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thought, and with his father’s calm, strong temperament as well as his
gentlemanly and refined manners. Arthur, however, was of shght
build, quick motioned, and impetuous in manner, his lithe form
crowned with a mop of curly brown hair, from under which looked a
good humored, though not a handsome face. This face was habitually
overrun with smiles, and even now, as he stared out across the street,
awaiting impatiently his mother's return, the smiles somehow crept out
about the corners of his mouth and twinkled in his eyes, uatil the sick
baby in the window of the Moriarty tenement opposite, grinned as only
a true Hibernian baby can grin, and clapped its poor little hands to-
gether in delight.

“That poor little thing !” exclaimed Art, noticing the youthful
Moriarty’s gestures, ‘‘See how pale and thin itis! Micky told me
¢ the babby ' was sick, What it needs is some poor fresh airand plenty
of sunlight.”

‘1 don't see why you will persist in being so familiar with Micky
Moriarty, and I do wish you’d keep still while I'm reading,” said Hal
impatiently.

““Now look here, Hal Blaisdell,” cried Ait, flaring up at once,
** Micky's just as good as we are in a great many ways, and 1 do respect
him, for he works hard and helps support his mother when old Mori-
arty goes off on a spree—and that’s most all the time. He's to be re-
spected a deal more'n we are, for we pretty near live on Little Mum,
both of us.”

‘“Well, we can't shovel coal and clean out ashes, and all that, like
Micky,” returned Hal, cut by his brother’s remark.

1 don't know why we can't—'tisn't because we haven’t got educa-
tion enough,” said At sarcastically. **1 declare I have a good mind
to take the next job I can find—so long’s it's honest I shan't care.”

‘*You'd better use a little common sense, Art,” admonished the elder
brother. ‘‘Micky is undoubtedly well fitted for the position he fills,
but you'd cut a pretty figure shoveling coal or clearing out ash bins,
now wouldn't you 2 ”

¢ Well, Hal,” returned Art, in a less aggrieved tone, ** it does gall
me awfully to see Little Mum working so hard for us, and we just about
loafing. It does seem as though there's no work to be had in this
whole city.”

** How do you know but that Mr. Olney has managed to get us both
into the Fournal office, and has written about it in his letter ? You
know he promised to use all his influence if there was an opening.”

*That would be jolly good 1" exclaimed Art. ‘I tell you, Hal, you
don't know how glad I'd be to just get a regular sit on the Yournal,
This fugitive writing is dreadfully tantalizing.”

s+ Oh, I don’t fancy it over much,” said Hal. ** But I should accept
it thankfully enough, and wait for a better opening. But you, Art,
were cut out for a journalist, and I expect you'll be managing editor of
the Fournal, or some other paper just as large some day.”

¢ Now you're laughing at a fellow.”

** Not a bit.”

“Well, I wish I could give that little one a two weeks’ trip 1o the
country,” said Arthur, going back to the Moriarty baby ; ‘it would do
it a world of good."”

‘ Why don't you constitute yourself its nurse and take it out to the
Park this afternoon ?"” suggested Hal, with a smile which was just a
little malicious.

In his own mind he pictured his tall and neatly dressed brother
carrying the dirty faced, sickly looking youngest Moriarty up and down
the walks of the great park, while fussy old ladies would ask if "twas
¥ his youngest,"” and naughty boys would call him ‘‘ nurse maid.” But
Art flushed a little, and said quickly :

1 never thought of that, but I will, if Little Mum’s willing.”

‘* And you might write it up for the Yournal,” continued Hal, with-
dut a thought that his brother was earnestly considering the suggestion,

¢t Perhaps I might find something there that would bear writing up
for the literary number, maybe,” said Arthur thoughtfully.

Then Hal awoke to the fact that his brother was really in earnest.

“You don’t mean to say that you would take that dirty, ragged
youngster out there! You—-"

‘ Here comes Little Mum 1 ” interrupted Art, at that moment look-
ing out and catching sight of a figure far down the street. Leaving
the window he rushed out of the room and precipitated himself down
the five flights of stairs, endangering his own life and limb as well as
the comfort of every one he met. Hal followed more slowly, not for-

getting to close and lcck the door behind him,
When the elder lad reached the street door, his mother had already
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arrived, and Art had unburdened her of all her parcels and already
was mounting the stairs. Hal offered his arm to her with the quiet,
courteous manner which was characteristic of him.

¢ Come on,” called Art, from the top of the first flight. ‘¢ There’s
a letter for you, Little Mum, and I’'m just wild to know what’s in it.”

The little room which we would have before thought plainly, if not
scantily furnished, seemed transformed as soon as Mrs. Blaisdell en-
tered it. Her sons' pet name, ** Little Mum,” seemed to fit her stature
precisely ; for she was a slight, delicate looking lady, hardly up to
Arthur’s shoulder. But her sunny temper, motherly face and sweet
voice seemed to fairly radiate the cheerfulness which was in her, until
in a moment the room seemed filled with it.

The boys, who had secretly thought the place particularly barren and
ugly that morning, immediately lost sight of the staring walls and
common furniture. It was kome to them, now that Little Mum was
here. One would wever think, to look at her smiling countenance,
that she had been walking up and down the city streets, in and out of
the great stores in search of work, receiving rebuffs at every hand —for
it was at a time when work was scarce and wages exceedingly low,
when the poor were suffering in the great cities, and even the rich were
being bLeut by the breath of the panic.

With all the eagerness of a girl, and before removing her bonnet
and shawl, Mrs. Blaisdell broke the seal of the letter Arthur handed
her. She read it through, and a slight cloud crossed her face.

““ What is it, Mum ? " asked Arthur, eagerly leaning over the back
of her chair. ** Has Mr. Olney found us any place ? "

‘¢ Here is the letter,” replied his mother. ** Listen."”

Provipence, R. 1., June 10, 18 -."

My DEAR MaADAM:

1 take the earliest opportunity to inform you that pursuant to your re-
quest, and because I feel a deep interest in the welfare of yourself and
your two sons, | have used all the influence in my power with Mr. David-
son, of the Journal Co.. and he has at last found an opening for one of
your sons on the regular reportorial staff. I am grieved to siate thatJ
have been unable as yet to find a position at all suitable for the other boy,
and must say that the prospect 1ooks exceedingly dark. Men are being dis
charged, not hired, in these times,

But do not be discouraged ; a way may be opened yet. Let your son
who is an aspirant for reportorial honours call at my office Monday morning
next, at nine,

I remain, madam, as ever, your obedient servant,

Arsert H. OLNEY.

* That's only for one of us,” said Arthur, disappointed.

*“ And that means you, Art,” cried Hal generously.

¢ Oh, I should so like to take it,” said the younger lad, looking at
his mother wistfuily. ** What do you say, Little Mum 2"

‘I say you must not be so quick,” returned his mother, laughing.
¢ Here is a note Mr. Olney added, evidently as an after thought,”

She read :

P. S.—1I have just received a call from a friend of mine—Hiram Hart by
name—who runs a dairy farm just outside the city, and he tells me he
wants a smart, intelligent lad to assist him on his milk route, The boy will
have to live at Hiram's place, and the wages will be merely ncminal ; but
if either of your boys will accept the offer it will certainly relieve you to
some extent.

* No, thanks ! I'm no farmer,” exclaimed Hal, in disgust. ** Olney
can keep all his places if they're like that.”
“ Hush, my son ! that isn't right,” said Mrs. Blaisdell. *‘It was

meant kindly enough. Mr. Olnev reached his present position by hard
work, and with little or no education, and therefore he does not see
why an educated young man should expect a better position than an
ordinarily smart one."

“Well, Little Mum, you would not expect me to accept that, would
you ?" asked Hal.

* No, Hal, I should not. You are fitted for some position better
than one on a milk farm ; but——"

“ You think I ought to take it until I can find something else ?”

¢ Perhaps it might be best.”

** 1 could never do it, no, never ! ” exclaimed Hal.
do in the country ? "

“ You couldn’t expect Hal to take it, mother,” interrupted Arthur.
“ What is the use of a fellow's having an education if he must spend
all his life milking cows ? 1 wish there were two openings at the
Journal office, Hal."”

© I wish so, too,” said Hal bitterly ; and retiring to the window he
picked up his book again.

¢ What could I
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Mrs. Blaisdell rose with a hittle sigh.

** It's all for the best,” spid sne. ** Even Arty's being at work will
help us wonderfully just now. 1 never did see times quite so hard be-
fore.”

* 1 wish I could do more for you,” cried Arthur, throwing his arms
about her neck.

*“ Yes,” said Hal maliciously, from the window, ** Art was going to
hire himiself out as a nurse maid, and take the Moriarty young 'un out
to the Park this afterncon.”

** There, I'm glad you reminded me of that, Hal,” rejoined Art

coolly. “*1 did think of taking that poor little thing out there after
dinner. It looks so thin and sick, and the air would do it so much
good.”

** Oh, mother ! " cried Hal, jumping up. * You won't let him take
that brat nut ! For pity's sake, how it would Took.”

** Mayn't 1, Little Mum 2”

‘“Do you mean it, dear 2" asked Mrs. Blaisdell, following Arthur
to the other window.

* Of course; why not 2"

Little Mum looked out across the street 1o the weary littie face at
the pane opposite, and her eyes were just a little moist as she replied :

“If you think you can attend to little Jimmy, and Mrs. Moriarty
will trust him with you, I see no reason why you cannot.”

“ Tl go right over and find out,” said Arthur, picking up his cap
and darting out of the door, ieaving Hal a picture of speechless indig-
nation,

L

CHAPTER 1L
THE EXPLOSION ABOARD THE LADY OF TUE LAKE.

HE representative family of the clan Moriarty occupied rooms ou
the fifth floor of the block opposite the one in which the Blais-
dells resided. Art dashed down the stairs, rushed across the

street, dodging under the very noses of a pair of dray horses, and tore
up the five flights to the Moriarty abode.

¢ Och, Misthur Arthar, is thet you ? " cried Mrs. Moriarty, opening
the door. ** An’ how’s yer mother the day ?”

* She's well, thank you. How is Jimmy ? "

‘“Coom in an'sit doon,” said the lady, wiping off a chair with her
apron and offering it to her visitor. ** Jamesey, poor bye, isn’t as well
terday as he was. It’'s a bad place .fur him here, I s’pose—an’ him
ailin’, too

¢ He does look bad, that's a fact,” said Arthur, stroking the head of
the dirty faced little fellow who tottered to his knee and leaned against
him, ** How are you today, Jimmy ?”

** Now do yez spake to the gintleman pretty,” admonished Mrs, Mo-
riarty, looking fondly down upon her youngest. ** That's the bye.”

The little one lifted his face and puckered up his lips, and Arthur
submitted very gracefully to being kissed square on the point of his
nose by * Jamesey.”

“ It's too bad you couldn't get him out in the country somewhere for
a couple of weeks,” suggested Arthur.

Mrs. Moriarty shook her head sadly.

¢ It’s too bad intoirely. It's wishing we was beck in the old country,
1 am, ivry blessed day. For we had a bit of a garden, an' a pig—yes,
two of thim—an’ a cow we had part of the toime. Micky remimbers
it an’ often spakes of it, poor bye; but the little one was borned in
this country.”

“1f you can trust Jimmy with me this afternoon,” said Arthur hesi-
tatingly, * I'll take him out to the Park for a little while.”

* Och, now, would yez !” cried Mrs. Moriarty, clasping her hands
and almost crying for pleasure. ¢ Is it thrustin’ ye, 1'd be ? Sure yez
c¢'d take him all day if yez so felt loike, And will yer mother be
willin’ 2"

' Perfectly.”

* Och, it's a dear good woman she is, Heaven bless her ! Aund what
toime be's yer goin’ ? I'll have Jamesey all ready, so 1 will.”

 Well, let's say one o'clock,” said Arthur, rising.

“ Thin I'll have him ready. An’ it’s sure yer are ye'd just as live'’s
take him? "

** Yes, indeed,” replied the lad heartily.
along well together.”

* Do you intend taking that brat with you, Art 2" asked his brother,
when Arthur returned.

“ Of course. I don't mind taking the little beggar.
joy it so much, too.”

* Jimmy and I always get

And he'll en-

399

‘I don’t think you ought to let him do it, mother,” said Hal.

*To hear you talk, Hal, one would never think that you were the
boy who gave old Meg, the apple woman ou the corner, every cent you
had last week because she was too ill to sell her wares,” said Mrs.
Blaisdell, with a quiet smile.

Hal blushed Itke a girl at this.

*Oh, Art ! he said.  ** Why did you tell 27

*Well, I really couldn’t keep it from Little Mum, you know,” replied
Art, a little shame faced, ** She does get things out of you so, without
a fellow's knowing it.”

* Well, any way, that was different from this,” said Hal, cooling off
a little.  ‘* I didn’t do it openly ; just gave her the money, you know.
But this—taking everybody's and anybody's young ones out walking
like a nursemaid or the keeper of an urphan asylum "

** Oh, Hal, Hal,” interrupted Mrs. Blaisdell, ** you were never meant
to be poor, I'm afraid. You give in a princely, off hand way ; Arty
comes down to the people whom he helps. A kind word or act goes far-
ther than money sometimes,"”

** But it does no good for us to associate or fraternize with these
people about us. We are entirely their superior—"

But Art had heard all he wanted to on the subject, and dived under
the table, where he declared he would stay until Hal stopped ** firing
off " his big words and expressions,

*¢Oh, come out.  Don't act so foolish,” said Hal.

** Not until you promise to drop it,” returned Art inelegantly, sitting
Turk fashion under the table,

* Yes, I will drop it 1" acquiesced Hal.
Moriarty family to the Park if you want to.
you won't meet any one you know.”

* Well, we don't know many people in this city,” said Art, crawling
out from under the table. ** Wish we did.”

1 don’t wish so,” returned his brother,
friends knew where we were hving.”

** Come, boys, dinner's ready,” said Mrs. Blaisdell, interrupting their
conversation,

As soon as dinner was disposed of Arthur set out once more for the
Moriarty apartments. Mrs. Moriarty had washed and dressed Jimmy,
and he sat up straight in a little chair by the window patiently waiting
for Arthur,

‘There he is all ready, bless his heart ! cried Mrs. Moriarty, when
Arthur made his appearance. ** He's been on the watch for yez this
half hour. Now do yez be a good bye, Jamesey, an’ moind the
gintleman.”

¢ Come on, Jimmy,” and catching up the little fellow, Arthur bore
him down stairs and out on the noisy street.

Soon they turned off into a more quiet thoroughfare, and in the
course of ten minutes reached the great square, where they boarded a
horse car for the Park. The car was already quite full, but Arthur
found a place and squeezed in beside a young man on one of the front
seats, and held Jimmy in his lap.

The young man attracted Arthur's attention almost immediately.
He wasdressed in a black coat, buttoned up to his chin like a clergy-
man's, an immaculate linen collar and a white tie, black trousers and low
shoes, and crowning all, a ministerial looking, low crowned, soft felt
hat. His face was pleasant, although having a somewhat meek and
mild expression which reminded Arthur, as he afterward said, of mut-
ton. The young gentleman's dignity was rather marred, however, by
a downy brown mustache which adorned his upper lip,

Little Jimmy seemed to interest the clerical young gentleman ex-
ceedingly, and he finally asked Arthur, in a solemn voice, in keeping
with his appearance, if the child was his little brother. Art grinned
broadly ag he thought how horror stricken Hal would have been were
he present, and replied :

“ No; this is Jimmy Moriarty. His folks live near us, and he’s been
sick, poor little chap. I'm taking him out to the Park this afternoon
for a breath of fresh air."”

‘* He is an—er- -offspring of the poorer class of this great and wicked
city ? " inquired the young man,

Arthur replied that the child's parents were in rather straitened
circumstances.

t* And you are giving this little fellow pleasure from a purely chari-
table impulse ? " exclaimed the young man, clasping his hands together,

“ Why, yes, 1 suppose s0,” replied Art, in surprise,

‘¢ Ali, here is true charity " murmured the stranger, gazing dreamily
off acruss the fields they were passing.

“You can take the whole
Only I hope to goodness

** Suppose our Boston
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He remained silent a few mements, and, then turning toward
Arthur again he handed hin a delicately engraved card upon which the
boy read ** Joel Audubon Webb.”

““That is my name,” he said, with solemn dignity,
have met you, Mr.—er "

“Mr. name is Arthur Blaisdell,” said Art, quickly coming to the
young man's relief,

‘“ Ah, yes; Mr. Blaisdell. You have given me an incident with
which I shall illustrate my first sermon—* True Charity,” I intend call-
ing it.  Had more of us your spirit of love for our fellow creatures this
would be a better world--a better world.”

“ You are a—a—minister, sir 2 "’ questioned Art, at a loss to know
how to converse with this overpoweringly dignified personage.

** No—anly a student, only a student. I am as yet but slightly ad-
vanced in my calling. Theology has been my study for some tine past ;
but [ consider myself to have made but little progress in such a great
and noble profession,”

3 \'es ?"

* However, before long I expect to occupy a desk.
rived at our destination.”

The young man stepped from the car and walked away with all the
dignity of a patriarch, while Arthur moved off in another direction
with his young charge. Jimmy was at once eagerly interested in all
the sights and sounds—in the trees and flowers and shrubbery, the
birds and animals, in the pony carriages and the people about him,

He behaved very well indeed for so small a child until lie saw a pea-
cock strutting about with his tail spread to the best advantage. Then
he wanted one of the creature's handsome feathers, and as Art of
course refused him, the youngest descendent of the Moriarty clan lifted
up his voice and wept.

The more Art tried to buy him off with sugar coated promises the
more Jimmy cried, until the boy was in despair.  But just here rescue
appeared in the shape of a portly, elderly gentleman, who haited beside
them and stooping down inquired in a fatherly tone :

“*"\What's the trouble, my son ? ™

Arthur told the little fellow’s grievance, and the gentleman chuckled
gond naturedly, as he said :

¢ Cryving for the moon, like the rest of us, eh 2 Well, we all do it
from the cradle to the grave, I suppose. But sometimes something a
little smaller than the moon satisfies us,” and, drawing a handful of
change from his pocket, he selected a bright penny from among the
other pieces, and gave it to the sobbing child.

I never knew it to fail,” said the donor of the penny, as Jimmy re«
ceived the coin with a funny little nod of his head which meant
“thank vou,” and immediately hushed his sobs. ** No, sir, | never
knew it to fail. I always carry some bright pennies nowadays, to give
to crying children. It's worth a great deal more than the coin to see
the sunshine through the rain,” and he walked away, leaving little
Jimmy clutching the penny tightly in his hand.

* Thank vou, sir,” said Art, before the gentleman was out of hear-
ing. I don’t know what I should have done to stop him if you
hadn’t happened along.”

Jimmy had apparently forgotten all about his previous trouble, and
he allowed Arthur to again take his hand and lead him down toward
the lake.

1 seem to fall in with cranks today,” thought Arthur, **and both
the old gentleman and the young nnnister were full fledged ones, 1
rather like the old fellow, though ; but as for Joel Audubon—well, 1
suppose there's a use for such people in this world."”

The lake was a good sized one—in fact it was two or three lakes
joined together. Arthur and his young charge walked slowly through
the boat house and out upon the platform. Here lay a Jittle steam
launch, hardly twenty feet long, called the Lady of the Lake, which
made.the round of the lakes every half hour, and was just preparing
to cast off its moorings and start on a trip.  Arthur looked at the little
fellow beside him, whose eyes eagerly rested on the craft, and said,
under his breath :

** I declare, I'll do it! The poor little beggzar’'ll be tickled almost to
deatli, and I don't believe T shall need the money.”

* Going, sir ? " inquired the boatman, with the painter of the launch
in his hand.

Art passed over his two dimes and carried Jimmy aboard, where he
found a seat in the bow between—who but his two acquaintances, the
benevnlent old gentleman and the clerical young man !

The latter bowed solemnly, and the old gentleman said ** Hullo ! " to

I am glad to

Ah, we have ar-
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Jimmy in a very undignified manner, and pinched the little fellow’s
cheek. ’

‘* So you're going to give him a ride, eh ? " asked the old gentleman-
‘“Is it your hittle brother 2™

** No, sir—no relation,” replied Arthur,

* He tells me.” said the theological student solemnly, breaking in
upon the conversation, ** that the child is, in fact, from the lower
orders of society, and that Lie has brought him here from a pureiy char-
itable motive, In fact, it is an excellent illustration of what tiue char-
ity is, or shouid be,”

‘¢ H--m, ah, yes, | guess so!” returned the old gentleman gruffly,
eying the speaker as one would a new speciman n the natural history
world.

** Yes, sir,” continued the young man, *‘ this world would be much
better was there more genuine charity in it.  Our young friend here
should be an example for us all.”

The thought that he was an example for the whole world to follow
was rather overwhelming to Arthur, and he really did wish that the
theological student would keep still.  The old gentleman looked
wrathfully at the speaker as though he did not enjoy his remarks, but
the look was lost on Joel Audubon, as he was gazing meditatively
across the lake,

** Ever been on this thing before ? ™ inquired the old gentleman of
Arthur, by way of changing the conversation.

‘*No, sir.”

Well, T came out here to try it today.. My little girl's been on it,
and she wants one like it to sail this summer down the river. Qur
summer place is right on the shore of the bay.”

* I should think it would be very nice,” suggested Art.

** She seems to think it would be. Butl wanted to see if 'twas safe.”

‘¢ My dear sir,” broke in the voice of the theological student, ** have
you counted the cost of such a step 2™

*“ What do you mean ?” angriiy demanded the old gentleman, turn-
ing very red in the face.

But Joel Audubon was not one whit abashed.

** T mean what I say, sir.  Have you counted the cost of this? Do
you not realize that the amount of mouney you will spend for this toy
for your child could be converted into untold enjoyment for poor
children like this one 2" pointing to Jimmy. ¢ I feel it my duty "

*“And I shall feel it my duty,” cried the old gentleman, jumping up
in arage, ** to pitch you overboard if you don’t shutup ! Do you near 2"

He was saved the trouble of carryiug out his threat. The little engine
stationed in the center of the launch had been ruuning badly all day,
and at that precise moment decided in its mechaunical mind to end its
existence by blowing up.

It was not a very dangerous explosion : but it served every purpose
The engineer had allowed too much steam to accumulate, and just as
the old gentleman sprang up the entire top of the engine blew off.

The theological student had risent in very undignified hasteat the old
gentleman'’s exclamation, and even Arthur arose, still bearing little
Jimmy in his arms. At the first warning of the explosion the boy
sprang backward into the water, landing safely upon his feet, But the
shock threw both his strange acquaintances heels over head into the
lake.

The elderly gentleman, whose wrath had been thus summarily
quenched, fell within Arthur's reach, and the boy assisted him to his
feet. The water was hardly up to their waists, yet they presented a
comical appearance standing in the center of the lake.

“ Tl bet T don't buy one of these pesky things for Flossy " was the
exclamation of the old gentleman, blowing the water from his mouth,

**Who'd have thought it would have blown up ? " said Art, rather
dazed at the unexpected accident,

** Nobody but the man who invented it,” returned his companion
crustily. ** Here, bub, give us your hand and let’s wade ashore. 1
expect we'll be the laughing stock of the whole crowd.”

Arthur gave him one hand, and still clasping Jimmy Moriarty with
the other, he waded towards the bank.

Oh Hal, if you could but see vour brother now !

CHAPTER III,
FOR LITTLE MUM,

HE explosion on board the Lady of the Lake occurred not far
from land, and Arthur and the old gentleman had little trouble
in wading ashore.  Not o Joel Audubon Webb, That digni-

fied young gentleman had floundered about in the water some few mo-
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ments before he regained his feet, and was now a fearful and wonder-
ful object to behold.

His coat was split up the back, and his trousers were streaked with
fantastic stripes of muddy water. His choker was wilted and his tie,
becoming detached in his urious struggles, had floated away along with
his soft felt hat. Indeed he was the most bewildered looking individual
one ever saw.

With the assistance of a rescuing party in a rowboat he was finally
:owed ashore and fell gasping on the bank. The crowd which had
gathered paid little attention to him, however, except to laugh at his
appearance. A policeman who evidently knew the old gentleman,
hurried him. and Arthur as well, into a waiting room near by where
they removed their outside garments and wrung them comparatively
dry.

** Here ! what time is it ? " suddenly exclaimed the old gentleman.
¢ My watch has stopped.”

* Quarter to three,” replied the officer, who had stayed to assist the
¢ shipwrecked " couple.

*Good! I can get down to the office in time for the last edition.
How I wish I could write this thing up decently.”

**One man can't be expected to run both the business and the liter-
ary end of a newspaper,” said the officer with a smile.

Arthur began (figuratively speaking) to prick up his ears. He won-
dered with which of the city dailies this gentleman was connected.

“ Is there time to get down street before the last edition of the eve-
ning papers 2" he asked quickly.

*“Yes, if you go down in my carriage,” said the old gentleman,
‘“ And by the way, Jeffries.,” he added,” turning to the officer. ‘1
wish you would call John to the door here. I'll take you and the
youngster home, young man.”

‘“Oh, thanks!” cried Art. **If you'll just wait five minutes for
me,” and he was about to dash out of the door in his usual impetuous
manner.,

* Hold on, hold on 1 " said the old gentleman.
ter 2"

* Well, you see, I write for the Journal some, and I'd Like to get a
few points about this explosion, if it won’t conflict with you, sir.”

“ Well—I guess it won't,” returned the old gentleman, in a rather
surprised tone, as Arthur darted out. ’

Fortunately, the young reporter had not been wet above his waist,
and his note book was perfectly dry in his inside jacket pocket. He
obtained the names of the engineer, the place where the Lady of the
Lake was built, and the company who built her, the name of the en-
gine, and other minor facts.

Then he hurried back to where his elderly friend was waiting.

A carriage with a liveried coachman on the box stood at the door.

*“Your five minutes is up, young man,” said the old gentleman,
when Arthur made his appearance. * Get right in. I'll bring the
child.”

Jimmy, who had quietly fallen asleep in a corner of one of the set-
tees, was carefully lifted into the carriage, and the old gentleman took
the seat beside him and opposite Arthur, who was already busily en-
gaged on his account of the accident for the Fournal.

The coachman drove away at a rattling pace, and the young reporter
found it difficult to write ; but bracing his knee firmly he turned off
page after page of his copy in a large, plain handwriting, with visions
of a half column article and ** space rates ” dancing before his mental
vision. The old gentleman took each page as it was completed, and
read it with apparent interest.

Finally Arthur came to the list of names of the passengers aboard
the Lady of the Lake, and stopped a moment to look at his elderly
friend, as he said :

‘Do you object to having your name put in this list of passengers,
sir?"

““Me ? Oh, no, I don’t object- It'll be a good advertisement, and I
believe in advertising.”

““ Well, will you please give me your name ? " asked Arthur, after
waiting a moment.

** Oh, certainly. Henry Davidson—of the Fournal”

‘“ The proprietor of the FYournal/" cried Arthur, in open eyed sur-
prise.

“ Of course. Come now, stop staring like an idiot, and finish your
article,” said Mr. Davidson testily. ‘‘I'll see that it has a good posi-
tion on the local page.”

Thus admonished, Arthur went back to his writing, and completed
it just before they arrived at the Fournal editorial rooms.

¢ What's the mat-
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‘* Here, I'll go in with it,” said Mr, Davidson, springing nimbly out
of the carriage, and added, as Arthur passed him his manuscript :
* What's your name, young man ? "

‘¢ Arthur Blaisdell, sir.”

** Blaisdell 2 All right.”

Fifteen minutes later Mr. Davidson re entered the carriage, and told
Arthur to give directions to the coachman to drive to his home.

‘1 don’t want to bother you, sir,"” said the boy, ** and Jimmy and 1
can walik.”

But the gentleman was obdurate, and Arthur gave the coachman the
necessary directions,

‘“ You're not on the regular stafl of the Yowurnal, eh ?” inquired
Mr. Davidson.

** No, sir,  Once'n a while I get in fugitive matter—for the literary
edition, usually.”

** H—m. Well, the editor say« he likes yvour stuff, but there's no
opening on the staff just now. There was a chance, but Al Olney has
a fellow for the place.”

¢ Albert H. Olney 2"

** Yes—the o1l merchant.”

¢ Then I guess I'm the one he wanted the place for.
us about it this morning.”

“Ah—h 1" exclaimed Mr. Davidson, with evident satisfaction.
Then, after a moment’s silence : ** You're pretty young, aren't you ? "

“ I'm sixteen, sir.”

‘* Sixteen, eh 2 Don't suppose you know anything about the trade—
about printing 2"

* Not much, sir.”

** Well, you ought. Ithink a journalist, whether he intends run-
ning a newspaper, or writing for one, should serve his time at the case
first. 1did.”

* Yes, sir.”

** But every one to his taste and opinions.  Still, you're none too old
to learn the trade now. I was eighteen when I commenced, and we
served four years in those days.”

“ 1 coulun't afford it, sir, for I have to help my mother all I can.
Reporting will pay me much better than apprenticing myself to the
printing trade.”

“ Yes, that's so, that's so. Ah, is this the place ? Shouldnt advise
you to live here any longer than you can help.”

‘ Don't intenc to,” replied Arthur, with a blush, as he prepared to
step out of the carriage.” ** But this is the best we can do at present,
the times are so hard.”

¢ H—m, yes. Well,dl'll keep an eye on you, Blaisdell,” said Mr.
Davidson, as the equipage rolled away, leaving Arthur and his young
charge standing on the curbstone,

But the next day the hot weather drove the old gentleman from the
city and down the bay to his summer residence, and for the time he
entirely lost sight of Arthur Blaisdell.

Arthur carried Jimmy up stairs to his mother, and rushed down and
up to his own home without waiting for Mrs. Moriarty’s voluble
thanks.

“ Well, how do you like baby farming ?" inquired Hal, when Art
entered.

*‘ Have you had a pleasant afternoon, my boy ? " asked his mother.

- First rate ! ” replied Arthur. *‘I've been blown up by an engine,
got acquainted with the proprietor of the Journal, had a drive in his
private carriage, and written up half a column about the accident.™

‘* For mercy's sake, what are you talking about ?” exclaimed Mrs
Blaisdell, while Hal appeared too greatly surprised for utterance.

** Yes, sir, I have,” said Art; and he sat down and recounted his
afternoon's adventures in full

** Of all the fellows to get into awkward scrapes, you are the worst,
Art,” said Hal. * Just to think of taking that Moriarty young ‘un into
Mr. Davidson's private carriage !

¢ Mr, Davidson took him in himself,” returned Arthur, ‘“and he
didn’t kick about it, either.”

““Is *kick’ a proper expression, Arthur 2" asked his mother. *¢ Espec-
ially in reference to Mr, Davidson ?"

“ No, ma'am, I dou’t suppose it is.
way.”

* Well, you're sailing right into smooth waters, Art,"” said Hal, with
a sigh. I wish I was, too. We'd have Little Mum out of here in
short order, and get a tenement somewhere else.”

“ All in good time, my son,” said Little Mum cheerlully.
is already growing brighter.”

He wrote to

He made no objection toit, any

““Our sky
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* The sun isn't rising very rapidly,” grumbled Hal.

‘' Well, here's one son that will rise and give another his place,”
cried Art, whisking his brother out of his seat and taking it himself.
¢ It’s your turn to make the fire for tea, old fellow.”

** Don’t get discouraged, boys.” said Mrs. Blaisdell.
better times are coming.”

** Bless you, Little Mum 1" exclaimed Art, jumping up and giving
her a hug such as gnly a boy or a bear can give. ** We'd all have
gone to pieces long ago, if it hadn’t been for your always seeing some-
thing bright ahead.”

Indeed, what he said was very true, for by her cheerful disposition
Mrs. Blaisdell made many burdens light, and their trials appeared
small beside their blessings. Since her husband's death, two years be-
fore, she had done all in her power to support her boys, but reverses
followed reverses until they were at last forced to leave their Boston
home, and move to their present one in Providence,

Mr. Blaisdell had been a fairly well-to-do merchant, but lost his for-
tune just before his death, leaving his family almost destitute. Hal
and Art did all in their power to assist their mother ; but that was not
much, in times when boys as smart and well equipped as themselves
were plentiful.

Both had good educations, and Arthur possessed more than an ordi-
nary talent for writing and composition. Early in life he had decided
upon a journalistic career, and since his father's death had availed him-
sell of every opportunity to practice his chosen profession. Lately he
had done considerable ‘¢ fugitive " writing for the daily papers.

Hal rather inclined toward the bar, and had he been enabled to ccm-
plete his college course, as his father had intended, undoubtedly would
have followed his natural bent. Finding this impossible, he followed
Arthur’s example, and did some little journalistic work, although with
less success than had attended his brother’s efforts.

It was therefore very grateful news to all three when Mr. Olney (who
had been a friend of Mr. Blaisdell) wrote that he had obtained an open-
ing in Journal office for one of the boys.. By mutual consent it seemed
that Arthur was to be the fortunate one, and some few moments
before nine on the following Monday morning he started for Mr. Oi-
ney's office on South Water Street.

Mr. Olney was a portly, pleasant faced gentleman of about fifty years
of age. He had sat in his greasy little office at one side of his ware.
room, surtounded by all sorts and conditions of o0il for so many years,
that bis ciothing and features seemed to fairly shine with oily opulence,
and even his voice and manner were bland and oily, too.

‘* Ah, this is young Blaisdeil ? ” he said, when Arthur presented him-
self.  ** Good morning, sir.’

** Good morning,” returned Arthur politely.

** Let’s see,” said Mr, Olney, looking the boy over thoughtfully.
“l e’x,?ected rather an older lad than you appear to be. How old are
you ?

** Sixteen, sir.”

* Sixteen—yes,

‘* Eighteen.”

‘ And you are the only one inclined towards a journalistic career ?°’

* Well, sir, we have both done some writing for the Journal, but I
have had the most success in that line,” said Arthur modestly,

*‘That's good. Well, I have finally persuaded Mr. Davidson to
make an opening for you. You will fili the position to the best of your
ability, I know, if you are your father's son,” said Mr, Olney. ‘* The
compensation, Mr. Davidson tells me, will be eight dollars per week at
first.”

** Yes, sir ; I understand that.”

* Well, there is this other matter. Mr. Hart wants a young man on
his place, and though of course he could get a score of good ones, he
said he would take one of you on my recommendation. Would your
brother take it 2"

** I—1 don’t know,” said Art doubtfully.
Hart want a boy for?"

Mr, Olney looked at him keenly for a moment before replying, and
then leaned forward slightly, resting a hand on each knee, as he said :

‘* Now, let me tell you how ‘'tis, young man. Times are hard—
mighty hard—just now. I know of hundreds of boys in better circum-
stances than you who would jump at the chance to get this position
with Hiram Hart. Of course the hours are long—always are in the
country. But he'll pay vou four dollars a week and your board. Now,
I advise that one of you take it, for your mother’s sake, at least, That’s
all.”

“T think that

And how old is your brother 2"

** What—what does Mr.,
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“ Well, sir, if you'll give me a few minutes to think about it, and per-
haps see my brother " began Arthur.

** All right,  Come back as quickly as you can.”

Arthur bowed himself out and hurried away—not towards home. He
knew very well that Hal would never accept such a position as this
Mr. Hart offered. But how much it would help Little Mum if both
her boys could care for themselves and help her. His paltry eight dol-
lars a week from the fournal would hardly support them. But with
four dollars more !

“ T doit!" he said aloud, ‘¢ It’s for Little Mum, and I can’t do
too much for her. Grandfather used to say, * Never let a good pear rot
on the tree,” and so I won't give myself a chance to go back on this
good resolution ; but I'll act on it at once.”

Wheeling about he started for Mr. Olney's office again, walking
more rapidly than before. He burst impetuously in upon the oil mer-
chaut, hardly giving himself time to close the office door, before
saying :

‘ I've decided to take your advice, sir.
on the Journal, please, I'll work for Mr. Hart.
Litue Mum !

If you'll get Hal the position
I'd do anything for

(70 be continued.)

BRAD MATTOON:

LIFE AT HOSMER HALL.*

BY WILLIAM D. MOFFAT,.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED.

HOSMER HALL ix & kelect boarding sehool for boys, managed by Dr. Hope, who
ix much thought of by his pupils. Here arrives Brad Mattoon, n lellow quite dif-
terent {rom the others e wedrs a corduroy suft. and is inclined to be some-
what nautical in bis talk, and right at the start is snubbed by KRidney Ivers, whose
father has fallen heir to the Hosmer estate, and tries to mmake thinus as unpleas-
ant as possible for Dr. Hope. The bad blood between Rrad and Sidpey does not
tend to 1mprove matters. Sidney lays a trap for Brad, but thieves fall into it
Brad captures them, and Sidney is expelled.

CHAPTER X.
MRS, HOLLIS UNBURDENS HERSELF.

HE boys filed out in silent amazement ; but no sooner was the
passageway leading to the Hall reached than the tongues
were loosed, and exclamations of surprise and curiosity filled

the air. What could be the matter ? What had George Ivers done to
merit so severe a punishment 2 What would happen to the Academy
when Sidney’s father learned of it 2 These and similar questions echoed
back and forth without eliciting any more satisfactory responses than
a few conjectures as wild as they were unfounded.

Of one thing all were convinced, that Sidney's offense must have
been an outrageous one to have driven Dr. Hope to such extreme
measures. The peace and welfare of the academy were nearest the
doctor’s heart, as all the boys knew ; and they also knew how much that
peace and general welfare depended upon the preservation of amicable
relations with the present owner of Hosmer. They were aware, too,
that these relations had been none too pleasant of late, owing to a vari-
ety of trivial causes, and that Dr. Hope, feeling the delicacy of his
situation, had carried himself as cautiously and with as much gentle-
ness and tact as possible. It must, therefore, have been some extraor-
dinary provocation that determined Dr. Hope in suddenly assuming so
decided an attitude, but what this provocation could be none were able
to guess,

The lavatory was full of boys, and the excitement and conversation
were at their height, when 1'erry Landon, who stood at the door lead-
ing to the back stairs, caught Brad's eye, backoned to him, and, turn-
ing around, hurried up the steps. Brad followed him at once, un-
noticed by the rest; and in a few moments the two boys found them-
selves in their room.

Immediately Perry closed the door.

¢« Now then, Brad,” he said, looking his companion io the face,
* what do you think of it ?”

“ Well, I'm on my beam ends just at present, but I'll get right in a
minute and then I think I can give you the points of the compass."”

““Why, you haven't any doubt about the matter, have you? It isn’t
hard for us to guess the trouble, knowing what we do,” said Perry.

*Begun in No. 436 of THE ARGOSY.
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had turned a sort of gray color. I was on the point of screaming, for,
from the way he clinched his hauds, I was mortally afraid he was go-
ing to strike the doctor. In a nmnute he spoke: * Very well, then, the
trustees shall settle the matter ; and I will see that they doso in accord-
ance with my wishes,” he said in a low, hard tone, a¢ he put on his
gloves and buttoned them up with a jerk. * I will await their decision,’

" answered the doctor quietly. * In the mean time,’ said Mr. Ivers, open-
ing the door, *see that you and your cubs keep close to your academy
property. I give you fair warning if 1 catchi any one of your select
young men trespassing on my estate, I'll thrish him within an inch of
his life.,” Then he left the room, and the doctor, after a few minutes,
went down to the school building. That let me out, more dead than
alive, and I've been wandering around ever since like 1 was in a dream,
going over it again and again, and wondering what is coming to the
Hall.”

* Phew ! " exclaimed Perry, taking a long breath, ** 1t is more seri-
ous than I thought. Things certainly do look black, especially for the
doctor, and yet I don't believe Mr. Ivers can do him any harm, beyond
making himself ugly, as he has heretofore. I would advise you, Mrs.
Hollis, not to speak of this to anybody else.”

“ Oh, bless you, no; not a word. I feel better now I've told some-
body, but 1 wouldn’t have told you if I hadn't thought you knew how
the land lay, I know enough to hold my tongue-—here come some of
the young men now, so I'd better get to my room and wash the fright
off my face if I can.”

Here Mrs. Hollis hurried out just as a group of boys passed the door.

** Brad,” said Perry, when she was gone, ** what do you think of
Sidney Ivers now 2 ”

* I simply have to give it up, It seems impossible to believe that he
would play me so dastardly a trick merely on account of a spat.”

** You don't know Sidney as I do. He never forgets a slight, and
he is terribly malignant and vindictive in pursuing his grudges—all of
which I think he inherits from his father, though Mr. Ivers is much
keener and shrewder than Sidney. I suppose it makes you hot to think
of that cesspool.”

* Yes, it does,” answered Brad ; *‘ and under ordinary circumstances
I would look that sneak up and choke him till he was black i the face,
but here 1 don’t want to do auything, for | know it.will only make
more trouble for Dr. Hope. I am thinking more of him than myseif.
Confound it, I seem doomed to bring trouble here. I'm a regular
Jonah, and I'm beginning to think it would have beeun better for me to
liave been dropped overboard fromi the omnibus before I arrived.
Everything has gone wrong since.”

- Oh, you needn’t worry about that,” said Perry, smiling at Brad's
concern.  ** Things are not so bad, and I think the affair will blow
over all right. 1 can’t for the life of me see what pousible influence
Mr. Ivers can have with the trustees. None of them like him. Still,
only time will tell.  They meet now very soon.”

At this moment the bell rang for lunch, so Brad and Perry made a
hasty toilet, and joined the other boys, who were on their way down
stairs,

As they passed through the lower hall, Brad, who was one of the
last, saw the library door open and Dr. Hope come out.  His face was
somewhat pale and worn, but quite composed, and he greeted Brad
with his customary gentleness and sweetness of mauner. Detaining
him in the hall behind the rest, he said in a low voice :

*“ After our conversation of the other night, you doubtless are not
surprised at the announcement made by me this morning.”

I have had my suspicions all along, Dr, Hope,"” said Brad.

“ And your suspicions were correct—that is all T wanted to say ; and
to add that [ would prefer that the details of the affair remain a secret
It would ounly create unnecessary trouble if your companions knew
them. You understand me.”

** Perfectly,” answered Brad; *“and you may trust me to add no
more trouble to what I have aiready caused.”

‘It was not your fault, Bradley. It was bound to happen some
time. I could see it coming,” said Dr. Hope gently, as they entered
the dining room.

CHAPTER XI.
BRAD COMES TO A DETERMINATION.

OR the next week Siduey Ivers's expulsion formed a frequent
topic of conversation among the boys, but the whole truth of
the matter never leaked out.  To them the removal of the planks

ever remained a mystery, and was generally attributed to the mis-

THE ARGOSY

chievous Samuel, who was supposed to have done it for a practical joke
and then been frightened into a denial and silence by the seriousness of
the results. During the week Clarence Bliss and Brayton Arkell saw
Sidney Ivers several times in their walks to town, but the latter showed
no disposition to gratify their curiosity to know the true inwardness of
the affair. The failure of the trick he had attempted upon Brad was
reason enough for him to keep silence; so no amount of questioning
succeeded in drawing the story from lum, and only elicited a vehement
repetition of his father's threats against Dr. Hope ana the academy.

The generally accepted solution of the matter, therefore, was that
Sidney had been called to account by Dr. Hope for some misdemeanor,
and had used such insolent language to the doctor that the latter had
expelled him on the spot.  As to what the results of the affair would
be the boys remained doubtful and apprehensive. And well they
might; for, while Mr. Ivers did not own that portion of the estate on
which the academy stood, he was in a position to make things very
disagreeable for the occupants of Hosmer Hall.

Of his ability to do this he had shown ample evidence in past days,
and now, with so gnod an excuse as the expulsion of his son, he would
lose no opportunity to show the cloven hoof.  As to the full extent of
his power the boys knew little, but they believed that his influence
went a great way with the trustees of the academy—with two of them,
at least, Judge Carter and Mr. Norris, both prominent citizens of Bram-
ford, and both apparently on excellent terms with Mr, Ivers. The
third trustee was Mr. Raymond Parker, whom the boys knew less
about, except by reputation, for his visits to the academy were few,
and made for the most part only on the occasions of the stated meet-
ings of the board. Such a meeting was to take place now in about ten
days, so the boys looked forward to that date with some misgivings
Their uneasiuess, however, was considerably relieved by the tranquil-
lity of Dr. Hope's manner, which seemed to indicate an absolute confi-
dence on his part in the full support of the trustees. Had the boys
known the whole enormity of Sidney's offense, as Brad and Perry
Landon did, their doubt in reference to the action of the trustees would
have been still further lessened ; but as it was, they coula only await
hopefully the issue of events.

That Mr. lvers would do everything in his power to unseat Dr.
Hope was plain to all who knew him, for lie had always displayed a
feeling of bitter chagrin and disappointment at being deprived of the
academy pruperty, and had manifested from the beginning a spirit of
resentment against Dr. Hope, as representative of the late Mr. Ros-
nmer's will. By what means he could effect his purpose it was impossi-
ble to say, but the boys knew that he would leave no stone unturned,

In the meantime, Dr. Hope took occasion to caution the boys about
trespassing upon Mr. Ivers's land, and thus giving possible cause for
unnecessary trouble.  This cramped them somewhat, tor they had
always been allowerd to roam freely about the estate, and it had formed
a vast playground for them. The restriction, moreover, put them to
serious inconvenience, for the shortest path to the lake, their favorite
resort both in winter and summer, lay directly across one of Mr, Ivers's
meadows, and to avoid this they were compelled to walk down the
main road some distance, then approach the lake in a roundabout man-
ner, covering almost three sides of a square, where before they had but
one.

This led to such a general feeling of annoyance that a protest was
soon made by several of Siduney's particular friends—a protest which
resulted in Sidney's securing permisssion for the members of the
‘upper four " alone to cross the fields. This only angered the other
boys more, while Eugene Clifford, for his part, refused to accept the
privilege on such terms. And so, for the present, jhe matter rested—
the boys angry, Sidney Ivers sullen and silent, Mr, Ivers busy with his
mischievous plans, and Dr. Hope quietly awnaiting results,

It was on Tuesday night of the next week that Brad and Perry
Landon were in their room talking over the coming event of the win-
ter—the great skating contest—aund discussing Eugene Clifford's chances
of repeating his former successes,

“ 1 hear,” said Perry,** that there are a number of young fellows in
town who have developed wonderfully this season, and, to judge by the
rumors, I should say that Eugene was going to have a harder time than
hs ever had before.  Oune thing is certain : the contest is going to be a
niore brilliant affair than in past years, both on account of the number
of contestants, and by reason of a new feature in the form of a race in
fancy skating between young ladies "

“Young ladies, eh ?" aunswered Brad.
well 27

“ Do the gitls here skate
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** Yes ; several of them, very well, especially Miss I.ena Carter. She
is the daughter of Judge Carter, one of our trustees, you know, and as
nice and pretty a girl as theve is in Bramford. She is sure for the first
prize, from all accounts.™

* Is it settled when the contest is to take place 2" asked Brad.

“*The first Saturday in February, weather permitting,” answered
Periy. ** At least so one of the members of the skating club told me this
morning."”

** Do you know,” said Brad, after whistling softly to himself for sev-
eral minutes, *‘ do you know, Perry, I've a great notion to go into that
contest myself ? "

““You ! " exclaimed Perry, looking at him in astonishment.

** Yes ; why shouldn't 12" M

**Well, of course there is no reason why you shouldn’t ; but I didn’t
know you could skate. You never told me so.”

**Haven't I ?" answered Brad snuling. **Well, I must have over-
looked that. \'importe, as we used to say in France.”

** But can you really skate? " asked Perry, looking at him doub:
fully.

** Why, certainly. I guess [ didn’t spend a whole winter in Holland
for nothing,” answered Brad.

* But I mean, can you skate well enough to enter a contest like this ?”
persisted Perry. .

“Well, I'm willing to take my chances,” rejoined Brad modestly.
“* I've been watching Clifford carefully since I first saw him practicing,
and if he is likely to be the best skater, I don’t think I'll be ashamed of
my showing. At any rate, I'm going to try my hand at it—or rather
my foot. Of course I'm out of form, but a little practice will get me
into shape again.”

* And how about skates ? " asked Perry.

*Oh, my skates are in my big box in New York ?" answered
Brad,

Perry Landon rose from his seat, thrust his hands deep into his
pockets, and set himself deliberately in front of Brad, looking him
squarely in the eye,

* Look here, Brad Mattoon,” he said, *‘I have heard you allude not
less than fifty times since you have been lere to a certain * big box,’
which you have led us to believe contained everything worth having in
this world, and which you have said each time that you intended send-
ing for. But the * big box ' has nevercome., Now, let me tell you what
1 think. I thiuk it is all a ghost story. There is no * big box,’ and of
course it never will come. If your entering the skating contest depends
on that * big box,” all my interest in the matter is at an end—" and
here Perry sat down again in amusing disgust,

RBrad burst into a hearty laugh.

“\Well, I don't blame you for your doubts, but wait a little and see
what happens. The *big pox’* shall come, and then you shall be sorry
for what you've said.”

Al right,” responded Perry ; ** but T'll wait till I see the box.”

“ I'll write for it tomorrow,” said Brad. **So you may look for it
sure this time."”

CHAPTER XIL
WARFARE IN THE $Now,
7Y™ HE next day Brad wrote a letter to Mr. Parker, in which he stated
I his intention of entering the skating contest, and requesting the
latter to send him the big box which contained his skates.
This letter was mailed Wednesday noon, so Brad looked for his box to
arrive not later than Saturday.

The skating for a week or so had been excellent, and the weather re-
mained clear and cold. Buton Thursday alternoon heavy snow clouds
began to obscure the sky, and by sundown light flakes were falling.

The next morning the boys arose to find the weather clear again, but
the ground covered with snow to the depth of almost two feet. It was
the only heavy fall of snow during the winter, and the boys welcomed
it gladly. The half hour before lunch was spent in friendly bouts in
deep drifts before the Hall, which recalled to some of the older students
occasional exciting battles with the town boys in past days. It was in
pursuance of this spirit of rivalry that some four or five of the fellows
gave chase to three Bramford boys that chanced to be passing the gate.
Of the results of this little skirmish, Brad only learned late Friday
afternoon, when hé was attracted by the sight of Dan Ellis, the leader
of the morning’s pursuit, busily engaged with two other boys in erect-
ing a formidable looking snow fort at the side of the road, on the crest
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of the hill on which the Hall stood, and almost immediately in front of
the gateway.

** What is that for ? " asked Brad.

‘I don't know. Of course they wouldn't say, for they want to sur-
prise us; so I am going to be on the watch, and 1 flatter myself they
won't be able to do much with this fort.”

Brad could not help admiring Dan’s skill and judgment in fort build-
ing. It wasconstructed on truly military principles,and presented a very
imposing front. It was about three feet thick, five feet high, and was
provided with small apertures, through which the movements of the
enemy could pe observed, and with pockets intended to hold snowballs.
The shape of the fort may best be indicated by the design below, A, B

N——

)

being the main wall, while C is a smaller barrier constructed inside, for
a refuge in case the enemy gained the outer wall. The work was truly
admirable in its plan and conception and its construction had occupied
Dan Eliis and his zealous companions the greater part of the after-
noo.

* There ! " said Dan, as he put on a few finishing touches. *‘ Now
we'll pour some water over it, and tomorrow niorning it will be frozen
as hard as rock. Then we'll be ready for the whole of Bramford.”

The next morning the boys were on the watch for signs of the at-
tacking party. Lugene Clifford was in command, and kept several
boys ou guard in the fort ready to give the alarm at once if necessary.

For a while the boys were content with drilling and mock fighting, but
as the noon hour dragged away and the Bramford gang did not appear,
iuterest began to flag. After lunch, duty in the fort was resumed, but
half past two o'clock came and still no enemy. Taking it for granted
that they would not put in an appearance that day, Brad, who was
anxious for his skates, accompanied by Perry Landon and two other
boys, who were eager to see the ** big box " and its contents, walked in-
to Bramford. Brad was confident of finding his box at the express office
when he called there, and was, therefore, very much surprised when,
in answer to his inquiry, a small package was handed to him.

Upon opening it a letter fell out. This Brad immediately read. It
came from Mr. Parker, and said that he had looked up the box, but
found the skates rather old fashioned, so he took the liberty of buying
Brad a new pair of the same size and of a style much better suited for
a participant in a prize contest, and sent them with best wishes for his
success.,

Brad's tace flushed with pleasure.

** Oh, aren't they beauties ?” he exclaimed, as he unfolded the parcel
still further, and revealed a handsome nickel plated pair of club skates
of the latest style,

* Yes,” answered Perry Landon, with a quizzical smile, as the boys
stood admiring the skates ; ¢ but I haven’t seen that * big box ' yet.”

*Well, I'm sorry to say you'll have to wait a little while longer,” an-
swered Brad. * So take my word for it this time.”

Their errand over, Brad and his companions started for home, It
was about quarter past three, and they were within a short distance of
Hosmer, when mingled shouts and cheers greeted their ears. Perry
Landon started forward in surprise.

“ Hurry, fellows,” he exclaimed. ‘* That noise can only mean one
thing. The Riamford boys must have come.”

At this moment a small figure appeared on the brow of the hill that
faced them. It was Rob Wilton, the * little dominie,” running to-
ward them with all his might. They hastened forward to meet him.

* Quick, quick!"” exclaimed Wilton breathlessly, as he came up.
“ Clifford sent me after you. Don't lose a moment. The Bramford
fellows are here, and our boys are outnumbered and getting the worst

of it,”
{70 be continued.)

FLOORING CHOLLIE.
“\WHAT would do if you were a man, Ethel ?” asked Mr. De Sappy.
“1'd work as hard as I knew how for the good of my country.
What would you do if you were a man, Mr. De Sappy ? "—ZExchange.
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son reach a position under the woman before the rope parted,
he could catch her and lower her to the ground.

The only question was, could she be reached before the
rope parted, and would she be near enough to be grasped?

If she was still too high when a rescuer reached a position
on the projecting work to assist her, and the rope separated,
she would most likely carry him to the ground with her.
The person who was lowering her from the sixth floor was
evidently ignoraut of the deadly peril that was menacing
his charge, for the rope crept slowly downward, seeming to
the transfixed spectators hardly to move.

These observations and thoughts passed alimost instanta-
neously through Dash's brain, and then he sprang forward
through the dense crowd of spectators and firemen, making
his way toward the euntrance to the building next to the
hotel. ’

No one had any idea of his intentions, or they would
doubtless Iave restrained him ; as it was, a fireman sta-
tioned at the doorway tried to prevent him from entering
the building.

Dash broke from the latter’s grasp, and was soon rapidly
mounting the stairways amid a mass of choking smoke. He
quickly reached the roof of the building adjoining the hotel,
and, drawing in a deep breath of fresh air, prepared for his
arduous undertaking. .

As he stepped -out on the cornice, which seemed little
more than two feet wide, though it was all of three, encour-
aging shouts came from the crowd below, as they compre-
hended his intentions. Hugging the wall closely at his
back, he crept forward as rapidly as he could with safety.

He had to pass two windows. out of which the smother-
ing smoke was now pouring ; but, drawing a deep breath
each time, he pushed past them in saletv.

Then he looked upward for the object of his heroic ven-
ture. She was still hanging there, slowly descending, but
was yet too far above him to be clasped in his arms. Would
she reach him, so he could sustain her weight, before the
rope parted, or would she be launched against him? He
knew that, even though she was only a few feet above him,
the impetus of her body, should she fall, would surely carry
him with her to the pavement below. But he bravely
placed himself directly beneath her, and watched the slowly
moving rope.

Even in this trying position, when his nerves were
strained to their utmost tension, he noted that the woman
was small, and this discovery encouraged him to believe he
could probably withstand the shock of her falling body. The
red glare lighted up her pale face, and as she made no
motion or outery, she was no doubt unconscious, which
Dash considered another fortunate circumstance.

When her feet had reached and passed his head, Dash ex-
tended his hands upward to grasp her under the arms. A
few more inches downward she came, and then the rope
noiseiessly parted.

The helpless burden sank into Dash's arms as if it was so
much lead. He secured a firm grasp upon it. but he stag-
gered from the shock. A chill shot over him, as he felt him-
self borne over backward toward the street. He threw out
his left hand, supporting his burden with the other, and
clutched desperately at the empty air.

Fortunately, he encountered a projecting shutter, and his
fingers closed over the outside frame through the spaces for
the blinds. Ile quickly regained his equilibrium, and, as
soon as he could turn around, started to return along the
cornice. A loud cheer broke from the assembled spectators
which gave him new encouragement.

If 1t had seemed precarious to make his way along the
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projection alone, it was now doubly so with his helpless
burden. Slowly he moved along, keeping his feet as far out
ou the edge of the cornice as he dared, with his back braced
against the wall. The first window, with its volumes of
blinding smoke, was safely passed, and he was preparing
to run the gauntlet of the other, when a sheet of flame shot
from it, and his retreat was cut off.

Dash staggered back, and his heart sank within him. It
seemed hard to perish, after his brave efforts, when they
were so near safety. His arms ached fearfully from sup-
porting the unconscious woman, and his lower limbs trem-
bled from the strain that had been put upon them.

He could see no possible means of escape, and he could
only maintain his position until the flames and smoke, or his
failing strength, compelled him to fall into the street. He
rapidly became weaker, and felt that he was losing his
senses. He thought he heard encouraging shouts from the
crowd below, his burden slipped from his grasp, and he be-
came unconscious.

When his powers of mrind and action returned to him,
Dash found himself stretched on a cot in the station waiting
room, and he raised himself to look about the apartment.
There were numerous other cots scattered around, on which
were many poor, suffering victims of the fire. Doctors and
nurses ministere:1 to their pain and agony.

Dash stretched out his limbs to determine if he had been
injured ; but, beyond a little weakness and a soreness of his
muscles, he felt he was all right, though some of the doctors
had evidently been working over him, as he detected the
smell of drugs about his face and hands. A strong odor of
smoke permeated his clothing.

His first thought, after these investigations, was of the
woman he had tried to save, and then how he himself had
been rescued from his perilous position. Dash disliked ex-
ceedingly anything like notoriety, or being made a lion of ;
so, without waiting to ask for information upon the two
points, he reached tor his hat, which was lying on the floor.

As the people in the room were very much engaged on a
particularly distressing case, he gained the door and passed
out unobserved by them. His eyes naturally turned first
toward the burning hotel. It was a mass of smoldering
ruins within the four blackened and dismantled walis, upon
which the firemen were still pouring streams of water.

As he stood gazing at the wreck and devastation, and
wondering what he should do till he could resume his jour-
ney, he overheard a conversation between a group of men
standing near by.

I tell vou, he was a plucky one. If he hadn't hung on
to the woman, one of them would have been killed sure.”
observed one.

Dash instinctively realized that he was the ** plucky one’
referred to, and he felt his face flush. He inferred from the
remark that the lady was alive, and probably uninjured,
which was gratifying information.

* But they got that ladder up there just in time, for Walker
says just as he reached the cornice the young fellow gave a
gasp and fell over into his arms, still hanging to his burden,”
added another.

* Does anybody know who he is?” asked a third.

** No; nobody who has seen him so far knows him, and
he hasn’t come to to answer for himself,” replied the first
speaker.

It was with much satisfaction Dash told himself the man
was mistaken; that he had ** come to,” but he did not mean
to ‘‘answer for himself " if he could help it. He moved
away from the group, for if his praises were to be further
sung, he did not care to hear them.

N
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He now felt that he was weaker than he had at first real-
ized, and was in need of rest and sleep. He was about to
ask to be directed to a hotel or boarding house, when a train
pulled into the station. This suggested a plan that would
preclude a possible chance of any one finding him out and
subjecting him to the ** lionizing ” process.

** How far from here is the next station of any size?” he
asked one of the brakemeu standing near the steps of a car.

*“ About fifteen miles.”

** Do you stop there?”

*Yes.”

¢« Is there a hotel or boarding house near the depot?”

**There's a good hotel right at the station.”

“Thank you,” said Dash, and he boarded the train, de-
ciding he would go on to the place mentioned.

As the reader will remember, the lines of the company
Dash had worked for only extended to Pittsburg, and there-
fore he was not familiar with (he names of the stations and
their location ; and for the same reason he did not know any
of the trainmen.

The reader will perhaps think Dash took an unusual pre-
caution, and put himself to considerable trouble to escape
his ¢ meed of praise.” But he was an unusually modest
young fellow, and argued. that it would have done no good
to be thanked and lauded. It certainly would be distasteful
to him, and he further feared an effort would be made to
reward him. which would be still more repugnant. So
truth compels us to tell of his fleeing from the fame of his
heroic deed, and in viewing his action it should be remem-
bered that one half of heroism is bravery, and the other half
modesty.

Half an hour later he was asleep in a comfortable bed,
having decided to rest till the following night, and then
take the through west bound sleeper.

CHAPTER XVIIIL
DUROTHY ORLOFF.

FTER a retreshing night's rest, which was extended
wel! into the morning hours, Dash rose, feeling little
the worse for his trying experience of the night be-

fore, with the exception that his muscles were still sore.
When he had disposed of a bountiful breakfast he declared
that he felt ** as good as new.” ’

One of the first things he did after his morning meal was
to telegraph the sleeping car office at Pittsburg to reserve
him a berth to St. Louis on the night express. Then he
looked about him for some diversion that would serve to
make the time pass quickly and pleasantly till the hour of
his departure. But there was positively nothing to be done
but to walk about the town, or settle down to reading a
newspaper or a paper novel. He divided his time between
the two, though he found the latter more enjoyable.

The burning of the hotel in the neighboring town was the
chief topic of conversation with everybody. and not infre-
quently Dash heard references to his participation in it, and
his mysterious and total disappearance from the cot where
he had been left unconscious. But no one suspected his
identity, and he did not care to enlighten them upon the
subject.

The night express steamed into the station on time, and
Dash boarded the throygh sleeper. On presenting a reply
to the telegram he had sent that morning, reserving the
lower berth of section six, he was shown to his seat.

+ Baggage, bod ? " said the colored porter inquiringly.

** No,” replied Dash shortly, in some embarrassment, and
then, to explain its absence, he went on to tell how he had
been left by the express the night before. It was hardly
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necessary, for it was no unusual thing for a traveler to make
a single night's journey with no baggage.

With a profusion of unnecessary and unintelligible,
apologies, the porter left him, and Dash looked about him.

Most of the berths had been made up, and curtains drawn,
as if the occupants had retired. T'hey were no doubt pas-
sengers who had come through, or got on at Pittsburg.

In the seat facing Dash, and in the same section, were
seated a middle aged lady, of small and delicate frame, and
a young girl fourteen or fifteen years of age. The former
appeared to be pale and weak, as if just recovering from an
illness, while an expression of anxiety rested on the face of
the young girl. As he glanced at the latter, Dash thought
she reminded him of the portrait of a Puritan maiden that
hung in his grandfather’s parlor. She still wore short
dresses, reaching to her shoe tops, and had not quite
reached that interesting age when she could be deciared a
young lady in the full sense of the term ; she was

¢ Standing with reluctant feet,
Where the brook and river meet.”

Dash instantly wondered if they were to occupy an ad-
joining section, which was not yet made up. He did not
imagine for a moment that they might have engaged the
berth over his.

** Oh, sir,” ventured the girl, as if she had been gather-
ing courage to speak, ** are you the one who has engaged
the lower berth in this seat?”

Dash gave an affirmative reply, and he could not hide the
admiration that must have shown from his eyes as he gazed
upon the fresh, girlish face, suffused in blushes, rendered
more attractive by the play of features in talking.

I really don’t know what we will dv,” she went on, in a
hesitating way; ‘ we tried to get a lower berth, but

couldn’t. Mamma is so weak and nervous she never could
climb into an upper berth. The conductor said perhaps
you—-""

« Certainly, with pleasure,” interrupted Dash promptly,
as he quickly anticipated her request.

« I hope it will not inconvenience you," she said, in soft
and solicitous tones.

** Not at all. I shall sleep like a top up there,” Dash has-
tened to reply.

* You are very good.”

+ T am only too glad to be of service to you.
thing else I can do to make you comfortable ?”

* No, sir, thank you ; I think not. We have been through
such a dreadful experience last night, I fear neither one of
us will sleep very much. I suppose you heard of the burn-
ing of the hotel at Marshall,”

““Yes, I was there,” admitted Dush.

* Oh, yes, I forgot; I did hear you tell the porter you got
left by your train there. Well, we were stopping at the
hotel, and hadn’t retired very long when the fire broke out.
Our room was filled with smoke, and we were almost suffo-
cated, when some one broke in the door and carried me out.
Mamma was lowered from the window by some one, and if
it hadn’t been for a brave, noble young man, she would have
been killed or maimed when the rope that held her was
burned in two.”

* A thrilling experience, surely,” commented Dasl, as he
felt a hot flush sweep over his face, and his heart beat faster,
at hearing words of praise for his deed from the beautiful
girl, and realizing that the person he had saved was before
him. ‘I saw the rescue of vour motner—and it was a nar-
row escape for both of them.” he added, with a calmness
that even surprised himself. He felt he would not have her
know he was the rescuer for the world.

Is there any-
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** Yes ; and I should never have gone through it, and been
as well as | am now, if I had not been mercifully deprived
of consciousness,” observed the mother.

** But the strangest part of it all,” continued the girl, «“is
that the young man who risked his life for mamma disap-
peared very mysteriously from where he was taken while
unconscious, and nobody could find any trace of him,
Mamma would dearly love to tell him how grateful she is
for his brave service, and I would thank him ever so much.”

¢ Indeed I would,” added the mother. ** A mother should
be proud of such a son, and I know his is, if he has one.”

This profusion of praise was getting decidedly embarrass-
ing to Dash. He felt that he was amply rewarded for what
he had done, though he expected nothing, and had run away
to escape even an expression of gratitude.

It seemed odd to him that the reward of thanks had over-
taken him, in spite of his efforts to avoid them, and that he
was listening to praises of himself as if he was a third per-
son.

The reference to a mother appealed strongly to his tender-
est feelings, and for a moment he was almost tempted to
confess he was the rescuer. If he had done so then, he
might have learned something about his own affairs that
would have spared him much harassing doubt and painful
uncertainty in the near future.

As it was, after a few moments’ silence he changed his
mind and ventured to ask :

¢+« Are you going farther than St. Louis? "

**Yes; we are going on to Madrid,” replied the girl, in-
genuously ; ‘* we are to live there with mamma’s sister.”

*If I can be of any service to you w hen you change cars
in St. Louis, I hope you will call on me,” said Dash, rising
to his feet as they murmured their thanks.

* And now I suppose you would like to have the berth
made up as soon as possible,” he continuved. * It will be
much more comfortable, even if you feel you cannot sleep.”

Dash hunted up the porter, and, upon exhibiting his berth
check, the latter went to work turning the section into beds,
while the ladies occupied the only remaining section that
was not yet made up, which was evidently being held for
some traveler who would board the train still further on.
Dash remained in the smoking room long enough to give
them ample time to retire, but even then he felt wide awake
and little inclined to go to bed.

His wakefulness may have been occasioned by the unex-
pected meeting with the lady he had assisted in saving from
the burning hotel, or the vision of a fair young face with a
pair of bright eyes; but as he told himself several times
over that ** she was a decidedly pretty girl,” we are inclined
to believe it was the latter. At any rate, he felt that she
pleased him better than any girl he had ever seen. She
seemed to remind him of his mother, for he opened the
locket attached to his watchchain and gazed upon the feat-
ures within.

When Dash came forward, prepared to mount to his ele-
vated bed, he was surprised to find the young girl seated in
the vacant section, while the drawn curtains of his own
seemer to indicate that the mother had retired.

It cannot be denied that he noted with pleasurable antici-
pation the opportunity for further conversation with the
young girl, or that his heart beat a little faster, but he could
not have told why.

* I beg vour pardon ; I thought you had retired,” he re-
marked, as he seated himself opposite her.

I wasn't sleepy, and I told mamma I would sit here a
while till she got settled nicely in bed,” she responded.
** Don't let us keep you up. though.”
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* You are not, I assure you,” smiled Dash. **I am not
sleepy, either ; I only came in to see if you had been com-
fortably stowed away.”

*Thank you,” laughed the young girl;
nicely, thanks to you.”

And then, after a pause, she said in a hesitating way :

** Mamma said she wished she had asked you your name,
s0 as to remember who was so kind to us, as we might not
have an opportunity in the morning.”

** Certainly,” responded Dash readily; **my name is
Dashwood Dykeman.”

** How odd ; and vet, do you know, 1 thinkit is real pretty,”
she remarked artlessly.

* Thank you; and now I suppose you will favor me with
yours,” responded Dash, with a flush of pleasure.

* Oh, yes, certainly. Ours is Orloff.”

* And yours, in full,” persisted Dash.

¢ Dorothy Orloff.”

I can return the compliment Miss Orloff ; but your
name is more preffy than odd,” retaliated Dash, and he
felt that he had turned a neat speech.

** And do you know,” he went on slowly, as he puzzled Ius
brain to think where he had heard the name Orloft before,
‘it seems to me I have heard your name somewbhere.”

* I am sure we never met before, Mr. Dykeman.”

** I have it,” exclaimed Dash, as his memory carried him
back to the tragedy that had robbed him of his parents;
* the conductor of a train out in Illinois, which was wrecked,
and killed a lot of people, was named Orloff. Was he any
relation of vours?”

** No ; my papa died over six years ago.
brother, and he was lost at sea.”

Dash little realized in what connection, and how soon, this
last piece of information would he recalled to him.

After some further conversation, during which they found
many congenial topics to talk about, Miss Orloff retired.

Dash followed suit soon after, but before he sank to slum-
ber he briefly went over in mind the odd meeting with the
lady he had saved, and the fact that her name was Orloff.
T'hen his mind was devoted exclusively’to a fair faced
young maiden, with long braids of golden hair, and we
have no doubt slie was carried into his dreams.

If any one had told Dash that he was in love, he would
have indignantly denied it, for he had not yet reccived the
first touch of the tender passion, and did not know what it
was. All he knew was that Miss Orloff was a decidedly
handsome girl, and that her presence had a strangely ex-
hilarating effect upon him. What pleasant dreams he had,
if he had any, were destined to a sorrowful awakening by a
most unexpected and sad event before morning.

“we will do

He had only one

CITAPTER XIX.
A SAD EVENT IN THE SLEFPER.

ISS ORLOFF did indeed play a vrominent part
in Dash's dreams that night, but .. jn a manner
that was conducive to his peaceful and restful slum-

ber. After behaving in an erratic and most extraor-
dinary manner, in a number of odd and exaggerated
scenes, she appeared at the end of the dangling rope instead
of her mother, and Daslh’s experience at the hotel fire was
re-enacted. She seemed to pass unscathed through the sheets
of lame pouring from the windows, and the rope did not ap-
pear to be affected by the fire. When she reached him, and
Dash put out his arms to her, she drew back. He sprang
forward to grasp her, when she gave a scream and leaped
into the fiery furnace within, while he missed his footing and
went down, down, as he thouglht, to certain death. He felt
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the breathless sensation of falling through the air, and even
wondered that it took so long to strike the earth.

Then he awoke with a convulsive start, to find that a por-
tion of his dream at least was true. A number of suppressed
screams, mingled with convulsive sobbing, were heard, and
appeared to come from directly under him. Then several
other voices were audible, which sounded subdued, but agi-
tated.

With the liveliest apprehensions that something had hap-
pened to Mrs. Orloff or her daughter, Dash sat up and
parted the curtains.

A number of persons were gathered in the aisle, among
them the conductor and porter, and there was undoubtedly
something wrong in the berth below him.

** What is the matter?” he asked at random, addressing
no one in particular.

* We think the lady in the berth below you is dead. A
doctor is now examining her,” responded the conductor, in
low tones. .

Dash was inexpressibly shocked at this announcement,
and hastened to don the few clothes he had taken off, to de-
scend from his berth. This was quickly done, and he went
down the stepladder the porter had placed for him. When he
reached the aisle the examining physician announced that
Mrs. Orloff was undoubtedly dead, and had expired several
minutes before he had been called.

¢ It is without doubt a case of heart disease.” he concluded,
with a professivnal air. ** She would have probably died
teng ere this had she received any severe shock to her
nerves."

* Then that is what killed her now,” added Dash ; and he
imparted the details of Mrs. Orloff’s rescue from the burning
hotel the night before, taking care to conceal his identity as
the one who had assisted her.

* You are undoubtedly correct, young man,” commented
the doctor.

Dash hardly heard him, as he thought how strange are the
freaks of fate, that the lady should have passed safely
thruogh the fiery ordeal only to die on a railroad train.
Then he turned toward the bereaved young girl, who was
in the section that was still unoccupied, where several ladies
were trying to assuage her grief by consoling words.

Dash hesitated for a moment to intrude himself upon her
in her deep sorrow. But as he watched her, his heart went
out to her in deep sympathy. She vividly brought before
him the scene, and his intense anguish, accompanying the
death of his own mother, when he, too, was left an orphan.

** Oh, Mr. Dykeman ! " cried Miss Orloff, as soon as she saw
him ; and the sight of him effected what the kindness and
sympathy of the ladies failed to accomplish—she became
more composed and tractable.

* Isn't it dreadful? Whatshall I do?” she concluded, with
a suppressed sob.

Dash half seated himself on the cushioned arm of the seat
opposite and hesitated a moment, as he thought how in.
adequate any words of his would be to soften the blow of
her affliction.

+« In the first place, you must try to be calm, Miss Orloff,”
he returned soothingly, ¢ so that you may decide what is to
be done.”

‘¢t But oh, it is so terribly sudden, Mr. [?ykeman." sobbed

the young girl.

* I know it; but wouldn’t you rather have it so than for
her to bave perished in the flames last night? I'm sure One
who watches over us all knows best.”

* That's just it, Mr. Dykeman. It seems so cruel to take
her after escaping the fire.”
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** It dces seem hard ; but anall wise Providence probably
knows best, and we should strive to think so, at least.”

Then, in an effort to take her mind from her troubles, and
to convince her that things are never so bad that they cannot
be worse, Dash related how his own mother and stepfather
had been snatched from him without a moment’s warning in
the horrors of a railroad collision.

If our pleasures are only relative, so also are we consoled
in our sorrows by hearing of greater ones, and Miss Orloff
became more calm and resigned.

** Mr. Dykeman, how will the—the—mamma be taken to
Madrid? ” she inquired, still with a tremor in her voice.

** That caun all be attended to on our arrival in St. Louis,”
replied Dash, though he had never been concerned in such a
sad business before, and did not exactly know how it could
be arranged.

“ Will you attend to it, Mr. Dykeman?”

* Certainly, if you desire it.”

* I would be so glad if you would.
you.”

*Thank you. I'm glad, too, if I can do anything for you.”

** But, Mr. Dykeman,” she began slowly, in an embar-
rassed way, ‘‘ we had only enough money with us to pay for
our meals on the way. besides our tickets, and surely it will
require quite a large sum.”

This was something Dash had not considered before, his
thoughts having been principally devoted to ** ways " rather
than to ** means.” He hesitated for a moment ; but the be-
reaved and helpless young girl appealed to his innate chiv-
alry, and he quickly decided that the full amount of his
available capital should be at her service.

¢ Don’t worry about that, Miss Orloff,” he responded. ** It
will all be provided.”

Miss Orloff accepted the assurance without question.
Whether or not she had any curiosity as to how and by
whom it was to be provided, is doubtful. Probably, owing
to her affliction and inexperience, she did not consider the
matter at all, being simply content to trust all to her new
found and stronger friend. ,

Dash soon left her to consult with the sleeping car con-
ductor. As this was not the first case of the kind the latter
had had, he was quick to advise. Ordinarily, in such cases,
a casket would be provided at the first stopping place of any
size, but as the night was more than half gone, it was de-
cided to carry the body on to St. Louis, where they would
arrive early in the morning.

Telegrams were sent from the first telegraph office reached,
making all arrangements for the care of the remains, and
notifying Mrs. Handiford, the sister of the deceased, at
Madrid, of the sad event. The balance of the night was
spent by Dashinsad vigil with the bereaved young girl. To
the latter sleep was of course an utter impossibility, until
tired nature should succumb, while Dash had no inclination
to close his eyes, so shocked had he been by the unexpected
and sad event of the night.

The two young people, drawn together in sympathy, be-
came better acquainted in those lonely morning hours, and
they declared to each other that they felt as if they had
been friends for years. They found a melancholy pleasure
in each other's words, for sympathy is sweet in the hour of
SOTTOW.

The gray dawn was just chasing the black shadows of
night before it when they crossed the great bridge spanning
the Mississippi River, which served as the gateway for all
the great trunk lines east of the river to enter St. Louis.
Then they moved quickly through what seemed an endless
tunnel, and finally rolled into the Union Depot.

I'm so glad we met
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Everything was ready for the care of Mrs. Orloff's re-
mains. Dash left the younyg girl in the waiting room of the
station, while he looked after the details of the forwarding
of the body. When it had been placed in the express car of
the train that was toleave for Madrid in a few minutes, and
he had secured the necessary papers—au receipt and a doctor’s
certificate—he conducted Miss Orloff to her train,

When he handed her the papers her eyes were almost
filled with tears as she said :

* Oh, Mr. Dykeman, I don’t know how I can ever thank
you enough. Butsurely you haven't paid for having all this
done ?™

Dash nodded his head affirmatively, and with a smile, as
he felt already rewarded for what he had done, said:

** I took that liberty, Miss Orloff.™

** You are so kind ; but you shall have it back as soon as I
reach Aunt Helen's., What is going to be vour address in St.
Louis, so we will know where to send it?”

As he knew no one in the city, Dash gave Mr. Hummon’s
address, to whom, it will be remembered, he had a letter of
recommendation from Mr. Tickmore.

* There is no hurry about it, Miss Orloff,” he continued ;
** but there is something that would please me more to re-
ceive than the money.”

* What is that 2™

¢ A letter from you.”

** You shall have it, Mr. Dykemau, but onlyv on one condi-
tion,” with a faint smile ; -* and that is, that you will be sure
to answer it.”

* I will be sure to do that, or I wouldn’t have asked you.
And I have a further request to make, that you will please
address meas Dash. 1 haven't been * Mistered’ long enough
to get used to it yet,” he returned with a slight laugh.

* I will, if you will address me as Dorothy. 1 haven't quite
reached the dignity of a young lady, and Miss Orloff seems
quite strange to me.”

* It's a bargain, Miss—Miss—Dorothy,” agreed Dash, and
he thought it was the prettiest name he had ever heard.

*Yes, Mr.—+Dash.”

They were only two little words, but they seunt a strange
thrill over Dash, and were treasured for many days after.

In a few minutes the great gong in the station gave the
signal of departure, the final good by was said, and the train
pulled out.

Dash watched it till it disappeared in the labyrinth of
tracks and cars just outside the depot. He then turned
about, and naturally directed his steps toward the telegraph
office. His thoughts were pleasant, and he was rather
amused to remember that in her solicitude that he should
be reimbursed, Miss Orloff ad failed to ask him how much
he had expended in her behalf, and would find it rather diffi-
cult to return the amount till she heard from him.

This suggested that he cast a balance to find out his exact
financial condition. Ile knew he had had something over
ten dollars in change after paying all bills, but had not ascer-
tained the e¢xact amount. He put his fingers down into his
vest pocket, where he always carried his money, and brought
out a five cent piece. A hurried search of the rest of his
pockets failed to reveal another cent. Dash was finally re-
luctantly compelled to conciude that he had been robbed, and
that five cents was the extent of his capital. As he had not
vet had any breakfast, the prospect of satisfying his appetite
with that amount did not <eem bright.

And the future bevond his breakfast, however slim,
seemed more dark and doubtful. It was true he had a
letter, with which he expected to secure employment. But

how was he to live till he had earned something ?  And sup-

THE ARGOSY

pose the gentleman to whom the letter was addressed had
nothing to offer him just at present 2. :
(70 be continued.)

DIGGING FOR GOLD.
A STORY OF CALIFORNIA. *

RY HORATIO ALGER, ]JR.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUBLISHED

GRANT COLRURN's mother has married a miserly (urmer—Seth Tarbox—wlio treats
Grant very meanly. But Grant 1s fortunate enough to save a train {rom poing
through abridge, a purse ismade up for him by the passengers, and with this money
he decides to try lus fortune in the Calitornin gold digeings., He starts overland
with Mr.and Mrs. Cooper and their son Tom, mests with various adventures, anel
when their provisions run out and they fear that they wust kill and eat their horse
Grant discovers a hermit hving inalog eabin, whom he takes back with him to
the camp. Thisis Giles Crosmont, a.wealthy Englhishiman, whois traveling over,
tie world to try and forzet the disappointment a vagabond son hias caused him,
He joins My, Cooper’s purty, and supplies them with all his provisions, so that
the journey 18 continued with comfort.  On arrival in Stieramento Mr, Cooper buys
out a bluchsmith’s shop and resumes work at his old trade, which 1s here very
remnperative.  Tom starts tor the wines. and Mr. Crosmont goes to San Fran.
cisco, while Grant securer & position as waiter in Mr. Smithson's restaurant at
asudary of three dollars a duy and board. When he has saved up enough to take
bt ta the nunes, he joins Tom at Howe's Guleh,  But their claim here does not
pay welloand they poll up stakes, going to a locality of which Grant has been in-
formed by nn old wan whom he has befriended. They obtain board with Mr. and
Mrs, Paul i'timbo, and fu the conrse of a tew weeks have nearly one thousand
dellarsin gold dust put wway in a chest in their roouns,

But now the Crambos recéive n new boarder into their iome, who proves to be
notie other than Albert Benton, who wasx waiter in the Sueramento restiurant
with Grant, where e was dotected stealing money from the cash drawer  He
now determites to rob the young miners; but Paul Crambo suspects his intention,
and puts the boys on their zuuard.

CHADPTER XXXI.
BENTON OPENS THE TBUNK.

OON after supper Albert Benton went to the village, and this left
Grant and Tom free to transfer their gold dust to a trunk in Mr,
Crambo’s chamber. \Vhen the change had been made, Grant

said in a satisfied tone : ** Now Benton can open the chest and wel-
come,”

¢ I'd like to be present when he is doing it,” said Tom Cooper.

Albert Benton was anxious to obtain a key that would open the
chest, He scraped acquaintance with a clerk at the village hotel, and
casually remarked : **I'm in a bad fix. [I've got a trunk at home that
I can't open.”

*\Why not 2" asked the clerk.

“1 haven't a key that will fit it.
keys, do you 2"

“T've got half a dozen,” said the clerk, taking a handgful from his
pocket, ** They are keys that I picked up about the hotel.”

** Will you lend them to me 2"

¢ Certainly. 1f you find one that suits, you can have it."”

Benton took them, well pleased. From the size it seemed to him
probable that one of them would fit the chest.

** Thank you,” he said. ** I will return them to you tomorrow.”

** Oh, don’t be in any hurry. They are of no use to me.”

He left the hotel, and it chanced soon afterward that Grant and Tom
entered it. Tom was in search of a cigar, for he was a confirmed
smoker.”

1 just had a call from one of vour fellow boarders,” remarked the
clerk, who knew both Tom and Grant.

¢ Benton ?

**Oh, is that his name? I only knew that he boarded at Paul
Crambo’s.  Seems a sociable sort of fellow.”

** Quite s0," answered Tom dryly.

** He is talking of buying a restaurant in the village—the one kept by
Hardy."

‘1 heard him mention it.”

** He says he was in that business in Sacramento,”

“Yes,” said Grant ; ** 1 knew him there.”

“T did him a favor tonight—lent him some keys,” continued the
clerk. .

As may be imagined this announcement was of great interest to Tom
and Grant,

“What did he want keys for 2" inquired Tom.

** He said he couldn't open his trunk. He thought one of those I
lent him might do,"

You don’t happen to have any
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He held him outside, making a futile resistance, and then dropped him,

The distance to the ground was only fifteen feet, and Benton landed
on all fours, a little jarred, but not seriously hurt,

* Now,"” said Tom, leaning out, ** you had better leave this neigh-
borhood as expeditiously as possible, or I will brand you as a thief, and
let the citizens take what coutse they choose.”

Benton knew very well that in California at that time thieves were
not tolerated, and were often strung up to a tree without ceremony.
He felt that he had better not stand upon the order of his going, but
g0 at once.

** Let me go into the house and get my things.” he said submissively.

** Have you settled up your board bill with Mrs, Crambo ? "

** 1 have only five dollars I ™ he pleaded.

¢ Let the board go!" said Mrs. Crambo, who was on the stairs.
¢ All I ask is that he shall zo himself, and never come back.”

Benton crept up stairs, and, getting his small satchel, left the house.
Where he went Tom and Graut did not learn, nor did they care.

¢ That fellow will never thrive,” said Tom. ‘' He has made a bad
beginning. Any man who wants to get rich by appropriating the
property of another, is sure to come to a bad end.’

¢+ I guess you are right, Tom,” said Grant. ** I am relieved to have
Benton out of the house.”

‘' You have lost your boarder, Mrs. Crambo,” said Tom.
much board is he owing you 2"

¢ About five dollars.”

“ We will pay that; won’t we, Grant 2"

# Certainly,” answered Grant,

1 won't accept it,” said Mrs. Crambo decidedly. ‘It 1su’t your
fault that Mr. Benton came here. As for the small sum he owes me,
I can get along without it. It won't break me. 1 don't believe you
and your friend have any money to spare.”

““We have been doing pretty well, Mrs. Crambo. We have no
cavse to complain,”

I am very glad to hear it for you are likely to stay here longer.
You have been working hard, and you are entitled to all you have
made.”

© Have you really been doing well, Mr. Cooper ? " questioned Paul
Crambo.

“ Yes, Mr. Crambo ; we haven't made a fortune, but we have been
very well paid for our work. Would you like to buy a share in the
claim 2"

Paul Crambo shook his head.

** Digging for gold doesn't agree with me,” he said. ‘ You are
young men, and can stand it, but I have a pain in the back if I work
over an hour.”

Tom Cooper anticipated this reply, or he would not have made the
proposal. He preferred to have Grant for his sole partner. Nor did
he care to have any third party know how rich the claim really was,
Notwithstanding the hint he had given, neither Mr. nor Mrs. Crambo
had any idea what a bonanza the boys had struck.

** How

CHAPTER XXXIIL
A LETTER FROM MR. CROSMONT.

OUR more weeks passed. The claim continued to yield richly,
and at the end of this time the two partners reckoned that they
had somewhat over two thousand dollars,

¢ T wish we could sell the gold dust, and invest the money where it
would be safe,” said Tom thoughtfully,

« If we were in Sacramento, we should be able to send it by express
to San Francisco,”

¢« True ; but we have no means of doing it here."”

st There are plenty who would undertake the job,” suggested Tom.

4 Could we find one that we could trust 2" asked Grant shrewdly.

# That's the question,” said Tom.

That same evening brought a solution of the problem.
had just arrived from San Francisco called at the house.

© Does a boy named Grant Colburn live here 2" he asked.

* Yes,"

« 1 have a letter for him from San Francisco.”

Grant was summoned, and in some surprise received the communica-
tion.
1t is from Mr. Crosmont,” he said joyfully, as he opened the letter
and looked at the signature.

He read it aloud. It ran thus:

A man who
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DEeAR GRANT:

It seems a very long time since I have seen you, and I am in the dark ac
to your successes and prospects.  As you know, my principal business is to
look for my wayward son Gregory, who 1 have 1eason to think is in Cali-
fornia. Now all visitors to California come sooner or later to San Fran-
cisco, and 1t is for this reason that I have established myself here. Thus
far I have not seen or heard of Gregory, but this is not at all surprising.
He may be somewhere in the interior, and in that case there would be little
chance of my hearing of him.

Meanwhile, I confess that I feel lonely. T am not a man to make many
friends, and I have met no one in whom I feel an interest since I parted
with vou. I begin to think that 1 should ke to have vou with me, and 1
wiil promise that you will lose nothing by transferring yourself to San
Francisco. Will you, on receipt of this letter, arrange to join me as soon
as you can? I am the more anxious to have you do sa, because I have not
felt very well of late, and if I should fall sick I should like to have with
me a tried and faithful friend whom I can thoroughly trust.

I don’t know how you are situated. You may be in need. I therefore
think 1t best to send by the bearer fifty dollars, which will pay your ex-
penses to this city. You will find me at the Alameda Hotel in Stockton
Street.

Though I am doing no business, I have made some investments in town
1ots which I think will pay me handsomely. I have bought two lots for
you, which are recorded in your name. [ look to see the present village of
San Francisco become a large, populous, and influential city. I may not
live to see it, but you assuredly will. If vou need more money, let me
know. Let me see you soon.

Your old {riend,
Gires CrosHonT.

** Well,” said Tom, after the reading was ended, ‘‘ one question is.
settled.”

‘ What is that ?”

‘“ We needn’t look any further for a messenger to take our gold to
San Francisco.”

* You mean that I am to take it 2"

* Yes."

The two partners realized that Grant's mission would involve
some risk.” Californian routes of travel were in those days infested
by robbers and road agents, who preferred making a living in a lawless
way to the more creditable and less hazardous paths of industry, How
to reduce the danger to a minimum was a subject of anxious thiought.

** You had better not send all the gold dust by me, Tom," said Grant
*“ Then, if I am robbed, it won't be a total loss.”

This plan seemed wise, and Grant set out with about fifteen hundred
dollars worth of gold. He carried it in a valise, and, the better to
divert suspicion, wore an old and shahby vzorking suit.

‘*T am not proud of my appearance,” he said, as he took a position
in front of the mirror in their chamber. ** What do I look like ?”

“ A healthy young tramp,” answered Tom, laughing.

s 1 agree with you,”

‘“ However, there is one comfort ; no cne will think you have any-
thing of value with you.”

““What will Mr. Crosmont think when 1 make my appearance in
San Fraucisco ?"

““ That you are down on your luck.
him.”

The next morning Grant set out on his way to Sacramento. Tom
Cooper accompanied him as far as the cabin of the old man to whom
they owed their present good fortune. It was a long walk, and the
valise, with its weight of gold dust, was no light burden.

When they reached the cabin, they found Mr. Gilbert—for this was
the old man’s name--sitting on a chair in front of it, His face was
naturally grave, but it lighted up when his glance rested on the two
newcomers.

1 am glad to see you,” he said ; but, as his glance dwelt on Grant
in his shabby attire, ** you don’t seem to have prospered,” he added.

Grant laughed.

‘* Appearances are deceitful, Mr. Gilbert,” he said.
guise.”

¢ 1 don't understand you.”

**Do I look as if I were worth robbing 2"

The old man smiled,

*Yqu look," he said, ** as if you had just escaped from a poorhouse.”

¢ Then the disguise is effective,” said Tom. ** The fact is, my young
partner is going to San Francisco, and this valise which he is taking
with him contains fifteen hundred dollars in gold dust.”

(70 be continued.)
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However, you can explain to

1 am in dis~
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FAUNTLEROY IN THE COUNTRY.

I. Cepric discovers a new and probably exhilarating see-saw.

II.  Aided and abetted by his small sister he proceeds to make use
of it in the way that was obviously intended.

I,  'With this result.

IV. And this experience.

IT does not require unusual shrewdness to discover that
telling men they are bad is not the best way to make
them good.

A really bad man is at least honest enough with himself
to adnnt the unpleasant fact to his inner consciousness.

T'o win such an one to the right, the beauties of the good
will have more influence than the presentation of alluring
wickedness. On this principle, Drs. Starkey & Palen are
successful.

After they find out all they can about the case of the in-
valid who comes to them for treatment, they persistently
direct the patient to look upon the bright side of the matter.

To do this legitunately, they point to the 21 years’ record
of their Compound Oxygen Treatment.

They call attention to the fact that thousands of men and
women have been restored to health through its use.

A book of 200 pages, sent entirely free of charge to any
address. will tell who have been cured, and give the names
and addresses of all these restored and revitalized men and
women.

The Compound Oxygen Treatment cures as nature cures
—produces strength, maintains it.

Revives sluggish circulation ; furnishes something fit to
circulate, for it is blood food, nerve nourishment.

Ask for the book. You will get it by return mail by ad-
dressing Drs. Starkey & Palen, No. 1529 Arch St., Philadel-
phia, Pa., No. 120 Sutter St., San Francisco, Cal., No. 66
Church St., Toronto, Canada.

The book is filled with such indorsements as the following :

‘“ Drs. STARKEY & PALEN, No, 1529 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa.

“1 think your Compound Oxygen is a wonderful remedy for the
afflicted, especially in nervous diseases. 1 have been entirely relieved
of dyspepsia by its use. One thing certain, it imparts vigor and en-
ergy, and gives me sound sleep at night.

‘* MRs. LOUISE BUCKNER.

‘“No. 125 W. 34th ST., NEwW YORK CiTY, N. Y.

‘* DRS. STARKEY & PALEN, No. 1529 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa.
¢ May God bless you in your efforts to relieve suffering humanity.
I am a firm believer in the merits of Compound Oxygen, as I was re-
stored to liealth through its use. My trouble was dyspepsia in its
worst form. 1 was soon cured, and am now eutirely well.
‘* MRs. E. R, TENNENT.
¢ MARIETTA, GaA., Aug. 30, 1888,

““ DRS. STARKEY & PALEN, No. 1529 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa.

*“ Since using your Compound Oxygen Treatment I am very much
improved. 1 have gained twelve pounds since using #, and never felt
better in my life than I do at prexent. 1 have been afflicted for four-
teen years with dyspepsia, but now I hardly know I have a stomach.

‘“Ep. W. S, HowaRrp.

* BELLVILLE, CAN., Jan. 16, 1889,

“ DRs. STARKEY & PALEN, No. 1529 Arch St,, Philadelphia, Pa.

* Compound Oxygen has done me a world of good. I have great
confidence in it. It has been of the greatest benefit to me in throat
troubles and for dyspepsia. I have found it a great vitalizer, and it is
a remedy that I most cheerfully recommend.

* OLIVIA €. BARODWELL.

* LAWRENCEBURG, Ind., Nov. 7, 1888."

“ DRrs. STARKEY & PALEN, No. 1529 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa.

“ Your Compound Oxygen Treatment has improved my mother's
health very much. We feel thank({ul for this great impsovement, and
sincerely recommend your Treatment to any one suffering from dyspes-
sia or insomnia. “ Mrs. E. M. Isaac.

¢ 512 E. MAaIN ST., NORFOLK, VA.”

If you want the book sent free, address Drs. STARKEY &
PaLeN, No. 1529 Arch Street, Philadelpia, Pa..








