
nunciation of all is ** for’ed "—hardly to be distinguished
from ** forrud.”

A favorite word with these mistaken, yet would-be-correct
speakers, is ** shew,” wkich they invariably pronounce as if
deriv 1 from Shoo Fly ! and use it in the past tense.

But it happens that s-h-e-w cannot be distinguished from
s h-o-w, unless it is written. It is a difference of orthogra-
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phy, and not of orthoépy ; of spelling, not of sounds, and
both forms are in the same tense.

Now, although we never knew any one to put his foot into
this skew, save when, like Topsy, he was ** trying to be
good "—i. e., correct—yet Webster says : ** The use of skee
(pronounced shoo) for shewed or showed, common in some
parts of the United States, is a gross vulgarism, which can-
not be too carefully avoided.”

While we are on the subject of various spellings, we will
digress to say that sfrast is a word whose meaning is often
unknown. Comparatively few people are aware that the
* strait and narrow way " might be a very crooked one, and
yet involve no paradox, while half the tailors who know how
to make a strait-jacket would put in a g-4 in spelling it.

These two orthographies were interchanged, it is true, in
former days, but Webster states that ** straight,” meaning
narrow, or close, is properly written s¢rast, while he desig-
nates the use of sfrast for straight, as ** obsolete and im-
proper.”

Until the zeal of spelling reformers shall sweep our ety-
mology by the board, let us observe the distinction in our
written use of these words, for ¢ straight " comes from the
Anglo Saxon streccan, to stretck(and a stretched line is
strait, as every carpenter knows), while ** strait” is derived
from the Latin stringo, to bind tight or press together, as
a strait waistcoat or a boa-constrictor would do.

First and last are often employed with the cardinals, two,
three, etc., when speaking of a series. In such cases some
say ** the first two,” * the last three,” while others mention
the ** two first ” and the ** three last.” Is there any prefer-
ence for one form before another? There is decidedly.

Strictly speaking, only one of a series can be first or last;
therefore ** two first ” involves a contradiction. But we may
speak of the ** first two,"” since in that case the two are con-
sidered as one group, and there is the implied thought of a
* second two,” a ** third two,"” and so on. Reverse the pic-
ture, however, and see how soon we become entangled in
absurdity. Grant that * two first” is correct, then we
should also have ** two second,” ** two third,” and the like,
which would be sheer nonsense unless speaking of more
than one series. Remember, therefore, to say ** first two ™
and not '* two first.”

A word that, while proper enough in itself, 1s often misap-
plied, is expect. Expectation always looks into the future,
and does not concern itself with present facts. You may
expect what wzl/ be, but cannot expect what is. To illus-
trate : You may expect a friend will visit you. You may
heur the whistle of a coming train, and start for the station
expecting to meet him there; but you cannot expect he is
aboard the train ; you can only suspect, presume, imagine,
or guess at that. Still we hear such meaningless expres-
sions as ** I expect he is a very fine man,” ** I expect itis
very bad traveling,” etc., all of which should be carefully
avoided.

We think it a safe estimate that we never heard fifty per-
sons pronounce the words * arctic” and ** antarctic ™ cor-
rectly. Many pronounce ‘ ordeal” in two syllables, as if
spelled or-deel. Teachers and pupils alike often talk of
having recess, and some who wish to air their * learning ”
call *“ ingusry,” ¢ fnquiry.” If a friend should ask for your
** address,” it might not be in good taste to correct him, yet
he ought to thank you for it if done privately and with tact.
While *“ essay " and **escort” are variously accented ac-
cording as they are nouns or verbs, *‘discourse,” ** ex-
changes' and ‘* extreme ” never receive the accent on the
first syllable.  ** Detail ™ as a verb has the last syllable ac-
cented, as a noun it may be either.
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apartment. Suddenly they rested on puss, asleep at Har-
old's feet, and instantly the joke maker’s lips began to move
noiselessly. It was evident he had hit on an idea, and was
xtruggling to give it expression.

It doesn't fit as pat as I hope to make it after a little
polishing,” he said, when he had scribbled a few lines on
the sheet of paper that had for so long remained ominously
white ; ** but tell me what you think of this,” and he read :

** Why is a tabby asleep on a tree trunk like the list of
publications sent out by a publishing house? Because it is
a catalogue.”

The ambitious author looked up expectantly, but Guy said
nothing, and Ruth had but the faintest shadow of a smile
on her fair face as she said gently : ** But that isn't a joke,
my dear Ward, it's a conundrum.”

‘ Well, what of that? That makes it all the better,
doesn’t it? Getting two things for the price of one, don’t
you see?”

But Ward did not speak in a very confident tone. It was
evident that the cold reception accorded his first effort
affected him considerably.

1 told yon I hadn’t smoothed off the rough edges yet,”
he said half apologetically. ‘* You see that * a’ bothers me.
It doesn’t come in the way it ought to.”

It most certainly did not, and after twenty minutes’ steady
thinking in the effort to subjugate it, poor Ward was forced
to give up the attempt in despair, and with it all hope of
utilizing Emperor as the text for his initial essay in the field
of comic literature.

* But everything requires practice,” he tried to encourage
himself by reflecting. **I got pretty near it that time.
The next trial ought to end in success.”

For the second attempt, he got up and began to watk up
and down the little room, allowing his eyes to rove in every
nook and corner of it.

¢ Surely I ought to find something funny in a flat,” he
mused. ** The papers have been full of squibs about them
for years."”

But that was the trouble of it. Every good idea on which
he struck, he found, on second thought, to be the reminis-
cence of some bright bit he had already read in the papers,
and after half an hour’s further trial, he threw down his
pencil in disgust and went off to bed, thoroughly worn out,
not to say discouraged

CHAPTER XXIV.
A STRANGE NIGHT ADVENTURE.

WEEK went by. Mrs. Hammersley grew no better,
and still required constant attendance, so that Ruth
could not think of seeking an opening for teaching.

Besides, there was nc one but herself to see after the house-
keeping. Ward had walked the streets day after day in
search of work, and finally succeeded in finding a job in a
drug store which brought him in but four dollars a week and
required him to work for it fourteen hours a day. But he
was so discouraged with his weary quesi. that he readily
closed with this offer and was fain to consider himself lucky
to get even that.

Meanwhile the finances of the little household were being
steadily depleted. The doctor was a stranger and must be
paid promptly, while the same was the case with the medi-
cines, even though they came from Beman & Bawn's, where
Ward was employed.

Already a portion of Guy's income had been encroached
upou instead of being rigorously set aside for rent day, now
less than three weeks distant. What they were going to do
poor Guy could not conceive. He was certainly doing his
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part, as a salary of ten dollars a week was undeniably a good
one for a boy of seventeen, but then it did not go a grest
way toward supporting five persons.

Night and day poor Guy studied over tbe problem, bu*
could find no solution, unless indeed a visit to a shop under
the sign of the three balls might serve to give them a tem-
porary lift. But every time this thought occurred to him a
shudder passed through his frame.

Every fine night he took long walks. He could think more
clearly then, it seemed to him. Besides, he needed the ex-
ercise ; then he could stop for Ward on the way home, for
the poor fellow did not get oft till eleven. So after dinner,
he sat by his mother’s bedside till she fell asleep, then put-
ting on his hat and coat and leaving Ruth and Harold busy
over some book they were reading together, he would go out
for a long walk down towards the heart of the city.

One Monday evening Mrs. Hammersley fell asleep while
they were at dinner, so Guy started out at seven. By eight
he reached the theater district, and just as he was approach-
ing one of the larger houses a carriage, with coachman and
footman on the box, drew up before the éntrance. The
footman sprang down to open the door, and quite a young'
couple alighted. By the glare of the electric light Guy
recognized the fellow he had seen twice before on Fifth
Avenue, once walking and the second time driving in style.

Now, as he saw him by the side of a young girl in
evening dress, both talking animatedly of the evening’s en~
joyment before them, Guy was irresistibly reminded of sim-
ilar episodes in his own life, and for one instant, he changed
his course and took two steps behind the two, trying to im-
agine for the moment that his happy past was back again.
and that he too had come in a brougham to the'play house
with a fair young companion at his side.

But it was only two steps he took. His hard, practical
sense quickly usurped the place of sentiment, and in another
second he had turned on his heel and was taking great
strides toward Madison Square, as if eager to put his weak-
ness as far behind him as possible.

He took a longer walk than usual, and when he passed
that same theater on his way home again it was haif past
ten. The play was not over yet, but just as he reached the
entrance to the lobby a young man with his hat pulled downr
over his eyes and his coat collar turned up, came out. As
soon as he reached the sidewalk, out of the glare of the
lights, he stopped, and leaning his head against the side of
the building, groaned aloud. )

Thinking the man must have been taken ill and might be
in need of assistance, Guy went up to him, and touching
him on the shoulder, said kindly: ‘* Excuse me, but you
seem to be in trouble. Can I do anything for you?”

‘“Yes, if you would be so good as to }ut me out of exist-
ence, and thus do away with the necessity of my committing
a crime to accomplish the same thing myself.”

The man had turned on him suddenly, almost fiercely, and
Guy saw that he was quite young, and with a face of singu-
lar refinement. Then, while our hero was collecting his
thoughts from the confusion to which they had Leen put by
the unexpected response, the stranger went on in a softenect
tone :

* But I beg your pardon for breaking out in this way. I
don’t mean it, believe me. You have a good face, and must
possess a kind heart. If you will just let me walk with you
a way, you can help me by listening to my " tale of woe,”"
and the young man gave a mirthless laugh as he quoted the
name of the popular song.

** Certainly,” replied Guy. * 1 am going to walk all the
way to Harlem and shall be glad of company part way.”
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** Yes, and my last,” came the prompt reply. ** Of course
I was lifted to the seventh heaven when it was accepted,
and I can see now acted like an idiot by talking to every-
body I met about it, telling them how swimmingly the re-
hearsals were going and all that.”

** But it may not be as bad as you think,” Guy went on,
really wishing that he could pour some balm on the wounded
spirit of this sensitive soul. ‘‘ Perhaps the piece is already
saved by the last act.”

¢ Oh, I know better than that, better than any one else can,
how highly improbable that is. Why, it was so bad' that the
audience actually got to laughing in the wrong places. Oh,
it was fearful, I got as far back in the box as I could
and didn’'t dare go out between the acts for fear of the
talk about the *frightful bore, don't you know,’ I should
hear in the lobby. I really don't know what's going to be-
come of me.”

** Then you had staked everything on the success of this
play,” said Guy, who naturally just at present, looked at
all the evils that might befall mankind, from a financial
standpoint. ** Will the loss be very heavy?"

**Oh, I don't care a penny about that. My income can
easily foot the bills. It’s the social side of the thing that
just knocks me over. How can I go out in society again and
hear people whispering to one another, * Oh, there goes
Shepard. He was the fellow who wrote that play that failed
so dismally at the Criterion'? The only thing for me to do
is to keep in the dark till I can find something else connected
with the theater, other than play writing, in which ] can
interest myself."”

On hearing these words a project suddenly shaped itself
in Guy's mind that for an instant almost took away his
breath. It seemed so stupendous, so utterly out of the
bounds of possibility.

And yet, even though there was but a slender thread on
which to hang a hope, ought he to let this opportunity slip
without putting out a hand to at least make an attempt at
grasping it ?

CHAPTER XXV.
MR. ARTHUR SHEPARD.

UY and his peculiar companion had by this time
reached the neighborhood of Central Park, and the
former had now learned that the other’s name was

Arthur Shepard, that he was quite alone in the world so far
as immediate family was concerned, although he had a host
of relatives eager to fawn upon him by reason of the for-
tune his father had left hin. Having a strong taste for the
stage, he had taken up play writing, and, as he numbered
among his large list of friends many actors and not a few
managers, he had had no difficulty in getting his comedy ac-
cepted.

All this he told with the frankness of a child.

* Somehow it comforts me,” he explained, ‘* to be able to
talk in confidence to a fellow I've never seen before. You
see it can't do any harm; he doesn’t know any of my
friends, and he can't very well carry tales. I don’t know
but gossip would iose all its sting if it were only carried on
among total strangers. It would stop.every time then,
don't you see, with the first person who heard it.”

Whether impelled to do so by these philosophic precepts, or
influenced by the example set him, Guy is not certain, but
he soon found himself telling bits of his own life history to
Mr. Shepard, and thus the way was paved for him to broach
the matter upon which he felt so much might depend.

** Mr. Shepard,” he began suddenly, ** you just now said
you wished you knew of something besides play writing in
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which you comu interest yourself. I wonder if you are not
the very person a small half brother of mine would like to
meet."” )

** What do you mean?” exclaimed the other excitedly.
* Give me something now, at once, to fill my thoughts in
place of this dreadful fiasco, and you will merit my lasting
gratitude. You see, my dear boy, the penalty cf bLeing
born rich. One has got to have a fad to furnish himself
with occupation, and when one of these fails him—as mine
has just done—he must straightway find another, or die of
ennui. Now tell me about this half brother of yours.”

* Well, I only make bold to mention the matter at all,”
began Guy, ** because you have some connection with the
theater, and I think therefore that you might be able to take
an interest in Harold’s aspirations. He wants an opening
to become an ‘infant phenomenon;’ in short, to play
¢ Fauntleroy '! He knows the story by heart, and ever
since he discovered an article in the paper telling how many
children there were throughout the country playing the part
of the little lord, and giving the amounts of the salary they
received, he has been very anxious to get an opening some-
where, and do his share toward paying the family expenses.”

** But has he really talent, do you think ?” said Shepard,
who was listening with the most rapt attention.

** Miss Farleigh says he has. You see she is the only one
to whom the boy has confided his ambitions, and it was only
a day or two ago that she told me about them. She says
that when they are alone together up there in the flat ail
day he reels off whole chapters of dialogue from the story.
Now I notice that the manager of the Criterion has some of
the rights for * Fauntleroy, so I thought you might at least
bring Harold to his notice.”

** How old is the boy, did you say?”

*¢ Just ten.”

*“ Is he dark or light? "

* Light; a blonde, with blue eyes.
Cedric Errol in looks.”

* Will you bring him down to my rooms in the Jura to-
morrow night? English will want something to take the
place of my play right off. and if this boy turns out to be a
real phenomenon, he can put * Fauntleroy ’ right on. If, as
yvousay, he knows the words already, I'll undertake to coach
him for the part in a week's time, and manage the tour for
him. All this, of course, if he turns out what we both trust
he will. I scarcely dare hope it, though. If you knew the
number of children that have been brought to English since
the Fauntleroy craze started, and had seen for yourself, as I
have, how ill qualified they were for the part, you would
understand what I mean when I say that I * scarcely dare
hope.” You can come with him down to the Jura tomorrow
night, can you? You know where it is? ™

** Oh, yes. Ilived there myself once and have a friend there
—Bert Arlington. Perhaps you know him?”

** Arlington ! Of course I do, and a nice fellow heis. He
can tell you about me, and convince you that I am all right,
if you did find me butting my head against a brick wall like
a Harlem goat. But I must leave you here. By the time I
get back to my rooms everything will have quieted down,
and I needn’t meet anybody till morning, when I hope I
shall have quieted down too, thanks to you.”

**Tome!"” exclaimed Guy in surprise. ¢ Why, I haven't
done anything to help you, I am sure.”

‘* Why, yes you have. You came up and spoke kindly to
me when you didn’t know I had money. I tell you, we
chaps who are afflicted with wealth appreciate little things
like that. But good night. Here is my card. I shall ex-
pect you and the boy tomorrow night about eight.”

Oh, he's a regular
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He held out his hand, shook Guy's heartily, then turned
on his Leel and strode rapidly back towards the heart of the
town.

** Well, of all the queer adventures I ever had, this is the
oddest,” soliloquized Guy, as he quickened his own steps in
order not to miss going home with Ward. * I'll ask Bert all
about Shepard tomorrow. Maybe he's a crank, and is put-
ting on airs about his being so wealthy, and all that,
although I don't believe it of him. There's that outspoken
frankness about the fellow that impels me to trust him
almost in spite of myself. Wonder what Ward will say to
the affair?”

He reached the drug store just as his friend was leaving,
and at once told him the story of his strange encounter.

* By Jove, the fellow had been drinking, hadn't he?” ex-
claimed Ward, when Guy was about half through the recital.

** No, indeed, he hadn't, or I'd have detected it, but wait
till you hear the rest ;" and Hammersley then went to tell
about Harold and the possibility of his finding an opening
to act the star role in a popular play.

* Great Caesar, if that goes through, that ten year older
will be carning more money a week than you and I put to-
gether ! and Ward gave vent to a long, low whistle, which
might mean either supreme satisfaction or the reverse.

** Well, T believe they get all the way from twenty to
seven hundred dollars a week,” responded Guy.

** Seven hundred ! ejaculated Ward. ** Don't believe it,
not to doubt you, Hammersley, but the newspaper in which
you saw the statement. But do you suppose his mother
will let him act, 1f this manager says he will do?”

1 think so, ves, if we do not say anything about it till
we bring back a favorable report from Mr. English. So be
carcful how you speak about the matter at home before we
learn the decision.”

The next day, as soon as he reached the office, Guy asked
Arlington what he knew about Shepard.

* Oh, you mean the fellow whose play failed so dismally
at the Criterion last night ! ” exclaimed Bert. *‘‘ 1 was there
myself, and a worse fiasco I have never seen, though the
actors did their very best to save it. I understand that
English has already decided to take it off at the end of the
week. But about this Arthur Shepard. Do you know
him 2"

** I have met him,” answered Guy guardedly. He did not
wish to say much about him till he had heard Arlington's

.opinion of the man.

** Well, you found him a little queer, I'll veuture,” went
on Bert. ‘* But he's an awfully good hearted chap, and 1
feel downright sorry for him. Still, he can easily afford to
Jose any money he's sunk in the venture. He's said to be
worth three or four millions."

A customer coming in claimed Guy's attention at this
point, and nothing further was said on the subject. But he
had learned enough to convince him that Shepard was a
gentleman, and when he went home that night he was in a
more excitable frame of mind than he had beeu in since his
mother had fallen on the stage at Brilling.

Harold had not been told yet, but as soon as he had seen
his mother that night, Guy called the boy into their bed-
room and suggested that he had better pnt on his velvet
suit.

* And perhaps Miss Farleigh has a red sash she will lend
vou,” he added. ** Your overcoat will hide it while we are
on the cars,”

* Oh, Guy,” cried the boy, his eyes dilating.
told vou about it 2"

“ Yes; and you are going with me to a manager tonight

** Has she
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to see what you can do. Who knows but you will be the
one to raise the fortunes of the family to the top notch ?”
(70 be continued.)

S. C. F., Chicago, 1Nl
R. R., Boston, Mass.
to the voice.

voice,

F. W. D., New York City. As THE ARGOSY is not a political jour-
nal, it does not fall within our province to institute comparisous be-
tween living statesmen,

CoNsTANT READER, Philadelphia, Pa. 1. Read carefully the pre-
taium offier on our last two pages. 2. It is uncertain just when a new
story by Mr. Munsey will begiu in THE ARGosy.

0. K., Milwaukee, Wis, Typewriters cost all the way from $15 to
$125 apiece, according to make and size.  Some can learn to use the
machine in one or two lessons, others take longer.,

Tne IrRvinG Baseball Club, of New York, challenges all uniformed
clubs whose players range from 17 to 19 years of age. Out of town
nines preferred.  Address S. L. Philips, so Cliff 5t., New York City,

SHORTY, New York City. 1. There is no known method by which
a person can make himself tall or short ; a good many are of the opin-
ion, however, that smoking by boys tends to prevent growth. 2. We
never criticise the handwriting of our correspondents.

H. K., Stamford, Conn. You do not state whether you wish infor-
mation regarding man's or woman's dress. Ira Perego, the Fulton
Street clothier, publishes a little monthly devoted to the former, wlile
the New York Monthly Fashion Baszar fills the bill for the latter.

OLD FasH, Jersey City, N. J. No premium on the United States
cent of 1817. Your English copper of 1749 is a George 11 farthing,
and not 1are.  ‘The same may said of the next two coins you mention,
while the one without lettering or date is evidently so worn as to be
valueless,

T.T.

No preminm on the half dollar of 1808.
1. Ail heavy and indigestible fuod is harmful
2. Lemons are frequently used by singers to clear the

1. We do not know of the existence of any book on loco-
motive engineering, 2. One of our authors is now engaged in writ-
ing a railroad story for us entitled ** Train and Station.” 3. We be-
lieve that the World's Fair is to be inaugurated in )892, and will con-
tinue through 1893.

J. C. M. W, Kalamazoo, Mich. 1. The firm mentioned is still in
existence, although we believe that one or two of the partners have
withdrawn, Their publishing house is at the corner of Broadway and
Eighth Street, New York. 2. Frank H. Converse wrote nine serials
for THE ARGosy. His first one began in No. 16, Vol. I. 3. The
series is no longer issued.

WouLn BE LocksMITH, Albany, N. Y. 1. Yes, the trade of lock-
smith is quite a gnod one, a good deal depending, however, on the
locality where it is established. 2. It is not as confining as many
others. 3. The wages paid vary with the location of the shop. 4.
An apprentice must serve from three to four years, Consult Harpers’,
Scribners', or Appletons’ catalogues for a list for a list of books on
scientific subjects.

NEMO, Edgar, Neb. 1. The best hunting grounds in the country
are the northern Rocky Mountain States and Territories, especially in
the vicinity of the National Park. 2. Hunters, when out on an expe-
dition, stay away anywhere from two weeks to_two months. 3. A
trip to the above named regions could be made for traveling expeuses
and $25 a month for each person. 4. Dogs would be useless. §.
Bear, deer, the usual small game of the North, and excellent fishing
are to be found in the Lake Superior region.

MILITARY MATTERS.
YOUNG MEN who wish to join Company A, Cavalry, 5th Regiment,
National Cadets, please address James P. McRickard, P’. O. Box 2592,
New York City.
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IN THE SUNK LANDS;

OR,
THE ADVEN'TURES OF THE X.T. C. QUARTETTE.*
BY WALTER F. BRUNS.

CHAPTER XXIV.
WHAT THE SMALL BIBLE CONTAINED.

" I am glad that money is on its way to the right party
again,” I said, with a sigh of relief, after the wagon
had disappeared.

“ Well, there’s plenty of work to be done yet,” returned
Bob. ‘¢ All those traps to be taken up.”

* And there is enough of them, too,” added Joe.

* Do you think we can get them in before dark?” Iasked.

**We can try,” replied Joe. * Treve and I will take up
the ones on land, and Steve and Bob can take up the others
with the dug-out.”

** Aud bring in sonie ducks for supper.” finished Treve.

* I don’t suppose it would break Isaac Jimmerson if we
missed a trap or two,” [ said to Bob, after the otners had
departed and we crawled down to the dug-out.

* Hardly. We want to get everything done, so when
Swnmy comes back in the morning for the traps and our-
selves, we won't have to do anything but load up and pile
in.”

Frequent expeditions after water fowl had made us per-
fectly familiar with the management of the dug-out, and,
under the powerful influence of two strong paddles, it darted
up stream like an animated being.

We knew thelocation of the traps almost as well as Sammy
did. One of us generally accompanied him, while the other
three took the land route.

The dug-out darted from one side of the stream to the
other, shot into silent lagoons and narrow bayous. We
gathered in the traps and the game some of them contained,
and by the time the eighty odd were secured it was growing
dark.

So we stopped long enough to scare up a flock of teal,
dropped seven out of the lot and then made for home. The
others were there before us, tired and hungry, with their
traps and fur dumped down by the door.

There was a merry quartette in the cabin that night. The
fire roared and crackled, and the wind moaned through the
tree tops. Bob was telling an admirable ghost story.

** The phantom rider bore down on him——"

Bob’s voice sounded far away. What the phantom did
when it reached him, or whether it rode him down I am un-
able to say, for when I awoke the fire had burned down and
the others were snoring melodiously. I could almost hear
the thunder of those hoofs as I hastily tossed more wood on
the fire, and then rolling up in my blanket, dozed off, to
be hauled out by Joe at an early hour.

The door of the bear trap was dropped, to prevent any
animal being caught and starved to death, and the dug-out
was hauled out of the water and ence more propped up mn
the hollow tree. Sammy arrived soon afzsr, having made a
quick return with the empty wagon. We loaded on the
trunks, the traps and ourselves, and, whistiing to the dogs,
started on the first installment of our journey homeward.

** Is the money safe ?" was my first question.

* All safe. Maw took to Patty like a duck to water.”

This was good news. It was not long before the Quartette,
partially to lighten Loafer’s load, but more for amusement,
were down on both sides of the wagon diminishing the num-
ber of quail.

#Begun in No. 387 of THE ARGOSY.
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* Things air turnin’ out right along . ke they oughter,”
said Mr. Isaac Jimmerson, shaking hands all round. * Got
the fourteen hundred back agin, an’ fu1 _nough to pay you-
uns’ fare down yere an’ back an’ a good deal over.”

** Where does Sammy come in? " I asked mildly.

* Oh, he don’'t ask fur anythin’,” said Mr. Jimmerson
liberally.

*“Then,” said I, ** speaking for both myself and the rest,
with the exception of what specimens we select for ourselves,
will you turn over to Sammy whatever amount the fur is
worth, and give him permission to pay us a visit? "

Mr. Jimmerson stared at us in blank amazement.

* And it won't half repay our indebtedness,” added Bob,
who with the others had been made acquainted with
Sammy’s desires.

*I will ef y'all say so,” he returned, and the look on his
face told that he did not understand it.

So Joe obligingly explained our reasons. Sammy abruptly
left off unharnessing Loafer and disappeared around the
house. Mr. Jiilnmerson was surprised, and also so tickled at
the thought of Sammy’s becoming a *‘ book l'arnt feller ”
that he immediately departed in search of him, and a little
later the latter was the happiest boy ir the State.

** Steve,” said Patty, as we were all gathered in the general
sitting room that evening, * I'm jess dyin’ to know what
them papers in the Bible says, an’ now's as good a time as
any.

* Why. I had torgotten them entirely,” I replied. ** Now
we will soon know what has been troubling the mind of this
young lady for I don’t know how many years.”

Everybody crowded around as 1 pulled out the small
Bible and laid it on the table. Mrs. Jimmerson placed the
candle in the most advantageous position, and the little Jim-
mersons opened their eyes and mouths to their widest
extent. '

There were two envelopes, yellow with age. both sealed
with a large daub of red wax and both of which had been
broken. Amid a death-like silence I extracted a folded slip
of parchment paper and read the label, written in a cramped
hand :

* The last will and testament of John S. Halford !

“What under the sun,” began Bob, but stopped as I
opened it and continued : X

** Being in a sound state of mind and health, I, John S.
Halford, do hereby give, devise and bequeath to my only
daughter, Geraldine Halford, all my property, both real and
personal, wherever found or however situated, including
twenty three thousand dollars in United States four per cent
Government bonds, etc., etc. Said bonds and all rights and
titles belonging to me have been placed in the hands of one
Claribel R. Simpson—"

* Oh!" burst from the rest of the Quartette.

*To be conveyed, with the said Geraldine Halford, to
Memphis, Tenn., to be placed in charge of— —"

There the will abruptly left off, signed, but neither dated
or recorded. * Well, that beats me,” said Joe, turning it
over in his hands. * He must have drawn it up himself.
Evidently the one Claribel R. Simpson was either the sister
or the wife of our highwayman.”

«And I suppose the twenty three thousand dollars in
Government bonds has gone the way our fourteen hundred
would have gone had not that accident happened,” remarked
Treve.

“Well, where is this Geraldine Halford?"” I wanted to
know.

Joe gave me a peculiar look and elevated his eyebrows at
Patty across the table.
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Boose was left in charge of Sammy, who promised to keep
him for us until we came down the next fall, for shooting
was too good there to run the risk of finding new fields.

Mr. Jimmerson undertook to teach Brute some tricks and
thus enhance his value. We learned afterward that the cub
grew considerably larger, and, rebelling one day, knocked
‘his tutor through a two inch plank door, whereupon the lat-
ter grew disgusted and scld him to a showman for forty five
dollars, which he forwarded to the X. T. C. Quartette and
would listen to no refusal on our part to take.

Sol Dunlap ferried us over Maumelle Lake. We noticed
lie saki nothing about ** them air Simpsons ™, when he saw
the young lady accompanying us.

Jim Mills received Loafer reluctantly, but was apparently
well pleased at the fact that he had not been compelled to
provide for him for a month.

CHAPTER XXV.
CONCLUSION.
o ACK again, eh? " said Mr. Roberts as I walked into
the office next morning.
“*Yes, sir.” . :
¢« Had a good time, I suppose? What's the prospect on
pelts? How's Jimmerson?"

Thereupon I told our story and answered his various ques-
tions pertaining to the business,

Later in the day he came around and said :

 Look up that Appleton account again, will you? I be-
lieve you were working on that the day before you left.”

So I went to the vault and hauled out the books of the pre-
vious year. The papers I had used when checking up the
account before were as I had left them ; but it was not these
that caused me to give a gasp and then shout :

* Ceesar's ghost! I have it!”

There canme a crash in Mr. Roberts’s office as that nervous
gentleman overturned his chair and his ever overturning
inkstand. Then I grabbed a long yellow envelope, covered
with pencil marks, and, shoving my trembling fingers inside,
drew out the first fourteen hundred dollars that had been
placed in my possession for Mr. Jimmerson to call for !

1 flew into Mr. Roberts’s office, collided with him as he
was coming out to see what the trouble was, and then, as he
sat down violently in the waste paper basket, I shot across
the floor, plunged into a Japanese screen and narrowly es-
caped going into the fireplace.

* Hi—ho—how ! " he spluttered. ** What’s up?™

* Neither of us,” I retorted. ‘* Natives dropped a quarter
of a cent by the market report this morning.”

He glared at me as though undecided whether to be angry
or not, and then, perhaps remembering that he should make
allowances for a person just returned from a month's sojourn
1n the sunk lands, replaced his spectacles and stared at the
money I placed before hin.

* Why—why, where did this come from?"

«* That is the mouey we thought was burnt,” I explained.

+¢ I—I don't understand.”

+ Neither do I, unless I placed it in iast year's books by
mistake and left Davis's consignment out for Mr. Jimmer-
son.”

«* Which Mike burnt up, and which accounts for our not
being able to find it. Quite a remarkable incident. Well,
well !

*If Jimmerson Aad called and I had given him the con-
signment papers instead of the money, I would have been
placed in just as bad a light,” I told myself, as T returned to
work *If I had not been so worked up over the hunt it
would not have happened.”
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That evening the X. T. C. Quartette met in the club room
for the first time after their arrival home. Of course the
guns and rifles had to be polished and put in their respective
places, as well as the rest of the accoutermeunts.

I told of my good fortune, and then Bob said :

*The X. T. C. Quartette seems to have taken Patty's
financial affairs under its direct supervision, and Steve and
Treve's mother and sisters, herself. As the president and
general manager of this illustrious body, I have interested
father in her behalf, and he promises to see that her fortune
is properly deposited.”

*“ And Patty has decided that she will attend the young
ladies’ seminary with Edith, so we are going to lose sight of
her for awhile,” I added.

** Great Heavens !” exclaimed Bob. ‘¢ Will we have to go
hatless and crawl into her presence on our knees? "

* Never!” [ retorted. ‘*No one will ever get any such
fandangle ideas into her head. Patty 1s too sensible a girl
for that.”

And I am glad to say she was.

Sammy paid us a visit before winter was over, and of
course was visibly impressed with his first venture into a
city ; but the X. T. C. Quartette gave him no time to be
bashful, and shoved him through and into everything in a
way that must have mnade his hair rise.

He has since educated himself. and through Mr. Jimmer-
son's and my efforts. secured a good positicn in the fur de-
partment of Mr. Roberts's establishment, with a snuyg little
fortune and a great, large chance of promotion. He never
fails to accompany the Quartette on their annual hunting trip
to the sunk lands. :

Jim Lacy and his followers paid us a visit when we hunted
in his region the next season, but did not molest us, and
soon after disappeared. We never heard of them after-
wards.

Miguel wandered into Mr. Jimmerson’s settlement not
long after we returned home; but wandered out consider-
able quicker when four men started for him with guns. He
has not been seen there since.

Bob, Joe and Treve remain as of old, although I notice
they have begun to cultivate a down on their upper lips and
the nightly meetings in the club room are less frequent.

The last time I saw Bob he hinted that receptions, balls,
operas and musicals, claimed the majority of evenings in the
week, and I suppose it is the same with the rest.

Aud Patty—well, you should see her, for words can give
but a poor description. Four years in a seminary have done
wonders. She no longer says “ hit" for it, or * jess” for
just, but is a brilliant conversationalist. You would see a
vision of loveliness, with bewitching blue eyes, creamy com-
plexion and a wealth of golden hair. She is the brightest,
wittiest—but there, perhaps I am prejudiced. No doubt
Bob was joking the other day when he asked me if any date
had been decided on.

Just before we indulge in our annual hunt we have a gen-
eral meeting in the club room, and if any outsiders are pres-
ent, they generally ask for an explanation of our aim aund
object. Then Joe, who, by the way,is about to be admitted
to the bar, will recount the adventures we met with when
on our first hunt IN THE SUNK LANDS.

THE END.

THE NEUTRAL POWER.
FRIEND OF THE FaMiLy—* I am afraid you little fellows don't
always agree. You fight each other sometimes, don't you ? "
Twins—* Yeth, thir, thumtimth.”
F. oF THE F.—*'* Ah, I thought so. Well, who whips 2
Twins—* Mamma whipth."—Philadelphia Times.
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IF THEY STICK.

HorLis HOLWORTHY—'* My dear Miss Roseleaf, you girls are like
postage stamps.”

Miss ROSELEAF—** Why, you foolish boy ?”

HoLLis HOLWORTHY —'‘ Because you are necessary to the exist-
ence of the United States male.”—Harvard Lampoon.

*x %X ¥ %k
REASONARLE.

RazzLE—** Did you notice how many new clothes Robinson has ? "

DazzLE—** Yes, That's the only way he can stave off his tailor.”
—Clothier and Furnisher.

* %x X % .
NO CHARITY.

‘“ MaY I take a kiss belore I go, dearest ? " said George, as he pre-
pared to depart,

** You may borrow one, George,” said the charming Jeunie, * but
you must not take one, for mother has repeatedly cautioned me against
giving kisses to any one.”

So George was obliged to borrow.—Boston Courier.

*x X Xx x

FROM the class of recent immigration, it would seem that the steam-
ship companies think there is always room at the bottom over here.—
Puck.

** GRFAT cry and little wool,” was what the colored man said on be-
ing shown his newborn baby.—3osfon Courier.

* *
SAD ACCIDENT.

MRs. O'COORK—*‘ Arra worra, an’ so poor little Teddy do be dead.
Phat happened 'im ? "

MRS. MCQUIRK—** Poor angel! It wor an accident. You know
how the broth av a bye wud amuse hisself breakin’ Chinymin's win-
dies, an’ t'rowin’ bricks at the haythen ? "

Mrs. O'CooRK--** Yis ; bliss th’ dear choild's sowl.”

MRs. MCQUIRK—** Wull, this avenin' he t'rew a brick at a Chiny-
min, but he made a mishtake, poor bye, an’ hit an Qirish leddy. She
kilt "im.”"—Puck.

x %k X %
A CURIOUS ERROR.

CLARA—'* Well, to tell the truth, dear Charley—"

FrRANK—** Charley 2"

CraRA—*'*I mean, Frank. 1 declare, how absent minded I am.
thought it was Thursday instead of*\’\"ednesrlay."—Texu: Siftings.

x * *

VERY NEAR IT.
ETHEL REDDY—'* Mama, won't you please ask Dr. Doce to look at
my little sick ducklings 2"
MRS. REppy—** No, no ; run away ! Dr. Doce isn't a bird docror.”
ETHEL REDDY—'* Well, papa said last night he was a quack doctor.”
—Piuck.

AMOUNTS TO A GOOD DEAL.

BLIFKINS—** Pshaw | All this toggery and finery that women put
on is disgusting. It's always hats, ribbouns, laces, dresses, jewelry,
shoes, gloves, and —and—what does it amount to, any way ? "

BENEDICT—** Ye gods and little fishes! Amount to! Just gaze at
that millinery bill for my wife's spring toggery. What does it amount
to! Whew | "—Light.

* % kX
BASE IS THE SLAVE.

Lucy—** Mr. Paidupp careless in money matters, Charlie! Why, I
always thought him so particular.”

CHARLIE—** Not a bit of it. He no sooner gets a few pounds than
he goes and squanders it all on his d;bts.;--‘ﬁun.

AN ECCENTRIC “SLYCOON.”

In Illinois a small cottage just at the edge of a recent cyclone was
moved by the wind thirty or forty feet without injuring the structure
materially. The family was scarcely aware of the movement, but
coals were scattered (rom the grate upon the floor, and there was danger
of a conflagration. The head of the family seized a bucket and Lasten«
ed to the well for water, but no well was to be found ! The house had
covered it, but the patrarch did not notice this fact. Rushing back to
the house, he exclaimed,

** Maria, thet war the daggondest slycoon ever heern on. It hes
blowed the well clean off the lot, without even leaving a stun to tell
whar it war ! "— Zexas Siftings.

——
A FOURTH OF JULY EPISODE.
** WHAT are you doing there, my boy 2’
‘1 just dropped a squib in the kerosene and I'm watching to see if it
goes off.”
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TMPORTANT NOTICFE.

Any reader leaving home for the summer months can have
THE ARGOSY ferwarded to kim every week by the news-
dealer from whom he is now buying the paper, or he can
get it divect from the publication office by remilting the
proper amount for the time he wishes to subscribe. Thres
months, one dollar ; one year, four dollars.
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A SERIAL BY A NEW WRITER.

Next week we shall lay before our readers the opening in-
staliment, and a good long one it will be, of

THE MYSTIC MINE;
OR,
STRANGE ADVENTURES IN MEXICO AND ARIZONA.
BY WILL LISENBEE.

In bespeaking a cordial reception for Mr. Lisenbee's serial
awe can best express our opinion of it by saying that it con-
tains just those elements which experience has laught us
tend to make stories the most popular. * The Mystic Mine™
Is sure of a wide and enthusiastic circle of readers.

* X% Xk X

“ \VON'T you please speak into my phonographalbum? "
This may be the request which, within the next
few years, will come to take the place of the pleadings for
autographs in the ears of poets, statesmen and other * big
guns.” And surely there would be more entertainment in
looking through a book filled with sentiments uttered in
the very tones of the famous ones’ voices, than in one con-
taining merely the mute scrawls of their signatures.
Again, how interesting a family voice album would be.
There is Master Reginald now, just cutting his teeth.
Should his mother be possessed of one of these unique
volumes he could have the satisfaction of comparing his
own infantile wails with those of his son and heir when he
arrives at the dignity of papuhood. You sce the possi-
bilities of the phonograph album are boundless.
* k% x .
’I‘HIS is the age of clubs. Everybody seems anxious
nowadays to band with somebody else and organize
a society for any and everything. Given a new pursuit,
whether of an outdoor or indoor nature, straightway sev-
eral of its followers meet and form themselves into a club.
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We dare say if carriage riding had been as recent an inno-
vation as bicycling or amateur photography, we should
have the owners of stylish turnouts dressed in uniform and
besieging the parks in circus-like processions. We now
await daily the announcement of a Phonograph Club.

But perhaps the most singular of all the associations are
those that meet once a year to celebrate the anniversary
of some mischance or calamity in which the members
played a part. One of these, composed of the newspaper
men who reported the terrible scenes at the Johnstown
flood, had a banquet in New York on May 31, while every
12th of March a company gathers at a house in Orange,
New Jersey, to revive memories of their common experi-
ences in a train that was ’'stalled in the ever memorable
blizzard.

* ok kX%

THE world hears a great deal of Stanley nowadays, and
certainly, if any man has truly won the fame which
now crowns his work, it is this brave, intrepid explorer of
the African wilds. And yet, without in the least detract-
ing from the glory that belongs to this heroic traveler,
how true it is, as a contemporary puts it, that “ there are
countless lives which, in unbroken continuity of toil, par-
allel Stanley’s journey, and yet are unattended by any of
the inspiring circumstances which sustained the explorer.”
For these there is no pageantry to anticipate, no recep-
tions by monarchs, nor fabulous sums to be paid for a rec-
ord of the privations endured. And the burdens that they
bear may be ail on account of another’s shortcomings, and
even from him they may receive not one atom of grati-
tude. Still their endurance is self denial of the noblest
type, and the consciousness of this fact should serve, in
some measure, to re-animate and encourage these unac-
knowledged heroes.
£ %k k%
NCE more Independence Day comes round, and calls
for a display of that patriotism which, we are happy
to note, Americans are becoming fonder of exhibiting than
has been the case of late years. For this we think we
have to thank, in great measure, the movement for giving
flags to the public schools, concerning which THE ARGOSY
has kept 1ts readers well informed.

Let our beautiful banner wave then on the ever glorious
Fourth, while beneath its rustling folds we count up the
blessings we realize from our lot being cast in the land of
which it is the emblem.

x Xk %k X%

ANOTHER triumph for baseball! It seems that our
great national game has lately been instrumental in
promoting the use of the English language.

This unprecedented feat was wrought in a certain dis-
trict in the West, thickly settled by Germans, who had re-
tained the tongue of the fatherland in preference to apply-
ing themselves to the acquirement of that of their adopted
country. But as time went on, they succumbed to the
allurements of the diamond, and as there are no Teut-
onic terms for “ foul ball,” “out on first,” “liner,” “ three
bagger.,” and so on, they were perforce obliged to use the
English words to describe the plays, and so the entering
wedge was driven in, and the rest followed as a matter of
course, for English is now the language of the settlement
for all purposes.
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HOW YOU CAN MAKE MONEY.

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

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

I hereby subscribe for THE ARGOSY for one year, 1o be mailed to me cach week, postage
paid, and “The Boy Broker™ and “Under Fire,” each by Frank A. Munsey (two dollar volumes), and agree to
pay for the same five dollars as follows: $1.00 with this subscription and 50 cents each month thereafter
until paid. [t is agreed that the books are to be forwarded to me immediately upon receipt of the one dollar
by FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, but that the title to the books is to remain in the name of
FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY until the full five dollars are paid.
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We will send you these receipts on application, and will also send blanks giving full instructions how
to manage the business.

SPECIAL OFFER THAT WILL INTEREST YOU.

With a view to your becoming an Agent for THE ARGOsY we will make a reduction of One Dollar
letting vou have the two books for yourself and the year's subscription to THE Arcosy for FOUR
DOLLARS instead of five (five being the price to all except those who act as our agents). You would
pay on the installment plan, as others do, one dollar with your order and fifty cents a month till the other
three dollars are paid. We will enter your name on a special agent'’s receipt, which says four dollars
instead of five (you now pay $5.20 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 offer please write us saying you will try to secure subscriptions for THE
ARGOSY, and on a separate sheet of paper copy the above receipt and sign it. Make it read exactly the same with this
exception, namely —insert the words Four Dollars where the above receipt says Five. This reduction is made
with the understanding that you wiil try and secure subscriptions to THE ARGOSY among your friends.

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

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




