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** Confound it, you insulted us, you youny boor,” he burst
out vehemently, ‘* aud I mean to make you take it back——"

*“ Oh. you do, do you?" said Brad, stepping away from
the wall.

* Yes, I do. Dr. Hope may take into the academy any
sort of characters he chooses to pick up, but I don't intend
to take any insolence from them. If you don’t know how to
keep a civil tongue in your head, I'll teach you—"

* Well, well,” interrupted Brad, raising his voice some-
what, ** and who are you that you can talk so freely to a
stranger without allowing him the right to answer you
back.” .

** Who am I? Who am I?” repeated Ivers, completely
exasperated. ** Well, it’s plain you don’t know. My name
is Sidney Ivers, and it is my father who owns Hosmer. Do
you see that fence? " and Ivers pointed through the window
to a barbed wire fence that ran along some distance behind
the school building. ** This whole estate down to that fence
belongs to my father--now you know who you are talking
to.” Ivers had partly forgotten his anger for a moment in
his anxiety to make an impression upon Brad. As he fin-
ished speaking, he looked at the other as if he expected to
find him crushed and overwhelmed. But Brad was not
crushed. On the contrary, he had simply made up his mind
that it was time to put a stop to this nonsense.

Stepping nearer his visitor, he said, in tones that were
quiet but somewhat more earnest than before :

* So your father owns the estate, eh! Well, I'm pleased
to know you are so well fixed, and I'm glad to make the ac-
quaintance of a young gentleman of so much property. It
does me honor. And now let me tell you whoIam. My
name is Brad Mattoon. I've traveled almost everywhere,
seen almost everything except a young gentlemen’s select
academy, and now I've come to try a tura at one. 1 have
no property to worry me, no money, nothing in fact except,
perhaps, a half ownership in this room. I dida't under-
stand you to say that you owned the academy and the
ground it stands on, so I suppose you don’t own this room.
Now just let us understand one another. [ don’t want to
quarrel—I came here to try to behave myself, and I won't
make any unnecessary trouble; but let me tell you now,
ounce for all, that if you try to bully me any more or come
into this room again uninvited, I'll open that window and
throw you out, and then pitch you over that fence cn to
the * estate ' where you belong.”

All this, delivered in a cool manner that betokered no an-
ger or resentmeunt, almost took Ivers off his feet with sur-
prise. He gasped, staggered back, and stared at Brad in
speechless amazement for a moment. Whatever course of
conduct he may have contemplated, however, must be left
a matter of doubt, for, before he could recover himself, a
voice was heard in the hall.

« Mr. Ivers, be so kind as to step this way.
speak with you.”

Both boys turned. A gentleman stood in the doorway
looking at them—a gentleman of about thirty five years of
age, of rather slender and delicate build, with a pale, hand-
some face partially concealed by a full black beard.

It was quite evident from his tone and manner that he
had overheard at least a part of the conversation that had
taken place. Ivers stood a moment in hesitation; then,
with a hasty exclamation of aunoyance, he scowled fiercely
at Brad, turned on his heel and left the room. The two had
hardly departed when Perry Landon came briskly in.

¢ Oh, here you are ! " he exclaimed. ** Well, how do you
find things? Getting acquainted rapidly ?” -

** Yes, very fast,” answered Brad dryly.

1 wish to
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* T saw Sidney Ivers just leaving the room.”

¢ Oh, yes ; Mr. Ivers has been specially attentive,” said
Brad cheerfully. ** He came all the way up stairs here to
tell me who he was and what his father owned.”

Perry burst out laughing.

*“ Well, what do you think of Sidney?” he asked.

* To do him full justice. I must say I think he is a coward
and a bully, and as vain as a peacock.”

Landon looked at Brad in surprise. ** You've struck the
nail square on the head that time,” he said soberly ; * but
how did you guess his character so quickly ?*

‘* Because he showed it to me all at once. I've a sneaking
notion that he came up here really to punch my head for
something 1 said to him down stairs, but he didn’t get down
to business somehow, s0 I've no respect for him. Nobody
but a coward and bully would talk so long about what he
was going to do, and nobody but a vain young cad would
blow so much about who he was.”

Brad then proceeded to relate what had happened. Perry
Landon listened seriously, and with evident respect for
Brad’s cotiduct. When the latter had finished, he said :

** Well, it would have served Ivers right if you Aad
pitched him out of the window, but I am sorry it happened.
I know Sidney is a bully  He tried to bully me when I first
came here, and I had to show him I wouldn’t stand it before
he stopped. I found it was bad business quarreling with
him, though—not on my own account, but because of Dr.
Hope. You see, Sidney goes home and tells his father
everything, and then his father makes it disagreeable ror
Dr. Hope.”

Brad was thoughtful.

*Oh, pshaw ! I'm blamed sorry about that. I suppose
now I've caused a mess of trouble. Who was that gentle-
man with Ivers in the hall?”

*That was Mr. Prentice, Dr. Hope's assistant, He is a
very nice man—a hard student and a good teacher—but he
is very quiet, and keeps to himself most of the time.”

** He looks like an invalid,"” said Brad. ,

‘“ He is nevgr sick, except with nervous headaches,” an-
swered Perry. ‘I think sometimes he may have some
trouble or other to worry him, but none of us can tell. He
won't let us get well acquainted with him.”

*I was noticing his voice when he spoke,” said Brad.
** He seems to have a foreign accent, Itsounded French.”

** We have not noticed it,” answered Perry, ** though it is
quite likely. He teaches modern languages, and may have
caught the accent.” .

At this moment the nimble Samuel’s brass buttons ap-
peared at the door.

* Dr. Hope wants to see Mr. Mattoon in his library,” said
Samuel.

‘ Well, I suppose I'm in for it now,” muttered Brad.
* Oh, my! oh, my! I'm afraid I won't do for a young men’s
select academy at all. I'll have to go back to the * Cinder-
ella’ again. Allright,” he called cheerily after Samuel’s re-
treating form, ** tell Cap'n Hope that I'll report for service
in a jiffy.” Scarcely noticing Perry Landon's laughter of
amusement at his rough and ready address, Brad performed
a hasty toilet, and proceeded down stairs to Dr. Hope's
library.

CHAPTER V.
FIRST IMPRESSIONS.

RAD was very agreeably surprised in his interview
with Dr. Hope. He had expected at the very least a
severe reprimand, for he was determined that he

would not vindicate himself by repeating Sidney Ivers's
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words, and without doing that he saw that the circumstances
appeared to be against him. Dr. Hope, however, received
him very kindly.

* Well, my boy,"” he said, ** you have made an unfortu-
nate beginning, but, as I happened to overhear what took
place in the hall previous to your going up stairs, I know
that you are the least to blame. I am very sorry it hap-
pened,” and here a shadow crossed the doctor’s face, the sig-
nificance of which Brad could guess from what Perry Lan-
don had told him, ** but I believe you conducted yourself as
well as possible, under the circumstances. I would warn
you, however, to be guarded in your manner toward Ivers
in the future. He has a rather strong temper, and is apt to
be hasty at times. I have already spoken to him very
plainly as regards his share in the aifair, and I do not think
he will repeat it, but I must also ask you to be careful to
avoid all trouble. Congenial fellowship is what we endeavor
most of all to promote here. Aud now tell me how you left
Mr. Parker. He is an old friend of mine, you know, and is
one of our trustees.”

Aud so the conversation turned to other topics, Dr. Hope
leading Brad on to talk about himself, his past life, his
future plans and kindred subjects, until, when the interview
ended, the latter felt himself thoroughly at home ; while,
encouraged by the doctor’s kind words of assurance, his
doubts concerning himself had altogether disappeared, and
he began to look forward to a season of student life with a
genuine sense of pleasure.

¢ It will soon be lunch hour—one o'clock is our time—and
you will have a chance then to see all the boys and make
acquaintances,” said Dr. Hope as Brad rose to go. At
this moment a loud and rough voice sounded in the hall
immediately outside.

*Is the doctor here?
right in.”

Brad had just time to note a slight change of expression
on Dr. Hope's face, when the door burst open and, heralded
by a column of tobacco smoke, a large gentleman in a riding
suit, with heavy boots and whip, entered the room. Without
removing his hat, he nodded familiarly to Dr. Hope and
took his cigar from his mouth.

** Good morning, doctor,” he said in a harsh, unpleasant
voice. **I've come down to talk over that affair of Dick
Barney's.”

* Very well, Mr. Ivers.” answered the doctor in his soft,
gentle tones, that contrasted strangely with those of his
visitor.

« Mr. Ivers, eh!” exclaimed Brad to himself ; ** so this is
the owner of the Hosmer estate, and the father of that nice
young man who wanted to fight me! Well, well, they are
a pair, I guess, to judge by their looks."

** Will you be seated ?"* said Dr. Hope, courteously proffer-
ing a chair.

Mr. Ivers was about to take the chair, when his eyes for
the first time rested upon Brad.

“ Hullo! who is this?” he asked.

* Our new student, Bradley Mattoon,” answered Dr. Hope,
in his pleasant tones.

*“ Humph ! ” exclaimed Mr. Ivers, as he gave Brad a long
stare of disapproval. * Where do you come from, young
man?”

¢ From New York last,” answered Brad.

¢ Bradley was intraduced to us by Mr. Raymond Parker,”
explained Dr. Hope.

A sudden flush mantled Mr. Ivers’s almost colorless face,
and his cold gray eyes flashed for a momeat. He bit his lip
and scowled angrily at Brad.

All right ; never nund, I'll walk
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‘**What! Do you come from Parker?” he exclaimed.
*“ Any relative of nis?"

** No,” said Dr. Hope before Brad could answer. -+ Mr.
Parker is an old friend of Bradley's, and learning that we
had a vacancy here, he sent him out to me with a letter of
introductipn. I think Bradley will do very well—"

* Haven't you a list of preferred names to select from to
fill your vacancy ? " interrupted Mr. Ivers.

**Oh, of course,” answered Dr. Hope somewhat more
firmly, * but I used my own judgment in preferring Brad-
ley. I considered Mr. Parker’'s recommendation the best
ground for preference.”

*“Humph! Well, Raymond Parker's is not the sort of
recommendation I carve for—still, that is not what I came to
talk about. Let us get to business,” and Mr. Ivers seated
himself. Brad immediately seized this opportunity to slip out.

* Phew !” he said to himself when at a safe distance from
the library, ‘* what sort of a place have I struck anyhow? I
seem to run up against trouble wherever I turn. Young
Ivers was bad enough, but the old one seems, if anything, a
bit worse—for all the world like a malignant old spider, and
I suppose the estate is his web. Well, I hope Dr. Hope isn’t
in it, that's all —small show for him if he is.”

At lunch Brad found himself seated beside Perry Landon
at one of four tables that comfortably filled the bright, sunny
dining room. He was then for the first time afforded an op-
portunity of studying the faces of his various fellow students.
‘T'he three other boys besides Perry Landon and himself who
sat at his table impressed him very agreeably. They
nodded pleasantly to him when he seated himself, and by
their manner and conversation set him at ease almost imme-
diately. One of them specially interested Brad—a small,
slender, pale faced boy with spectacles, who looked about in
a timid sort of way and seemed to be frightened when any-
body spoke to him. He spoke seldom himself, and when he
did it was in a meek little voice, scarcely audible above the
hum of general conversation. .

*Oh, that's Rob Wilton,” whispered Perry Landon in
answer to Brad’s inguiry. ‘¢ We call him the * little domi-
nie.’” He is the son of a missionary and came here from
India, where he was brought up. He is a little soft, and en-
tirely too goody goody, I'm afraid. for this place. We can’t
help laughing at him sometimes, though it is a perfect shame
the way some of the fellows bully him, for he is a nice little
chap in his way.”

From a general glance around the room Brad rightly in-
ferred that the boys represented excellent families, and, for
the most part, families of wealth. ‘I'his latter seemed most
evident in the case of the four young men seated at the next
table to Brad’s. One of these Brad readily recognized as
Brayton Arkell. The others were evidently particular
friends of his.

** Who are those fellows ? " asked Brad.

** They are the swell set,” answered Perry with a slightly
sarcastic accent. ** For some reason unknown to any one but
themselves they think they are a little above the rest of us,
so they hang together usually. We call them the * upper
four,’ though there are really five, for Siduey Ivers goes
with them all the time.”

 Are they all like him? " asked Brad, fearing that his list
of acquaintances would hecome very limited.

* Oh, no. They are all right. We don't mind their little
airs. Clarence Bliss and Arthur Paton, the two sitting op-
posite Arkell, are good enough in their way, while Eugene
Clifford is about the most influential fellow here. He leads
in nearly everything. He is a smart student, the best all-
round athlete in the academy, and has any number of small
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accomplishments. He is very quick at learning anything,
and does everything with a dash that is simply fascinating.
You can see for yourself that he has plenty of good looks.™

Brad watched Kugene Clifford throughout lunch with
growing interest, and could not help admiring his strong,
well built figure and handsome face. Brad was a close and
accurate observer of human nature, however, and could de-
tect in Clifford's manner a certain amount of self conscious-
ness.

* Well, he s a fine looking fellow," reflected Brad, ** but I
don’t believe any one admires him any more than he does
himself. Still, I can’t blame him when he has so much to
be proud of.” ’

While Brad was gathering impressions concerning the
other boys, they were forming an estimate of him, and the
general decision was strongly in his favor.

* I think he is one of the most interesting fellows I ever
met,"” said Fred Dawson, one of the most thorough and
faithful studeuts in the academy, when discussing Brad with
a group of boys on the following afterncon. ‘* What he
hasn't seen of the world isn't worth meutioning. Igot more
points of information from a short talk I had with him this
morning than I have learned in a month. He scems to
have been everywhere, and yet he is as modest as can be in
talking about what he knows. I had to draw him out with
questions, but once started, he told me enough to fill a book."”

“* Well, if he knows so much,” said Clarence Bliss with a
short laugh, ** why don't he know enough to dress well? He
looks like a hired man in that corduroy suit.”

** 1 admit it isn't swell,” answered Fred, ** but it probably
suited hym for his purposes before he came here, and, who
knows, pérhaps he can't afford another suit at present.
Thaf is nothing to his discredit.”

*‘Then, for the sake of the academy, let us by all means
take up a collection and get him one,” remarked Arthur
Paton.

** I don’t care anything about his clothes,” exclaimed one
of the other boys. ‘‘Mattoon is one of the best natured
fellows I ever met, and I like him through and through. If
there is to be any such a contribution,” he added with a
laugh, **it ought to come entirely from the #pper four, as
they set the fashions here.”

But it was not the expense that deterred Brad from pur-
chasing a new suit. When on the following morning Perry
Landon, who had rapidly become well acquainted with
Brad, and knew his circumstances well enough to feel confi-
dent of giving no offense, jokingly remarked that the wpper
Jour contemplated a contribution to obtain another rig,
Brad burst into a hearty laugh.

** Well, they had better not waste their ducats,” he said.
**They have insulted my precious oli corduroy, and I in-
tend to rub it into them by wearing it all the term. It is my
little joke ; besides, I have stood so much on account of the
suit that I have grown fond of it, and can't give it up. Just
present the upper four with my compliments, and tell them
that if they can’t stand my corduroy they must cut me dead
except on Sundays, when I wear iy best suit.” And that
was all the satisfaction Brad afforded them.

CHAPTER VI
BRAD HAS AN ADVENTURE.

I’I‘ was on a Wednesday morning when the academy
opened, and the ensuing days of the week were chiefly
preparatory, as far as studies were concerned, so that

the boys had considerable leisure and opportunity to judge

of their new companion. After the disagreeable encounters
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with Brayton Arkell and Sidney Ivers, everything went very
smoothly for a few days. Brad's cheery good humor and easy
offiand manner won him an immediate popularity with the
majority of the boys that was extremely gratifying to him.
From Ivers and Arkell he expected no courtesy, and re-
ceived none, while the remainder of the ** upper four ” had
as yet paid little attention to him.

Saturday was a half holiday at Hosmer, and as the first
Saturday of the term proved to be a beautiful day, the boys
scattered far and wide over the neighborhood in the various
pursuits of walking, hunting and skating. Perry Landon
proposed the latter to Brad.

*1 can't,” he answered. ‘I have no skates with me. I
left my pair packed up in my big box at the warehouse in
New York, but I'll walk over to ihe lake and see you skate.”

Once at the lake Perry Landon offered Brad his skates for
a time, but as they were of the older style and required
plates in the heels, Brad could not take advantage of his offer.

¢+ Never mind,” he said. * You go on and have your
sport. I'll watch you a while, and then I'll run home and
finish a letter I have on hand. Who are those fellows? " he
added, pointing toward a group of three some distance up
the lake, one of whom was curveting around gracefully on
one Joot.

‘ Why, that is Eugene Clifford, Clarence Bliss, and some
one else.” :

«Is that Clifford doing the fancy work?
pretty one foot *8'."

* Yes,” answered Perry Landon ; ** no one around here can
skate that way except Eugene. He is a crack ice sprinter and
long distance racer, as well as fancy skater. The town has
exhibition races for prizes nearly every winter out here on
the lake, and the last two seasons Eugene has come out
away ahead. He is probably practicing now for this year's
contest. Come on up with me and watch him for a while.”

Brad followed Peiry up the lake and stood looking on for
some time, while Eugene Clifford, not at ail reluctaut to dis-
play his skill before a new admirer, passed in succession
through a series of brilliant and intricate figures. Brad stood
by and watched him with interest, nodding appreciatively
from time to time, but saying nothing. At last, as he felt
his feet growing numb, and the early evening began to
draw near, he turned back and warmed himself by running
home.

He went first into the reading room opposite the library,
where he completed a letter to Mr. Parker which he had begun
in the morning. He was occupied some time with this, and
when he placed it in the mail box he found there remained
but a few minutes before dinner ; so he hastened up stairs
to make preparations. Perry Landon, who had returned
from the lake, was standing before the bureau.

« Here is a note for you,” he said, as Brad entered the
room. * I found it on the pincushion when I came in.”

Brad tore open the envelope and read as follows :

He makes a

You will please
I will return

T wish to see you tonight on a matter of importance.
meet me at my office in the school building at 11 o'clock.
on the 10:30 train, and wiil be there at that time.

. RICHARD HOPE.

** Why, what under the sun does it mean ?" asked Brad in
astonishment, as he read the note to Perry. ** What should
Dr. Hope want io see me at that hour for?”

Perry shook his head in silence.

** Perhaps it is a hoax of some kind,” suggested Brad.

Perry took the note and examined it.

** No chance of that,” he said. ¢ It is Dr. Hope's hand-
writing—that is unmistakable.”
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Still puzzling over the matter, Brad started down toward
the dining room. On the stairs he met Mrs. Hollis.

** Is Dr. Hope away ?" he asked.

* Yes,” was the answer. ** He left this morning for New
York. He said he would be back this evening, sure.”

Brad thought he detected light immediately.

« I have it,"” he said to Perry, as they passed on. *Dr,
Hope, of course, intended seeing Mr. Parker in New York,
and he has, no doubt, some business matter that he wants to
talk to me about. T'he only thing I can’t uaderstand is why
he should have to see me late tonight. Still, of course he
knows best about that.”

The school building was situated about one hundred yards
back of the Hall, and was connected with the latter by a
board walk, which was completely protected and inclosed by
a long wooden shed, in order that the students could readily
pass from one building to the other i all kinds of weather
without wrapping up.

At the Hall end the shed joined the door of the lavatory,
or large washroom, which was filled with stationary wash-
stands and numbered lockers, in which the boys kept balls,
bats, rackets and other sporting materials. At the school
house end the shed opened upon the large piazza that skirted
the front of the building. In this structure Dr. Hope had
an office, where he was often at work at night, so that it was
no special cause of surprise to Bradley that he should be
summoned there.

It was close upon eleven o'clock, and Perry Landon was
in bed and asleep when Brad, who had spent the evening
quietly reading, rose to go down to the school building.
Remembering that the night was cold, he put on his hat be-
fore leaving his room, and then, turning down the gas, he
stepped into the hallway. Everything was quiet about him.
The boys had all retired, and the lights, with the exception
of a small gas jet at the head of the stairs, had all been ex-
tinguished. He was making in that direction when it oc
curred to him that he could avoid passing the other rooms
and the chance of disturbing the sleeping inmates, as well
asreach his destination more readily. by going down the back
stairs, which led directly into the lavatory,

Brad therefore changed his course, and, making the least
possible noise, he walked to the rear of the hall and de-
scended the back stairs. « After passing down the two nar-
row winding flights, he found himself at the lower door.
Gropirg around in the dark for a few moments, he found the
knob, and, opening the door very softly, stepped down
into the lavatory. A low fire was burning in the large
stove which stood in the center of the room, and, by the dim
light it shed, Brad made his way to the outer door, which
opened upon the shed passageway. This he found fastened,
but the bolts were easily slid back, and a few seconds suf-
ficed to open the door. A cold chill from the passageway
struck hiim, and Brad instinctively shrunk back and buttoned
up his coat more tightly before venturing out. At this
moment a strange and unexpected sound arrested him.
Holding his breath, he inclinéd his head forward and listened
attentively. First came a gentle clink, clink, clink ! then
the noise of a sliding drawer, and then that curious clink
again. Brad was unable at first to make out from what di-
rection the sounds came. but in a few seconds the mattar
was solved by a sudden flash of light that shot across the
ground glass window between the lavatory and the pantry
adjoining. The light came from the interior of the pantry,
and flashed fitfully to and fro.

On seeing this, Brad at once experienced a sense of relief.

** It is probably one of the servants clearing up things, or
putting the silver away,” he said to himself. It seemed a

very late hour, however, for such a proceeding ; so Brad, in
order to assure himself, tiptoed cautiously forward, and slowly
raising the lower sash of the ground glass window an inch
or two, stooped down and peered through.
Involuntarily a gasp of amazement escaped him at the
sight that met his eyes.
(70 be continued.)

A SHOP ON WHEELS.*

BY WALTER F. BRUNS.

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE CAPTURE.

HE heavy reports of the guns echoing through the
house, and the:rapid shooting withoat, drowned what
noise he would make, besides keeping the occupants

busy ; and selecting a suitable position, he began operations.

He worked unceasiugly for the greater part of an hour,
and then crawled cautiously back, panting and nearly ex-
hausted.

*’T'hat is hard work,” he said, **and that pick is awful
clumsy to work with. I have got one rock very near out.”

*Let me try,” said Chub; and Hart not replying, he
dropped to the ground and began to do as Hart had done.

During all this time the firing had not ceased, and from
the number of shots one would think a sham battle was in
progress.

Chub found that Hart had centered his work upon one
good sized rock, from which the mortar had been carefully
chipped away. He inserted the point of the pick in the
crevice, and throwing some of his hundred and seventy five
pounds of humanity on the handle, was rewarded with a
crunching noise and found himself flat on his back, while the
stone rolled over the ground.

** Careful, there,” he heard Hart say sharply.

Now that he had more of a show with the pick, the next
stone left its long resting place in rather an unceremonious
manner. In no more time than was consumed by Hart, an
opening was made large enough to admit the passage of a
large man.

Chub took one look in at the Egyptian darkness, a hasty
sniff at the peculiar odor coming through the opening, and
scrambled back to where Hart and the two men were stand-
ing in the darkness.

¢ It is finished,” he said simply.

** All right,” returned Hart quickly. ** Murphy!”

A man came up, indistinguishable in the dark but for the
bandages around his throat. .
. ‘* Take three men and watch the outside. We are going
in. They may make a break to get away, but don’t let any
escape.”

1 won't,” repliel Murphy ygrimly.
thing for this cut in my neck.”

When Murphy and his three men were posted, Hart gath-
ered the remaining three around him and said :

1 will take the lead. Come one at a time, and wait until
the one ahead of you is through before you start. See that
your weapons are properly loaded. Are you going, young
man?”

* Yes, sir,” replied Chub.

*‘ Here is a pistol. Now we number five.
one ahead, but that one is a woman. Are you ready?”

‘ All ready,” was the low response, and dropping on his
hands and knees, Hart crawled 1ap1dly toward the hole in
the foundation.

I owe 'em some-

They are still

®*Begun in No. 428 of THE ARGOSY.
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He vanished from view bef8re he reached it, but after
waiting unti} it was reasonably expected he had entered,
the next man followed.

And one by one they left him, until Chub stood alone,
and then when the time arrived for him to follow, he did so,
but not without some apprehension.

- Here I go,” he told himself with an inward groan. *If
some one catches sight of me, there is no one to drive them
back from the window. It's hit or miss. If thereis any
shooting done inside, I will probably stop all the bullets.
But it’s too late to show the white feather now, even if I
wanted to.”

And Chub felt relieved when he reached the nole, although
the most dangerous part of the mission was yet to be faced.

He went through feet first. Some one guided his feet to
the top of a barrel, and when he descended he found him-
self among the men.

** Use your dark lantern, Broadwell,” Hart was saying.
And then he flashed his own about the cellar.

Chub caught sight of a row of barrels and a furnace with a
big copper kettle, when the light went out, Hart saying :

* There is a pair of stairs here leading to the rear rooms,
but how are we to catch those in front unawares? ”

** There must be some way of getting up in frout,” chimed
in Chub ; ** for when we knocked over the chair they sent Bill
up to see what it was, and he stepped out of what we took to
be a bedroom just in time for me to run into him.”

**That is so,” exclaimed Hart. ‘¢ You go with Broadwell
and this man and capture those in front, while Brady and I
take those in the rear. Try and gauge the time so we will
act at the same moment.”

* Come on,” said Broadwell, allowing a small ray of light
to escape from his lantern, enough to faintly light their
way. ‘ Be careful to make no noise.”

In the far end of the cellar a ladder was found, ascending
which, and passing through a hole sawed in the floor, they
found themselves in the room the boys had concluded was a
bedroom. '

It was empty, with the exception of a single chair, and
after waiting until he was satisfied Hart and Brady were in
a position to act, Broadwell gave the order to move.

The door was openel softly, and following Chul's
directions, they turned to the left. Broadwell peered
around the casing of the door to the front room, but being
unable to see anything, he pulled the slide of his lantern,
at the same time singing out :

** Hands up! Mind you, don’t try to raise a weapon or
you are dead men!"”

Almost at the same moment Hart's sharp voice could be
heard in the rear. )

Aund what a picture in the front room! The brigh! rays
of the dark lantern threw those behind into more dense
darkness, so, had the occupants of the room been able to
look, they could not have told how many there were.

Roper, Foxy and Dillon each crouched by a window with
a gun, with nothing below their eyes above the sill, watching
for a chance to shoot. So unexpected and complete was the
surprise, that neither dared to move, and they retained
the position until Broadwell said sharply :

** Stand up! Keep your hands off those guns and above
your head.”

Foxy stood up sullenly, with hands uplifted, and the deputy
stepped forward, slipped a pair of handcuffs on his wrists,
and then searched him for dangerous weapons.

Roper and Dillon were performed on in the same way,
and then Broadwell turned the light over to the deputy,
and said hurriedly :
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** Keep your.eye on ‘em till I go back an'see if Hart wants
any help. For all we know the tables may be turned.”

But they weren't, as Broadiwell saw at a glance the mo-
ment he entered the kitchen. Bill, Dinny and Moll stood
looking at the handcuffs on their wrists, as though the fight
had been suddenly warped out of them, leaving them with
stooped shoulders and dejected mien.

The house was in a deplorable condition, There was not
a whole pane of glass on the lower floor. Bullets had
knocked the plaster from the walls in large patches, scarred
and splintered the furniture, and from the number and
ranges it seemed wonderful none were hit. .

All the prisoners were placed in the front room, with four
men to guard them. Three dark lanterns illuminated the
scene. A '

* We want to get through with this business as soon as
possible,” said Hart. ** Ride back to town, Brady, and stop
those extra men and provisions the two boys ordered. We
would probably have had use for them but for this chap.”

And as Brady hurried from the house Mr. Hart began a
tour of exploration, accompanied by Broadwell, Chub and
another deputy. When they gained the cellar they
reached the interesting point.

When the dark lanterns were flashed about, Chub saw a
row of barrels and a large tank on oneside. A pile of barrel
staves and wood was scattered about near the furnace, and
in the forward end of the cellar one corner had a cement
floor. As Mr. Hart had surmised, a spring ran through the
cellar, kept within bounds by a cement trough.

** They had things fixed very nice,” said Hart, after the
examination was over. ‘ Plenty of water handy, without
having to carry it at night and run the risk of exciting sus-
picion. The cement floor in that corner was used as a drying
room for malt, I suppose.”

** Just so,” acquiesced Broadwell. ¢ They must have
been running for a good tirhe, for there is a good many of
them barrels full of spirits.”

‘¢ Spirits!  Malt and spirits !™ repeated Chub.
kind of a place is this?”

* Why, don’t you know ? " asked Hart, in surprise.

* I'm beginning to get a hazy idea,” replied Chub.

““Well, I'll help you out,” returned Hart, laughing. < It
is an illicit distillery, and about as snug a still as I've seen
for some time !” :

But, as the information had come so gradually, Chub was
not so surprised as he would have thought.

Whene they returned to the front room, Chub stepped in
the light for the first time, and almost instantly Foxy cried :

¢« Oh, it Zs you we have to thank for this?”

* Why, hello, Foxy,” cried Chub cordially, as though he
had not seen him before.

‘* Hello, yourself, an’ see if it makes you healthy !” re-
torted Foxy.

I told you those chaps would blow,” complained Roper ;
“but Bill knew a whole lot an’ wouldn't listen to me.
Thought they was too skeared an' glad to git away'to do
anythin'. If I'd had my way I'd follered 'em till I canght
‘em or put a bullet into them!”

* You are all right,” said Chub, cheerfully. * I like to see
everything placed where it belongs.”

*You won't be all right if I ever git a chance at you,”
said Roper angrily. **I—"’

*“That will do ! " interrupted Hart, sharply. ** Don'’t plan
too far ahead, for vou are not likely to be able to harm any-
body for the next ten or fifteen years.”

Roper was not pleased in the least with this sweet conso-
lation, but he dared say no more, aud sat throwing ferocious

** What
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ment, threw them in the wagon, and started his horses at a
lope. which, however, they soon stopped in spite of his
urging.

But this running competition benefited neither party, as
the boys soon found. If they stopped to make a sale, Mason
was liable to pass them, and after four miles had been
covered, Dick said ;

** We are makmg no more now than before. I am going
to run the risk of his passing and stopping at the next
house.”

And he did so. .

The household was very slow to purchase. Dick was in
the midst of an elaborate description of his goods, when a
warning shout came from the wagon, and, catching up the
goods, he unceremoniously decamped ; but before he reached
the gate Mason went by with the langh of a deep, double
dyed villain.

** 1 would like to know what we gained by that changing
about ? " demaunded Dick, hastily returning the articles to the
wagon and clarabering up to the seat.

* Time,"” replied Chub laconically.

“ Yes, and that is about all,¥ went on Dick. *‘ Drive a
little faster an'l catch up with. him. Perhaps we can come
to an underst:nding.”

* I doubt it " said Jack,

Mason look::d back at the sound of their approach, and
started to wh.p his horses, when Dick called :

*Don’t be in ahurry. We are not going to pass you, I
give you my word."” :

** No, I reckon not,” replied Mason sarcastically. showing
by his tone that he did not believe them. ‘* What do you
fellers mear. doggin’ me around the country?”

* Dogging you !"” repeated Chub indignantly. ** Better ask
yourself that question. sir! That was a very shabby trick
you tried back in Illinois.”

Mr. Mason grinned.

** And you are liable to get into trouble aboat it yet,”
tinued Chub.

The grin vanished.

*“ How'd you know I had anythin’ to do with stealin’ your
wagon ?” he demanded in a blustering tone.

** Now, who said anything about stealing our wagon?”
cried Dick. ** He may have meant those horrible prevari-
cations you told about us. As for the stealing of the wagon,
Foxy said that you gave them five dollars as an induce-
ment.”

Mr. Mason's jaw dropped.
fully angry, and declared :

« If I can’t sell nothing, I'll see that you don't !

* You can certainly act reasonable,” said Dick sharply.
““ There are enough customers on this road for both of us.
You can take one side of the road or the other, or every other
house ; just as you lile.”

* I'll have the whole hog or none,” retorted Mason.

* All I can say for you,” cried Chub angrily, **is that you
are the most contemptible man [——"

* Never mind, Chub, "cried Dick quietly. Then to Mason
he continued : ** If you can afford to drive over the country
without making any sales we can. I am afraid if you stick
to that resolution to have the whole hog or none, you will
get none.”

** You think so, do you? "returned Mason, in exasperating
fashion.

Then the horses plodded along, both parties stubbornly
holding their positions. Mason gared wistfully at the houses
they passed, but made no attempt to stop. and the boys, feel-
ing that their fair proposition was rejected, kept their horses’

con-

Then he pretended to get aw-
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noses at the back of his wagon, and had no twinges of con-
science either.

CHAPTER XXVIII
GOOD BY TO JACK.

HE distance between the peddling wagons and the
Pacific coast was gradually lessened. At night Mason
and the boys stopped at the same farmhouse, and all

the evening Mason and Andy held proudly aloof.

He was up at an early hour and oiled his wagon. The boys
were watching for him to give them the slip, but he did not,
and in the same position they occupied the previous day, they
drove away from the farmhouse.

They had gone perhaps a mile when Mason looked back
with a satisfied grin, and said :

*I'm goin' to trot up now. Moberly ain't far ahead. If
you've got anything to tell them I'll carry the news.”

* Very obliging i you,” veturned Chub. * You might
tell them to look for us ten minutes before you arrive.”

Mr. Mason scratched his head in perplexity ; then bestow-
ing a very amiable grin on the boys, chirruped to his horses,
and then drove on at a trot.

*“Qur horses can stand as much as his,” said Dick,
promptly keeping pace. ‘** Something seems to tickle him
almightly, for look at him look back and grin. Wonder what
itis?"

As if to reply to Dick's question, the wagon suddenly
gave a lurch, the rear dropped solidly in the road, and it
stopped, the horses unable to draw it.

** Great Christopher ! " cried Chub, jumping down.
of the wheels has run off ! ”

*“That's queer,” said Jack, following suit and, as he
landed in the road, immoderate laughter arose from Mason's
wagon.

* I'll bet this is what Mason was looking for,”
*“ Where is the nut ?

** Yes, where is the nut ? " echoed Chub.

The boys searched along the road for a distance it seemed
impossible the wagon could have run without it, but no nut
was found, and they returned to the team.

* There is nothing gained sitting here doing nothing,”
satd Dick. * If Mason was not so far away, I believe I
could say a few words to him that would please him
mightily."

* There is a farmhouse not far up the road there,” added
Chub. ** Suppose one of you go up there and see if you
can't buy or borrow a nut that will fit, while the other two
get the wheel on.”

* I'll go.” volunteered Jack, and he started up the road.

Chub and Dick, with the aid of a fence rail, iifted the
axle and slipped the wheel on, and then sat down to wait
for Jack.

It takes him an awful long time,” Chub remarked at
length. ** I'll walk up that way and see what is keeping
him.”

Aud when he appro'lched the house he saw an excited
throng on the front porch, in the center of which was Jack,
shaking hands with everybody.

* Great Scott ! thought Chub. ‘I wonder what is go-
ing to happen next."” .

And as he paused to survey the scene Jack caught sight

of him, and called for him to come in. Not a little mysti-
fied, Chub complied.
* «I'm both glad and sorry,” Jack began. ** Glad to have
found my relations, and sorry to have to part with you. Mr.
Matthews, this is my uncle, Mr. Walters, and this is

And so on through the whole family; and Chub was so

“ One

cried Dick.
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thunderstruck he almost forgot to recognize the introduc-
tions. But he regained control of himself in time, and then
recollected that Jack had told them when they first met that
his uncle lived near Moberly.

Jack bad finished his story before he happened to remem-
ber what he had come after, and Mr. Walters hunted up an
extra nut and gave it to them. All this tinte Dick had been
patiently waiting, and had about concluded he would have
to go after the other two, when Chub appeared.

Mr. Walters was so taken with the boys, and so jubilant
that nothing would do but that they should remain and
have dinner, which, of course, they consented to do.

He was so genial and kind hearted that the boys did not
hesitate in declaring that Jack had found a good home, and
they were glad for the latter's sake, although they were go-
ing to miss him keenly.

After the goodbys were exchanged, they drove for quite a
time before Dick mustered up conrage enough to say :

It is going to be awful lonesome without Jack. I'm
almost mean enough to wish he had not found his relatives.”

“So'm L,” responded Chub briefly. * Seems like we’d
known him all our life. I didn't thiuk his leaving would
break me up this way."

And then they relapsed into silence.

The amount of the sales fluctuated, as the bovs were for-
tunate enough to get ahead of Mason or unfortunate enough
to let him pass them, and but for the excitement derived
from these contests the monotonous life would have been
unbearable.

And then the day came, bright and cheery, that saw them
homeward bound, and the boys were quite elated until they
learned that shrewd Mason was again ahead. )

** Have we got to have him in the lead all the way home 2
Dick demanded petulantly.

But Chub could not answer the question, and for three.

days the positions remained unchanged, and then something
happened that settled all anxiety on that score,

They were driving along a winding road when a storm
suddenly arose, and before they could reach shelter it canie
down with a violence that forced them to draw off to the
side until 1t was over.

When this time arrived, and they resumed their journey,
they had traveled but a short distance when « cry sounded
on the damp air. . .

‘* What was that? " asked Chub.

Aund then it came with remarkable distinctness :

** Help ! help!” ;

** Semebady in trouble,” cried Dick, urging the horses on
until they were covered with flying mud.

They turned a curve, and now that their view was not ob-
structed by timber, they saw the cause. Directly ahead, the
road forded a creek of considerable size, which was swollen
by the rain into a small, muddy river. Standing in the cen-
ter, and a little below the ford, where the waters had washed
it, stood Mason’s wagon. Wit Audy's help he had suc-
‘ceeded in cutting the traces and saving the horses, which
stood looking at him from the opposite bank ; but now that
there was nothing to hold it, the wagon was being driven
down stream.

The water was necarly to the top, and parted around it
with a sullen, rushing sound and plenty of foam. The
wagon would be driven several feet, and then, meeting an
obstruction, would stop until the hindrance was carried
away.

It had careened somewhat, and standing on the top was
Andy and his father, their faces pale as a sheet. Logs and
driftwood were coming down, aund if they lodged across the
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wagon it would be overin a twinkling ; and if Andy and his
father managed to get out of the drift they would be lucky.
To say the least, the position was a ticklish cne.
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transmitted it to the engineer by the bell cord. The engine
gave several quick, short gasps, and the long train pulled
slowly out, Dash nimbly catching the rear platform as it
passed him.

The last car was a sleeper, and fortunately the gentle-
men's smoking room was in the rear end, so that Dash had
the company of a number of passengers there for an hour
or so while they waited for their berths to be made up and
chatted with each other.

When they had retired he was left alone, with nothing but
the noise of the rushing train and his own thoughts for com-
pany. Even though it was a novelty to him, time passed
slowly enough. Had he been on other than a through ex-
press train. the frequent stopping and announcing of sta-
tions would have been a diversion, but the Pacific Express
made stops few and far between, and then only at the most
important points.

Though his position did not demand that he shoul® remain
at the rear of the last car during the entire trip, he was re-

quired to be somewhere near the end of the train, so that he

could go back quickly with his red lamp in case of its sud-
den stoppage at other than its scheduled stations.  This was
necessary to protect his train against one which might be
closely following. In addition to the red lantern, each flag-
man is supplied with torpedoes, which are fastened to the
ball of the rail, and fusees which are lighted in thick or foggy
weather. T'he torpedoes, according to the number put
down. indicate if the track is clear, or the train is to follow
with cautio?, while the fusee, which burns for a certain
length of time, tells to the train following just how many
minutes the train which left it has been gone.

Dash had not forgotten to provide himself with these nec-
essaries for signaling, though he hoped that no necessity
would arise Yor using ¥iem. ,

He made several trips forward to the next car, and ex-
changed a few werds with the next brakeman and conduc-
tor Freemaft. w throw off the sleepy feeling that would
come over him. but he soon found himself back at his origi-
nal post at the rear end of the last sleeper. For a while he
sat in the smoking room, but’when that was finally turned

»

mto a sleeping apartment for the Pullman conductor, he had -

to sit outside on a stool in the lavatory.

Tiring of this, he stood up, looking through the glass of
the door at the receding roadbed and glistening rails, which
appeared like a swiftly flowing stream with bands of silver
confining it, as they were revealed by the reflection of the
light from the car. -

This also became monotonous, but there seemed to be a
fascination about it, for as often as he turned away to his
seat something secmed to impel him to resume his position
and watch the rails vanishing into the night.

Suddendy the lights of a station flashed by. and as he
watched them with idle curiosity fast fading from sight. he
saw a bright red light burst into view and swing almost into
a circle several times, as if frantically waved in some one’s
hands. If it had been stationary he would have thought
nothing about it, except to suppose it was a signal for some
train following. But remembering the carelessness of the
student operator in Ardley inletting a train go by which she
had orders to hold, Dash quickly associated the waving of
the danger signal with some such omission, though it may
have been done for some other reason.

Recalling the imperative order to all train employees, ** In
case of doubt, always take the safe side,” he promptly
pulled the bell cord to stop the train. He then started for-
ward with his red lantern to report to conductor Freeman
before goinyg back with his signal.
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By the time he reached the forward end of the sleeper,
the air brakes had brought the train to a standstill, and the
conductor was coming out of the door of the next car.

* Did you pull that bell, Dykeman? " he asked rather
sharply.

*“ Yes, sir,” replied Dash hurriedly, starting down the
steps to go back with his red light. **TI saw ared light
waved just after we passed the last station, and I think the
operatur must have had orders for us and forgot to show his
signal till we had passed.”

** I guess you must be mistaken, and if *he didn't show his
light in time it’s his own fault,” growled Freemau in dis-
pleased and skeptical tones ; but nevertheless he followed
Dash as he walked rapidly back to the station. Dash had
given the signal to stop so promptly that the train was not
more than a couple of hundred yards from the platform.

“There was no one in sight as they approached, and Dash
began to have doubts if the signal he had seen was intended
for his trawn., Surely, if it had been, somebody would be on
the watch to see if it had been observed.

** What did 1 tell you,” began the conductor, in disgusied
tones, with a shade of harshness in them. * You must have
been dreaming.” :

Dash said nothing, for his doubts would not permit him
to justify his action, and he felt slightly sheepish. He con-
tinued on toward the station, however, determined to be
fully satisfied he was mistaken before acknowledging it.

* What is this ? " he cried, as they both descried, almost
at the same instant, a dark body stretched out near the
platform, within the circle of light from the station lamps.

Dash quickened his steps, and was soon bending over a
human form. It was face downward, and in one of the
hands was clutched a lantern, the globe to which was shat-
tered to bits. Only a glance at the remains of the latter was
needed to tell them that it had been a red one, whicl was
confirmation of the young flagman'’s report.

He quickly turned the body over, and the upturned face
of a boy, not more than fifteen years of age, was revealed.
The features were as set and white as if death had set its
seal upon them, and Dash at first feared that life had de-
parted.

« Here, let's get him inside,” he continued, as he set his
red signal down in the middle of the track to protect their
train, and placed his hands under the boy's arms,

Between them, the limp figure was borne to the small
waiting room and laid on a bench. No one else was secn
about the place ; but this was not strange, as it was late at
night, and the station was about half a mile from the small
village from which it received its name.

Conductor Freeman got some water from the cooler in the
waiting room, and devoted lis attention to restoring the
operator (for it was undoubtedly he) to consciousness, if it
was a possible thing. Dash entered the small, box-like
office, the door of which whs wide open, and glanced over
the telegraph table.

An order blank, duly filled out, directing the operator at
Deckerton to hold No. 6 until No. 9 passed, and bearing the
+ 0. K.” and signature of the dispatcher, was lying there.

* Look out, Freeman ! ” shouted Dash, as soon as he read
the order, ** No. 9 is to pass you here. Get of the siding
just as quick us you can, for she may be along any moment.
I'll look after him.”

Dash continued the work of resuscitation, while the con-
ductor ran toward his train, signaling to back up to the sid-
ing, the switch to which he turned.

In a few moments the boy opened his eyes and stared up
at Dash in bewilderment.
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¢« Did they see it ?” he whispered, and a look of wild ap-
prehension came over his face.

© It’s all right,” replied Dash soothingly, ¢ No. 6 is going
in on the siding now."

In a few minutes the young operator had recovered suffi-
ciently to explain the situation. He had been doing double
duty for several days, the day operator being 1ll, and had
not slept more than two hours in twenty four. He had neg-
lected putting out his red signal a few minutes after receiv-
ing the order to hold No. 5, intending fully to do so, when
sleep overcame him. He was aroused by No. 6 thundering
by, and he grasped his lautern, rushed out on the track and
whirled it about his head several times, with the forlorn hope
of its being seen and understood. When he realized that
the train was beyond reach, he had fallen over in a dead
faint, no doubt smashing his lantern in doing so.

His signals would have indeed been futile, but for the
Providence that had influenced Dash to watch so closely
from the rear of his traiu.

** Dykeman, you were right,” apologized Freeman, when
he had returned to the station, after sidetracking his train
and upon hearing the operator’s story ; ‘* and many people
on my train, perhaps myself among the number, owe their
lives to you. They ought to know it and do the handsome
thing for you.”

** Don't say a word about it,” protested Dash.

“But I must make a report about A/, and it will come
out, so I might as well let the passengers know what they
owe to you.”

“ Don't do it,” objected Dash again; ‘*and I don’t see
why you should report this, as long as no harm is done.
This young fellow is more sinned against than sinning, for
it’s a shame that a rich company like this should so overwork
one of his age. u will do me a favor, Mr. Freeman, if
you say nothing a -t it.”

* Very well, Dyk aan,”responded the conductor, slowly’
and doubtfully, ** T .1 do'as you say, but it’s taking chances
to have such ¢ .andling orders. I will post the engineer
to say nothing about it.”

+« He can be trusted in the future, never fear,” returned
Dash confidently.

** You're right,” affirmed the operator, who was standing
near, with intense emotion and tears almost in his eyes, ** I
will never let anything like this occur again. I owe a good
deal to you, Mr. Dykeman.”

As if to emphasize his last words, No. g flashed by with a
rattle and a roar that told more forcibly than could be imag-
ined what the dread result would have been had it met No,
6 cn the main track.

There is no doubt that the young operator had had an ex-
perience he would never forget, and that his shielding from
punishment for his negligence by Dash would be more far
reaching in its effect than a discharge would have been.

As they returned to their train, and it was once more
started, Dash told himself he had learned two things that
night —that fainting, under a severe mental strain, was not
confined to the ** gentler sex,” and that, though he is not re-
quired to do so, it is sometimes a fortunate thing for a flag-
man to keep a sharp lookout jn the rear of his train, even
when it is under way.

CHAPTER XII.
AT THE CATTLE GUARD.

HE excitement of the episode at Deckerton was suffi-
cient to effectually drive away from Dash any incli-
nation to drowsiness during the remainder of the

night run 6f No. 6. And even if he had been inclined to
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sleep, a most unexpected and thrilling experience, not long
after the departure from Deckerton, would have made him
intensely wide awake.

He had settled back in his old position on the rear
sleeper, though now he was satistied to sit on the little can-
vas stool in the lavatory, instead of peering through the
glass of the rear door. He was thinking by what a narrow
chance the passengers on No. 6, some of whom were slum-
bering as peacefully unconscious of danger as if in their own
homes, had been saved from injury and death. And vague
thoughts and speculations as to what the future had in store
for him in the new field to which he was journeying passed
through his brain in a disconnected way.

Suddenly he heard and felt the grinding and jarring of
the brakes quickly and forcibly applied, and then the signal
from the engine’s whistle for the flagman.

Wondering what had caused the stoppage, but without
any thought of waiting to find out, Dash promptly grasped
his red lamp, pushed open the door, and swung himself down
to the track. He ran rapidly back what he thought was the
prescribed distance, feeling in his pocket as he went, to make
sure if he had his torpedoes.

He had hardly stopped, when the engine whistled his re-
call, and he started back to the train. Reaching the step,
he waved his lantern to go ahead, instead of signaling by
the bell cord, and the train began to move.

But in mounting the step Dash missed his footing, and
rolled down the embankment in a most undignified and ex-
asperating way. And, to make matters worse, he landed in
a lot of water, and was drenched from head to foot.

His lantern was extinguished by his fall, but still retain-
ing hold of it, he regained his feet and the roadbed, and
started for the moving train, which was rapidly increasing
its speed. He made an extra spurt, but though he had
been considered the best sprinter among his schoolfellows,
the two red signals on the rear of his train drew gradually,
but surely, away from him, He shouted with the hope of
some one hearing him, but it was of no avail, and the two
red eyes of the signal lamps seemed to wink at himin a
mocking sort of way until they disappeared around a curve.

* Well, now I've got myself into a nice fix,” panted Dash
in disgusted tones, as he slackened his pace.

He had hardly uttered the words when he found his * nice
fix” was made a much more serious matter than he had
ever dreamed of. His right foot became wedged between
two timbers, and he fell over on his hands and knees on the
sharp edges of other woodwork ; his lantern flew from his
grasp over to one side out of reach, and his cap went in the
other direction.

His shins were painfully bruised, and when he attempted
to regain his feet, he found the right one had been shoved
clear through the opening between two bars. When he
tried to withdraw it he found it was held fast, and the effort
gave him excruciating pain.

It did not need a lantern to tell him he had stumbled into
a cattle guard, which is an arrangement at a rcad crossing
consisting of an excavation under the rails, with timbers
turned on edge across the top, to prevent live stock fram
wandering upon the track.

When he found he could not release his foot, a chill of fear
crept over Dash, as he thought of his fate should a train
come along. He glanced anxiously up and down the track,
but was much relieved to see no light of an approaching
engine. Then he examined his matches and fusees, with the
hope that he could make a signal, but they were wet and
useless.

The night was dark, but the heavens were thickly studded
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with stars, which relieved the darkness to some extent. The
surrounding fields, which were on a level with the track,
were shrouded in gloom, and were visible for only a few
yards on each side. In glaucing about him Dash finally
noticed a couple of shadowy figures moving along parallel
to the track. For fear they would miss him, he shouted:

** Hallo, there ! Come this way. I've got my foot fast-
ened in the cattle guard.”

The figures stopped, as if listening, and then came in his
direction. Reaching the road crossing, they were able to
see him crouched down on the cattle guard.

One of them lit a match to take in the situation.

** Hello, pard! What's the diffikilty with yer?"” asked
the latter.

* My all! if it ain't a brakesey,” he continued to his com-
panion, on catching a glimpse of Dash's cap on the ground.

By the light from the tiny match flame, Dash had seen
enough of the pair to tell him they were undoubtedly
tramps, but assistance was welcome from any source in his
present situation.

*“I've got my foot caught in these slats,” he repeated,
* and I'd like one of you to help me get it out.”

*Why, cert, pard ; an’ mebbe you'll git us a lift over th’
road,” responded the one who had first spoken, as he
started forward to give his assistance.

** Hold on ! interposed his companion, and a whispered
conversation ensued. Dash wondered what they had to
parley about before coming to his help, but he was not left
long in doubt.

The spokesman, closely followed by his companion, felt
his way along the side of the guard till he was near the im-
prisoned brakeman. Suddenly a pair of arms were thrown
about Dash’s shoulders and his arms were pinioned to his
sides. Then his hands were drawn behind him and fastened
with something at the wrists. At the same montent he felt
another pair of hands going through his pockets.

He realized then that, instead of securing the hoped for
assistance from the tramps, he was to be robbed by them;
but he had no idea of the still further depth of their villainy.
Almost bursting with indignation at such unfair treatment,
he struggled desperately to frustrate their designs.  But his
efforts were useiess, and they only caused him to wrench his
imprisoned ankle so badly that the pain made him weak and
faint.

He felt the removal of his pocketbook, containing all his
money, and then his watch and chain, that he prized far
above its intrinsic value, as the only memento he had of his
mother.

« Cowards ! " he gasped. ** You wouldn’t dare do thisif I
were free, even though you are two to one.”

* Right ve are, brakesey; and that's the reason we
adoin’ of it ; see ?" chuckled the fcllow who 1o doubt sug-
gested the mbbel)

« I'll make it lively for you when I get out out of this,”
continued Dash desperately ; ** and you ncedn’t think you'll
get so far away I'll not find vou.”

* Haw ! haw! That's good, brakesey ; but ye ain't agoin’
to git out o' this; see?” langhed the tramp, in significant
tones, as he and his companion withdrew to oue side, having
removed everything of any value from Dash's person.

* You'll see me just the same.” said the latter boldly, more
for effect than anything else.

* Well, I gugss not, my chipper brakesey ; not after a train
passes erlong this way,” mocked the speaker, as he prepared
to move off,

“ You aren't going to leave me in this fix, with my hands
tied !" gasped Dash, with a chill of horror.
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‘* What's the difference? Ye'll be runned over anyhow
responded the tramp heartlessly.

** Well, at least leave me as you found me,” pleaded Dash ;
though, as the fellow had stated, it could probably make little
difference, as he was as effectually secured to the track as if
he had been bound there both hand and foot.

A whispered consultation followed his request, and he
could hear words of earnest remonstrance coming from the
least hardened of the pair. Finally, one of them came for-
ward and cut the bonds about Dash’s wrists, though it is
probable it was done more for policy than any desire to
please him ; for if he was run over, and it was found his
hands had been tied, it would be direct evidence of foul
play. .

“ Ta!ta! brakesey ; we ‘se goin' to leave yer,” were the
parting words of theringleaderin the robbery, as they moved
off into the darkness.

** We'll meet again, never you fear, and when you least
expect it,” responded Dash, determined to show a bold front
to the last, without knowing how true his words would be
proved.

He was once more left to himself, and for a moment his
thoughts were of the loss of all his savings and his watch,
and what he was to do to reach his destination without a
cent of money, if he was able to get out of his present pre-
dicament. Then his sensitive and confiding nature was
shocked on realizing that human beings could become sunk
s0 low as to rob a helpless person and then leave him in im-
mediate peril of a horrible death. This was followed by a
reaction of indignation and an intense desire that the wretches
should be punished. '

Though he wanted the cowardly robbers to believe e was
confident of release from his dangerous position, he felt no
assurance that he could effect his own deliverance. Another
trial, and he found his foot and ankle as immovable and fixed
as ever, if, indeed, it was not wedged tighter by his struggles
with the robbers.

Hark! ‘I'he distant rumble of a fast mioving train was
borne on the still night air. ** Was it on the track where he
lay, or was it on a neighboring one, not far distant?” Dash
asked himself.

He struggled desperately. frantically, to release his foot,
but it only produced an agony of pain and caused cold drops
of perspiration to stand out on his brow, with no loosening
of the imprisoned member.

Completely exhausted, he sank over to one side, and his
ear rested near one of the rails ; but he instantly raised him-
self again, as if he had received an electric shock. There
was the unmistakable sound of an approaching train borne in
the counected steel rails ?

Soon it could be heard distinetly without their aid, and
finally the headlight of a locomotive burst into view.

Dash made another ineffectual effort for liberty, and then,
in despair, sank over, almost fainting.

Tho noise of the rumbling train increased, and he closed his
eyes in horror, as he pictured the grinding, crunching of his
poor body by those ponderous wheels.

CHAPTER XIIIL
A SERIOUS PREDICAMENT.

OR an instant Dash lay as if paralyzed by the nearness
and certainty of his impending fate. Then, as if by
magic, the light of renewed hope shot into his brain,

inspired by a means of release that had just occurred to
him.

It surprised him that he had not thought of it hefore. He
raised himself to a sitting position, and then beut forward,
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with each one of his hands thrust through the spaces be-
tween the bars. He hurriedly began tingering the laces of
his shoe, for he was almost sure, that with that covering off,
he could withdraw his imprisoned foot.

Whether it was from the nervous excitement or the per-
verseness that sometimes seems to possess inanimate things
in time of suspense, he could not find the ends of the laces
for many valuable seconds. And when he did grasp them
and gave them a pull, the slip knot, in which they were tied,
failed. The strands were drawn into a hard knot, which he
could not hope to unravel before the fast approaching train
would be upon him.

Dash glanced apprehensively toward the gleaming head-
light, the rays of which had almost reached him now. It
seemed to grow larger, even as he watched it, and to glare
in a horribly pitiless manner.

It is truly remarkable with what incredible rapidity the
thoughts will travel when &« person isin deadly peril. Even
as he glanced toward th- approaching train. Dash’s brain
passed in review all his young life, not omitting even some
trifling incidents he had entirely forgotten.

With an effort he threw off the stupor that seemed to be
coming over him. Suddenly he thought of his knife to sever
the laces of his shoe ; but, even as he reached down in his
pocket for it, he felt sure he would not find it, as the tramps
had very likely taken it. When his fingers closed over the
coveted blade, therefore, he even felt grateful to the
heartless marauders, and a glow of returning hope suffused
his veins.

With a calmness that he often wondered at afterward,
Dash opened the large blade of the knife, and, reaching
down, slashed along the instep of his shoe with a vigor that
not only severed the laces, but penetrated the flesh as well.
In the excitement he did not even notice the wounds he had
inflicted, and quickly wrenched off his foot covering.

Just as he did so, the ergine of the rapidly nearing train
gave two long and two short blasts of the whistle tor the
crossing.

With a mighty pull, Dash forced his foot through the bars,
leaving his sock, and much of the skin from his ankle, in the
operation. Weak and exhausted from pain and his exertion,
he had just time to crawl and half roll to one side of the
track, when the train shot by with a rattling roar and a rush
of air that seemed almost strong enough to draw him under
the whirling wheels by its suction. ]

A whirling cyclone followed in its wake, but the red signal
lights on the rear car soon grew smaller, twinkled. then dis-
appeared, and the noise of the fast moving cars died away
1n the distance.

Dash remained perfectly still for a few minutes to recover
from the severe strain he had been under, and, as he did so,
he sent up a fervent prayer of thanksgiving for his deliver-
ance. ‘T'hen he made an examination of his foot and ankle,
as far as possible, in the darkness, and raised himself wp-
right to test if they were still in a condition to perform their
dufy. Though they were considerably bruised and swollen,
and the skin torn away clear to his ankle bones, he found
he could walk tolerably well. ’

The next thing to do was to decide where he was to go,
for he did not want to spend the night out of doors, especially
in his weak and bruised condition. Judging from the time
that had elapsed between leaving Deckerton and when lhis
train stopped and called for the flagman, he calculated he
could not be more than four or five miles from that place,
He knew that the next station beyound was fifteen miles from
Deckerton, and therefore he was nearer the latter point.

He replaced his damaged shoe and looked around for his
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cap but it could not be found. The tramps had nho doubt
carried it off for some reason. He found the remains of his
lantern, which had been jerked from his grasp when he
stumbled into the cattle guard ; and, taking it with him, he
started along the middle of the track in the opposite direc-
tion to that which he had been going when trying to catch
the train. ’ .

He was obliged to limp considerably, and his progress
was necessarily slow. Several trains passed him, going in
the opposite direction, and another one overtook him in the
first half hour that he struggled along.

He would have signaled one of them to stop had he had
the meuns to light his lantern, even though now it had no
globe. As it was, he shouted wildly to one and waved his
lantern about his head, but it was of no avail.

He resumed his tramp with many misgivings, for his foot
now began to pain him more, and the ankle joint felt stiff
and sore. ¢

*« If this is a specimen of some of a flagman’s experiences,”
he thought, ** I'm glad I am not permaneutly.in the business;
but I expect I've got more thaun usually falls to their lot this
trip.”

It did indeed seem tbat his exciting and trying adventures
were following one another fast since he embarked on a rail-
road career, and especially since his departure as a flagman
on the Pacific Express.

**But I suppose I'll be glad to get anything to do after
this,” he continued reflectively, as he thought of his penni-
less condition. ** And I'd just like to get my hands on those
cowardly tramps."”

With mauy a suppressed groan of pain he continued to
limp forward, on what seemed to him an’ endless journey.
Another half hour had passed, when he stopped for a rest,
and noticed a dark object lying close up to the end of the
ties. He at first thought it was really a new tie that had
been deposited there for repairs to the road. But a nearer
inspection revealed that it was a man, and a drunken one at
that, judging from the fumes of liquor that arose from his
person.

** Poor fellow !” was Dash's mental exclamation, with a
feeling of pity and disgust. ‘* A foot nearer, and he would
be under the wheels. What will I do with him?"

He shook the fellow vigorously, but it produced no sign of
consciousness.

* Well, if he can't walk, I can’t carry him, that's certain,”
muttered Dash ; ¢ and all I can do is to roll him a little fur-
ther from danger."”

He proceeded to do so; and then, thinking the fellow
might have some matches, with which he could light his
lamp, he examined the pockets in the unconscious man's
vest. He found some, done up in a piece of paper, and
scratching one of them on the sole of his shoe, he prepared
to apply it to the wick of the lantern. As the flame flared
up, he glanced toward the prostrate man.

‘He instantly recognized him as the ringleader of the
tramps who had robbed him, and was so astonished that he
let the match burn out without using it.

* Well, if this doesn’t beat me!" exclaimed Dash. *1I
wonder how he got in this beastly shape so quick, and where
his companion is. Maybe he’s got some of my property.
I'm ia luck if he has."”

Feeling justitied in doing so, under the circumstances,
Dash proceeded to examine the rest of the helpless one's
pockets. His search was rewarded by bringing forth the
chain and locket charm belonging to his watch, and some
money in silver and bills. Though he was morally certain
the latter was his, he returned it to the man’s pocket, and
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took only' the locket and chain. The watch had doubtless
been given to his confederate, as his portion of the booty.
But Dash considered himself peculiarly fortunate in regain-
ing the locket, because he valued it above the others on ac-
count of the pictures it contained.

Dash again prepared to light his gignal lantern, fuliy de-
termined to stop the first train going toward Deckerton, and
have the drunken tramp taken there, where he would be
punished and a portion of his money returned to him.

As he struck the match, Dash still held the watch chain in
his hand, but before he could ignite the signal he was
doomed to another interruption of the most startling and un-
expected kind. A stroug grasp was laid hold of his collar,
and he was roughly dragged over on his back.

(70 be continued.)

DIGGING FOR GOLD. -~
A STORY OF CALIFORNIA.*

BY HORATIO ALGER, JR.

CHAPTER XXIV,
GRANT HAS AN ADVENTURE.
o HAL?L. we take supper at the hotel 2" asked Grant.
much do they charge 2"
“Two dollars a day for meals and lodging ?”

s« Isn't that considerable 2" asked Grant, rather dismayed.

“ Yes, if one only earns fifty cents,” answered Tom, sniling.

“ Do you like sleeping in such a crowd, Tom ?”

 No, but there seems no other way uuless 1 bought a cabin, and I
should feel too lonely.” ‘

« But now there are two of us together. Why can't we hire a cabin,
and lodge and eat independently. We can take turns in doing the
cooking, and it will be a gnod deal cheaper.”

Do you know anything about cooking, Grant ? [ don

“ Yes: 1 took some lessons at the restaurant. I can teach you all I
know myself.”

“ Then we can establish ourselves tomorrow. There is a deserted
cabin a little way up the gulch, which no one seems to care to occupy.
It is in fair condition, and the last occupant kept house, so that there
are dishes and cooking utensils, We can take possession, and, then, if
any one disputes our right, we can agree to pay rent.”

«That will be capital,” said Grant in a tone of satisfaction.

For a month Grant and Tom Cooper worked assiduously, sometimes
at one claim, sometimes at the other. The life of a miner is full of
excitement. Even when he meets with poor luck, there is the prospect
every day of making a rich find. But in the case cf the two friends it
was always hope deferred. At the end of the month they sat down to
consider the situation.

«Well, Grant, we don't seem to get much richer,” said Tom, taking
a whiff from a clay pipe which was his evening luxury after a hard day’s
work. ) f .

¢ \We made fifty cents yesterday,” responded Grant soberly.

« Between us, That is twenty five cents each.”

«On the whoie we have been losing ground during the last month.
1 am twenty dollars poorer than when I came here.”

s And I have fallen behind as much, or more than that.”

« Digging for gold isn't what 1 thought it to be,” said Grant. *‘I
was doing a good deal better in Sacramento.”

¢ That may be, but we mustn't forget that a man does strike luck
once in a while.*

“ It won't do us any good to have some other man strike luck."”

1 see you are getting down hearted, Grant.”

s Well, not exactly ; but 1 think I've made a mistake.
our claims amounts to much.”

*“ What do you propose, then 27

1 have nothing to propose,” said Grant modestly. ** You are older
and more experienced than . T will follow your plan.”

“‘Then let us work three days longer. If at the end of that time
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nothing turns up, we will puil up stakes and go elsewhere. We can't
afford to keep on working and falling behind all the time." *

¢ Three days then, Tom.”

““You haven't had any luck yet, Grant.
came.”

‘1 am afraid my coming brought you bad luck.”

“ Bad luck or not, I am glad to have you here.
work it seems pleasant to have some one to talk to.”

*If 1 should leave you, how would Silverthorn do?" asked Grant
smiling. :

** Poor company is worse than none.
than have that man 'round.”

The next morning the two partners went to work as usual. They
always started hopeful of good results, but, as the day wore away and
resulis were meager, their hopes began to sink. That day they cleared
between them a dollar and a half, while their expenses, at a modest
calculation, so high were provisious, were nearly double this sum,

** Another day lost ! " commented Tom as they sat over their evening
fire, for it was beginning to grow cold at the close of the day.

‘“We won't say anvthing about it,” said Grant, '‘Let the three
days pass, and then we will consult.”

About the middle of the next afternoon Grant was attacked by a vio-
lent headache.

¢+ I shall have to close up work for the day, Tom,” he said.

** Go to the cabin and lie down,” suggested T'om,

I would rather go on a walk. The fresh air may do me good.”

Grant dipped his handkerchief in the stream, bathed his forehead,
and then set out on a stroll to the south of the claims. Finding relief,
he pushed on till he had probably walked a couple of miles.

It was a lonely stretch of country, and, with the exception of a boy,
he met no one. His surprise was the greater, therefore, when at one
point he heard a groan, evidently proceeding {rom some one in pain.
He looked about him, and finally discovered an old man lying under a
tree doubled up with pain. It was hard to tell his age, for his appear-
ance was neglected, and he had the air of one who lived apart from his
fellow men,

*“What is the matter ? " asked Grant in a tone of sympathy.
I help you?”

“] am suffering from an attack of rheumatism,” answered the old
man, ** It came upon me suddenly, and has disabled me, as you see.”

* What can I do for you?"”

“* If you can help me to my cabin it will be a great service.”

‘* Where is your cabin 2"

“1In the edge of yonder woods.”

He pointed feebly, and Grant, foliowing the direction, espied a small
hut, brown and discolored with age, standing under the shadow of a
rock about a quarter of a mile away.

He helped the old man to his feet, and half supported him as he
walked toward the cabm. .

i Are vou often seized in this way 2" he asked.

“ Not' often so suddenly and violently, though I have been in the
grip of my enemy for years."”

1 had a share before you

After a hard day's

I'd rather hustle by myself

¢ Can

CHAPTER XXV,
ANOTHER LONELY CABIN.
HEY reached the cabin at last, and then a question which Grant
was about to ask was answered, The old man lived alone.
The furniture was of the simplest : a bed, a couple of chairs, a
table, and a few dishes. '
¢1s there no one to take care of you ? " asked Grant.
1 No, I need no one,” was the quick reply. **1 have remedies that
will soon quiet the pain.”
«1 should think you would feel lonely.”
1 prefer solitude to the society of mean, selfish and designing men,”
answered the old man bitterly.
¢ All men are not mean or selfish.”
“No doubt you are right, but those whom I trusted most have
proved s0.”
« How long have you lived here ?"
“ Six years.”
« Ase you—poor ? If so, perhaps I can help you.”
“No, no, poverty is the smallest of my troubles. Look there " and
the old man drew from his pocket a handful of gold pieces, *‘I have
enough to see me through the few years I have yet to live."”
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¢ Nothing. It was given me for a service I rendered the owner.”

* This seems like a fairy tale, Grant. What does it mean 2"

“1 will tell you ;" and Grant related his afternoon's adventure.

*“ Hurrah | we're in luck ! exclaimed Tom, rising to his feet and
swinging his hat in excitement. *‘ If what you say is true, we're made
men.” :

‘I am glad you look upon me as a man,"” said Grant, smiling.

*“I'm only anticipating a little. I hope,” he added anxiously, *‘ the
old man won't reconsider the matter.”

¢ Not much chance of it. I haven't known him long, but I am quite
sure that he isn’t that kind of a man.”

CHAPTER XXVL.
NAHUM STOCKTON.
o HAT shall we do with our old claims ?”
\/ Before Grant could answer that question a step was
heard, and looking up, the two friends saw approaching a
tall, gauat man of thirty five—a typical Yankee—whose shabby attire
indicated that he was *‘ down on his luck.”

** Good evenin’, friends,” he said.

* Good evening,” responded Tom cordially. ‘ Sit down with us,
won't you ? I've got an extra pipe, if you would like a smoke.”

* Thank you ; I'm just pinin’ for a smoke. Isthis your tenement 2"

% Well, we found it vacant, and squatted here. The owner hasn't
called on us for any rent yet.”

‘* You're in luck.”

* Have you just arrived 2"

“Yes, 1 have. I'm a rollin’ stone, and I haven’t gathered any
moss.”

¢ There's a good many in that fix.”

Do you see that coin 2" and the stranger took from his pocket a
silver quarter and flipped it up in the air.

* Yes. Is there anything strange about it 2"

“ Well, there’s this—it's the last and only piece of property now be-
longing to Nahum Stockton. If you are acquainted with the tax col-
lector, don’t mention it, for I wouldn’t like to be assessed on it.”

1 will respect your wishes, Mr. Stockton,” said Tom, laughing.
“ May I ask what are your plans ?”

*1f 1 can buy a claim for a quarter, 1 will settle down here and dig
for gold.” .

Tom looked at Grant, and Grant nodded, for he read his fricnd's
thought.

** Having so much money,” said Tom soberly, *‘you'd better buy a
couple of claims.”

* That's a good joke,” returned Stockton with a grira smile.

** No joke at alll My friend and 1 own a couple of claims, and we
leave Howe's Gulch tomorrow, We will make them over to you with~
" _out money and without price. As 1o a cradle, you can buy one on in-
‘stallments.”

¢ Do you mean it 2" asked Stockton eagerly.

“Yes; but I don't want to deceive you in the matter. They haven't
been paying very well lately, and Granf and I are going elsewhere to
prospect.”

“If they are paying anything, I'll accept them with pleasure.”

*“They are paymyg something, and of courge there's a possibility of
striking it rich in either one of them.”

« Gentlemen,” said Stockton earnestly, ‘ veu don't know what
yow've done for me. I was atthe end of my resources, and felt kind
o’ reckless. You've made a new man of me.”

*\We are glad to do you a service, Grant, can’t you get us some
supper ?  After eatlng, we'll go and show Mr. Stockton the claims, for
we shall want to make an early start tomorrow morning,  Mr. Stock-
ton, our supper will be a plain one, but we shall be glad to have you
Join us in eating it."

“You can't be gladder than 1 am,” said Nahum quaintly. I
haven’t had anything to eat since mornin’, and then it was only a slice
of bread and a glass of milk and water with the milk left out.”

Grant was in the cabin, making ready the evening meal. There was
bread and butter, some cold meat, and a cup of tea for each. Mr,
Stockton ate as if he enjoyed every mouthful.

* You don't ask me how T lost my money,” he said.

“You lost it, then ; you didn't spend it 2"

© No; if 1 had got the worth of it I wonldn’t have cared so much,
but to be cheated out of it by a mean scoundrel was a little too much.”
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“ Were you cheated out of it ?"

“Yes. I'll tell you how. Coming from 'Frisco I struck Frost's Bar
with a hundred dollars in my pocket. A hundred dollars! Sometinmes
I wonder if there is so much mouey in the world, now that I am dead
broke ! Well, I had been meaning to buy a claim, and was walkin’
'round when I met a sleek appearin’ man, who looked as if butter
wouldn't melt in his mouth. He asked me what my plans were, and I
told him I wanted to buy a claim. * You're the very man I'm lookin’
after,’ he said. *I've got arich claim here, but my health has given
way, and I haven’t strength to work it. I'm willin’ to sell for half
price.’ .

* Well, T looked at the claim, and I liked the appearance of it. The
artful rascal found out how much money I had, and asked me a hun-
dred doliars for the claim. *But,’ said I, * that won't leave me any-
thing to work it with." *¢I'like you, Mr. Stockton,' he said, as he
grabhed my hand, and the tears came into his eves. ‘I feel like bein'
a true friend to you. I'll let you have it for ninety dollars, and that
ain't half what it's worth.’

* Well, to make a long story short, I paid over the ninety dollars,
and he wrote out a paper making over the claim to me. Then he
shook hands with me and went away. I haven't seen him since.”

© Wasn't the claim a good one ? " asked Grant.

‘¢ Yes, the best at the Bar.”

*Then I don't see what you have to complain of.”

Tl tell you. The next mornin’ I went "round to take possession
of my claim, when I saw a stout, good looking man workin’it. * Hold
on, my friend,’ I said, ¢ what are you doin’ with my claim ?°

‘¢t Your claim ! ' repeated Charles Ambrose, for that was his name.
¢ What are you talkin’ about ?’ )

¢ ¢ T reckon I speak plain enough,’ said I, provoked. ‘1 bought that
claim last night, and 1 mean to hold it.

¢4 ¢+ Oh, you bought it ? ' said Ambrose.

¢ On that I produced the paper.
st ¢ Here's the document,’ I said.
thorn.'”

** What | " ejaculated Tom and Grant jointly.

** Do you know the man ? " asked Stockton.

1 think we do,”’ answered Tom Cooper. *‘He's a tall, thin fellow,
with a lamb-like expression, but he's an experienced swindler.”

“ You've about hit it. Did he swindle vou ? ™

‘“No, but he tried to. Well, how did you come out 2"

‘¢ At the little end of the horn, Silverthorn was off with my money
and I had nothing to show for it. I'd just like to get hold of him. He
wouldn’t look quite so much like an innocent lamb when I got through
with him.”

T left him at Sacramento,” said Grant.

*“I'll hunt him up when 1 get a little money,” went on Stockton.
‘I've met scoundrels before, but he'll take the cake.”

* Qr anything else he can lay hands on,” said Grant with a laugh.

They walked over to the mining camp, put Stockton into possession
of the claims, and introduced him to a miner who agreed to sell him a
ctadle on installments,

* Now, Grant,” said Tom, ‘* we'll go to bed, for we may have a
long walk before us tomorrow."

(70 be continued.)
BAD FOR THE BONE.

“ By Jove ! " said the museum 'man, turning pale.

“What's the matter, Rupert ? ' asked his wile.

‘1 forgot to send the dog-faced boy any supper, and he is locked up
in the same cage with the ossified man."--New York Surn.

*Of whom did you buy it ?'

¢ It is signed by Dionysius Silver-

" THE FESTIVE SHAD.

BoaRDER—'* Have you any boneless shad, madam ? "

LaxpLapy—** No, sir."”

BOARDER—"** Very well, madam ; 1 don’t care for any more of the
shadless bone.”"— W ashsmgton Star.

EASY TO OBEY.
¢ 1 cax command my salary,” said the Thespian in 1eply to the re-
marks of an envious rival,
“No deubt," was the replv, ** It's so small it would be afraid to dis-
obey you."-- Washington l'ost.











