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‘“His name is Bradley Wentworth,
and he lives in the town of Seneca,
Illinois, where he has large invest-
ments, and is a prominent man.”

“Do you mind telling me how he in-
jured you, father?"

“ That is my wish and my duty while
Iyetlive. Fifteen years ago when we
were both young men we were in the
employ of Dudley Wentworth, the uncle
of Bradley. We were both in the office,
he occupying the more lucrative posi-
tion. I was married and had a modest,
but comfortable home in Scneca, in the
State of Illinois. e toohad been three
years marrie 1, and had a son two years
old."

*Were you friends?”

*Not intimate friends, but we wereon
friendly terms. He had extravagant
habits and spent more money than I—a
family man—could afford to do. I had
bought a house and lot, for which I

. agreed to pay the sum of two thousand
dollars. I was paying this by slow de-
grees, but my salary was small, when
the great temptation of my life came.”

The sick man paused in exhaustion,
but soon proceeded.

*“One evening Bradley Wentworth
came to my house in a strange state of
excitement, and called me to the door.
I asked him in, but he declined. ‘I
want you to takea walk with me, Lane,’
he said. I demurred, forit was a cold,
damp evening, and suggested that it
would be better to sit down by the fire,
inside.

“*No, no," he said impatiently, ‘ what
I have to say is most important, and it
must be kept a profound secret.’

“Upon this I agreed to his proposal.
I took my hat, told your mother that I
would soon return, and went out with
Wentworth. We had proceeded but a
few rods when he said, ‘Lane, I'min a
terrible scrape.’

‘*What is it 2' I asked.

*““Last week I forged a check on my
uncle for five hundred dollars. It was
paid at the bank. Tomorrow the bank
will send in their monthly statement,
and among the checks will be the one I
forged—'

***Good heavens | whatinduced you to
do it?' I asked.

“ I was in a tight place, and Iyielded
to sudden temptation,’ he answered
bitterly.

“ ‘I advise you to go your uncle early
tomorrow and make a clean breast of it.'

“¢It would not do,’ he replied, ‘the
old man has the strictest ideas of honor,
and he would never forgive me.’

**It's a bad position to be in,’ I said
gravely.

“*The worst possible. You know that
I am generally recognized as my uncle's
heir,and he is worth three hundred thou-
sand dollars. You see that if my uncle
findsout what hashappened [am aruined
man, for he will dismiss me from his
employment with a tarnished name.’

“¢Indeed I feel for you, Bradley,' 1
said.

“‘You must do more,’ he replied;
*you must save me.’

**But how can I do that?

** By taking my crime upon yourself.
You must acknowledge that you forged
the check.’

“*What do you mean?' I demanded
sharply. ‘You want me to ruinmy own
prospects?’

It isn't the same thing to you. You
won't lose your inheritance, but only
your place.’

“+Only my place! How, then, can 1
live? Why should I dishonor my own
name and lose my reputation for you?'

« ¢ Because I will make it worth your
while. Listen.’

“Then he proceeded to make me an
offer. If 1 would consent to take his
guilt upon myself, he agreed to pay over
to my wife five hundred dollars annually
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out of his salary of fifteen hi = 1.d d..i-
lars, and when he inherited = .- unc! s
estate, he furthermore agre ! to pay

over to me twenty thousand d-llars. It
was this finally won me over tc h:s nian.
To a poor man, struggling al.uy . a
small salary, and with no hop. of ¢ 1-
ting rich, twenty thousand dollars wi«
a dazzling temptation. It wou'd mak
me comfortable for life. Besides, as i -
urged, I should not have to wait for it
long, for his uncle was already seventy
one years old. Still, the service thut |
was called upon to perform was <o is-
tasteful that I held out a long timo. At
last he sank on his knees, and imylored
me in the name of friendship tocor - .
After much hesitation, I agreed to G
upon one condition."

‘“‘Name it!' he said, in feverist ex-
citement.

““That you will sign a paper ad
ting that you forged the check, and t
I have agreed, though innocent, to b .. -
the blame, in order to screen you fr i
your uncle's anger.’

‘“Wentworth hesitated, but, seeir :r
that I was firm, he led me to his ow .
room and drew up the paper.

“+Of course,” he said, ‘this paper i<
not to be used.’

‘‘Not unless you fail to carry out
your agreement.’

“¢Of course,’ he said in an airy man-
ner.

‘“We then talked over the details of
the scheme. It was decided that I
should leave town the next morning,
and start for Canada. I began to real-
ize what I had done, and wished to beg
off, but he implored me not to desert
him, and I weakly yielded. Then came
the hardest trial of all. You were an
infant, and I must part from you and
your mother for a time at least. I must
leave the village under a cloud, and this
seemed hard, for I had done no wrong.
But I thought of the fortune that was
promised me, and tried to be satisfied.

I did not dare to tell your mother of
the compact I had made. I simply told
her that I was going away on business
for a few days, and did not care to have
my destination known. I told her that
I would shortly write her my reasons.
She was not satisfied, but accepted my
assurance that it was necessary, and
helped me pack. Early the next morn-
ing I took a north bound train, and
reached Montreal without hindrance.

I waited anxiously, and in a few days
received the following letter :

My Drar Laxe:

The murder's out! The forged check has
fallen into my uncle’s hands, and he was in a
great rage, you may be sure. Of course suspi-
cion at once fell upon you on account of your
hasty flight My uncle was at first resolved
upon having you arrested, but I succeeded in
calming him down. ‘‘The man must have
been mad,” he said. * He has ruined himself.”
1 pleaded for mercy, and he has authorized me
to say that he will not prosecute you, but heex-
pects you some day to make good theloss. This
18 out of consideration for your wife and child.
You are therefore at liberty to come back to the
United States and obtain employment. He will
not interfere with gou, Of course T will see
that the note is paid by installments and let him
think that the money comes from you.

My dear iricnd, vou have done me an inesti-
mab?c service. He would not have been as
lenient with me. At any rate, he would have
disiaherited me.  Now I'am highin favor, and
mean to retain the favor. I shall not be insane
enongh again to risk the loss of a fortune by
wcak'fy yielding to temptation. Ihave had a
close shave, and am sensible of it. Iam sorry
that your sacrifice was necessary, but some day,
probablv not many years distant, you will be
richly paid. Meanwhile I have prevailed upon
my uncle to hush up the matter and not let it
leak out.

T advise you to go to Chicago or some other
Western city and obtain employment.  Then
you can send for your family and wait patiently
till the tide turns and you become a modcrately
rich man.

BraprEy WENTWOKRTIH.

“This letter comforted me. I went
to Chicago and succeeded in sccuring a
position yielding me the same income as
the one I had given up. Isent for my
wife, but did not venture to explain to
her fully my reasons for leaving Seneca.
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Jnared that she would say something

tihat i oLt injure Bradley Wentworth,
so loy: was she to me.”

* D, i \Mr. Wentworthsend you the five
hun o dollars he promised you annu-

wiked Gerald.

he would not have dared to
ot L.ing so, for [ had his written con-
f -w..i, and t!:. ¢ made known to his
ure . wor'd M lost him the estate.
Mo wrote e, hov cer, in a complaining
tone, asking me + let him. reduce the
suri to three huno .+ 1 dollars, but this I
itively refus do. I felt that my
itice was : least all that I had
stipnlated to re.
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v« hundred and twenty
dars- - was left to his

wdaaxiously for Bradley to re-
tiis prom’se. Three or four weeks
d.and T heard notiling. Isatdown,
fore, and wrote to him, demanding
tha' he siiouid carry out his agreement.
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fere i<

! Lk m. drew fr o his pocket a
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“ter, asking me
lars, alleging

1 to give you

acle, What I

= of great ex-

* rtainly don't
+ .ny rash and
+: rised that an

me to them.
P .«. my deceased uncle would
I .< any such gift to a stranger. Icon-
siuc. nyself a steward of the large fortune 1
have inherited, and should not feel justified in
sending you such a considerable portion of it.
I think upon reflection you will see the justice
of my position.

I believe you claim to have some papers that
you think may injure me. Idon't think you
will find among them any written promise to
give you twenty thousand dollars. If. how-
ever, }'ou will sénd or bring the papers you
have, 1 will, out of kindness to an ¢id acquaint-
ance, give you a_thousand dollars for them,
‘That is all that I will consent to do, and I
strongly advise you to accept this generous
offer. After all you did not suffer from losing

our place in my uncle's office. I need only re-
er you to_the annual sum which I sent you re-
gularly, pinching myself todo it.

Trusting you will see the matter in a reason-
able li]ihl and accept the very liberal offer
which I have made you, though in no wise
bound to do so, I am,

Yours sincerely,
BrADLEY WENTWORTH.

1 have rece ved
1 send you L

s

tremc
o er myselt e
and
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CHAPTER IL
A DEBT OF HONOR.

“ HAT do you think of that let-
ter, Gerald?” asked his
father, when the boy had per-

used the epistle which had been handed

to him.

Gerald's leok of disgust answered for
him.

“T think it is thoroughly contempt-
ible,” he said. ‘ Itis the worst case of
ingratitude I have heard of. Is Bradley
Wentworth yet living 2"

““ Yes; he is rich and prosperous.”

“What did you do when you received
his letter 2"

“T wrote him in scathing terms, de-
clining his proposal to surrender the
paper for the paltry sum he offered. I
reminded him of the good service I had
rendered him. I had undoubtedly saved
him the estate. I had also sacrificed
more than I originally supposed, for I
had learned two years after my depart-
ure that Mr. Wentworth had intended to
give me a small interest in his business,
which by this time would have made me
arich man. Of course when he came to
look upon me as a forger my chance
was lost.”

“Did Bradley Wentworth know this
also?”

¢ Certainly he did. He knew better
than any one the extent of the sacrifice
1 had made for him, but when his uncle

was dead and the estate was securely
his, he took advantage of this fact and
treated me as I have told you.”

** Did you receive any answer to your
second letter 2"

**Yes, but it only renewed the pro-
posal contained in the first. He re-
quested me bluntly not to be a'fool and
declared that the papers were not really
worth even the small sum he offered for
them.

‘ And what followed 2"

“ 1 was at a loss what further steps to
take. Then came the death of your
mother after a ‘brief illness, and this
quite broke me down. I became sick,
my business suffered, and finally I came
to regard myself as born to misfortune.
Three yearssince I moved out here,and
here we have lived, if it can be called
living, cut off from the advantages of
civilization. I begin to understand now
that I acted a selfish and unmanly part,
and cut you off from the advantages of
an education.”

‘I have studied by myself, father.”

“Yes, but it would have been better
to attend a school or academy.”

** Your health has been better here.”

“Yes; the pure air has been favorable
to my pulmonary difficulties. Probably
I should have died a year since if I had
not come out here.”

‘“Then you were justified in coming.”

‘* So far as my own interests are con-
cerned; but I ought not have buried you
in this lonely and obscure place.”

“Don't think of me, father. What-
ever I have lost I can make up in the
years to come, and it is a great deal to
have you spared to me a little longer.”

“Dear Gerald!” said his father, re-
garding his son with affection. * You
are indeed a true and loyal son. I feel
all the more under obligations to secure
your future. An unexpected hemor-
rhage may terminate my life at any
moment. Let me then attend at once to
an imperative duty.”

He drew from his pocket an envelope
and extended it to Gerald.

“This envelope,” he said, *‘ contains
two important documents—the written
confession of Bradley Wentworth, that
it was he, not I, who forged the check
upon his uncle, and the last letter in
which he repudiates my claim npon him
for the sum he agreed to pay me.”

“You wish me to keep these, father?”
said Gerald, as he took the envelope
containing the letter.

‘“Yes. Iwishyoutoguardthem care-
fully. They give you a hold on Bradley
Wentworth. I leave you nothing but
this debt of honor, but it should bring
you twenty thousand dollars. He can
well afford to pay it, for it brought him
a fortune.”

“What steps am I to take, father?”

“I cannot tell. It may be well for
you to consult some good lawyer. You
are young, but you have unusual judg-
ment for your years. I must warn- you
that an effort will probably be made by
Bradley Wentworth, perhaps through
an agent, to get possession of thesc
papers, which he knows are in exist-
ence. Ten days since I wrote to him,
and in such terms that I should not be
surprised if he would seek me out even
here. If he comes, it will be in the hope
of securing the papers which I haye
placed in your hands. Should you meet
him here, don't let him know that they
are in your possession.”

Half an hour later Gerald set out
slowly in the direction of a small moun-
tain lake a mile distant, with fishing
tackle in hand.

It was not so much that he wished to
fish as to get a chance to think over the
important communication which had
been made to him within the last hour.
He had often wondered why his father
had buried himself among the moun-
tains, and had always concluded that it
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was wholly on account of his health.
Now he understood what it was that had
darkened his life and made him a mel-
ancholy recluse. The selfish greed of
one mzn had wrought this evil. To
him, Gerald, was left the task of obtain-
ing redress for a great wrong. It was
not so much the money that influenced
him, for youth is apt to be indifferent to
worldly considerations, but his heart
was filled with resentment against this
man who had profited by his father's
sacrifice, and then deliberately refused
to fulfill the contract he had made.

It is only through his pocket he can
suffer,” thought Gerald. * If it is pos-
sible he shall be made to pay the last
dollar that is rightfully due my poor
father.”

He reached the shore of the lake, and,
unfastening a boat which he kept there
for his own use, he pushed it out from
the shore, and then suffered it to float
lazily over the smooth surface of the
lake while he prepared his fishing
tackle. In the course of a couple of
hours he caught four beautiful lake
trout, and with them as a trophy of his
skill he started for home, first securely
fastening his boat.

** Perhaps father will relish these,” he
soliloquized. *Iwill cook them as soon
as I get home, and try to tempt his ap-
Ppetite.”

Gerald had walked but a few rods,
when he was hailed by a stranger.

** Hallo, boy, do you live about here ?”

Gerald turned, and his glance rested
upon a man of about his father's age,
‘but shorter and more thick set. He was
well dressed, in city rather than in coun-
try style, but his face wore an expres-
sion of discontent and vexation.

“*Yes,” answered Gerald, I live in
this neighborhood.” .

**Then perhaps you can help me. I
have lost my way. It serves me right
for venturing into such a wild country.”

*Is there any particular place to which
you wish to be guided, sir?"”

- If you mean towns, there don't seem
to be any. I wish to find a man named
Warren Lane, who I believe lives some-
wwhere among these mountains.”

Gerald started, and looked inten.ly at
thestranger. Heconnected him at once
with his father's story, and felt that he
must be Bradley Wentworth, the man
who had ruined his father's life. A
natural feeling of dislike sprang up in
his breast, and he delayed replying.

““Well," said Wentworth irritably,
“what are you staring at? Did you
never see a stranger before? How long
are you going to keep me waiting? Do
you know such a man?”

** Pardon me,” replied Gerald coldly;
4 but vour question surprised me.”

+ Why should it 2"

+* Because Warren Lane is my father.”

““Ha!" exclaimed the other, eying
the boy sharply. * You don't look like
him."”

*+I am thought to resemble my moth-
er's family.”

«* Do you live near by ?”

“Yes, sir. Fifteen or twenty min-
utes will bring us to my father's house.”

* Then I should like to go there at
once. I want to get out of this country
as soon as possible.”
+You have only to follow me,” and
without another word Gerald started
off.

CHAPTER 1II.
BRADLEY WENTWORTH.
A\ RE you back, Gerald?"
“Yes, father, and I am going
to surprise you. I havebrought
company with me.”

** Company { Whom can you have met
in this wilderness?”

** A man whom you used to know in
early days.”

** Not Bradley Wentworth ? " said Mr.
Lane eagerly.

** Yes, Bradley Wentworth.”

* Thank Heaven! I wanted to see
him before I died. Where is he?”

THE ARGOSY

“Just outside. He is waiting to
know if you will see him.”

“ Yes, yes; bring him in at once."”

Gerald went to the door, and beckon-
ed to Wentworth, who rose immediately

and passed into the cabin.
“ Bradley Wentworth,"” said the in-
valid, looking up excitedly, “I am

glad to see you. thank you for obey-
mg my summons.”
ven Wentworth, callous to suffering

and selfish as he was, was shocked by
the fragile appearance of his old com-
panion.

* You look very weak.” he said.

“Yes, Bradley. I am very weak. I
stand at the portal of the unseen land.
My days are numbered. Any day may
bring the end.”

“I'am shocked to see you in this con-
dition,” and there was momentary feel-
ing in the tone of the world hardened

an.

* Don't pity me! I am not reluctant
to die. Gerald, youmay leave me alone
with Mr. Wentworth for a while. I wish
to have some conversation with him.”

** Very well, father.”

“Have you acquainted him with the
incidents of our early life ?" asked Brad-
le{ Wentworth, referring to Gerald with
a frown.

‘“Not until this morning. Then, not
knowing but I might be cut off sudden-
ly, and uncertain whether you would
answer my call, I told him the story.”

“Better have left it untold I" said
Wentworth with an uneasy look.

‘* Nay, he was entitled to know, other-
wise he might not have understood wh
it was that I had buried him and myself
here in this wilderness.”

““He would have supposed that you
came here for your health. I under-
stand that Colorado is very favorable
to those having pulmonary diseases.”

“ Yes, but he was entitled to know my
past history. - He was entitled to know
what a sacrifice I had made—for anoth-

T

Bradley Wentworth winced at this
allusion, and his forehead involuntar-
ily contracted.

* That is your way of looking at it,”
he said abruptly.

“Itis the true way of looking at it,"”
rejoined the sick man firmly.

“Hush!” said \Ventwortfl’. looking ap-
prehensively towards the door of the
cabin.

** Gerald knows all, and he is the only
one to hear. But to resume: I saved
i‘ou from disgrace and disinheritance.

A SEAFARING SONG.
O, tired little mariner,
Yeo-ho! Yeo-ho!
Unto the strand of Slumberlaad
A-sailing we must go.
‘This is the time when children fare
Away from home ; .
So we'rl seek the good ship Rockingchair
Afar to roam,
O yeo-ho!
0, sleepy little voyager,
g o-hg ! Ye(»h}::.g
The pleasant_brecze of drowsiness
Beginning is to blow 3
And now the islcs of Nidnod are
All safely past: -
And now over Dreamland’s harbor bar
We steer at last,
O yeo-ho!
—Portland Transcript.

[ This Story began in Number 439.]

ARTHUR BLAISDELL'S CHOIGE.

BY W. BERT FOSTER.
Author of ** The Treasure of Southiake Farm,”
“ Down the Mountain,” etc.
CHAPTER XLVIIL
BEN NORTON'S STORY.

“ WOULD not tell this to you,” began
Ben, **did 1 not feel that it was your
due. I have been placed in a very pe-
culiar position before you by circum-

stances, and I don’t want you to think me worse

than I really am. I haven’t any brother—I
never had one.  What I told you, Arthur, about
my having lived at my brother's house and hav-
ing trouble with his wife wasa lie—nothing less ;

I won't give it any fancy name. My true story

is as follows:

“ 1 was born and brought up and spent most
of my life until I was nineteen, not twenty
miles from Boston. My father died when I
‘was quite young, but he left my mother amply
provided for. She was, in fact, wealthy, and [
wanted nothing. She was a good mother—the
best a fellow ever had,”” and there was a slight
break in his voice.

* I was great for larking and having a good
time, but I never got into any harm until I got
in with a wild set of fellows at college. While
there I went fromi bad to worse, and finally was
expelled. Then Iawoke to my disgrace, and
the thought of it made me reckless.

* During my college days I had become ac-

inted with a man i older than
myself—a man of good manners and pleasing
address. He was well informed, and had trav-
cled extensively. With this man I had formed

did so against my wishes, b your
need was so great, and you solemnly
promised to provide handsomely for me
and mine when you came into your for-
tune.”

“Iwas ready to promise anything in
my extremity. You took advantage of
my position.”

“The bargain I made was a fair one.
It touches but one sixteenth of the for-
tune which you inherited. Bradley
Wf&tworth, if was and is a debt of hon-
or!

“To talk of my giving you such a sum
is perfect nonsensel” said Wentworth
rou)ihly.

**You did not regard it in that light
fifteen years since,” returned the sick
man reproachfully.

“Of course 1 a(fmit that you did me a
service, and I am ready to pay for it.
Give me the papers and I will give you
a thousand dollars.”

“ A thousand dollars in repayment of
my great sacrifice! Have riches made
you narrow and mean?"

**Riches have not made me a fooll”
retorted Wentworth. * Let me tell you
that a thousand dollars is no small sum.
It will give that boy of yours a great
start in life. It is more than you and I
had at his age.”

“You have a son, have you not?”

“Yes."

‘‘ How would you regard a_thousand
dollars as a provision for him 2"

** There is somedifference between the
osition of my son and yours,” said
Wentworth arrogantly.

“ You are fortunate if your son equals

mine in nobility of character.”

*“Oh, I have no doubt your son is a
paragon,” said Wentworth with a sneer.
* But to the point! I will give you a
thousand dollars and not a cent more.”

He had hardly finished this sentence
when he started in affright. Warren
Lane fell back in his chair in a state of
insensibility.

(70.be continued.)

an which ruined me in theend. I
knew that with all his polish he was not what
he should be, but I did not for a moment sus-
pect him the villain he really was.

“ When I was expelled, he learned of it, and
immediately proposed that I should accompany
him West. I didn't understand why he was so
urgent to have me go with him, and I don’t
koow now. But he was, and, 1out even go-
ing home after the college faculty examined
me, I took the train with him for the West. He
pictured to me all the glories of alifein the
wild, free country to which we were bound,
and before we reached St. Louis I was crazy
for a carcer on the plains,

** At St. Louis my cyes were first opened to
the fact that my friend was a professional
gambler, and had evidently been in the city be-
fore, for, on our arrival, a quiet, well dressed
man stepped up to him in the depot, and, call-
ing him by name, said :

**You must stay here but one night. I
shall expect you to leave on the first train in the
morning—you and your friend,’ and he favored
me with a scrutinizing stare.

**I couldn’t understand it at the time, and he
passed it off as a joke, although I noticed that
he made it a point to start for the West the
next morning. I kaow now tha#t the man was
a detective by the name of Dickson, and it was
during the time when the city of St. Louis was
endecavoring to free itself from the gamblers
and sharpers which infested 1t.

** We were long enough in the city, however,
for my dear friend,""—Ben said this bitterly
enough—"*to find some of his old associates,
and when we went West we didn't go alone. I
was plentifully supplied with money, and he
never scemed out of funds; and when we
rcached Sheridan City in Wallace County, Kan-
sas, we all bought outtits (tlere were four of
us), and then three more men soon joined us.

 We pushed on into the country, and, before
1 fairly woke up to the knowledge of what my
companions really were, they had run off some
choice horses belonging to a stock raiser, and [
found myself a member of a gang of horse
thieves!

3

*1 was already a marked man, and, knowing
1 should be shown no mercy were I.found
among them, and being made reckless by the
prickings of my conscience, I went in with
them without parley. Of course my friend was
the leader, and a gallant commander he proved
to be,” and Ben showed his handsome white
teeth savagely as he laughed unpleasantly.
*We did not confine ourselves to horses, but
held up a wagon train now and then, and went
through it in the most approved manner.

** Strange as it may seem, the very detective
who knew my friend at St. Louis, soon followed
us to Sheridan, and he was evidertly well
known there, for the people made him sheriff in
short order, and then I tell you we fellows had
some pretty stiff times of it, for he was death
on us all. I don't want to poison you boys’
ears with an account ot all we did ; so I'll just
skip until the ‘time of the end.’

“ We were encamped one day less than ten
miles from Sheridan, and our leader went to
town—disguised, of course—on business. But
Dickson met him, saw through the disguise and
nabbed him, and to save his own skin he told
just where all the rest of us were to be found,
and got scot free himself.”

Ben gritted his teeth fiercely, and struck his
knee a resounding blow with his clinched hand.

“ The scoundrel rode away and left us to our
fate, and at daybreak next morning Dickson
and a posse surrounded us and captured four of
us, killing the other three.

** T came pretty near seeing death that time,"”
resumed the narrator, after a moment’s silence,
** for the citizens were for stringing us all up in
a bunch. But Sheriff Dickson faced 'em all
and carried his point ; we were tried, convicted
and sentenced to thrce years® hard labor, and
that means something out West 1™

“* Well, we served our time and were released
on the same day and warned to leave the coun-
try. We left ; but not before we all solemnly
swore to avenye our betrayal should either of
us ever meet the wretch who played us false to
save his own skin. I met him,” znd Ben al-
most hissed the words through his lips, * I
met him while at Hart'sand I almost wish I
had killed him."

Oh, no! not that, Ben,” exclaimed Arthur,
springing from the keg where he had been sit-
ting spellbound in common with his brother
during the entire recital. ** [ am glad you did
not. As wicked as Chess Gardner is Iam glad
you did not kill him that day in the woods."

* Chess Gardner ! That day in the woods ! "
repeated Ben, staring in amazement at the boy.

“ Both Hal and I have known who the man
you went West with was all along,” said
Arthur, looking at his brother, who nodded si-
lently. * The day Gardner came across you in
the woods the first time, I saw you and heard
all your conversation—""

““Heard all our conversation!" exclaimed
Ben. ** You are fooling.”

* No, sir; it's true. He tried to make friends
with you and you threatened to cut him down
with the axe you held in your hands. Then he
drew 9 revolver on you and finally, when he
couldn’t persuade you to be friends with him,
he went away—"

** The dickeas he did,” murmured Ben.

* And I had to run fot it to get out of sight,”
went on Arthur. **Then he was out there
hunting for you in the woods once after—the
dav Flossie Davidson was run away with—did
you see him that day? ™

Ben nodded.

“Then afterwards you met him at Reming-
ton’s old house,” hazarded Arthur.

“1did,” declared Ben, gazing at the boy in
blank surprise. ** But how the mischief you
know all this I don't understand. I did meet
him just as you say ; but hedidn't goaway just
when you thought he did the first time—no, we
stayed there a full hour and talked. And, I'm
ashamed to say it, he half talked me into a
scheme that he was at work on. That letter I
received, Arthur, was from him in relation to.
the matter, and the reason I left Hart’s was be-
cause I dared not stay any longer in Gardner's
vicinity, and so I ran away and went to Boston
where I shipped on the Kaspar.”

** And what was the scheme Chess tried to get.
you into? Was it to rob Major Van Slyck 2"
asked Ial eagerly.

Ben looked at him curiously.

“ That was it,” he said. ** But I didn't s’pose
he'd do it.”

“ He did, though, I firmly believe," declared
Hal. *“Though 4ow he did it is more than [
know, when he was at Newport."

Ben smiled quietly.

* Before we go any further I want you boys
to tell me all you know about the aflair—every-
thing.”

The brothers complied with this request at
once, and Ben listened to what the reader al-
ready knows, in silence.
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* So Mont Raymond, as you call him, and
Chess are going to follow up a clew to the
burglars, eh ?*' was his only comment, and he
laughed. ** Now I wonder—*' but he stopped
suddenly and declared that he would say noth-
ing more till morning.

** But it's your duty to put the authorities on
The trail of the burglars if you can,” said Hal.

1 reckon 1 know my duty, youngster,” re-
turned Ben grimly. *“ It must be after one
-o'clock and we must get tosleep. ['m going
on deck to see if all is shipshape,’ and he left
the galley.

Through the open door the boys could see
that it had stopped raining although the wind
was still blowing and the sea had in nowise
abated. Ben soon returned, and reported that
the clouds looked as thouzh the storm was a!-
most over He had sounded the pumps and
found on.y a sma!l quantity of water and tke
drag they had thrown over still held.

“We must keep watch,” said Ben, *for
rio knowing what might turn up. Say we divide
the rest of the night up into hour and a half
watches and each of us keeps a bright lookout
until his time is up as near as he can guess.”

They drew lots and on Hal fell the first
watch, Ben the middle and Arthur the last.

* Try the pumps occasionally,” admonished
Ben, as Hal went outside for his lonely vigil.
**And keep all your eyes peeled,” which Hal
promised to do.

But the young fellow found it exceedingly
hard work to keep awake :.ow that the excite-
ment was over. Every bone in his body ached
and he had to keep tramping back and forth on
the slippery deck in the second mate's big sea
boots, to keep himself from dozing off. When
he could endure it no longer and it seemed to
him as though he had been on watch half the
night (though in all probability he had been on
deck less than an hour) he awoke Ben and took
his place beside Arthur on the galley floor.

Both the brothers slept peacefully till broad
daylight, for Ben did not rouse Arthur when it
came 10 the boy’s watch, but paced the deck
alone until the sun, scattering the few remain-
ing clouds, appeared above tae horizon.

The first the boys heard was a heavy pound-
ing on the galley door and Ben’s voice shout-
ing:

“Rouse ye, sleepers!
below, and see the sun!™

CHAPTER XLIX.
RESCUED.

MAGINE a blue gray expanse of sky,
across which a few misty white clouds were
scudding, meeting on all sides the turbulent
dark green water on which the bark

floated. Not the faintest speck of land was
visible to the eastward, westward, north or
south. The distant horizon was unbroken by
cloud-like land, white sail, or smoke of ** ocean
courser.” They were alone on the Atlantic!

This was the scene which met the gaze of Hal
and Arthur Blaisdell as at Ben Norton’s sum-
mons they sprang upon deck. The storm had
departed, its only trace being the still heaving
billows ard the demolished rigzing and spars of
the Kaspar. The warm September sun shone
far and wide on the water, and the haze was
fast being melted from the sky by its bright
rays.

** Glorious, isn't it ?" cried Hal. drinking in
the scene.

“*An illegant blaze! as the Irishman said
when his house was burning up,” declared
Arthur dryly. * It's very glorious, indeed |

Rouse out, watch
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but how the dickens are we going to get out of
ite»

* Don't fret,"” said Ben. ‘It won't be long
before something or other crosses our path. We
are going, as near as I guess, on a course a little
south of east, and that ought to take us directly
across the New York steamship tracks. Then
there’s all the chance of a sailing vessel picking
us up.”

** Well, I won't be sorry as long as the old ship
holds together,” rejoined Arthur. * But I say,
Ben, you didn't wake me up when it came my
watch.”

*Didn’t I?" returned Ben with a quiet
smile. ** Well, I thought you needed the sleep
much more than I, so Ilet you alone. You're
not going to quarrel about it, are you ?"

* I shall if you do it again,” replied Arthur.,
“ But come, fellows, who says breakfast? I'm
hungrier'n a bear.”

* We'll all say it, and appoint you cook," said
Hal, ** seeing that you stood no watch.”

So Arthur went about his culinary prepara-
tions, which certainly would have made his
mother smile could she have seen him, while
Ben and Hal tried the pumps, put a new rope
on the drag, and at Ben's suggestion made a
trip to the hold.

‘This last Hul could not understand, for Ben
crawled all about among the boxes of merchan-
dise, seemingly with the endeavor to enumer-
ate them. There were cases of muskets and
cheap rifles, ition, two small i S,
bales of * Union Mill™ cotton cloth, boxes of
calico, and all sorts and conditions of knick-
knacks and Yankeg notions necessary to trade in
the South Sea archipelagoes.

“ An excellent cargo,” commented Ben, look-
ing mightily pleased, as they clambered out of
the hold and battened down the hatch again.
* The Kaspar’s three quarters loaded, too.”

“ But it won't do us any good—it’s not ours,”
said Hal, extremely puzzled.

**No, it's not ours,” returned Ben with a
peculiar smile, ** but—it's nice to be aboard a
vessel with a particularly good cargo,” with
which rather strange remark he turned away.

“ Mother must be dreadfully worried,” ob-
served Arthur as the trio partook of the break-
fast he had prepared.

*“And won't Cofiin be owley ?" added Hal.
“If Mont Raymond got down to the Inlet the
Telegraph will be *way ahead of us again. The
Jowrnal is out of luck lately.”

**I tell you what we'll do,” declared Arthur,
“ we'll take a look in the captain’s quarters, tind
some materials and scribble a full account of our
adventures.”

“ Good idea,” said Hal. * But you'll be bet-
ter at it than I, s0,you go ahead. I'll constitute
myself advisory editor and Ben can be general
supervisor. Theold Journal will get something
after all.”

As soon as the meal was dispatched, all three
repaired to the cabin, and among the captain’s
possessions plenty of paper and pencils were
found. Sitting on the steps of the companion-

way, with an atlas held on his knee for a desk, "

Arthur commenced his article. As Hal said,
inelegantly enough, to be sure, he fairly
* spread himself,”” and the sketch was formed
and grew rapidly under his hand, while his
brother hung over him and watched the quick
moving pencil, and Ben eagerly devoured each
sheet of the manuscript as it was finished.

So occupied were they that all else was for-
gotten, when suddenly they were startled by a
noise like the shriek of a steam whistle. Arthur
dropped the atlas with a bang, scattering papers

and pencils in every direction, and all made a
rush for the deck, tumbling over each other in
their haste.

There, lying not a pistol shot away, was one
of the largest and handsomest steam yachts
they had ever seen. Every inch of woodwork
was spotless, and the brass railings and other
bright work shone like gold. At her peak there
was flying a dark green pennant on which in
letters of gold was her name, Psyche.

But the three young men paid but little atten-
tion to the yacht’s beautiful lines. To them, at
least, the Psyche was one of the handsomest
crafts they had ever seen, for in her they saw a
way of escape from their perilous situation.
Arthur and Hal were for immediately hailing
the yacht and asking assistance ; but Ben mo-
tioned them back.

** Let me run it,” he said in a low tone.

“‘ On board the brig ! ™" shouted a blue coated
officer on the yacht's quarter.

** Ahoy !'™ returned Ben.

“What brig's that, and where bcund ?"* de-
manded the officer.

** Kaspar, four days out from Boston—bound
for Davy Jones's, most probably, unless you
can tow us in, or send a tug to our assistance,”
said Ben coolly.

‘The officer was evidently nonplused.

‘* Don’t you want any help 2" he demanded,
while the boys stared at Ben Norton in amaze-
ment.

* We'd like to make a dicker with you to tow
usinto New York," responded Ben, still calmly,

“For Heaven’s sake, Ben,” demanded
Arthur, * whatdo you mean? Ishall be only
too glad to get out of the old tub,”

** Be easy,"” returned Ben. “I don't intend
to leave here until I'm dead sure that we shall
get the salvage.”

** Salvage !" exclaimed Arthur and Hal to-
gether.

‘* Yes, salvage. There'sa small fortune in this
brig for us, boys, once we get it into New
York,” replied Ben. Then to the yacht's officer
he said :

“What say? Is it a bargain? The brig's
sound asadollar. What'll youask totakeusin?"

** Well, you're a cleaner,’ remarked the officer
in astonishment. **Come aboard and you can
talk with the owner,” and at Lis command one
of the yacht’s boats was lowered and puiled to
the brig.

Arthur hastily collected his scattered manu-
script, and in the nondescript clothes in which
they were dressed the trio of ** shipwrecked
mariners ”* were tiansported to the deck of the
Psyche.

The officer in command met them at the rail.

* Well, you all louk as though you'd had a
pretty hard time of it,” he declared. *‘But
here, let us see if we can't fit you out a lit-
tle better than that from the slop chest,” and he
led them below to a roonty stateroom.

In a short time he returned with a colored
steward staggering under a huge pile of wear-
ing apparel. *

* When you are ready I'll conduct you to the
owner," said the officer, who they afterwards
learned was the first mate—Mr. Shippen.

The young fellows greatly wundered what
the **slop chest " aboard the yacht was like.
In the pile of clothing were three full outfits,
including underclothing and blue naval suits,
and Mr. Shippen must have sized up all three
very accurately, for the suits fitted nicely.
Arthur was the first dressed, and he sat down
on the edge of the lower berth to wait for his
companions, Beside him lay a folded news-

paper, and picking it up he discovered that it
was 2 New York daily, printed that very morn-
ing.

“ The Psyche hasn’t been out of port very
long,” he declared, looking over the sheet.
** And —oh, glory, listen to this.”

Springing to his feet, he began toread a para~
graph in the columns devoted to an account of
the ravages of the storm. The article had been
telegraphed evidently by a special correspond-
ent of the paper, and was a rather thrilling ac~
count of the wreck of the Kaspar off the Rhode
Island coast. After the account of the brig's
running ashore, the paper went on to say :

“ A lifeboat was quickly manned, and, after
a dozen or_more attempts, was successfully
launched. The journey from the shore to the
wreck was a fearful fight with the waves.
Finally the brig was reached, and the crew
taken aboard. At the last moment the lifeboat.
was found to be overcrowded, and two young
men, reporters, it is said, on a Providence
daily paper, gallantly gave up their places to
the shipwrecked seamen, and went aboard the
brig. Tt is also stated that one member of the-
vessel’s crew was left behind, although this re-
port is not corroborated. It was impossible,
owing to the increasing storm and change ot
the wind, to again launch the lifeboat, and in a
few hours the brig was torn loose by the waves,
and sank with the gallant fellows on board.
Up to midnight no trace of the wreck or the
bodies had washed in, as the gale was still
blowing off shore. The names of the two
young men who lost their lives are as yet un-

nown,” °

The two brothers were fairly horrified at the
report, and Ben Norton was considerably-
amazed.

** They think we are drowned,” said Arthur,
as soon as he had finished reading the article.
It will kill Little Mum.”

‘ Here, let us get us get the owner to put
back to New York at once so that we can tele-
graph to mother,” cried Hal excitedly. * Hang
the old salvageany way. I don'tcareif the brig-
sinks in five minutes.”

Hastily donning his coat as he spoke, Hal led
the way out of the stateroom. Mr. Shippen was.
waiting for them,

** Take us to the owner at once.” said Hal.

*“ Certainly ™ replied the officer ; *' right this.
way."

He led them along a corridor, through the
dining room, and into the yacht's saloon. The
finishings of the craft were magnificent, and
not only showed wealth but artistic taste. The
dining table, at which the steward was putting-
the last touches for dinner, glittered with silver
and crystal, and the other appointments ot the:
apartments were in accord

But if the dining room was charming to the
three visitors, the saloon was even more so.
They had no time to examine it closely, how-
ever. Hal dropped behind a little and Ben
Norton took the lead as they entered the room.

Instead of meeting a portly, aristocratic gent-
leman, as all three expected the owner of the
Psyche to be, the only occupants of the saloon
‘were two ladies, who rose as the young men en-
tered and came towards them.

Greatly to his surprise Arthur noticed some~
thing in the bearing of both which seemed
familiar. Before he could place them, however,
Ben Norton took a quick step forward. At the
same instant tite elder lady, witha half articu-
late cry, threw her arms around the young
man’s neck.

Arthur dropped into the nearest seat as-
tounded, while Hal gazed at the scene in horri-
fied amazement.

(70 ¢ continued.)
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THE CHINESE CONSPIRACY ;
OR,
A Naval Cadet's Adventures in the Celestial Empire.

BY ENRIQUE H. LEWIS,
Awthor of **The Adventures of Two Naval
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water rippling against the wooden hull,
or the melancholy whisper of fitful
winds on deck. It was a fitting scene
for such a tragedy.

Suddenly the si{ence was broken by a
loud clatter overhead. A voice rang out
in fierce tones, and, at the sound, he
with the uplifted sword gave a violent
start and dropped the weapon with a
clang. Thechange was magical ; at the
unexpected interruption the coolies
stan inﬂg in menacing fashion over Law-
rence fled in all directions. Some van-
ished in the depth of gloom at the other
end of the hold, and one, first extin-

ishi the lantern with a kick of his

period ix during the o
the lute Frunco-Chinese war, and it becomes neces-
sary to send a inessenwer from the Benton's anchor-
age in the harbor of Foo Chow, China, to the mims-
ter aL Pekin with a cipher dispaich. Ensign Dalton
in selected as this messenuer. But it cories to the
ears of Colonel Monroe, the American consul at Foo
Chow, that thix young Dalton was sellinz Informa-
tion to the French concerning the Chinese prepuri-
tions for war. It has therefore been determined to
send Coleman along with him, to keep & watch on
hiv movements and 1o carry u copy of the dispatch
to the minister at I'ekin in case Dalton should fail

to do so.

This duty Lawrence at firat declines to perform,
even golng so Iar as to tender his resignation from
the service, but when It is represenied to him that
he is only sent a8 a precuutionary measure, he re-
calls hirdecision and arranges to leave tor Shanghai
by next day's stewmmer, on which he finds thut a
friend of his—Charlie Travis—is nlko to be a passen-
ger. On reaching Shunzhui Lawrence goes axhore
with Charlie. but the coolies who bear their sedan
chnirs enrry them in the darkness (o & KUraNge purt
of the town ingtend of the point Travis had indi-
cated, and when Charlie protests, they attack both
boys and overpower themn. Lawrence 18 Kidnaped,
put aboard nlluuk and caried away into the inte-
rior, while Charlie, unnble to find’ hix triend. re-
turns to the steamer in dire anxiety, Here aviece
of paper is put into his hands by & mysterioun
Chinaman, but in his anxiety to get at its contents
Travis tears it In hall in unfolding it. From what
remains he learns that Colemnn has been taken
cuptive by a well known band of outlaws, and_may
be released If the matter iy gone nbout quietly.
But the exact location of his place of cn|nll\'ll{ Atill
remaina a kecret. the hall of the paper on which 1t
‘wan described ha lown Away,

Charlie lays th atrer belure the American con-
#nl at Shanghal, and the lutter at once places his
ateam launch. Amerienn Eagle, at Travis's disposal.
Charlie sets out in pursuit, but just a8 he sees his
friend' conton board n native Jink. the machiery
of the launch breaks down and the chase has to be
temporarily discontinued.

Meantime Colonel Monroe has received a commu-
nleation from aman, representing limsell to be a
poor trader traveling throngh tne inte
that he has seen the bady of a youth,
longing to & forelgn man of war, wrapped up in a
mat and throw: overboard from a native vessel.
The letter goes on to state that the writer had after-

wards examined the hody and found on it a | aper
spotted with blood, which was Inclosed and proved
to be thecipher dispatch. This communication the
colonel makes haste to take out to Admiral Hewett,
on the Benton, who has just received worl from
Shanghai that the middy, Lawrence Coleman, has
been abducted. The inference is a terrible one,
and the old admirul is almost beside himsell with
anxiety.

CHAPTER XIX.
A TIMELY INTERRUPTION.

AWRENCE was a lad not easily

L alarmed, but when he heard the

faint sounds of whispering voices

at the open hatch that night, he felt in-

stinctively that something was on foot

which meant danger to him, and he be-

wailed the fate that caused him to lie

bound hand and foot at the mercy of his
enemies.

“If they would only give me a fair
chance for my life instead of tying me
up, the cowardly curs |” he muttered,
in helpless indignation, wrenching at
the thongs in futile effort. ‘If I only
had my hands free, I'd show them how
an American boy can fight—ah, they are
coming ! "

Even as he spoke, a half dozen coolies
descended the stanchion, one of them
carrying a lantern, and Lawrence no-
ticed with an apprehensive glance that
all were armed with swords. The light
was faint and dim, but he could see their
faces gleaming with ferocity and hate.
He recognized in two of them the men
he had struck while attempting escape,
and the fact did not decrease his
anxiety.

Lawrence had no time to speculate on
their probable object, for, immediately
on entering the hold, they arranged
themselves around him and stood with
uplifted swords, while one of their num-
ber quickly placed a block under his
neck. After this was in position, the
middy’s shirt was thrown open and
turned down, then at a given signal all
stepped back save one who, with delib-
erate cruelty, felt the edge of his wea-
pon, and then lifted it in readiness to
strike.

Lawrence's heart gave one great
throb. He felt a momentary faintness
flash over him, then with a silent prayer
he looked calmly up at the executioner
and awaited the blow. The stillness of
death filled the little space, unmarred
save by a strange murmuring gurgle of

g
foot, made for the hatchway.

Before he could pass through it, how-
ever, a form blocked the opening and a
stern voice called out several Chinese
names. For a minute all was still ; then
Lawrence heard the man creep away to
his’ fellows. There was a noise of mut-
tering words, and immediately follow-
ing came the sound of a heavy body
dropping to the deck close by where he
h?'. The middy could not see the face
of the person, but he recognized by his
tones tEe man who had threatened him
when he was transferred from the other
junk. Here was the chance he had been
waiting for.

“If you speak English,” exclaimed
Lawrence rapidly, * for Heaven's sake
tell me what all this means! Why am
I carried away like this? Answer me,
man ! "

He stopped and waited breathlessly,
but the silence continued. Suddenly a
thought struck the middy, and he ad-
ded : ** If you are looking for the crew,
some of them are down here, hiding at
the other end. They were just going to
kill me when you interrupted them.
They—"

He was checked by a fierce impreca-
tion, and the man darted rapidly to-
wards the spot where the coolies had
secreted themselves. For a space, pan-
demonium reigned in the hold; the
sounds of scugiing. intermingled with
cries of pain, came to his ears, and then
Lawrence saw a glimmer of light at the
far end.

In the excitement he had risen toa
sitting position, and was thus able to get
a better view of what followed. By the
dim flame of the lantern he could only
make out a confused mass of shadows,
but it was enough to convey to his
startled eyes a bright flash of steel, and
then a wailing cry sounded for an in-
stant—a scream of agony, stifled in its
birth.

Presently the light moved towards
him, and stopped under the hatch. Two
of the natives, carrying an inanimate
body, came out of the gloom and passed
it with many tugs through the opening.
Then a Chinaman, his face hidden by a

audy silkwmp. followed them on deck.
anrence strained his eyes with a futile
endeavor to see his countenance, but it
was resolutely turned away, and the
middy remained as ignorant of his
identity as before.

Again left the sole tenant of the hold,
Lawrence lay back on the hard deck and
thanked his lucky stars that he still had
his head on his shoulders. He plainly
saw now. what a narrow escape he had
just made. The man in authority, who-
ever he was, had evidently gone on
shore, and, in his absence, the crew had
made the attempt to get rid of their

risoner. That they were not success-
ul was due solely to the fortunate re-
turn of the unknown Chinaman. That
he was a high personage, the coolies’
consternation made apparent. He was
exalted enough to perform a summary
execution then and there, and Lawrence

ave an involuntary shudder as he re-
called the tragic scene.

The middy was left undisturbed for
several hours. He had not been given
foed since noon, and he vaguely won-
dered whether starving was going to be
added to his other troubles. He was
speedily undeceived, however ; a couple
of the crew came down wich the bill of
fare, but it now had a most welcome ad-
dition in the shape of a pot of tea.

Lawrence hailed the fragrant herb as
one after a watery diet for seven days
would be apt to do, and made short
work of it. The delicious brew made
even the endless rice taste different, and
under its magic influence the corn cakes
were changed into hot biscuit, fresh

from the deft fingers of a New England:

farm cook.
“That was the best Oolong I have

ever tasted,” Lawrence muttered to
himself, as he watched the disappearing
forms of the coolies pass through the
hatch. Then he stretched out as well
as circumstances and an unfriendly rope
would permit, and wondered what was
next on the programme.

“If T ever get out of this alive, I'll
write a book,” he soliloquized, shifting
his head about in search of a board that
had served him as a pillow for many a
weary hour; then, as he found it, he
gave a sigh of satisfaction and contin-
ued : ‘I have had almost enough ad-
ventures to fill a respectable tome—ah |
that tea, how it tastes even yet. Butas
I was saying, I would make it, let me
see, at least forty chapters full of um-m-
m, tea is better than water any day, and
come to think of it, I wonder why the
steerage boy don't bring my—my—"
There was silence for a moment, then
he continued : ** What on earth is the
matter with me? I feel as drowsy as—
sn?r, Charlie, old boy, I have had an aw-
ful dream, and I wish—-"

The voice died away, and then only
the sound of heavy breathing disturbed
the echoes of the little hold. n old,
gray whiskered rat, gaunt and fierce
eyed, skurried across the grimy boards,
and, after many cautious advances and
retreats, crept up to the recumbent fig-
ure. The veteran rodent sniffed at the
middy’s hands, and, after much seeming
deliberation, took a quiet nibble.

The hand moved uneasily, but soon
settled down again, and the rat, evi-
dently pleased by the first sample,
started to resume his meal. He dis-
played great strength of character in
every lineament of his peaked face, and
there is no telling what would have
been the result if a noise had not
sounded overhead just then. Asit was,
he gave a squeak of disappointment,
and, with a whisk of his tail, vanished
in time to escape the searching rays of
a lantern carried by a cooly descendin
the hatchway. The man was followe
by several others, and between them
they conveyed the middy's listless form
to the deck above.

* * * * *

When Lawrence again opened his
eyes, he felt much confused, and con-
scious of a great thirst. His tongue
troubled him, and seemed of extraordi-
nary size and dryness, but he forgot
these little details in the astounding dis-
covery that he was at sea.

*Ship’s making heavy weather of it,”
he thought drowsily, feeling himself
tossed about and shaken from side to
side of what seemed a bunk. * Didn't
know we were going to leave Foo Chow
until this war was over—whew ! that
was a roller ; must be a sixty knot gale.
Oh, my head, how it aches! Wonder if
I can’t sce the doctor? I'll send the boy
for him. Hay! William ; come—"

The motion stopped suddenly ; a light
flashed through a window at his sideand
the middy found to his bewilderment
that he was in a Chinese mule litter. He
stared at the sides and the roof, and
then at the face of a man watching him
through the opening. The native said
something in a menacing tone and then
drew the curtains again.

The unsteady lurching began once
more, and Lawrence, bracing himself as
well as he could, tried to collect his
scattered thoughts. Afterthestart just
given he had little difficulty in recalling
what had occurred, and wisely concluded
that he had been drugged by his wily
captors to save trouble in the transfer.

resently a halt was called and some
food passed in to him. He had little ap-
Eetite and only ate a few grains of rice;
ut the water—ah | that bowlful did not
seem half enough. After a few minutes’
rest for the mules, the march was re-
sumed and continued uninterrupted for
many hours.

In'this way four days passed slowly
by. Lawrence was kept closely con-
fined in the dark interior of the litter,
and six or seven times during the
journey he was gagged while passing
through villages. At odd intervals the
ropes which secured him were removed,
and, attended by two armed natives, he
was allowed to walk for an hour by the
litter, but this was only done at night
and in a thinly populated district.

He now saw tﬁnt his body guard con-
sisted of four coolies, all carrying modern

uns. None of them seemed to be mem-

ers of the junk's crew, and they were
probably natives of that part of the
country.

* On the eyeniné; of the fourth day,
Lawrence noticed by the motion that
they were ascending what seemed to be
the'side of a mountain. The progress
was very slow and evidently difficult.
Several times one of the mules stum-
bled, and it was only the quickness of
that remarkable animal that saved the
litter from a disastrous fall. Atlast the
cavalcade halted and Lawrence was
lifted to the ground.

CHAPTER XX.
THE MOUNTAIN RETREAT.

7T HE place where the little party had

stopped was in semi darkness.

Night had fallen several hours
before, and only the uncertain light
afforded by a new moon and a few scat-
tered stars illumined the spot. Forsome
reason the coolies had extinguished
their lanterns, and when Lawrence was.
assisted to the ground his first eager
glances revealed but littie.

He could see that they had stopped one
a narrow, shelf-like formation, appar-
ently caused by a cavernous depression
in the flinty wall of a cliff, which tow-
ered out of sight in the gloom above.
The litter, with the two mules, occupied
almost one half of the space, and Law-
rence looked ahead only to discern that
the rude path ended abruptly against a
huge rocky spur not three yards away.

urther observations were cut short
by one of the guards, who, stepping up,
deftly passed a scarf around his head,
effectually blindfolding him. Then the
middy felt the ropebeing removed, and
when that was accomplished he found
himself grasped firmly by each arm.
Suddenly a long, shrill whistle sounded
close by, and, after a moment, he heard
an answer, faint and wavering, as if
from a distance.

Before the slight echoes had died
away, they started. The progress was
necessarily slow at first, and Lawrence
was compelled to trust to his unseen
companions to keep from stumbling.
After a dozen steps had been taken
they stopped, and the middy felt a
rough hand pressed on his ‘head as an
intimation to stoop. In this position he
was half dragged through what ap-
peared to be a long tunnel, tortuous in
shape and having a gradual descent.

It was so narrow that only two could
walk abreast, and one of the coolies
went on in front, while the other still re-
tained his hold. Every once in a while
the one ahead would grasp Lawrence by
the legs, and he coul§ feel himself low-
ered down a couple of feet. This con-
tinued for many minutes, and then,
when the middy, suffering from a most
painful crick in the neck and several
severe bruises in the side, had almost
determined to force a halt, a loud voice
challenged them.

The guard immediately replied, and
for a moment a conversation was car-
ried on in low tones, then Lawrence was
shoved along again. This time he had
not gone five yards before he felt the
cool breeze on his face, and instantly
realized that they had passed into the
open air. Encouraged by the fact he
cautiously straightened himself, and, to
his joy, found plenty of space overhead.

’l‘ile surface on which they were walk-
ing seemed more even and the speed
became comparatively rapid. Sud-
denly Lawrence heard the murmur of
voices and a sound as of rattling swords
or arms of some description; then he
could distinguish the faint glimmer of
light througg the thin folds of the scarf.
A peculiar warmth succeeding the fresh
atmosphere he had just felt indicated
that they had entered a room or inclos-
ure. Just as this fact dawned upon him
the bandage was torn away.

Dazed by the sudden transition from
almost total darkness into the glare of
a dozen torches, he stood for a moment
unable to see, then he, gazed around
upon a scene startling in the extreme.

In a natural cavern of broad dimen-
sions, the walls of which were aflame
with a myriad of gleaming points from
sparkling quartz, a score of villainous
natives stood glaring at him with vin-
dictive faces. Some were armed, and
Lawrence noticed instinctively that
their weapons were of the most modern
class. It took very little time for him to
discover that he was in the presence of
a band of mountain robbers, and he in-
voluntarily glanced back for a way toes-
cape. Atthe actiona rude hand grasped
him by the shoulder and he looked into



the frowning muzzle of a Martini-
enri. It was apparently a hopeless
case.

Just then a man came from behind a
curtain formed of mattingat the far end
and walked towards them. He had
evidently been sleeping, and stretched
his arms with a yawn. As he drew
nearer, however, his look of indifference
changed to one of authoritative interest,
and he strode up to Lawrence's guards
with a stern air of inquiry.

They both salaamed, bowing their
heads low before him; then one com-
menced a long speech, at the same time

handing the chief, for such he appeared-

to be, a roll of paper. While the cooly

was talking the chief glanced rapidly
over it and Lawrence saw him frown
heavily at several points. Cuttingshort

the guards' report with a haughty wave
of his hand, he issued an order to them
and turned away.

The middy had long before seen the
folly of offering any verbal objection, so
when the two natives led him off again
he followed without demur. He had
kept his eyes busy while the interview
was in progress, and had noticed that
the cavern was rooflessorelse the upper
part was lost in the obscurity above.
Another thing he observed was the in-
dications of several openings from the
main cave, made apparent by sundry
pieces of matting hanging from the walls
at intervals. It wastowardsone of these
he was now taken.

The chief paid no more attention to
the matter, but walked back to his cur-
tained recess, and Lawrence saw the
natives scattered about pay him the
greatest deference, some even salutin,
as he passed. When he had disappeare
they turned theirattention to the middy.
It was plain]ﬁ' evident from their black
looks that he need expect but little
mercy from their hands at any time.
The only reason he could imagine for
their peculiar hatred was the growing
animosity felt towards all forcigners at
that period.

His two guards were still with him,
and, as they arrived before one of the
mat curtains, they drew it aside and
shoved him through an irregular shaped
opening into what appeared to be a
smaller cave. It was only while the
matting remained up that iw was able
to sce, so when the man let it fall again
the middy was in total darkness.

He waited for a moment uncertain
whether to move or not. The hum of
many voices came faintly through the
thick folds of the curtain behind him,
and he was tempted to peep out, but on
second thought he concluded not to; it
was best to leave well enough alone for
the present.

*Humph! this is hardly an experience
for a naval officer,” thought Lawrence
frimlyA ‘* Now, if it was a pirate’s den

might feel more at home, but a rob-
ber's retreat in the interior is rather out
of my line and I beg to be excused.
However, it won't mend matters to re-
main standing here. I wonderifitis a
smooth floor, or if gitfalls are waiting
for the unwary ? Pshaw! they wouldn't
bring a fellow all this distance to tumble
him down a hole.”

He started to walk ahead, slowly and
with the caution a man naturally exer-
cises in darkness, even in familiar quart-
ers. He placedone foot before the other
and advanced with his arms outstretch-
ed, feeling his way. Presently his
fingers touched the wall. It wasof rock
and) rather damp, as if moisture had
oozed through from some unknown
source.

This afforded a means of ﬁuidance,
and Lawrence proceeded with greater
confidence. He had counted twenty
steps; under other circumstances this
would mean about forty feet, but taken,
as he had paced, close together, it
meant that the chamber was not more
than six yards across. As yet he had
encountered nothing save the bare wall
and stone floor. At one place the damp-
ness had increased so much that he
could feel water trickling down in tiny
streams.

**Not much encouragement this, for
good health,” he muttered to himself,
smiling softly at the very idea of health
in the home of violent deaths; then it
amused him so much that he laughed
aloud, and the sound startled him. It
was hollow and had withal a peculiar
echo, more like a groan than an outburst
of merriment.

laimed
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Lawrence, feeling a creeﬁv sensation at
the roots of his hair. * voice hasn't
changed that much since I heard it last
surely. I wish I had a match. I would
give “fifty dollars for one little lucifer
ust now; but come to think of it, I
aven't either. I'll bet the beggars
stripped me as clean as a whistle. By
Jovelthe ciphers, —"

A faint sound suddenly interrupted
him—a sound of a short cough or gasp,
and Lawrence stopped instantly, as-
tounded beyond measure. There was
some one else in the cavel

CHAPTER XXIL
THE MAN IN THE CAVE.

T the unexpected noise, Lawrence
instinctively crouched against
the reeking sides, his hands ready

for instant defense. For the greater
art of a minute he remained motion-
ess; then half thinking it was only im-
agination, he started to slide along the
wall, placing his feet very softly on the
hard stone bottom and listening with
bated breath the while.

The cavern was so intensely dark that
it was impossible for the middy to see
his hand before him, as the phrase goes,
and he felt his way with increased cau-
tion, keeping in touch with the side.
Evcry few steps he would stop and move
his left arm around as far as he could
reach, but it encountered nothing as

et.
“This is getting monotonous,”
thought Lawrence, creeping a few fect
away from the wall as an experiment.
“I think the best plan is to make a noise
and let the other fcllow do the groping
for a while.”

Suiting the action to thc word he
coughed and waited. Not a sound
broke the quiet. He tried it again, but
louder, and added an extra noise to the
test by slapping his hands togcther. It
had the desired effect, and in a most
surprising manner. Whilc the results of
his own efforts were still echoing, a rust-
ling noise came from close by, and a
veice demanded in quick, startled tones:

‘* Who—who is that?”

The words were uttered in English}

Before Lawrence had time to many,
the voice again rang out, this time in
Chinese, and he heard a scrambling as
if some person was hurryingaway. The
middy instantly concluded to answer
and solve the mystery at once.

“Who are you?"” he asked rapidly,
and then, without waiting for a reply,
added: “I am an American, brougKt
here from Shanghai by these cowardly
thieves and—"

He was interrupted by a sudden ex-
clamation of joy, and an invisible hand
clasped him by the arm, and then the
voice exclaimed: * Praise Heaven | It
is one of my own nation. Iam a pri-
soner, too; an old man waylaid and
robbed near Changteh, and then confined

in thisden formore than a month. Iam
a tea merchant from Foo Chow. My
name is Dalton.”

“Dalton?”

““Yes; Julian Dalton, senior. I have
a son in the American navy, on board

the Benton. Do you know him ?”
Lawrence was too astounded to an-
swer. Dalton's father a prisoner in this
cavel A captive in the hands of the
‘Wong-si-ko band, and the son undoubt-
edly hand-in-hand with his captors! The
dumfounded middy involuntarily ut-
tered a prolonged whistle, and then a
reat feeling of ]pity came over him, pity
or the poor old man at his side; to be
the parent of such a son and the victim
of his avarice and greed. Lawrence
was on the point of bursting out into a
fierce denunciation of the ensign, in-
ired by honest indignation, but
checked himself just in time. No; he
must refrain, if only for the old man's

sake.

*Yes; I know him,” he said quietly,
and, reaching for Mr. Dalton's hand, he
grasﬂed it with friendly warmth. ‘' He
1isashipmate of mine. [ amanavalcadet
on the Benton."”

‘*Isthat possible? Whendid youleave
there? Oh, tell me, sir; where is my
son? Is he still on board ?”

The old man asked one question after
another, and in his eagerness placed his
arm around the middy's shoulder with
an involuntary gesture. His voice was
broken with the feebleness of old~ugze
and recent hardships, and Lawrence felt
his sympathy increasing with every

“Mighty queer, that!”

He resolved to be

rded in his replies and not allow the
ather even to suspect his son’s villainy.

*I left the Benton at Foo Chow 'a
little over two weeks ago together with
your son. We were bound on a secret
mission to Pekin. I was attacked by
coolies in a side street of the bund at
Shanghai while on shore with a friend,
and was brought here as you see. Idon't
know whether your son went on or is
searching for us."”

‘ Julian left Foo Chow over two weeks
ago? Tell me, do you know whether he
had received a letter from here? It was
written here. It told him where I was
and the ransom required; also full par-
ticulars how to proceed in paying the
mone{. Oh! Mr. Coleman; what shall I
do, what shall I do? The chief of this
band made me write it, and he sent a
secret messenger to FooChow. Hepro-
mised me that I would be released as
soon as the money came, and now Julian
has gone away.” The old man broke
downand wept. Lawrence felt his frame
quivering with grief, and the kind
hearted middy endeavored to sooth him
with cheering words.

He could not hold out the hope that
Ensign Dalton would get the letternow;
that was manifestly impossible after
telling the old man that his son had
left Foo Chow on a secret mission. Al-
though loath to believe any man capable
of such dastardly conduct, yet he could
not help thinking that Dalton had re-
ceived the letter and was a party to his
father's imprisonment. Why, he could
not say. The mystery seemed to be
getting deeper.

Lawrence had forgotten his own pre-
dicament in this new discovery, but now
he suddenlyremembered the two ciphers.
With hast{ movements he unfastened
his outer clothing and extricated the lit-
tle rubber bag from around his neck.
He pressed it eagcrlfy, and an exclama-
tion of joyful relief fell from his lips.
The ciphers were still there; the thin
rubber sides were distended with their
contents, and it was with a heart con-
siderably lightened that he restored
the precious receptacle to its hiding
place.

Old Mr. Dalton was still moaning in
an excess of despair. He had moved
away from Lawrence, and the latter
could hear him muttering his son's
name in pathetic appeal. The confine-
ment in such a miserable dungeon
and this last disappointment had evi-
dently been too much. He was a man
advanced in years and enfeebled by old
age, he had buoyed himself up with the
hope of speedy release, and now to
learn that his son was beyond reach—
gone without knowing of his father's
peril—he had just cause for sore despon-
dency.

Lawrence was deeplz puzzled. He
was in the presence of grief he could
not assuage. It appealed to his strong-
est feelings and he wanted to offer con-
solation, but the black presence of that
son’s villainy weighed him down. At
last he did what his sturdy nature, and
the memory of his own {oving father
prompted—he knelt by the side of that
poor old man, raised him up as one
would a child, and in a voice filled with
heartfelt sympathy, exclaimed:

**Come, Mr. Dalton; you have anoth-
er son in me. Regard me as such and I
will try hard to fill the place. Be brave
and nl{will be right. hile there is life
there is hope.” They were common-

lace words, ’'tis true, and some had
en used in similar cases while anti-
uity was yet in the cradle of time, but

the tone and the manner, and the im-
pulse with which they were uttered, at-
oned for that, and Mr. Dalton grasped
the middy's hand with a thankfulness
greater than he could express.

**Heaven bless you, my son!” he eja-
culated, and that was "all. The lan-
guage of actiondid the rest. That tongue
as yet unwritten and untaught, which
lurks in the hand grasp of man, filled
the void which words could not bridge,
and Lawrence was satisfied.

*“Well, now that we are here, Mr.
Dalton,” he said cheerfully, ** we will
make the best of a bad job. I am satis-
fied, just for the present imnoment, to sit
down and rest. I have had a pretty
hard time of it during the last week.
Been occupying private quarters on a
junk the most of the time, and had an
entire hold to myself, with a finely up-
holstered plank bed. You might think
there are no virtues in such a couch,
but I found a great many. For instance:

7

I had the nightmare several times from
over indulgence in_the pleasures of the
table, and if I had been in a high bed
would have fallen out and broken my
neck. It seems rather funny to hear
a middy talk of breaking his neck from
a three foot tumble, when he is popu-
larly supposed to do the flying trapeze
act among the upper yards of a man-of-
war, but what do you think of the case
of that old skipper who had sailed the
high seas for fifty odd years, and was at
last drowned in" his own bath tub on
shore ?"

Lawrence rattled on in an easy strain
until finally he was rewarded by hear-
ing a faint chuckle, and then he paused,
highly pleased with the results. While
speakm§ he:had seated himself on a

iece of matting which had evidently
ormed Mr. Dalton’s bed. It was damp

and a moldy smell came from it, and
the middy saw at once that he had not
gained in physical comfort by the
change from the junk.

*“How long have you been here, did
ou saK?“ he asked of the old man, who
ad taken a seat by his side.

** More than a month; I think it is al-
most five weeks,” replied Mr. Dalton,
with a sigh. I kept no account of
time before I sent the letter to Julian,
but since then I have e'en measured the
hourys. Now. "

“Yes,

Y ?'e interrupted Lawrence
hastily, fearing another outbreak of
grief, ““why I asked was, to find out
whether you had been here long en-
ough to learn anything about this cav-
ern. I want to see just what chances
we have for escape, for understand, Mr.
Dalton, we are not going to languish
here, calmly waiting until the villains
see fit to kill us. No, siree! If there is
a hole Iarﬁge enough to crawl through,
we must find that hole, and I am going
to commence right now.”

His masterful spirit awoke a respon-
sive echo in the old man’s breast, and
he sprang to his feet and began pacing
back and forth in the dark with a care-
lessness born of topical knowledse.

Just then voices sounded at tie door
leading into the outer cavern,
curtain was drawn to one side
a stream of light into the little cave.
Lawrence looked up quickly, and then
sprang to his fcet with a cry of amaze-
ment.

(70 be continued.)

THINKING BY MACHINERY.

We sometimes wonder whether it will be
necessary for our grandchildren to go through
the agony of learning the multiplication table.
‘There are so many mechanical aids to mathema-
tical computations today that it does not seem to
be a wild prediction to prophesy the inventi
of an instrument that will actually do our th
ing for us. The New York Commercial Adver-
tiser prints a description of a wonderful ma-
chine, called the comptograph, on which a
patent has lately been granted :

By its means figures may be placed in tabular
order, with the rapidity of ordinary typewrit-
ing, and their amount can at the same time be
automatically added with absolute certainty,
‘The machine is adapted to record and foot up
eight columns of figures, and it can be made
with even a capacity of ten columns. The first
two columns are used for units and tens of cents,
the next three columns for the units, tens and
hundreds of dollars, and the remaining three
for units, tens and hundreds of thous.nds, the
machine being thus adapted to all amounts un-
der a million dollars.

The comptograph 1s an outgrowth of the
comp . a i guring h
brought out not long ago, which also was oper-
ated by keys, but which did no printing. The
comptograph prints lists or columns ot items,
and adds and automatically prints the answer
beneath them at the same time. Besides its ad-
vantages in clearness and accuracy, it is said
to enablc an operator with very little prac to
do as much work as can be done by two men in
the ordinary way.

HE KNEW HIS OWN MIND.

Hr was homely and tall, and tawboned and
sunburnt, and his clothes didn't tit him,and his
hair had hayseed growing on it, and his straw
hat hung loose to the sport of the winds, he
had only fifty cents in money, and looked likea
chronic’ stupid besides, but he applied for a
marriage license with as much conhdence as a
dude going to marry a girl with a million dol-
lars in her own right.

* What in thunder are you going to get mar-
ried for?" asked the astomished clerk, sizing
him ug. . X
* For life, mister,”” he replied with such
promptness and simplicity that the clerk handed
the license over in a minute and forgot to cul-
lect the fee.—Detroit Free Press.
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“Is that for breakfast?" I inquired,
as soon as the din ceased.

*“No, it's not,” she returned rather
snappishly, and from the way in which
she looked at me I think she must have
been the girl whom the policeman had
roused from sleep.

**What time do you have breakfast?”
I asked meekly.

** Eight o'clock,” was the response, as
the girl betook herself and the bell be-
low stairs.

Here was an unpleasant condition of
affairs. I had timed myself coming up
the night before, and knew that it would
require all of half an hour to go from
Forty Third Street down to the Tick
establishment in William Street. I must
either go without my breakfast or get it
outside. This was a point on which I
had entirely forgotten to question Cam-
eron.

At thought of him an involuntary
shudder of disgust ran through me, suc-
ceeded by the reflection: ** Ought I to
stop at his room and inquire how he is
this morning?”

But I felt that I could not bring my-
self to face the fellow just yet, so I
turned and went up stairs for my hat,
wondering where I could get my break-
fast, and how much it would cost. Just
as 1 was closing the front door on my
way out, I glanced back at the dining
Toom, and saw one of the boarders sit-
ting at the table drinking his coffee.

¢ 1 believe that girl is down on me on
account of my association with Cam-
eron,” was the thought that instantly
struck me. ‘‘Any way, I'm not going
to be imposed on.”

Stepping inside again, I walked back
and said: ** I beg !our pardon, but the
girl told me I could not have breakfast
till eight. I must be down town by half
after, so [ was just going out for mine.”

“You have to order it special if you
want it earlier,” was the reply, as the
fellow wiped his long mustache care-
fully, and favored me with a penetrat-
ing glance.

€ Oh, thank you,” I said, and hurried
off, resolving to look further ahead the
znext time I leaped.

It was now nearly eight. I didn't see
any restaurants around but those in_ho-
tels, which I knew would be high priced
ones, so I bought a couple of bananas at
a fruit stand and a doughnut at a side-
walk booth, and munched them as I hur-
ried along across City Hall Park.

It was twenty minutes after eight
when I reached the office. Archie Dor-
set was there; so was Mr. Tick.

“Oh, good morning, Brooke; warm
day, isn't it ?” was the latter’s greeting.
‘ But we generally manage to keep
pretty cool in here.”

There was a large pile of mail matter
on my desk and I plunged into work
with a sigh of relieg I wanted some-
thing to make me forget my last night's
exgerience and my up town prospects.
‘What a whirligig ‘fate is! It was only
the previous day that I was looking for-
warg to getting up town to make me
forget my environment at the office.

ill T got the mail sorted, time went
rapidly, but then began my troubles.
‘There were all sorts of complaints about

oods, some of which had been received
in a smashed condition, others failed to
prove what the receivers had expected,
some people wanted to know if we
couldn’t let them have things at a dis-
count, because they wanted to make a
present to a lame child, and so on. It
seemed as if my emrlo er could not
make a form that would fit all cases, and
I went to him so often for instructions
that I think he finally became ratherim-
patient.

**Go ahead and use your f'udgment."
he told me. * That's what 1 want you
here for.” So ahead I went, wondering
if he would eventually hear of any blun-
ders I might make.

Rich and Larkin both came in on
time. and I could not help noticing that
each favored me with rather a peculiar
ghance. I did not understand the mean-
mg of this until Mr. Tick went out
about eleven, when Larkin, after exe-
cuting a shortdjig in the middle of the
floor, remarked very audibly to Rich:

“1 say, Phil, head doesn’t look any
lar¥er today, does it? Must be used to
it, I guess."

I imagined they were alluding to Mr.
Tick and tried not to hear; but Rich’s
reply at once arrested my attention.

- iouks a little dragged down on left

side. The other cove was bigger than
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he and must have leaned pretty heavy.
S’pose they take turns doin' the pilotin’
home act. " It's this one's jag tonight.”

Could it be possible that Rich and
Larkin had seen me taking Cameron up
Broadway ? It was not at all unlikely,
as it was New York's principal street. "I
felt the warm blood rushing to my face,
and the realization that was thus
showing that the fellows' remarks
struck home made me indignant with
myself for showing my feelings, and
this brought still more color to my
cheeks.

* That would be a pretty story to tell
Angus, wouldn't it 2" went on Larkin.

1 should say so.” laughed Rich,
¢ Wonder how much it is worth to him
not to have it told, eh, Phil?"

“W ht make a neat thing out of

it, Ned. What do you say to our trying
iton?"
* All right. I'm with you.”

‘It's a go then.”

The two now put their heads together
and continued their talk in lowered
tones. I tried to absorb myself in my
work and ignore them, but I found this
out of the question.

I was sure now that they had seen me
the previous evening, and equally cer-
tain that they would endeavor to extort
money from me as the price of their
silence.

“Well, let them tell Mr. Tick,” I said
to myself at first. ‘I was doing noth-
in;éwron myself."

n reflection, however, I could see
that the knowledge of such an incident
would give me a great drop in my em-
ployer's estimation. According to his
own statement, one of the principal ser-
vices he required of me was to inspire
respect in the other members of the
staff. He had known me only one day.
‘Would he believe me if I told the story
of my connection with Cameron just as
it was?

It seemed that after all my up town
and down town life were to become in-
extricably tangled up.

When the twelve o clock whistle blew
Rich and Larkin both came over to me,
and in mbre friendly fashion than he
had yet spoken, Larkin said: * Come,
Brooke, it's time for lunch.”

I think I'll wait till you come back,”
I answered, **Mr. Tick's out, and my
going will leave Dorset here alone.”

**Oh, that's all right. That happens
often. Besides Mr. Tick said you were
to come with us, to keep us straight,
you know. Didn't he, Phil2"

“Certainly, come on, Brooke, I can
see you're fn.intini from hunger with
half an eye,” and Rich walked over to
the coat closet, got down my hat and
handed it to me.

It was very true that I was faint with
hunger, and deciding that the scene
with those fellows had to come some
time, and that the sooner it was over
with |the better, I yielded. When we
reached the sidewalk Rich had his hand
through one arm and Larkin through
the other, as if determined to keep me
from falling, and thus in marked con-
trast to our fashion of walking the day
before, we set out for the restaurant.

CHAPTER XIIL
A CRISIS.

“How do you like it at Tick's, as far
as you've got, Brooke ?” began Rich.

‘I haven't got far enough yet to form
an opinion,” I replied.

I think he prefers the Roof Garden,
myself,” put in Larkin, with a wink at
the bookkeeper which he meant I should
se

e.

**That’s so," exclaimed Rich. ** We saw
¥ou coming down from there last night.

retty slick place, isn't it ?”

“Ididn't find any particular enjoy-
ment there,” I responded, stating the
simple truth.

* Oho, that's a good one,” burst out
Larkin. ‘‘He didn't find any particular
enjoyment there! Come now, Brooke,
that'll do to tell Angus, but when you're
among the boys, you know, as you are
now, you ought to be more frank and
above board.”

We reached the restaurant at that
point, so that the dignified silence with
which I received this suggestion was

assed over unnoticed. ut when we
were seated at the table Larkin began
again, lowering his voice to confiden-
tial tones: “.I say, Brooke, Tick would
have been quite surprised if hehad scen

you last night as Phil here, and I did,
wouldn't he 2"

‘‘He couldn't have been any more sur-
prised than I was myself,” 1 rejoined,
adding : ‘‘But if you don't mind, we
will droF the subject.”

A smile with a touch of triumph in it
broke out over Larkin's face at these
words.

“ Then, I infer,” he said, ‘that you
would rather Mr. Tick did not know
about it."

“*Would you like him to hear about
that little baseball episode of yours and
Mr. Rich's in the office yestergay?”

I regretted saying this the instant it
assed my lips. = The incident had quite
aded from my memory till Larkin's re-

mark recalled’it to me, and it seemed at
the instant such a pat rejoinder that I
spoke it out without further thought.,

A change instantly came over the
faces of both the fellows, and Rich ex-
claimed :

I think, Mr. Brooke, your offense is
a much more serious one.”

** My offense 2" I repeated, for seeing I
was in forit, I made up_my mind to
learn the worst at once. *‘Just what do
you mean by using the term * offense ?’”

*Do you pretend to tell us,” Rich re-
joined, *‘that you do not imagine Mr.
Tick would regard it as an offense for
one of his clerks to be seen goin,
through the street at midnight intoxi-
cated. ?”

“I was not aware of the fact that such
a thing happened,” was my retort.
**But of course,” I added, with a tinge
of sarcasm I could not resist, *‘I confess
I did not see yourself and Mr. Larkin,
so am unable—"

“ Do you mean to insult us, Brooke ?”
exclaimed Kich, bending over the table
towards me excitedly and suppressing
his tones with difficulty.

Larkin was enjoying the thing hugely,
?itting there with a broad grin on his
ace.

** I mean no more than you and your
friend here meant with reference to my-
self,” I replied. * Do you think I can't
sec at what you are driving? You think
that I committed an indiscretion last
night, of which I am ashamed, and that
you can make something out of it by

etting me to bribe you to keep it from
Mr. Tick. But you have mistaken your
man. Youcan tell Mr. Tick just as'soon
as you like, and by way of encourage-
iny you to do so, I will add that I would
scorn to mention to him that incident of
the broken glass. I merely brought it
up for Furposes of comparison.” So
saying, I tcok up my knife and fork and
proceeded to cat my lunch asif I had no
companions at table.

Larkin and Rich seemed rather taken
aback at this stand on my part. As I
looked atitthen it seemed to me asif Mr.
Tick would set down any story they
might get up against me to spite on their
part at having me placed over them as
a sort of inspector, and that in the end
it might do me more good than harm by
making it impossible for me ever to get
on intimate terms with the two.

Lunch proceeded in silence for a little
while; then Larkin said in a friendly
tone, and as if the subject of last even-
ing'sadventure had neverbeenbroached:

I say, Brooke, who was that with you
last night? I've scen him around town
once or twice before. He looks as if he
was pretty well fixed.”

‘““He's an acquaintance of mine up
town,” I answered shortly.

Larkin said ** Ah!" and’'then once more
conversation languished.

Rich seemed to be offended and looked
sulky. He said not a word on the way
back, although Larkin tried to draw him
into conversation two or three times.
When we reached the office Mr. Tick
was there and looked very grave when
we entered. |

‘“How comes it, Brooke,” he said,
when I took my seat, ** that you three
went out and left Dorset here alone?”

** Mr. Larkin told me it was your re-
quest, sir,” I replied. ** You know we
went together yesterday.”

“Iwas here then ; besides yesterday
and today are altogether different. I am
very much displeased. Be kind enough
to see that it does not occur again,” and
Mr. Tick turned to resume the letter he
was writing after casting a severe look
at each one in the office.

Oh, if those fellows would only tell
now, I thought! My employer was evi-
dently under the impression that we
were getting too ' chummy,”

The afternoon was fearfully hot, and
to one whose mind was as much per-
turbed as mine was, the heat seemed
more than ordinarily oppressive. I felt
that I had made a bad beginning all
around, and the future looked very du-
bious.

About half past four Mr. Tick closed
his desk and announced that he was go-
ing home. With a ‘‘Good night” that
was the coldest thing that had struck
the office that day, he had gone out and
the glass door had shut behind him,
when Rich made a rush into the hall.

He was gone some time, and when he
came back, Mr. Tick was with him. The
bookkeeper returned to his desk, and
the proprietor came straight up to me.

‘‘Brooke," he said, **will you be kind
®nough to step in my private office for a
moment?”

This was a little room at the back, sel-
dom used. I rose with alacrity, and fol-
lowed my employer inside. felt that
Rich had told, and looked forward to
the atmosphere being cleared as the
outer air is by a thunder storm. You
can imagine, then, how astounded I was
when Mr. Tick took out a roll of money
from his pocket, counted out two one
dollar bills and a two dollar note and
handed them to me.

‘*Here, Mr. Brooke,” he said, **is your
salary for the two days you have been

here. I shall not require your services
anqy: longer.”
here was a fearful pause then. Mr.

Tick was evidently waiting for me to
say something, but I was so complctely
taken by surprise that I could make no
moyvement of hand, tongue or foot for
aninstant. The click of Archie Dorset's
typewriter came with the distinctness of
a trip hammer through the closed door,
and I never hear the sound now without
recalling that memorable interview.

The silence was at last broken by Mr.
Tick himself.

*I supposed,” he said, *‘from Mr.
Mr. Winkler's recommendation, that L
was securing a person who would main-
tain the dignity of the officc, but after
the performance of last night I cannot
hope to sece my wishes realized. You
may go without waiting for the regular
closing hour,” and without another word
Mr. Tick walked off, leaving the door of
the private officc open for me to follow.

70 be continucd.)

SHEEPISH STUPIDITY.

Tue Germans have a term for a stupid per-
son, which, litzrally translated, means ** head
of a sheep.” So that where we would call a
blunderer a donkey, they would dub him a
schafskopf. And when one comes to study the
characteristics of sheep, the simile scems very
apt.

No animal that walks on four legs is as big a
fool as a_sheep..according to a sheep raiser,
who says in the San Francisco Argonaut .

** We have to watch them every minute, and
if vigilance is relaxed for an instant the entire
flock is likely to practically commit suicide. If
caught in a storm on the plains, they will drift
before the wind and die of cold and exposure
rather than move one hundred yards to wind-
ward to obtain shelter in their corrul,  Todrive
sheep against the wind is absolutely impossibie,
I once lost over one thousund head because I
could not drive them to a corral not two hun-
dred feet away. In the corral they are stili
more foolish. If a storm comes up they all
move * down wind,’ until stopped by the fence.
Then begins the proceeding so much dreads
by sheepmen, known as *iling.” The sheep
will chmb over each other's bucks until the
are heaped up ten fect high. Of course, all
those at the bottom a.e smothered. Not one
has sense enough to seck shelter under the lee
of the fence, as a horse or a dog would do.
Again, if a sheep gets into a quicksand, its fate
teaches nothing to those that come immediately
after, but the whole flock will follow eader
to destruction.

No more cxasper;mngli' stupid
brute than a sheep walks.”

EXPENSIVE FUMES.

A GenTLEmaN traveling in Sweden aszel
the | rice of smoked salmon.

** One dollar and a half,” replied the clerk,

* What does fresh salmon bring 2™ he inquir-
ed, in wonder.

** About thirty cents a pound at retail.’

“ And what is labor worth in the smokeries '

* Something like twenty five cents a day, [
believe, sir.”

**Then,” said the traveler, ' smoke must be
very dear here.”"—Harper's Magaszine.

A Littir girl in a Boston suburb ran glee-
fully to her mother one day a few weeks ago
and exclaimed :

* Oh, mama! I've just been 'pointed ther-
mometer at school | "'—Boston Limes.



FRIENDS.

‘THE setting sun’s last light
With rosier colors blends ;

‘The whole world’s glad tonight—
Mary and I are friends !

‘We quarreled—I can't tell

“,hm why—but now that ends ;
‘e've found that it's as well
For us two to be friends.

So now we're friends to stay ;
At least—-well, that depends ;
One of these days we may
something more than friends.
R.H. T

[This Story begun in Number 451.)

THE DEERSKIN TALISMAN.
A TALE OF MEXNICAN TREASURE.
.
BY GILBERT CAMPBELL.

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUB-
. LISHED.

XD ARTHUR SKDGWICK have come from New
with thelr father to the mountain rungen of
Northern Mexico to wash for gold, the failure of a
bunk ut home having deprived Nr Sedgwick of
most of hix means. They huve had fair success in
thwir xearch, but have mude xome enemies among
the Grensers, soms of whom come up, ruid the hut
and kill Mr, Sedgwick. But the Loyx have friends
in the mining community near which they live,
among themn Lopex the Tieroro and Indinn Joe.
Tien Arthur hax once befri
who has told Him of VEKL trensires b
of the tribes rrom which he wis descen-led, the Caci-

ques of the Aztecs, and given him a pece of deer-
skin, which containk symbolx that will not only goide
him to the Indinn city, but will insure him a snfe

return with the treasure. So Bob and Arthur set out,
accompanied by Lopes and Tndian Joe,

After various adventures they reach
Jacinto river and make a horrible discover;
old ferryinan has been murdered, and from a se
that he holdw clutched In hia hand the boy« are
convinced that the murderer is none «
Cifuentex—one ol the villaina who
father. They determine to search for the assassins,
and to thin end Joe und Lopes s1art to cross to the
other slde of the strenin and beut sabout for the
tireasers, while Bub and Arthur do the saime where
they are.

The ferry in operated by & rope, and the two have
scarcely embarked when Cituentes and his com-
vanion, Halrhu Rimon. rise up from behind the
rochs on the oppoxite bank and cnt the rope.  The
bout ia at once borne down townrds the rapida and
the boys are compelled to stund by aud watch their
friends speed on W their fate, utterly powerless o
help them,

They veturn *to the hut and do what they ean for
the body of poor old Gomez. the ferrymnn.” Bob din-

vy old wateh onit, which lie places in his

(wkeepinz. Later tl re ntuacked by
a savage dog, who breaks hin noand who I8
Killed by Arthur tosave thelr Tives,

When'evemng closes in and they can elude their
enemies, they arart sudly on their jonrney, hut have
nutzone 1ar when they are overtaken by a troop of

Lancers, who srrest them for the m

the St.
e

o
They are carried betore the Alenlde,
where both hoys lose all patience nt the lll‘]u!lh'ls
done them. and when the order to bind them in
Kiven both prepare to stand on the defensive,

CHAPTER XIV.—(Continucd.)
BEFORE THE ALCALDE.

T was a critical moment, for, wild
with passion, the Alcalde motioned
to the Lancers, who formed the

escort, to fall upon the brothers; and
assuredly blood would have been shed
had not a man, whose clthes were cov-
ered with dust, and whcse face showed
marks of the deepest excitement, burst
into the court, almost overturning the
lieutenant in doing so.

*Justice, Senor Alcalde!
panted he.

*You know justice can always be ob-
tained here,” answered the Alcalde,
stifly. ‘‘But tell me why you burst
into the court and disturb its delibera-
tions like this?"

*There has been a diabolical murder
committed at the ferry of the St. Ja-
cinto,” cried the man, ‘*and I have come
to denounce the murderers ! "

*Ha, ha!” replied the Alcalde, rub-
bing his hands, ‘“more corroborative
evidence! Did you see the young vil-
lains actually commit the murder?"

*What young villains?” asked the
newcomer, with a face of genuine aston-
ishment.

** Why, these, the prisoners here, are
the murderers of Pedro Gomez,” an-
swered the Alcalde.

** Your honor is mistaken. I saw poor
Pedro Gomez stabbed by Cifuentes, a
noted picaro, and afterwards brutally
scalped by a man called Halfhung
Simon, to make believe that the deed
Wwas done by Indians.”

justice 1"
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**Are you sure of what you state?”
exclaimed the bewildered Alcalde: *‘or
is it a plot to defeat the ends of justice?
And yet I seem to know your face.”

*To be sure your worshipdoes. Iam
Carlos Martinez, and have owned a ha-
cienda here for the last twelve years—
ever since the death of my Uncle
Tomaso," returned the man.

‘““And you saw Pedro Gomez mur-
dered?”

**As plainly as I see your honorable
worship. I was on the other side of the
river, and saw the two men ride up to
Gomez, who was sitting outside his
house smoking ; and after a few words,
Cifuentes, whom I knew well by sight,
stabbed him, and then Simon Iped

with a laugh; * but, frankly, to me it
only looks like a collection of colored
threads without sense or meaning.”

“Well, you must trust to me,” re-
plied Arthur. ‘* We must cross the
Jacinto—we can easily do that below the
rapids—and strike into the hills, keeping
due west; and unless my reading of
this Indian map fails me, we are not far
froth the city of the Cacique.”

That night the brothers pitched their
camp far in the interior of -the moun-
tains that lay beyond the river. It
was a wild and desolate region, and the
wolves, excited by the scent of the
horses, prowled about the camp in great
numbers, and rendered valorous by
hunger, lly made a dash for-

P
him. I had to make a long round to get
to Caiman's Ford, and then came on
straight to tell your worship of the
deed.”

‘Then these young men are innocent
of killing Gomez today ?"

‘Evidently, since I saw him murdered
yesterday,” was the reply.

““Young men,"” said the Alcalde with
an air of intense severity, ‘' you are dis-
charged. Be more careful for the fu-
ture, and do not let me see you before
me again."”

But the lieutenant was desirous of
hearing more, and it was soon arranged
that steps should be taken to try and
secure the murderers. Meanwhile the
boys were free to leave if they would, a
note of their destination being made in
case of their being needed later on to
give evidence.

Before the interview was over the
lieutenant, who proved after all not at
all a bad fellow, stepped forward.

‘Senor,” said he to Bob, ‘I confess
that I have not acted rightly in this
matter. There is nothing derogatory
in making such a confession, and 1 beg
that you will offer my excuses to your
brother for the rude and unbecoming
manner in which I behaved towards
him.”

As soon as Bob heard this frank ex-
planation he glanced towards his brother
with a meaning look. Arthur was not
slow in taking the hint, and, springing
forward, grasped the lieutenant's hand
with a warm pressure, and in a moment
a reconciliation was established. After
a brief leave taking, Bob and Arthur
mounted their horses, driving those of
Joe and Lopes, together with the pack
mule, before them, and set out upon
their sad mission to the rapids of the
St. Jacinto.

CHAPTER XV.
A FIRST CHECK.

UT in spite of the energetic search
that the boys made for some dis-
tance upon both sides of the river,

they could find no trace of their late
comrades, and it was with heavy hearts
that they were compelled to come to the
conclusion that some deep pool far
down the river held the bodies of Indian
Joe and Lopes the Tigrero.

**We can do no more for them,"” said
Bob sadly, as once more he turned his
eyestowards the river; ** we have search-
ed every possible place; but the St.
Jacinto, I fear, holds the key to the
secret.”

*1 fear so too," replied his brother
mournfully. **Are you ready to return
to our quest for the treasure 2"

*“I am;" was the answer. ‘‘Let us
consult your old Indian scroll, and see
how near we are to their country."”

Arthur produced the piece of deer-
skin from his bosom.

**We have not gone far out of our
way,"” said he, musingly. ** Look here,”
pointing as he spoke to a wavy red line
which crossed a broad blue one. ** The
trail is plain enough.”

* To you it may be," answered Bob,

wards, but the brightly blazing fires
which the boys took good care to keep
up, terrified them, while an occasional
shot from Bob's rifle effectually cooled
their courage; and though the horses
quivered and trembled as they heard
the fierce howls of the brutes, they
were all safe when daylight dawned.

After a hasty meal, the boys continued
their course of exploration, Arthur look-
ing more and more anxious, and care-
fully consulting his map as they slowly
advanced into wilder and more inacces-
sible parts of the mountains.

‘*Are you sure of your way ?" asked
Bob.

* Tolerably,” was the reply. ‘‘On
turning this corner we ought to come
into an open basin in the hills, sur-
rounded on all sides but one with high
mountains. On the open side a broad
valley leads to a lake, round which the
city is built.”

‘* But it seems strange,” objected Bob,
‘‘that a city of the kind you mention
should be in existence, and yet be un-
known.”

**Not so unknown as you fancy ; the
Apaches know it well ; but the warlike
character of its inhabitants has kept
their marauding parties from venturing
to attack it, while among the trappers
the golden city of the Cacique is a sub-
ject that is frequently discussed by the
campfires.”

‘ Well,"” answered Bob, ‘* we shall soon
see how correct your guide is, so let us
push on.”

The boys accomplished another mile
in silence.

‘“Here is the basin,” said Arthur,
‘*and here the hills that surround it."

‘“Yes, yes, that is plain,” rejoined
Bob ; ‘ but where, my boy, is the broad
valley leading to the lake, around which
the city is built, for it seems to me that
we are shut in here upon all sides.”

Arthur looked round and round him,
then consulted his deerskin guide, and
at last broke out :

‘* All seems as it should be,” cried he,
‘* except the valley, and that has disap-
peared. Where can the mistake lie ?”

** That hill of loose stone seems pretty
well to fill up the place where your val-
ley ought to be,"” replied Bob.

*Thave it !” cried Arthur, as though
inspired by a sudden idea. ** There has
been a convulsion of nature ; the hills
have fallen and closed up the valley.”

‘*And your lake and city, Arthur?"
asked Bob, with a smile.

** Are upon the other side of the moun-
tains,” replied Arthur calmly.

‘““Then there they must remain for
me,” answered Bob. ‘I haven't got the
wings of an eagle to soar over them,
and I don't believe even the feet of a
goat would enable me to scale them.”

“1 am quite of your opinion," said
Arthur; ‘ but, Bob, there is another
way of getting over the difficulty of
these mountains than by climbing over
them.”

**And what may that be, my philo-
sophic brother?"

** Going round them," was the reply.

** True, that may be done,” said Bob,
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after a moment's consideraton; ‘ but
we may have to go many miles before
we turn the flank of a range of hills like
this.”

“I think that as this egress has been
allowed to remain closed, the inhabi-
tants of the city must have had an
equally convenient one close at hand,
and so we may not have such a long
search after all,” observed Arthur.

““Yes; you may be right there,” an-
swered his brother, **if the same con-
vulsion of nature that brought down
the mountains did not overwhelm the
city as well. However, the thing is feas-
ible. What do you Frx,pose?"

*“ To return out of the basin the way
that we came in, to take one of the
larger ravines to the right and try to
work round; but, as we may be some
days in the mountains, and as our stock
of provisions is getting scanty, I think
we ought to do a little hunting before
we resume our search.”

*So we will,” answered Bob; ‘I have
seen lots of traces of mountain sheep,
and two miles back there is wood and
water. Let us pitch our camp there and
make all ready for a fresh start.”

Turning their backs on the basin, the
boys returned to the spot that they had
selected; but here an unfortunate” acci-
dent occurred—Arthur slipped upon a
round stone, and he fell, spraining his
ankle so_severely that, though he made
every effort, he found it impossible to
put his foot to the ground.

‘Never mind, my boy,” cried Bob
cheerily; *‘ cold water will see you all
right in a day or two, and one gun is

uite enough to pick up afew mountain
sheep.”

Accordingly next morning Arthur was
left to take care of the camp and nurse
his sprain; while Bob, shouldering his
rifle, left the spot, waving his brother
a gay farewell as he disappeared from
his sight.

CHAPTER XVI.
A COLD EMBRACE.

ONG after his brother's departure
Arthur sat musing before the log
fire, ever and ancn contemplating

the deerskin scroll which he had drawn
from his bosom, and occasionally wet-~
tin% in a pannikin of water that stood
by his side a linen rag, which he apphed
to his swollenankle. Then hiseyes wan-
dered tothe tops of the lofty m« untains
by which the camp was surrounded, and
ngout the summits of which the fcrms
of birds of prey could be seen circling,
but at such a height that it was impos-
sible to say whether they were the com

mon bald headed eagle or the giant con-
dor, which is occasionally met with in
these regions.

The little rock rabbits, utterly un-
scared by Arthur's presence, were play-
ing about on the sides of the slope some
thirty yards off, now popping int. their
holes and again reappearing, then sit-
ting on their hindquarters and brushin
their faces with their forepaws, an
winding up all by a grand race round
after each other, which was Fenerally
concluded by some of them falling head
over heels.

‘* Pretty little creatures!” said Arthur.
“It would be a sin to disturb them,
they are so tame; besides, Bob is sure
to bring in something good. Oh, dear,
I wish this wretched ankle were not so
painful!™

And he again applied the cooling fluid
to his sprain.

‘ Hullo! ™ exclaimed he, ** what is the
matter with my little friends? Theyare
running like mad! Oh,I see,” continued
he, **and they have good cause for their
alarm.”

For there, craw]inﬁ painfully and
slowly over the rocks, he saw the hide-
ous formof a huge rattlesnake, quite five
feetlong, its slimy spotted scales glitter-
ing in the sun. ~ There was a look of
anger in its sparkling eyes, and the
forked tongue which protruded from its
jaws quivered and vibrated with every
movement that it made.

“Icould polish you off, my friend,
easily enough,” thought Arthur; * but
the last snake I shot brought me rather
ill luck—at any rate, I'll bide a bit, for
my gun is in the tent, and it is no joke
crawling so far with my lame leg."

All the rabbits had now disappeared,
though from their burrows an occas




12
2
sional sharp nose might be seen peering
out at the common enemy. ut the

snake did not seem to pay much atten-
tion to what was uing on. Selecting a
sunny spot, he coiled himself up, and to
all appearance seemed to go off to
sleep, though the attentive observer
could notice that the cunning eyes were
still intently engaged in watching the
burrows in which the rabbits had taken
refuge. .

But the bunnies did not remain lon;
concealed. Finding that their dreade:
enemy took no aggressive measures,
they ventured out of their lurking
places, and began to play about as mer-
rilfr as ever.

n the midst of their gambols some of
them aﬁproached within a few yards of
the snake.

In an instant, as though moved by a
Igring. the head of the snake rose; all
the rabbits took to flight, except one,
who, perched upon a fragment of rock,
selemed to meet the full gaze of the rep-
tile.

In vain the little animal endeavored
to bound away ; its trembling limbs ap-

red to refuse to perform their office,
its eyes dilated with terror, and it re-
mained quivering and motionless, as
though rooted to the spot.

The whole body of the snake seemed
to inflate ; it uttered a sharp hiss, and
made a slight movement towards its in-
tended victim. The unhappy rabbit ut-
tered a wailing cry, and, with a convul-
sive movement, seemed even to come a
few inches nearer to its merciless ene-
my. Then the head of the snake moved
80 quickly that the stroke he gave the
rabbit was hardly visible. But it was
enough, for the poor little creature at
once fell over on its side, and, after a
few feeble kicks, remained perfectly
motionless. Then the serpent seized its
head and began to swallow its victim.

* Nasty brute |” said Arthur; * and
}'et I suppose I ought not to interfere.
t is only the question of sup];:ly and de-
mand : but really these snakes are so
hideous to look at, that no wonder one's
fingers itch to put an end to them. But
what is the matter with Master Rattle-
snake? He has dropped his prey, and
appears anxious to make off.”

n truth, the snake had hurriedly dis-
gorged that portion of the rabbit which

e had half swallowed, and was making
his way with all speed to an adjacent
fissure in the rocks. |

* There is no animal that can have
frightened him ! cried Arthur, looking
to the right and left ; **and no eagle or
bird of prey,” he added, glancing up-
wards. ** What ever can have induced
him to make off like that? At any rate,
there is the last of him,” and as he spoke
the end of the rattlesnake's tail disap-
peared in the fissure.

** Well, that is mysterious |” said the
boy. ‘‘ And, now that the adventure is
over, I think I will turn into the tent and
take a nap."”

He turned upon his hands and knees
with the intention of carrying out his
design, when a spectacle met his eyes
which brought him to an instant pause.

Crawling noiselessly along the ground
between himself and the tent, in which
every weapon was stored, was an im-
mense rock snake some sixteen feet in
length. The eyes of this monster were
gleaming with anger, and Arthur at
once remembered that the rock snake
is rather partial to devouring the rattle-
snake, utterly regardless of the latter's
poisoned fangs. The rattlesnake had

_perceived the approach of his enemy,
and had taken re(uﬁe in timely flight,
while the rock snake, enraged at the
escape of his intended victim, was ad-
vancing rapidly in the direct line where
Arthur lay.

There scemed no escape for the boy;
his gun was far from him, his sprained
ankle prevented him from flying; be-
sides, the snake was too close to give
him a chance of escape. In utter terror
he mechanically raised his arms,
breathing a silent prayer, and the
movement seemed to irritate the great
serpent, which, making a rapid forward
movement, seized Arthur's shoulders
with his formidable teeth, and in
another instant had wrapped his cold,
slimy coils tightly round the body of
the shrinking boy. With one loud’ cry
for aid Arthur became insensible, and
the monster piled coil upon coil until
the form of his victim was hardly
visible.

(70 be continued.)
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THE BRAVEST MAN.
A BALL ROOM BALLAD,
He looked so handsome, proud and brave
As he stood there straight and tall,
‘With his steadfast eyes so gray, so grave,
The beau of the l‘}um Club ball.

Ah me! Full many a white breast sighed
For the favor in his hand—

For the love of a heart so true, so tried
For life—you understand.

He looked a hero—he was more, .
A martyr, too, perchance,

For he went to the oldest girl on the floor
And led her out to dance.

A HERO BY ACCIDENT.

BY RICHARD H. TITHERINGTON.
I ‘WAS a tenderfoot, and [ couldn’t help

it. Time and experience are the

only remedies for such a case, and
I was trusting to them to bring me out
all right before very long.

Meanwhile, I was doing my best. I
had been but three weeks at my uncle’s
ranch in the foothills of the Rocky
Mountains, and my knowledge of the
wild and woolly West was still limited,
though rapidly expanding. I had not
acquired the cowboys’ skill in ridin,
bucking bronchos, throwing lariats, an
performing wonderful feats of marks-
manship with rifleand revolver. But,as
I said before, I was doing my best. I
learned much from my uncle, and much
from his cattlemen, who were always
ready to give me useful hints, not un-
mixed with good natured chaff and an
occasional gmctical joke, which I was
wise enough to take in good part.

Still, practical jokes are never very
pleasant to their victim, and I wasrather
1[glmi to get a timely warning from gray

aired Hank Parsons, the oldest of my
uncle's cowboys, of one that two of the
men had planned for my benefit.

‘Forewarned is forearmed, young-
ster,” said Hank, **an’ I'm tellin’ ye this
to giveye a chance toturn the joke back
on Tom Payne and Jack Rose. Itll
sarve 'em good an' right, for it ain’t
hardly fair to give ye such a scare as I
jest hapflened to hear 'em hatchin’up.”

Then, looking around to make sure
that there was no one within earshot,
the old cowboy told me that Tom and
Jack, who were two of the youngest and
wildest of the ranch hands, had to ride
the next day to the military postat Fort
Jackson, thirty miles away, overarough
and wooded tract of country, to carry a
message from my uncle in relation to a
supply of meat that he had contracted to
furnish. They were going to invite me
to ride with them, knowing that I was
always ready for such an expedition.
When we reached the fort and were well
out of sight of it on our way back, their

lan was that one of them should fall be-

ind on some pretext, to come gallo

ing after us with an alarm of hostile
Indians. Then there would be a wild
ride for the ranch, with simulated panic
on the part of the two cowboys and a
real terror on mine, which they expected
tofind very amusing. My uncle's home-
stead reached, the truth would be ex-
plained, to my further discomfiture.

Forewarned is forearmed, as old Hank
Parsons said, and you may be sure that
I thanked him for the information he had
given me. It put me in a position to
turn the laugh upon them most effectu-
ally, and of course I was not sorry to get
the chance. I owed Tom and Jack
something of the sort for one or two
other tricks they had glsyed me, and
Hank, who cherished the “opinion that
‘ them young fellers” were ** a bit too
fresh, any way,” seemed to be as pleased
as I was at the opportunity of getting
even with them.

I felt a strong inclination. to’ smile
when Tom Payne approached me alittle
later and unceremoniously addressed
me with:

“Say, sonny, do you want to go with
us to Fort Jackson tomorrow? It'll be
along, rough ride—just the kind you'll

ene'oy"'
Without noticing the intended slur
upon my powers of endurance, I simply
replied:

‘Al right, I'll go. What time do you
start?”

‘*Half past five, sharp, for it's a
whole day's work to get to the fort and

ack.”

“T'll be on hand,” I said briefly, and
turned away lest I might unwittingly
betray the fact that I knew the object of
Tom's desire for my company.

It was barely daylight the next morn-
ing when we hastily swallowed our
breakfast of bacon and cornbread in the
ranch kitchen, and went out to the cor-
ral for our horses. We had them bridled

in no time, and headed them along the
trail to the fort at an easy gait. They
were three good horses, too. They

were not exactly like the sleek beauties
that draw the millionaire's carriage in
the park of some Eastern city, or the
graceful fliers that carry his colors to
victory on the race track, but they were
goo horses nevertheless—a’ hand
igher than most of the Western bron-
chos, speedy, strong and willing, with
the sure foot of a mule, and the endur-
ance, almost, of a camel. Tom's and
Lack‘s were brown, mine—for my uncle
ad given him to me—was a gray.

We kept steadily onward without a
halt until we had passed beyond the
furthest limits of tge ranch.” For the
first part of the way there was a toler-
ably good road, as’ roads went in that
section ; then the trail led over wooded
hills, wound throufh stretches of broken,
rocky ground, and crossed a succession
of small gulches with precipitous sides,
between which mountain streams flowed
along narrow, swampy valleys. Some-
times the trail was clearly marked, and
then again it became so indistinct that
a tenderfoot could hardly have followed
it. But Jack and Tom were familiar
with the route, and went ahead without
the shghtest hesitation.

We halted for a short rest and a drink
of clear, cold water in oneof the ravines
we had to cross, about two hours after
leaving the ranch. Hitherto there had
been little chance for conversation, but
Tom Payne took advantage of this op-
portunity to ask the cheerful question :

‘* Ain't this the place where Bill Davis
was murdered by the Utes three years
ago last April 2’

The query was addressed to Jack
Rose, but I felt sure it was intended for
my bencfit, being designed to work me
up into a proper state of mind for
the springing upon me of the Indian
scare. Indeed, I had a strong suspicion
that Bill Davis and his tragic death had
been invented for the occasion by the
ingenious Tom. I had certainly heard
nothing of it during my sojourn at the
ranch.

“Do you suppose there's any fear of
our running up against any hostiles
today ?" I asked, to draw the veracious
Jack out.

“H'm— no, I guess not,” he replied
slowly, ‘‘but as I said, ye never kin tell
—ye never kin tell.”

e remounted and rode on toward
the fort, which we reached before noon,
no noteworthy incident occurring to
mark our ride.” Leaving our horses in
the stables, we walked to the officers’
quarters, where the cowboys delivered
my uncle's message and received a re-
Ely. By half past one we had started

omeward, and ten minutes later we
lost sight of the fort behind a pine clad
range of hills that rose above it on the
east. The trail here was a fairly
good road, which had been built by the
soldiers to facilitate getting supplies
from the railroad, a dozen miles awa
to the southeast. Our route to the ranc!
diverged to the northeast a couple of
miles from the fort.

We were not far from the point where
we should have to turn from the road to
follow the rough trail over the hills,
when Tom slackened his speed as we
reached the top of some rising ground.
Then he pulled up and dismounted,
shouting to us as he didso :

“You two fellers keep right ahead.
Monarch acts as though there was
somethin’ the matter with his foot. I'm
just goin' to look at it, an' then I'll be
right after you.”

ack was of course expecting some-
thing of the sort. So was I, and with
an ‘* All right!” we rode on at moderate
speed, which we gradually reduced to a
walk as the minutes passed and Tom
did not reappear. I began to think that
his horse might really be disabled, and
had just suggested that we should turn
back, or at least wait for him, when he
came around a bend in the trail behind
us, galloping at top speed, and with an
expression of terror on his face which,
though I knew what was coming, sur-
prised me by its realism. I had never
thoﬁxght that Tom could play a part so
well.

As soon as he came in sight he made
frantic signals to us to ride on. I was

determined, however, to give the cow-
boys no possible opportunity to accuse
me of showing the white feather. It is
easy to be brave, you see, when you
know that there is really nothing to be
afraid of. So I reined up Owlface and
held him in until Tom was within a few
yards of us.

“It's Injuns!™ he cried excitedly.
‘ Get along there, you young idiot!
Ride for yer life if you ever want to
take yer scalp back totheranch!”

. I was singularly calm and collected
in soalarming a situation.

“Indians!” I said. ‘‘Well, what of
it? Let's go back and fight them. We
ought to be able to hold our ownagainst
a few miserable Utes.”

** Why, you're crazy!” gasped Tom,
reining up for an instant. * There's
seven of 'em, with guns, an’ we haven't
got a rifle with us! Come on!”

And as he came alongside of me he
caught wildly at my reins, and gave
them a jerk that sent’them flying out of
my hand and started Owlface off at a
gallop. As for me, I first nearly fell off
backward over my horse's haunches,
and then, recovering myself, I lurched
forward and clutched his neck, making
desperate efforts to get hold of the
reins again.

I succceded aftera while, and the first
thm% I did was to bring Owlface down
to a less headlong gait.

“Don't be so dead scared,” I shouted
to Tom. *Iwouldn'tlose my wits, even
if there are a few Utes around!”

** Come on, you young idiot!” was
Tom’s breathless and uncomplimentary
reply. ‘“‘lain't goin’ to wait for you!”

he two cowboys were playing their
part well. I never saw such a good im-
itation of a panic as their flight. But
of course I was not deceived. Thanks
to Hank Parsons’s warning, they could
not frighten me. I laughed aloud as I
brought Owlface to a walk, and let them
%c’allop on until they were lost to sight.
hen they found that their trick would
not work they would no doubt wait for
me to overtake them. In any case I
knew the trail, and could find my way
back to the ranch without their he( .

But it was not very long before I l}l))lmd
out that after all T did not know so
much about the way as I might. I dis-
covered thatI was on a part of the road
where [ had never been before. I must
have (]:assed the point where our trail
turned out of it.

Being thoroughly satisfied of my mis-
take, I turned around and walked Owl-
face back, carefully searching the right
hand side of the road for the signs that
would show where Tom and Jack had
left it. I expected to tind the marks of
their horses’ feet upon the ground. In
another moment I heard the sound of
hoofs, and I was on the point of hailing
the riders, whom I concluded to be the
cowboys, when saw a sight that
fairly struck me dumb with amazement
and alarm.

A hundred yards ahead of me, but al-
most hidden from view by the thick
foliage that bordered and overhung the
narrow road, was a party of mounted
Indians coming toward me at a gallop.

It was not a joke after all. It wasthe
deadliest and grimmest sort of earnest.
Tom Payne had really seen pursuing
Utes.

I gave myself up for lost. I could not
even turn to fly. Every muscle in my
body was paralyzed, and that alone was
my salvation. I kept perfectly still, and
Owlface stood as motionless as a graven
image. The Indians turned abruptly
and struck off into the woods without
seeing me. They were no doubt in hot
pursuit of Tom and Jack, who had
turned off at that point on their way to
the ranch.

This was a terrible turn to the situa-
tion. I had no time to reflect upon my
luck in having escaped the keen eyes of
the Indians. It was time to act,’and I
lost no time in hesitation.

The Indians were scarcely out of sight
when I started Owlface at a gallop tow-
ard the fort. " I flew over the ground at
top speed, and it was not half an hour
later when I was back again with a
squad of troopers—twenty five picked
men, with a captain in command. We
turned into the ranch trail and followed
it at the very best pace that the nature
of the ground allowed.

We were about half way to the ranch
when we suddenly pogped right on to
the Utes, who were gathered in a little
hollow, with their two prisoners—for

















