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CHAPTER L
A SACRIFICE OF HONOR.

N the morning of the 1oth of April, 1890, Cap-
tain Andre Dagmar was breakfasting in his
apartments on the second floor of No.

Nevskoi Prospekt. He was seated at a small table
which held a steaming samovar, a slice of broiled
fish, caught that very morning in the Gulf of Fin-
land, a plate of hot rolls, and a silver cigarette case
blazoned with monograms and coronets. From the
window at his side he could look down into the
main thoroughfare of the Imperial City of St. Pe-
tersburg, that splendid boulevard which extends
for two miles from the Moscow railway terminus to
the banks of the Neva,

PAUSED AND LISTENED FOR A MOMENT TO
ROOM
AM READY,"
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THE SOUNDS OF
IHE STREET. THEN,
HE MUTTERED GRIMLY.

TRAFFIC

FROM ‘Y ONE

Captain Dagmar was a sturdy, well built young
man, twenty four years of age, with handsome pa-
trician features, light blue eyes, light hair, and a
soft mustache and beard of the same color., He
was the eldest son of Count Vasily Dagmar, a cap-
tain of the Imperial Guard of Cossacks, and (this in
confidence,) an under secretary to Colonel Jaroslav,
the chief of the dreaded Third Section of police—
three attributes which accorded to Captain Dagmar
a high place in the social circles of St. Petersburg.

Suddenly a servant entered from an inner apart-
ment and handed his master a paper which still
bore the fresh odor of the presses. 3

*Ah! the Chronicle /" exclaimed Captain Andre.
* It is late this morning, Sasha. No, thank you,
I want nothing now,"” and as the servant retired
the captain tipped back his chair and spread out
the paper upon lus knees.

** Has anything happened, T wonder, during my
brief absence?’ he muttered. ** Hardly, though, for
the colonel would have notified me—Hullo ! what
does this mean?" *
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The front legs of the chair slipped heavily to the
floor, and the ruddy flush on Captamn Dagmar's
cheeks faded swiftly away, leaving in its stead an
ashen pallor, For an instant he gazed fixedly at
the printed columns, which had suddenly become
blurred by the tremblhing of his hands, and then in
a low, surprised voice he read aloud :

** The famous Nihilist, Serge Masloff, who was con-
cerned in the recent dynamite plot and in the publi-
cation of the revolutionary journal, the Free Fress,
has at last been located in the city and the police are
confident of arresting him before eévening.”

Captain Dagmar tossed the paper on the table.

*The time has come,” he muttered. ** It has
come at last—and yet I knew that this end was in-
evitable. Unhappy man! He has brought this
all on himself. He refused all advice, all warn-
ing."”
The captain placed a cigarette between his teeth,
and without lighting it, rose to his feet and began
to pace the room nervously. Noalarm was visible
on his face, but rather an expression of keen sorrow
—a touch of sympathy for this misguided N.hilist,
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Serge Masloff, who was to be arrested
that very day.
“ A person is waiting without to see
ou. told him you were at breakfast,
{ut he will take no denial.”

The door opened noiselessl; and
' Sasha was standing on the threshold in
a deprecating attitude.

“ &’ho 1s it ?” demanded Captain Dag-
mar half angrily.
his name or card?”

“No, sir, I requested him to do so,
but he refused.”

“Well, send him away,” said the cap-
tain. ‘* No, stop, send him in, Sasha, at
once. I can spare him a moment.”

As Sasha hurried off Captain Dagmar
hastily composed his features, and drew
his dressing gown closer about him—for
he had not yet made his toilet.

A moment later the caller who would
not be denied entered the room. He
was a man of about the captain's own
build, genteelly dressed in a dark suit.
A heavy mustache shaded his mouth,
and his eyes were hidden by a pair of
blue goggles.

“Well, what is it?" demanded Cap-
tain Dagmar steml{. His manner was
now composed and without a trace of
agitation.

Without replying the stranger turned
and sligped the bolt of the door into
the socket. Then facing Captain Dag-
mar again, he deftly removed his heavy
mustache and blue goggles, revealing a
smooth shaven face and a pair of light
blue eyes.

“ Paul—my brcther! " gasped the cap-
tain, staggering backward and leaning
on the tabie for support.

* Yes, it is I, Andre," replied the man
with a grim smile, ** Paul Dagmar, your
brother—but better known as Serge
Masloff, the Nihilist.”

A brief pause ensued, and then Cap-
tain Dagmar pointed to the paper lying
on the table.

* Have you seen that?” he demanded
hoarsely. ‘ You must know that the

lice are on your track—that you will

arrested before the close of the day.
Are you mad that you come here at
this hour of the morning 2™

“Icame for help,” replied Paul bit-
terly. *“You alone can save me. I
knew that you were expected home last
mght and” I should have been here
sooner—but circumstances prevented.”

I can do nothing,” protested Andre.
“Iwarned you in time, but you gave
my words no heed. Now it is too late.
You must abide by the consequences of
your folly.”

“ But supposing that the power to aid
me was in your hands, would you not
ase it, provided that no harm could
come to you?"”

*Did he give you
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fiercely that the latter cowered and
shrank back as though fearing a blow.

‘* Are you not satisfied,” he cried, * to
have driven our mother into the grave
with a broken heart and bowed down
our father with sorrow? And now you
demand a last sacrifice—my honor.
How can I ever hold up my head andge
fulfill the obligations of my igh office,
if I do this thmf;? I will not speak of
the risk, which I assure you is not in-
considerable. You ask me to be a
traitor to the Czar who has ever hon-
ored our family. Do you wonder that I
hesitate to do a favor to his greatest
enemy 2"

** But think of the consequences if you
refuse,” cried Paul. ‘I shall be arrested
and hung in the public square—without
even the formality of a trial—or at the
best sent to Siberia for life. And think
too of the publicity. Many will surely
discover that Serge Masloff is in reality
Paul Dagmar, the son of the illustrious
Count Vasily, and brother to Captain
Andre Dagmar of the Imperial Guard.
Where will be the boasted homors of
our family then? Those who know
the iruth now are few."”

“Enough!” said Andre in a hoarse,
changed voice. ** Heartless wretch that
you are, I must still remember that you
are of my blood—that you are my
brother. will do what you ask, and
may God forgive me and you! Inre-
turn for this sacrifice I ask you to keep
your promise—to lead a better life in
that far country which will become
your home.”

Andre’s voice failed him. He sat
down at a small desk and began to
write hastily, while Paul stood silently
by the window, having by this time
donned his false mustache and gogglcs.

At last Andre rose with a sealed and
folded paper in his hand.

“ Here 1s the order for the Easspnrt,“
he said in a low voice. ‘ That stamp
on the outside will take you past the
guards and give you an audience with
the inspector. I need not caution you
to be discreet.”

Paul took the paper and put it safely
away.

“Ican't thank you as you deserve,”
he said with much emotion, * but I ap-
preciate this all the same. I will keep
my promise, be assured of that. And
now I must go. Farewell, Andre, and
God be with you.”

‘With a quick motion Andre threw his
arms about his brother and kissed him
on the lips.

“Farewell, Paul,” he murmured, and
then tearing loose he threw himself into
a chair by the table and buried his
face in his arms, not hearing the open-
i’ng and closing of the door, nor the

“That is a futile " replied
Andre. ‘1 refuse to discuss it.”

‘It is not a futile question,” said Paul.
“You can save me if you will. Listen,
and I will tell you all, but don't inter-
rupt me, for the time is very short.
‘That paragraph in the morning paper
is true. Some one has glayed traitor,
and the police not only have proofs of
everything that I have done, but they
have discovered where I am and the
city will be ransacked from end to end
before nightfall. Russia is too hot to
hold me, and I want to get away to
England or America. If you will aid
me to do this I swear that I will have
nothing more to do with the revolution-
ary party—that in future I will lead a
blameless life. No—don't interrupt me.
You can help me, and you must. Write
a note to Colonel Jaroslav informing
him that the bearer is going to Berlin
for you on secret business and instruct-
ing him to issuc a clean passport in the
name of Nicholas Pashua. It is now ten
o'clock and in two hours I will be on
the way to the frontier. This plan is
absolutely void of danger either to you
or to me.” The railway stations are all
closely watched, it is ‘true, but my dis-

uise is perfect—and besides, who would

are question the signature of Colonel

aroslav? None would ever know that

icholas Pashua was Serge Masloff, nor
will my escape ever be brought home to
you. In a free country I will lead a
different life and the world will never
hear of me again.”

With various emotions depicted in his
face, Andre Dagmar had listened to this
passionate speech, and now with an ex-
pression full of horror and despair he
paced to and fro across the room think-
ng how he could best make answer.
Suddenly he turned on his brother so

ps that grew fainter and fainter
as they passed down the stairway.

Andre is thinking of those ldng ago
days when Paul was young and inno-
cent, and the sharer of his boyish sports.

e will leave him there alone with his
sorrow while we relate as briefly as
possible, to the better understanding of
this tale, the sad misfortune of the
Dagmar family.

one in all’the vast Russian empire
were held in greater esteem by the
Czar than Count Vasily Da’Fmar, and
his forefathers before him. he family
was an old and illustrious one, rich in
traditions, titles and estates.

But Count Vasily was the last surviv-
ing scion of this noble family—the other
branches having all become extinct—and
in the year 1865 he married Miss Maud
Templeton, the daughter of an attache
of the United States Legation at St.
Petersburg. Such marriages were at
that time much rarer thantheyare now,
but the couple were devotedly attached
to each other, and all went well.

Andre Dagmar was born in the spring
of 1866, and Paul just two years later.

Of Andre we need not here speak. It
has been shown to what social and mili-
tary prominence he attained. His char-
acter was estimable and above reproach.

But Paul, even at an early age, was
wild and wayward.

Possibly fe inherited some vicious
trait from far remote ancestors—a case
of heredity that is said to be not un-
common. At all events this was the
on’}y conclusion possible at the time.

he lad showed a decided passion for
low companK, and ran away from home
and from school on numerous occasions.

At the age of seventeen he sudddenly
became a convert to socialistic princi-
ples, and talked in a manner which hor-

rified the count. In spite of every ef-
fort to save him the lad now went from
bad to worse, and] ﬁns.llf' it became
known that he had actually joined the
revolutionary party. Count Vasily now
disowned his younger son, forbidding

with a stuccoed front. - On the first floor
was a baker's shop and adjoining the
entrance to this was a doorway through
which a dark staircase was visible. On
the upper floor of this dwelling were the
private offices of Colonel Jaroslav, the

the family to hold any tion
with him’or ever to mention his name.
A year, later the countess died of a
bro{en heart, and from that time the
count was a changed man, though he
still kept up his social relations'and hid
as far as possible the grief that was
gnawing at his heart.

Paul Dagmar meantime sank deeper
in his chosen career of crime, and at
last, young as he was, became a recog-
nized leader of the Nihilistic party
under the name of Serge Masloff. His
identity was known to not more than
one or two persons outside of his brother
Andre, and for several years previous to
the opening of this story Count Vasily
knew nothing whatever of the son he
had disowned.

But Andre knew, and in spite of all he
still cherished in secret an affection for
Paul—an affection that he had known
first in early childhood when the broth-
ers shared their sports. Andre took ad-
vantage of his connection with the Bu-
reau of Police to keep informed of all
Paul's movements, and the two had
many secret interviews.

But alladviceland entreaty was wasted
on Paul. He sullenly persisted in his
evil ways—though he imagined himself
working for his country's good—and
even extorted from Andre, quite un-
known to-the latter, various pieces of
information which he used to the disad-
vantage of the police.

1t is certain that Paul did not return
his brother's affection, though he made

retense of doing so. It was from
selfish motives alone that he kept up
communication with him. It is sur-
prising, but nevertheless true, that one
so young should-have reached such a
foremost plaee in the ranks of the Ni-
hilists. At the age of twenty two Serge
Masloff had been editor of the revolu-
tionary organ, the #rec Press, and had
been concerned in more than one dyna-
mite outrage and attempted assassina-
tion. Now, as has been shown, his ca-
reer had been cut short, and the immi-
nent danger of arrest had prompted him
once more to seek his brother.

Let us see what strange and almost
incredible things resulted from that in-
terview in Captain Dagmar's apart-
ments.

CHAPTER II
CRIME AND ESCAPE.

HE Nevskoi Prospect was astir
with busy life when Serge Masloft
turned into it from the apart-

ments af Andre Dagmar.

With the utmost fearlessness the Ni-
hilist strode along through the crowd,.
keeping one hand pressed against his
breast where the precious document
safely reposed, and occasionally letting
his other hand stray to his hip pocket
as though something of value was con-
cealed there as well. Finally he turned
into a quieter street, and at once
quickened his pace. Under the ugly
blue goggles his eyes were gleamin,
with satisfaction, and as he walke
along he gave expression to his thoughts
in low mutterings that were barely
audible to his own ears:

*I have succeceded far better than I
dared to hope,” he said. ‘* Nothing can
thwart my purpose now. Before even-
ing all Russia will ring with my name,
and Ishall be far away—far beyond the
reach of the police. ~As for Andre—
sooner or later his part in the affair will
be discovered. Poor fooll It ishard
that he should suffer. And yetI hate
him, the accursed aristocrat! I have
always hated him, I think. How diffi-
cult it was attimes tomask my feelings!
—and yet it was necessary to retain his
favor and good will. But this ends it
now. We shall probably never meet
again, and yet I.am resolved that this
exile shall be only temporary. Some
day, when the storm blows over, I will
return and complete the work that is
unfinished.”

The approach of several gendarmes
caused Serge Masloff to cut short
his self communing, and when
those dreaded individuals had gone
by he turned into another street,
and after traversing half a block
halted before a three story building

dreaded Insp of the Third Section
of Police.

A man in civilian dress, who was
lounging carelessly outside, stopped
Serge Masloff at ‘the entrance, but at
the sight of the stamped document
which the latter promptly produced, he
quietly motioned him to enter.

Masloff briskly ascended the staircase,
and on reaching the mnarrow hall
above he was confronted by a second
guard upon whom the document had the
same- effect.

“Is not your name Feodor?” asked
Ser%a
*No,” replied the man. ‘It is Ivan.”

‘“Ah, I was mistaken then. You re-
semble a friend of mine. And how soon
can I see the inspector?”

“In a short time, I think. Wait here.
I will return at once.”

Ivan was as good as his word. He
disappeared through a door at the end
of the hall and came back in less
than two minutes.

** The inspector will see you now,” he

said. ‘‘Go right in.” Serge Masloff
calmly entered the room and closed the
door behind him. The apartment was

in the rear of the building and was so
dimly lighted by one side window that a
lamp was burning on a large desk
covered with papers and writing
material. Behind the desk, facing
those who entered, was Colonel Jaroslav,
the man who was feared and hated by
all the Nihilists in Russia. He was fifty
years of age, with stern, hard face, steel
%ray eyes, and a closely cropped beard.

e wore a full uniform, and a single
diamond glittered on a finger of his
riglpt hand.

he room was in keeping with the in-
mate, void of furniture save a few
chairs and a couch. It was dark and
cheerless, with bare, grimy walls, and
through the gloom a smaﬁ door was
visible against the rear wall.

hen Serge Masloff entered the in-
spector looked sharply up from his
writing.

“Well, what is it?” he demanded
coldly. * Beguick, for I am busy this
morning. ou come from Captain
Dagmar, I believe.”

“Yes, " replied Serge, “I have the
honor to bring you this,” and s(e})ping
up to the desk in the full glow of the
lamp he laid down the document.

He stood there motionless while the
inspector opened the paper and glanced
over the contents, nor did his calm
bearing afford any indication ot the
terrible thoughts that were surging
through his mind.

Coloned Jaroslav read Andre Dag-
mar's letter to the end, and then, with a
brief glance at Serge, but no word of
dreaded questioning, he quietly reached
+for a stamped sheet of paper and began
to write, bending low over the desk.

Serge felt greatly relieved, though he
had confidently expected nothing else.
Ceg’tain Dagmar's place in the Bureau
of Police was no insignificant one, and
a request for a passport over his signa-
ture could arouse no suspicion in the
mind of Colonel Jaroslav.

So evidently thought the inspector.
It was quite a natural thing for Captain
Dagmar to be sending police spies on
secret missions, and, as it so happened,
the Bureau of Police were even then
trying to effect negotiations with their
confreres in Berlin.

Colonel Jaroslav must have supposed
that this affair was connected with that
very matter, for without the least hesi-
tation he covered the paper before him
with writing, and placed it, carefully
folded, in an envelope.

‘ Here is what you want,” he said,
with a careless glance at Serge. ‘A
Ensspnrt to Berlin_in the name of

icholas Pashua. It will take you
through without questioning. You must
make haste if you wish to take the noon
train. By the way, is your errand con-
nected with that Romanoff affair?”

As this last question left the inspec-
tor's ligs Serge Maslofi had stepped
forward and taken the passport in his
left hand.

*Yes," he replied. leaning over the
desk. '*It is the Romanoff affair,” and
as he spoke his right hand shot swiftly
from behind his back, firmly clasping &



short black objec: with a round top,

and a second later it fell with crushing

force on Colonel Jaroslav's forehead.

The stricken man threw up his arms
with a low moan and sank downward
until his feet protruded from under the
desk, and his head rested on the back of
the chair. A shudder passed through
the muscular frame and then all was
still. The eyelids dropped and a tiny
stream of blood trickled down over
them and lost itself in the iron gray
beard.

Without a trace of remorse Serge
Masloff looked on his murderous work.
So confident was he that his victim was
dead that he made no turther examina-
tion.

“It is well,” he muttered, as he put
the precious passport in his pocket.
“The poor wretches in Siberian mines
are avenged. And now for escape—
that is the most important thing. I
shall not breathe easy until the train is
whirling me toward the frontier.,”

Serge Masloff's first move in this
direction was a daring one. He walked
to the hall door and, pulling it open
about an inch, called distinctly, *Ivan!”

*Yes, your honor,” came the reply
from the head of the staircase.

* Allow no one admittance this morn-
ing, Ivan,” continued Serge in a harsh
stern tone that was an admirable
counterfeit of Colonel Jaroslav's voice.
“1 shall be occupied with this visitor
until past noon—possibly later. See
that my orders are carried out.”

**Yes, your honor,” said the un-
mspecting Ivan, * your command shall
be obeyed.”

Serge quietly closed the door again—
mot taking the precaution to lock it—and
walked over to the desk. Without even
glancing at the body of the inspector,
which remained in the same attitude,
he hastily opened the®drawers and
picked out a few documents which he
stowed away in his pocket. A photo-
graph, turned face upwards, met his
eye, and with a half start and a low ex-
clamation of surprise he took posses-
sion of this also. Then he stepped to
the side of the chair and coolly thrust
his hand into the pocket of the inspec-
tor’s trousers. A smile broke on his
face as he drew out a short brass key,
and he glanced significantly toward the
narrow door in the rear wall. he
meaning of that door he knew well, and
through it lay his only hope of escape.
It was a private exit from the building
intended only for the inspector’s use,
and none buthe carried a key to it.

‘*One thing more,” muttered Serge,
“and I am ready.” He paused and
listened for a moment to the sounds of
traffic that penetrated the dingy room
from the street. Then he took from
the desk the letter that Captain Dag-
mar had given him, and the iron bar
with the knobbed end that lay beside it
—the weapon that had struck the mur-
derous blow. Thislatter he put back in
his pocket, all bloody as it was—for he
knew well that the passport he bore
would call for no search of his person—
and then, with the letter in his hand, he
stepped to the side of the room where a
fire of coals was smoldering in an open

ate.

He tossed the gnper down on this,
watched it slowly blacken with the heat,
and then, fearing to delay longer lest he
should miss his train, he strode to the
narrow door, and with a turn of the key
flung it open.

A slight draft of cold air entered the
toom, and hi the hal d
letter, whirled it off the fire and drop-
ped it gently at the very feet of the
inspector.

But Serge Masloff did not see this. A
sudden panic seemed to have taken
hold of him, a horror of the room and
its ghastly contents. He stepa:ed
through the door, closed and locked it
putting the key in his pocket, and then
made his way down the dark, stee
staircase, thrusting out his hands
nervously to prevent a fall.

He reached the bottom and traversed
a long, narrow hall. A door, bolted
from within, gave access to a rivate
alley, hedged 1n by massive brick walls
between which, overhead, a strip of
blue sky was visible. The alley ter-
minated in a great iron gate. Here the
key was called into need again, but be-
fore using it Serge Masloff put his blue

oggles in his pocket and added to his
gl ci mustache a false beard of the
same color.
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Carefully locking the iron gate behind
him he pushed on through a dirty,

qualid street, ering none but a
few beggars, and a moment or two later
he gained a more important thorough-
fare which led him in a short time to
the Nevskoi Prospekt. Here he sought
a clothing bazar, and purchased a long
cloak of light material—for the weather
was unusually cool even for April—
which he paid for from a purse that
seemed to be well stocked with rubles
and banknotes. Then he hailed a
drosky that happened by, and was
driven rapidly away. .

At five minutes to twelve o'clock
Serge Masloff—now Nicholas Pashua—
was deposited at the Warsaw terminus,
and promptly on the stroke of noon the
Berlin Express whirled out of the sta-
tion on its long journey to the Russian
frontier.

[]
CHAPTER IIL
LEFT BEHIND,

T two o'clock in the afternoon of
the same day on which occurred
the events related in the forego-

ing chapter, Donald Chumleigh purchas-
ed a through ticket to St. Petersburg at
the Berlin railway station, and was
shortly shown to a’sleeping berth in the
Warsaw Express, by an obsequious
porter who walked ahead of him carry-
ing his valise and bundle of wraps.
is Mr. Chumleigh is destined to be
deeply involved in the further narration
of this story but brief space need be
given him at the present time. He was
an American—a resident of Philadelphia
—and was about to visit Russia after an
absence of twelve years. Mr. Chum-
leigh's parents were both dead, his
mother having died five years before
and his father two years later. In his
early life Mr. Chumleigh, senior, had
resided in St. Petersburg, where he con-
ducted a large and profitable mercantile
business. There Donald was born, and
there he lived until he was ten years old,
when his parents, who were even then
elderly people, returned to America and
settled quietly down in the city of
Philadelphia. .

Donald's education had been begun in
the Russian capital—where by the way
he learned to speak the °language
fluently—and on his return tothe United
States he was first put in care of a tutor,
then sent to a preparatory school, an
finally to one o? the leading American
colleges, from which he Fra uated with
high honors at the age of twenty one.

uring these years he kept up his
knowledge of the Russian language by
constant study, and, whenever possible,
by conversing with those who spoke it.
Little did he dream of the disastrous and
yet fortunate part it was destined to
play in his after life.

I-{e was now twenty two years of age,
tall, well built, with light hair and mus-
tache, ruddy cheeks, and a pleasing, at-
tractive face. He was a fitting type of
the better class of young Americans,
generous, open hearted, and possessing
a broad knowledge of the world, acquir-
ed partly from his reading, and partly
from his travels, which during the past
year had been confined to his own
country. N

His father’s death and his subsequent
coming of age had placed him in posses-
sion of a fairly comfortable income, and
now, after a few weeks spent in London
and Paris, he was going to St. Peters-
burg to see the home of his childhood
which he still remembered clearly, an
to visit several old friends of his father.

It was his intention to return to
America in the fall and devote him-
self to the study of law, for which
he had a decided taste. Hisincome was
sufficient to make him independent, but
he felt that alife of idleness would be
uncongenial to him.

One little incident in his past life must
not be omitted here, though Donald him-
self has long since forgotten it, and in-
deed, never did regard it of much im-
portance, even at the time of its occur-
rence. It wasin the summer of 1887,
when Donald was just about completing
his sophomore year at college, that he
was summoned home by what proved to
be the mortal illness of his father, who
was then seventy five years of age. He
had been stricken by paralysis, and when
Donald arrived laté in the evening his
power of speech was almost gone.

But he recognized his son instantly
and beckoned him to his side.

‘“The package!”™ he muttered
brokenly. * Take care—of it. Look in
the secretary—the top drawer. Your
name is—on it.”

Those were the last intelligible words
that Mr. Chumleigh spoke. He died
twenty four hours later, and_when,
during the subsequent week, Donald
and his guardian had occasion to open
the secretary—which stood in an apart-
ment adjoining Mr. Chumleigh's bed
room—no packet was to be found, nor
did a thorough search reveal its pres-
ence in the house.

Suspicion fell on the butler, a middle
aged man with a smooth shaven face,
and dark eyes and hair, who had been
in Mr. Chumleigh's employ for six
months previous to his death. His
nationality was not known, but he gave
his name as John Martin, and though
his appearance was far from prepos-
sessing, he was always a faithful ser-
vant, and moreover he came to Mr.
Shumleigh with excellent recommenda-
ions.

John Martin chanced to be in the sick
room on the night that Mr. Chumleigh
spoke of the package, and two days
later he disappeared leaving not a trace
behind him. Donald was convinced
that he had in some manner opened the
secretary and abstracted the packet. He
caused a search to be made, which at
first groved unavailing, but nearly a
month later it was learned that a man
answering to the description of John
Martin had taken passage from New
York to Liverpool shortly a'ter Mr.
Chumleigh's death.

Donald allowed the matter to drop
and gave it no further attention. He
believed that the package contained
something of monetary value—such as
bonds or stocks—or possibly something
in the nature of family heirlooms,
jewels, as likely as not. Whatever the
contents, they certainly were worth
stealing at all ‘events, for at the time of
John Martin’s disappearance nearly a
month's wages were due him.

But Mr. Chumleigh’s property, which
went to his son without reserve, was of
ample dimensions, and so the possible
financial loss incurred by the theft of
the packet did not cause Donald any
distress.

Two days after the death of Mr.
Chumleighthe following paragraph ap-
geared in one of the leading New York

ailies:

It was rumored at the Russian Legation
today that Pierre Valbort, one of the most
g:ominent Nihilists of St. Petersburg, had

en seen in the city last evening by one
who knew him well and recognized thim in
spite of a complete disguise. Investigation
failed to confirm the rumor.

This ¥aragraph did not meet Donald
Chumleigh's eye, nor, had he chanced to
see it, would he have dreamed for an
instant that it could have any possible
connection with the lost packet.

So much for Donald Chumleigh's
sonal history. Now let us follow
omn his journey from Berlin to the
Russian trontier. ¢

Although much fatigued—the result
of a round of sight seeing in the Ger-
man capital durinF the past few daﬁvs—
he did not go to sleep but propped him-
self comfortably by the window and sat
there all afternoon watching the flat,
monotonous landscape past which the
express train sped swift! 2,' About nine
o'clock in the evening he fell asleep, and
did not wake until the train reached the
vast frontier station of Wirballen an
hour after midnight. Here a change of
cars and a short interval of waiting were
necessary.

In comgany with other travelers he
entered the brilliantlar lighted terminus
which was crowded with, people of
various nationalities, all clamoring for
refreshment in a babel of tongues. The
buffet was laden with bottles of wine,
flasks of zodka and brandy, dishes of
caviare, raw herrings, pickled fish,
salted cucumbers, and countless other
viands.

Donald contented himself with a
slight lunch, and passed into the ad-
joining waiting room, where his lugg_age
was overhauled and his passport viséd
by the custom officers. He knew that
in less than half an hour the St. Peters-
burg train would be ready, but a sudden
and overpowering drowsiness proved
more than he was able to cope with, and
he was soon sleeping soundly in a corner
of one of the hard benches.

As soon as the St. Petersburg train
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was made up the railway porter sum-
moned the waiting travelers, and in the
rush that ensued Donald was unnoticed.
With a sharp clanging of bells and a
rumbling clatter the train moved swiftly
out of the terminus.

Five minutes later Donald woke up
with a start and was angry enough to
uarrel with his own shadow when he
iscovered what had taken place durid,

his brief nap, though he little dream

then of the fatal consequences ‘that -

were to result from his carelessness. -
Repressing a strong desire to knock -

down the porter, he inquired when the -’

next train left, and on being informed
that none would start until nearly noon
of the following day, he gatheret{

tention of finding a hotel—if Wirballen
could boast such a luxury.

He entered the gloomy street—lit by
a cheerlessrow of gas lamps—and looked
round for a conveyance. Only one was
in sight, a dingy and battered covered
carriage on four wheels. It was backed
up against the curb, and close by, lean-
ing against a convenient post, was the
driver. His shabby attire harmonized
well with his vehicle, and when Donald
approached the man he detected a
strong odor of vodka.

* Carriage, your honor?" asked the
Russian huskily.

Donald hesitated a moment. He
could not afford te be particular, for
this was the only conveyance at hand.

‘Can you take me to a good hotel ?"
he asked.

* Certainly, your honor,” replied the
man, making an effort to stand straight.
“I'll take you to Hotel Moscow—best
place in Wirballen, only charge you two
rubles.”

“All right,” replied Donald. He
tossed his luggage into the carriage as
the fellow opened the door for him, and
was about to step in himself when his
attention was arrested by the steady
tramp of feet. As he turned half round
ten men wearing the uniform of the
Russian police marched down the pave-
ment, and after akeen glance at Donald
they passed into the station. .
““They're after some poor rascal,”
muttered the driver.

Donald, however, paid but little at-

ion to the cir t:

He sprang into the carriage and closed
the door, and a moment later the vehicle
was rumbling up the deserted street. It
lhad not proceeded more than twenty
yards when half a dozen mounted Cos-
sacks dashed by, and as Donald leaned
gnrtly out of the window to watch them

e saw the flashing lights of a train as
it rolled into the terminus from the di-
rection of St. Petersburg.

For nearly half an hour the carriage
turned 1n and out through a succession
of gloomy streets, and at length Donald
began to grow uneasy. The driver was
evidently adding to his intoxication by
repeate! doses of vodka, for his accents
became thicker and thicker as he
shouted to his horse, and once a bottle
slipped from his hand and rattled
against the seat.

** The drunken rascal must have lost
his way,” thought Donald. “I was a
fool to trust him.” .

That instant the carriage dashed vio-
lently into some obstruction, narrowly
escaping an upset, and then came to a
full stop. The driver's hoarse voice
mingled with a clatter of hoofs, and
when Donald hastilK threw open the
door and sprang to the ground the horse
was galloping up the road with a por-
tion of the harness dangling behind him,
and the intoxicated Russian was climb-
ing awkwardly down from his seat.

%he carriage had collided with the
low stone parapet of a bridge which
spanned a dark ravine. Over this bridge
ran the street—or rather road, for but
few houses were in the vicinity, and the
lamp posts of the town could be seen in
the distance on three sides. The driver
had lost his way and blundered into the
suburbs.

As Donald looked helplessly around
him he saw a dark figure approaching
from the other end of the bridge.

CHAPTER IV.
THE STRANGER AT THE BRIDGE.
E must return for a brief interval
\/ \/ to Serge Masloff. He occupied
a sleeping berth in the rear
coach of the Berlin express, and during
the long ride from St. Petersburg he

a up his* !
traps and left the'station with the in- '’
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Slept most of the time, for his passport
gave him a sense of perfect security,
and he believed himself as safe as
though he were already in Paris.

About midnight—knowing that Wir-
ballen was not many miles distant—he
slipped on his coat and sat by the win-
dow. For the first time a vague feeling
of danger oppressed him—which he
tried in vain to shake off—and when the
train at length began to slacken speed
in a locality which Masloff recognized
by certain landmarks as the outskirts of
Jh‘ballen, he forced o%en the window
by his side with a trembling hand and
leaned out. i

It was well for him that he did so.
Less than one hundred yards ahead the
track was crossed by one of the sub-
urban streets—a fact which was_indi-
cated by a glimmering row of gas jets—
and at the point of intersection stood a
man waving a red lantern, the light of
which shone faintly on a group of horse-
men drawn up bg the side of the track.

Like a flash Serge Masloff compre-
hended the situation, incredible as it
seemed. His crime and escape—even
his real identity—had been discovered
by the police, and now they were stop-

ng the train on the outskirts of Wir-
K‘allen—as is often done in such cases—
80 that his arrest could be effected
secretly. .

He did not pause to think what error
could have led to his destruction. It
was not until long afterward that he
remembered the letter he had tossed so
carelessly on the fire. He knew that he
had blundered somewhere—that the
Cossacks waiting for the stoppage of
the train were acting on orders flashed
over the wires from St. Petersburg, and
as desperate situations require des-
perate action—he squeezed hurriedly
through the window of the coach, clung
by his hands for an instant, and then
dropped.

Tﬂe train was still moving but he
landed unhurt by the side of the track,
and rising to_his feet, plunged at once
into the friendly gloom, hearing behind
him as he ran a shout from some one on
the coach he had just left—probably
one of the trainmen.

A moment later the long line of
coaches came to a full stop, and after a
brief interval of silence the furious clat-
ter of hoofs echoed on the hard ground.
All doubt was now gone. The Cossacks
had discovered the daring escape of

their intended prisoner, and were
segaratin to search the vicinity.
erge Masloff ran swiftly away from

the track for a distance of fifty yards or
more, and then turned sharply to the
left, hopin%‘ temporarily to check his
ursuers. he stratagem was success-
ul. He crouched low as half a dozen
Cossacks dashed by, and then ran on
toward the distant’lights of the town,
for he knew that in Wirballen lay his
only safety. He had friends there who
would hide him for a time—if he could
only find them.

Several times the scattered horsemen
came very close, but he covered half a
mile without idetection, and finally
gained the edge of a decp ravine
through which flowed a shallow stream.
He plunged down into the bed of this
without hesitation, and followed its
course toward the town, now wading
breast deep in the water, now scramb-
ling through the growth of bushes that
lined the foot of the steep bank.

This breathing spell gave him an op-
portunity to think over the situation,
and his heart sank at the gloomy pros-
pect that faced him. He knew that the
police would scour the surrounding
country and search Wirballen high an
low for such a famous criminal as Serge
Masloff. Even now he was penned up
likearatina trag, and unless he could
find some one to befriend him and offer
him a hiding place he must surely be
cagght. . L

ut the chances were terribly against
him. At this time of night he could not
find the few men whom he knew in
Wirballen—he did not even know their
addresses. He dared not go to the rail-
way station, for he was well aware that
it would be closely watched, and in this
belief he was correct, for, as has been
already shown, the authorities took the
extra precaution of sending gendarmes
and Cossacks there to mcet the incom-
ing train, in case the signal to stop on
the outskirts should not be heeded.
Moreover—even if suitably disguised—
he could not hope to cross the frontier
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without a passpsrt. The one he had in
is ion now vas usel

The prospect was black as midnight.
Speedy arrest and punishment stared
Serge Masloff in the face, and he in-
wardly anathematized himself for the
stupidity—though he knew not what it
was—that had thwarted his plans.

He was in this desperate mood when
the two banks of the ravine gave place
to built up walls of masonry—a sign that
the stream was approaching the limits
of the town. Beyond him he could see
the shadowy outlines of several bridges,
and the distant glimmer of street lamps.
He knew that it would not be safe to
farther, so he cautiously waded to the
first bridge and climbed to the.top of
the wall by means of the cavities in the
stones. e sat there for a moment in
the shadow of the parapet listening to
the distant clatter of hoofs that rose on
the still night air. For the present
he was safe. The Cossacks had failed
to track him.

All at once the rumble of wheels was
heard coming closer and closer. The
fugitive peered over the top of the
parapet and saw the approaching
vehicle. He smiled grimly when the
carriage struck the other end of the
parapet, and when the horse tore from
the shaft and ran madly uﬁ the road he
followed the animal with his eyes until
it vanished in the gloom.

He saw Donald Chumleigh climb out
of the wrecked carriage with his valise
and wraps in his hand, and that instant
an idea so daring as to be little short of
madness flashed into Serge Masloff's
mind.

**The man is a traveler,” he mut-
tered aloud. * I wonder if he has a
passport !”

Quick as the inspiration seized him
he rose to his feet, circled round the end
of the parapet, and walked swiftly over
the bridge towards the carriage.

To Donald the appearance of this
stranger was a welcome sight. He was
sleepy and tired and wanted to reach a
hotel, but he did not know where to find
one, nor could he rely on the intoxi-
cated driver for the information. His
pressing need banished the customary
sense of prudence which under other
circumstances would have asserted itself
at mecting a stranger in this lonely spot
and at such an hour.

As the man drew near Donald was
favorably impressed by his appearance.
He was of about the same buird as him-
self and neatly dressed—though the fact
that his clothes were wet cscaped
Donald's observation in the semi dark-
ness.

**I have met with an accident,” said
Donald. ‘ My stupid driver seems to
have lost his way. I am an American,
and was passing through Wirballen on
iy way to St. Petersburg. [wasso un-
fortunate as to miss my train. My
driver was trying to find the Hotel
Moscow, but I don't believe he knows
where it is. Can you guideme toit? I
am sorry to trouble you at such a time
of night, but my need is very urgent,
for I am a stranger here."

‘“Yes,"” said Masloff briefly. *‘Ithink
I can assist you. But you speak the
Russian tongue very plainly for an
American—pardon me for saying so.”

*I learned it years ago,” replied
Donald candidly. I lived in St. Peters-
burg at one time. My name is Chum-
leig —Donald Chumleigh.”

t the mention of this name Masloff
started violently. He tried to speak,
but though his" lips moved no words
came. Donald did not observe the
stranger's agitation.

‘* Yes,” he continued, ** that is how I
come to know your language so well. I
have purposely kept up my acquaint-
ance with it.”

Still Masloff made no reply. His eyes
were fixed intently on Donald, scanning
him from head to foot.

The embarrassing silence was broken
by the driver, who seemed to have be-
come suddenly sobered by the accident.

**Just stay here a moment, your
honor,” he said, **and I'll be back with
the horse. He can't fo far, you see, and
as for the harness—I can easily mend
that. I'll have youat the Hotel Moscow
in half an hour.

Without waiting for a r%ply he ran up
the street and disappeared.

onald turned to Masloff.

“I will be under great obligation to
xy:lou if you will accompany me to the

otel "Moscow—provided the fellow

brings the horse back in a reasonable
time,” he said. **I am afraid to trust him
again—though he appears to be sober
enough now.”

“I will gladly do you that service,”
re&lied Masloff.

e came a step nearer and then
paused. The driver was out of sight
and hearing by this time, but thesilence
of night was disturbed by vague noises
that seemed to come from different
directions—a soft gounding like the dis-
tant patter of hoots.

“There seems to be quite a commo-
tion in the town,” remarked Donald.
“ Something unusual must be going on."”

“Yes,"” said Masloff in a low voice,
“you are right. Something is the mat-
ter.”

He glanced uneasily up and down the
street, and then made a sudden rapid
m nt toward Donald movement
so menacing in its nature that the latter
instantly suspected some foul design on
the part of the stranger, and tried to es-
cape by dodging around the carriage.

Too late!l With an agile bound
Masloff had his victim by the throat.
Donald uttered one low choking cry and
then he was hurled backward against
the parapet of the bridge. .

(70 be continued.)

LIFE’'S PRECIOUSNESS.

LIFE is too short for any bitter feeling ;
Time is the best avenger, if we wait;
The years speed by, and on their wings
ring healing.
‘We have no room’for anything like hate.
This solemn truth the low mounds seem re-

vealing
That thick and fast about our feet are steal-
ing,
" Life is too short.
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox.

[This Story begun in Number 450.]

THE CHINESE CONSPIRACY;
OR,
A Naval Cadet's Adventures in the Celestial Empire
BY ENRIQUE H. LEWIS,

Author of **The Adventures of Two Naval
Apprentices,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXX.
A STARTLING DISCOVERY.

AWRENCE seized the rifle, but before

he had time to aim it, a cheery voice

called their names and Mr. Dalton

stepped into view followed by a native

clad in the rough blue farming costume

used in the interior districts of the em-
pire.

“Hey! Lawrence; Charlie; where are—
Ah! on the alert, eh? No need for that
now, I am glad to say. Ifound my friend
and he is delighted to be of any service to
us. Hesent this cooly to show the way toone
of his farmhouscs, only a short distance
from here. ”

‘The old man’s face was wreathed in smiles
and he bustled about from one to the other
in a fatherly way delightful to see.

“What about the trouble with the na-
tives? Any signs of an uprising?” asked
Lawrence, rather anxiously.

“No; it has not reached here yet; but I
am sorry to say that we are not entirely
clear from those rascally thieves yet,” re-
plied Mr. Dalton gravely. * Their in-
fluence is very great in this neighborhood,
and from what my friend told me, I believe
that our best plan will be to lose no time in
leaving this vicinity. I have made all ar-
rangements to set out just as soon as it is
dark, but now we ‘will go with this man to
the house I have spoken of.”

“What about a guide?” suggested the
middy, as they started from their late hid-
ing place.

“He has provided a trustworthy man
who knows the mountain roads like a book.
He will see us as far as Changteh, and after
that we shall have to manage for our-
selves.”

‘‘Isuppose we can get something to cat at
this place?”” ventured Charlie, with an eye
to creature comforts.

“Great Scott! Are you thinking of
food?" imed Lawrence, pr ing to
be highly indignant, although to tell the
truth, his own internal economy had begun
to draw up a protest some time before.

“Yes; we shall be able to fced sumptu- "

ously until nightfall,” replied Mr. Dalton;
“and, another thing, we will attend to that

shoulder of yours. A few ‘sankoi’ herbs
placed on the wound for a couple of hours
ought to draw all the pain out of it.”

“Ithink he prefers a few ‘herbs’ of an-
other class placed in his mouth,” laughed
the middy. *“Charlie will stand all the
lead outside without much complaint, if
you only keep him well fortified in his cen-
tral citadel.”

“There is more truth than poetry in that
remark,” acknowledged Travis, returning
his friend’s merry glance. ‘ But people
differ, you know. Some live on such un.
stable diet as plain beef and bread, while
others require the more solid food of love.
As the canny Scot says: ‘Every de'el
Mun roe his ain canoe’—see the point?"
and Charlie laughed heartily at hisatrocious
pun.

The shot told and Lawrence suddenly be-
came absorbed in a view of the far distant
crags above them. Mr. Dalton looked from
one to the other in wcnder, but asked no
questions. He was glad to see so much
gayety, something he had been a stranger
to for a month. Care was taken by the lit-
tle party to keep within the shadows of the
trees and, as an extra precaution, the
native went on in advance to give warning
in case of a chance encounter threatening.

After a walk of several miles, he returned
to the rest and, receiving certain instruc-
tions from Mr. Dalton, disappeared in the
brush. The old man explained that he
wished to see everything clear before ven-
turing into the farmhouse, and for that
reason he had dispatched the guide ahcad.

Presently the native reappeared and
beckoned them to follow. They were still
in the wood, but it had grown less dense,
and an occasional open space, showing
evident marks of the axe, indicated the
vicinity of the town. The last half mile
had been in a downward direction and in
many places the ground became quite
level. A few scattered tea trees, scraggy
and uncultivated, disputed the spots with
divers patches of corn, no less disreputable
in appearance, and after passing through
some a trifle larger the party saw a primi-
tive building in front of them.

It was not a very palatial mansion. A
goodly share of the walls was formed by
the slope of the mountain, against which it
was constructed. In fact it seemed to the
middy very similar to the aboriginal
““dugouts "’ he had scen among the Indians
in New Mexico, although in the present
case bamboo formed the material, and
moreover, sundry queer looking images
occupying the roof in a haphazard fashion
would have excited hostile criticism from
Eastern tribes.

“This is only a shelter for the farm
coolies,” explained Mr. Dalton, as they ap-
proached, “ but it will answer our purpose
just as well as a house in the town.”

“Better, under the circumstances,” re-
plied Lawrence grimly. ‘ We are not look-
ing for comfort where it will be attended
by notoriety, now. So we get a bite to eat
and a place to hide in until nightfall, we
will not ask for more.”

“Oh, we can manage that much, and
furthermore, I have obtained a couple of
big pistols with plenty of ammunition from
my friend. They might come in handy."”

‘““That reminds me of my revolver,” re~
marked Charlie with a frown. *‘Those
sons of Bael stole it, confound them, to-
gether with everything else I had.””

By this time the entrance to the cabin was
reached and they went inside, followed by
the native, who first, however, carefully
scrutinized the surrounding country from
an elevated spot above. N

The interior consisted of only one room,
dimly lighted by several small horn win-
dows let into the roof. Of furniture there
Wwas none save two common bunksand a few
oddsand ends scattered about, such as a
broken stool, a pile of skins in the corner,
and the inevitable Joss in its gaudy shrine,
which latter can easily be classed among the
lares and penates. The absence of adorn-
ments did not affect the party; they were
all glad to sit down on the hard beds and
revel in temporary ease.

The cooly busied himself in preparing a
simple meal of rice and dried vegetables
which he cooked over a fire outside the door.
The eyes of all three watched him with keen
interest and, be it acknowledged, the com-
ing repast was not criticised froma qualita-
tive standpoint.

After the meal was completed Charlic's
wound was dressed, and the party settled
down for a comfortable time until night.
They slept by turns, as it was considered



best for one to remain on watch in case the
robbers had managed to trace them. Mr.
Dalton dispatched the native to his friend
at noon, stating that all had reached the hut
in safety and were prepared to set out at
dark.

Their present quarters were some distance
from frequented roads, and the afternoon
‘waned without alarm. About sundown the
Chinaman returned, ied by two
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black smudge against the star lit sky a
short distance away; ** it partially hides the
lights of Lungyang. It was just here where
the trees are bushy that I left it. Que
couldn't have started for Shanghai. He had
the most positive orders to wait twenty
days for me, and it has only been twelve up

to this evening.”
“Probably he was compelled to leave on
of the supposed disturbancesamong

others, one of whom Mr. Dalton greeted as

the natives, as you mentioned inthe cave?”

his friend. He was a faced
native, dressed in modest garments, and, by
his mode of salutation and the use of the
Christian * Pimg-an’’ (Peace be with you),
proclaimed that he was a convert of the mis-
sionary party.

The other man was introduced as the
guide, and Lawrence looked curiously at
the future leader of their destinies. He was
a typical mountaineer—stalwart framed,
with a bold and rugged face, and clad inthe
loose fitting costume of the tribe. To the
middy, who had only been accustomed to
the diminutive natives of the coast, this
Celestial giant was a revelation, but, withal,
pleasing and of good promise.

Another meal was partaken of with rellsh,
and a quantity of rice for consumption dur-
ing the first part of the journey was packed
in convenient parcels. Then each and eyery
one of the three bade a hearty good by to
their kind host, and tried by word and ac-
tion to show their appreciation of histimely
aid. Mr. Dalton promised to communicate
with him when they had reached the coast,
and, with much waving of hands and God
speeds, they left him standing at the door of
his farmhouse, grateful for the opportunity
to befriend fellow men.

It was rapidly growing dark; already the
course of their journey, leading by forests
of mountain pines, was deeply shaded, and
the party stepped warily along, heeding the
numerous snares of rotten trees and treach-

Mr. Dalton.

“That might be,” replied Charlie re-
flectively. ‘ Although I don’t think+ he
would desert me even in that case. Heisa
very shrewd Chinaman, and it would take
an overwhelming force to drive him away
from here. But nevertheless the fact re-
mains that he is gone, and we are almost as
badly off as before. The question’ is, how
are we going to reach the coast?”

Since arriving in the vicinity of Changteh
they had been very careful to avoid all na-
tives, from fear that the rumors of an up-
rising had proven true. Of course, occa-
sional meetings with the inhabitants of the
rural districts had taken place, but in each
case both parties to the encounter beat a
hasty retreat, a not very surprising fact
considering the extremely warlike appear-
ance of the three foreigners. Lawrence
still retained his rifle, and the others were
armed with ancient pistols of a caliber and
size formidable enough to stnke terror into

their devout hopes—the steam launch Amer-
ican Eagle.

The Chinese lad bade them halt for a mo-
ment, then, creeping down to the water’s
edge, called out several times in a peculiar
dialect. Not receiving an immediate an-
swer, he picked up a pebble and cast it with
unerring aim against the brass smoke stack.
Itstruck with a sharp clang, and the ex-
pectant watchers saw a man rush out of the
cabin in hot haste.

Ope lost no time in explaining, and in a
very few seconds the figure on the after
deck jumped into a small sampan riding
astern, and pulled to the shore. It required
two trips to transfer the entire party, but
when at last all were ensconsed in the little
saloon, its four walls held a very happy
crowd. Charlie immediately pointed out
the larder to the obedient Qpe and directed
him to bring forth its wealth of eatables.
All the curtains were drawn down and the
lamp lighted; then, while they feasted,
Travis questioned Que between enormous
mouthfuls.

“ What made you shift from that other
place? Give me some more bread, Ope;
er—yes, and how about the native trouble
around—bread ! you yellow cat; what are
you grinning about? Ah! just to think
that we have ham again. It makes one feel
like a Christian. How much coal have you,
Que? When can we get away from here?
‘Where's Peke? What (bite) have we (bite)
T ining in the (bite) locker?”

the hearts of all those
handling the weapons.

They were still uncertain as to whether
they would be molested in the cities, and as
an experiment might lead to fatal results
they preferred the ignorance to the experi-
ence. Mr. Dalton had tried on one occasion
to elicit the desired information from a
lonely native met that very evening, but all
the answer he received was in the shape of
prayers for mercy, interposed with much

erous soil. No conversation was i
in save an occasional word in undertones,
and when at last the guide led them to a
well paved road, they returned deep thanks
for the mercy.

Through the night, until the small hours
gave luminous warning of the sun’s near
approach, the native trudged on. Now fol-
lowing the winding course of a mountain
stream, or at sundry moments venturing
on beaten paths for greater speed, then
<limbing the steep and rugged side of some
Titanic mountain until poor Charlie
gasped and groaned in anguish of spirit,
and at last, oh restful period! he led his
tired followers to a romantic sylvan glade
where they hugged the stretch of leafy car-
pet in blissful repose.

Little need of further description. One
day followed another, bringing no peril
greater than those befalling all travelers.
They halted at stated intervals for the
proper storage of human necessities, and
rest ; they shunned the accustomed haunts
of man, and under the skillful direction of
their guide, at last reached a spot at the
edge of a sandy plain, from which could be
seen, in the fading rays of the setting sun,a
score of sparkling points—the tiled roofs of
Changteh. Then he left them and retraced
his way, laden with the grateful applause of
the party.

Mr. Dalton felt at home. He knew theen-
virons of the city fairly well, so he took the
lead and in good time discovered the banks
of the Yuen where it makes its tribute to
Lake Tungting. A close search of several
hours, made longer by the darkness, at last
brought them to the place where Charlie
said he had left the launch. It was a likely
cove, a short distance from the river's
mouth, and showed shrewd judgment in
selection, but to the utter dismay of the
party it bore on its placid bosom no sign of
the boat, and, when Charlie tuned his voice
in anxious hail, he received answer only in
mocking echoes—it was gone !

CHAPTER XXXI.
‘““IT IS THE PALOS.”

« HAT on earth shall we do now?”"
asked Charlie in tones of the
deepest distress and amazement.

And he voiced the combined feelings of all
three. They were dumfounded; disap-
pointed beyond measure at finding the
launch, their objective point and hope for
many a weary mile, gone from its moor-
ings.

“Are you certain this is the place? "’ ques-
tioned Lawrence eagerly. ‘May be it is
farther along the shore?”

“No; this is the little cove. I know it
from that island out there,” pointing to a

Buddhistic cer Their former guide,
the mountainecr, did not have any better
success with previous inquirics, but he as-
certained enough to make it extremely
probable.

“I wouldn't care if we had our feet on
the deck of the American Eagle,” said Char-
lie with a sigh. ‘‘There are two good re-
volvers and a shot gun in her cabin, and
enough ammunition to last a week."”

“Well, what had we better do?” queried
Lawrence, turning from a regretful contem-
plation of the empty waters before him.
“Standing here won't take us to the coast.”

‘“ As you are probably aware, I have busi-
ness acquaintances in Changteh. How
would it do for me to try and see some of
them?’ remarked Mr. Dalton suggestively,
“I might—"

“Sh—sh!”

Lawrence placed his hand on the old
man's arm in instant warning. He had
heard a suspicious noise in a mass of under-
brush a couple of yards to the right. It
sounded like the crackling of dry twigs,
rendered plainly distinct by the silence of
the night. After giving the warning he
cocked his rifle and crept softly towards
the spot, followed by the rest. But the click
of the lock preceded him, and to their sur-
prise a shrill voice came from the bushes :

‘“Hi, Master Travis, Master Travis; it's
me—Ope!”

“By the—!’’ Charlie did not complete his
exclamation, but, rushing ahead, hauled out
a Chinese boy from the black shadows. and

The grave faced Chinaman silently
waited until Charlie’s mouth was so full
that he could ask no further questions, and
then replied in his usual quick, jerky fash-
jon: “Two day ago, bad men, thieves,
‘Wong-si-ko, came wanted to steal Melican
Eagle. Had fight; licked 'em; moved
launch. Peke sleep, sleep allee time. Hab
plenty glub left.” He stopped and waited
for more queries.

“Thieves of the Wong-si-ko band here?”
exclaimed Charlie, looking gravely at the
others. “ Ah! TI'll wager they came to see
about us. Did they ask any questions?”

“No time ; fight allee while; took ten,
twenty minutes to lick ’em. Shoot one in
neck, himdead. Took launch away and
hide pletty quick.”

“It's a pity you didn’t shoot them all in
the neck ; but you haven't said whether the
nativesalong the river are in revolt against
the foreigners; how is that? And how
much coal have you?”

To the first question, Que replied that
some few rows had taken place further
down and also that those living in Changteh
and adjacent cities had moved to the coast
as a precaution, but the government was
actively engaged in quelling the riots and
a clear passage to Shanghai was now pos-
sible. As for coal, he had enough to take
them to Wuchang, where more could be
obtained.

“Then we will start tomorrow, as sure as
the sun shines,” exclaimed Charlie, rising
from his seat at the table, and executing an
impromptu jig in the limited space near the
door. ‘“Whoop! No more trouble, Larry ;
a free passage to Shanghai. Shake hands,
Mr. Dalton; that's it, a good grip. All
hands uro\md—Ope, trot out your Joss and
let him look upon the three happiest
Americans that ever stepped in shoe
leather.”

¢ Just restrain your exuberance until we
reach the middle of the lake, Charlie,” said
La: , laughing heartily at his friend's

led him in triumph to his

“This is Ope, the servant on the launch,”
cried the delighted youth. * Glory to good-
ness! we'll learn something now,” then
turning to Ope he asked in rapid tones:
“Where is the American Eagle and Que?
Why aren’t they here to mget me? Quick,
before I eat you!”

The threat did not alarm the boy very
much, but he answered with sufficient ra-
pidity to satisfy their impatience: * She
hiding two, tlee mile away. Come!” The
laconic youth abruptly turned and marched
off, almost passing out of sight before his
astounded audience understood what he
meant. However, Charlie quickly ex-
plained and they followed closely on the
heels of their new guide. As they went
along Travis tried to find out the why and
wherefore of the launch’s removal, but only
received the oft repcated answer ‘‘Ask
Que,"” to every question.

Ope led them along the shore of the lake
for several minutes, then striking icland a
short distance, suddenly turned to the left
past a paddy field, and silently conducted
the wondering party to where, snugly
moored in a narrow creek, lay the object of

antics nevertheless. “I have no stomach
for another bout with the gang tonight. I
would much rather enjoy' a good sleep on
board in peace and quietness.”

It was considered good advice, and they
speedily retired to sweet repose, only inter-
rupted by much dreaming of the morrow
and its impending joys. Que and Ope kept
watch and watch until the cold gray light
of the coming day proclaimed the hour of
departure. Peke was aroused with much
difficulty, but when his leaden eyelids were
atlast pried open, he started a fire in the
little boiler in short order.

The sun was just showing an inquisitive
ray above the far horizon when the Ameri-
can Eagle emerged from the friendly seclus-
ion of the creek and shaped a course for the
distant Yangtze-kiang. Lawrence and the
rest were up betimes, and, standing on the
after deck, saw the low shores of the lake
fade away, unregretted.

The voyage down the mighty river was
devoid of much interest. They stopped at
various places for coal and stores, and
learned with gladness that the danger of a
general uvprising had disappeared. The
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various merchants were returning one by
one to their different homes, and long be-
fore Nanking was reached trade had ree
sumed its usual peaceful channels.

At the latter city each fitted himself out
in garments more befitting the eyes of civile
ization, so when at last the launch arrived
in sight of Woosung the Familiar, the group
of three on her deck looked not unlike a
returning pleasure party, which shows that
appearances are deceiving, and in this case
a delusion of the first water.

As they neared the city, Lawrence re-
marked a vessel riding at anchor some dis-
tance from shore. Something about the
trimness of her upper rigging, quick to
catch the nautical eye, attracted his imme-
diate attention, and, as he looked, he saw
with conflicting emotion the stars and
stripes floating from her mizzen gaff. A
second glance revealed certain distinguish-
ing marks here and there ; the decided rake
of the fore topmast ; an individuality about
the slinging of the boats, and other innu-.
merable signs by which one learned in the
lore can name a vessel while yet only a con-
fused mass of marine architecture to the
landsman.

“1It 1s the Palos,” he said, and so it proved.

(70 be continued.)

TOMMY starts for a ride and stops at a
roadside trough to water his horse.

IL
Tommy thinks he is taking a pretty long
ink.

IIL
‘The horse still refusing to give up, some-
thing else gives way, giving: Tommy a
scare. -
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A DOUBTFUL HERO.

BY H. F. CHANDLER.

“«TDUT we don’t have equinoctial

B storms any miore. Atleast not

on the twenty first. They've

one out of fashion along with

%lilliam Tell, Pocahontas, and other

old timers. So you see there won't
be the least bit of danger.”

‘I'hus Ned Wilford pleaded with his
mother for permission to go oft on the
schooner yacht Mischief with the Felt
boys, who wanted to make a little run
from Shoreham around to Shelter
Island and back. The Mischief wasa
« perfect beauty,” as Ned enthusias-
tically described her. She had run
into Shoreham the night before from
an extended cruise, and created quite
a stir among the guests at the Bluff
House.

Inside of half an hour Ned discover-
ed that he had gone to school one
winter with Percy and Louis Felt,
and the result of the renewed intimacy
was the invitation which was just
now giving Mrs. Wilford so much

oncern.

», ‘ If Mr. Felt was going along,” she
said, * it would be different; but the
idea of you three boys going off alone.”

« Alone ! Oh mother,” broke in Ned.
“Don't I tell you that the Mischief
had a crew of fourteen people, and as

for its being any safer with Mr. Felt
along, why he doesn’t know any more
about sailing a boat than he does of

running' a railroad to the moon.
Captain Irving is as cautious as a
grandmother, so there isn't a particle
of danger, and we'll be back day
after tomorrow.”

Ned was the only boy, indeed the
only male in the family, for his father
had been dead many years, and for
this reason his mother found it hard
to refuse him anything he asked for.
Hence when the trim gig belonging to
the Mischief pulled out from the land-
ing place in front of the hotel, Ned
gas seateld iil t}l:e stern rsfheelts r;]ext to

ercy Felt, looking perfectly happy.

An)l'ong those gathered on the llgtt{e

ier to see them off was Clarence St.
lair. Mr. St. Clair was the exquisite,
the beau, the leader of the Shoreham
summer colony Four Hundred. Or
at least he was all this in his own
opinion. If dancing was mentioned
he was immediateg reminded of a
most elegant ball he had attended
once at the Casino in Newport; if
horses were the subject of conver-
sation he always had some story to tell
about a wonderful runaway adventure
in which he had saved anywhere from
one to three lives and narrowly
escaped losing his own; and as for
hting, it would be difficult for the
mfi House people to keep track of
the number of times he had cruised to
Bar Harbor, Bermuda, Halifax, and
other remote points, on board boats
which were ¢ perfect floating

aces.”

4 Mr. St. Clair_doesn’t look to be'
twenty,” Fanny Wilford observed one
day, ““and how he can have got all
these experiences into his short life,
passes my comprehension.”

“Oh, that's easily enough accounted
for,” said Ned. * You know imagin-
ation can cover the whole earth in a
second of time.”

On the Felts' arrival St. Clair had
worked hard to get into their good
graces, rushing to get chairs for
on the piazza,offering to procure their
mail, and seeking to bestow other
attentions on the yacht owner’s family,
the cause for which was perfectly
dbvious to all, while the effect was
directly the contrary to that which he
hoped to produce. The Felts resent-
ed his officiousness as intrusive, and
snubbed him unmercifully, and when
Ze heard that Ned, whom he had per-
sisténtly ignored as only ‘‘asmall
woy,” had been invited to take a trip
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in the Mischief, his cup of bitterness
was full.

He stood there now on the pier with
folded arms and knitted brows, look-
ing out fixedly straight past the yacht
to the point where sea and Sound
joined.

“I think we are going to have a
storm,”;he remarked, suddenly turning
around and addressing himself to
Mrs. Wilford. *“You know the
equinoctial is about due now.”

The color left Mrs. Wilford's cheeks
for an instant, and she was about to
reply, when Fanny, thrusting her
hand through her mother’s arm, drew
her quickly away.

‘' The hateful wretch,” she exclaim-
ed. “He knows you're anxious about
Ned. He just said it to make you feel
bad. I shan't ever speak to him
again.”

It seemed as if Miss Fanny would
not have an opportunity to address
Clarence St. Clair whether she wish-
ed to or not. After the departure of
the Mischief he held himself aloof
from everybody, made a point of
going in to meals when there was no

before this,” said Colonel Yard.
‘“ Captain Irving probably knew that
the storm would soon break, and has
dropped anchor in some snug harbor
between this and the Manhanset. So
make yourself perfectly easy about
Ned, Mrs Wilford.”

Nevertheless, Ned's mother did not
make herself perfectly easy. Al-
though she said nothing about it, she
felt tﬁat if the Mischief had come to an-
chor in some such snug harbor as the
colonei had described, her boy would
certainly have sent her a telegram
announcing the fact.

At length it grew so dark that no-
thing was to be seen from the win-
dow except now and then the white
spray dashed up over the cliffs.

Then Mrs. Wilford and Fanny went
up stairs to their room, and when their
gas was lighted Mrs, Wilford stepped
across the hall to Ned’s apartment
just opposite. Shelighted the burner
here, and turned down the cover of
the bed just as if she expected him to
come .in at any moment. Then
through misty eyes she gave one look
around the true boy's room, with its

““IF I ONLY HAD ANOTHER OAR!” SPOKE UP ST. CLAIR.

one else at his table, and endeavored
in other ways to show that he was
offended.

But nobody minded this and it is
Erobable that Clarence St. Clair would

ave completely faded out of the
recollection of the Wilfords had itnot
been for the breaking out of a big
storm on the afternoon of Septem-
ber 22.

This was the day the Mischief was
expected back, and nearly all the
morning Fanny and her mother had
paced back and forth on the long
piazza, keeping an eager gaze sea-
ward. But although they saw many
sails, none of them turned out to
belong to the trim yacht whose re.
appearance they wereso anxiously
exi)ecting.

t was blowing hard from the north
at breakfast time, and before noon
the wind veered around partly to the
east, and it began to rain infine drops,
scarcely more than mist. The Felts
had gone over to Milton, and were
not expected back till the following
day, so Mrs. Wilford and Fanny had
no one to share their keen anxietﬁv.

Of course their friends at the hotel
assured them that there was not the
least danger with so largeand stanch
a yacht as the Mischief. Still these
were but words, words which could
not be heard out there on the piazza,
unless shouted, for the whistling of the
gale as it increased in force with each
passing minute.

Atlast it was nolonger possible to
remain outside, so the harassed look-
ing mother and daughter adjourned
to the parlor, where they sat by one
of the windows looking out on the
water through the long afternoon.

«Oh, they certainly couldn’t have
started, or they’'d have been here long

outing caps perched on chairs and
table, the tennis racket in the corner,
a gorgeous butterfly impaled in the
center of the pincushion, behind
which lay a scrap torn from the bill
of fare with Louis Felt’s city address
scrawled across it—but now the
mother hastily lowered the light, and
went back across the corridor to begin
a new vigil with her daughter, for
neither thought of going to bed.

The storm continued to rage, while
the two sat there still by the window,
although they scarcely ever looked
out. It was their ears, not their eyes,
that were strained now.

Ten, eleven, and twelve o’clock
were struck off by the little travelin
clock on the mantel, and Mrs. Wil-
ford had just been wurging her
daughter to take some rest, when the
latter held up her hand warningly.

““ Hush,” she exclaimed. ‘I think I
hear some one coming.”

The next instant rapid steps
sounded through the hall, and just as
Mrs. Wilford opened the door
Clarence St. Clair reached it. He
was dressed in flannel shirt and
trousers, and his head was tousled
as if he had just risen from bed, as in-
deed he had.

“ Mrs. Wilford,” he exclaimed in a
hoarse, excited whisper, ¢ I've just
seen a yacht’s mast from my room.
She’s near the shore. I'll go down and
get the boat and see what I can do,”
and before any questions could be
asked he disappeared.

Mother and daughter, scarcely
knowing what they did, hurried after
him through the long corridor, down
the stairs, and out by the rear door of
the office into the night.

Fanny almost ran into a figure on
the piazza. It was St. Clair.

**Oh, Miss Fanny,” he exclaimed,
I waslooking for the oars. What are
you doing here ?”

“We want to see for ourselves,”
the girl replied. *Show us where
the yacht is.”

“Come!"he said, and dashed off into
the darkness, closely followed by Mrs.
Wilford and Fanny.

It had stop%ed raining, but the
wind was still blowing a gale. Both
the women were hatless, but they
thought of nothing, cared for nothing
but the schooner which the next
moment burst on their view as they
rounded a point of rocks. She was
tossing wildly on the waves, her masts
clearly outlined against a bright spot
in the sky where the moon was striv-
ing to break through. It seemed as
if nothing could save her.

There was a boat hauled up on the
shore almost at their feet.

“Can_ we do nothing but stand
here and see them drowned before
our eyes?” groaned poor Mrs. Wil-
ford. * *“ Oh, why does not some one
come to help them?”

“I am here,” spoke up St. Clair,
‘“and if I only had another oar—"

¢ But why didn’t you bring two?”
cried Fanny, almost fiercely. *I'll
run and get another. I know just
where they are.”

She disappeared, and St. Clair, with
a queer look on his face, turned to
Mrs. Wilford.

‘I can't wait till she comes back,”
he said. ¢It will be too late then.
If—if you will go up to the house and
send somebody down to come out
with the other boat I will go out now
and see what I can do with one oar.”

But Mrs. Wilford had already
started off. She met Fanny half way
from the hotel. The watczman was
with her, also two men from the
stables.

““ Quick,” cried the half distracted
lady. “You may be in time to give
him the other oar yet.”

But when they reached the beach
the boat was gone, and they could
just see it tossing on the waves like a
cockleshell.

*That ain’t the Mischief!” sud-
denly exclaimed one of the stable-
men. ‘That’s the old Fairy broke
loose from her moorings down to
Green’s.”

‘ Not the Mischief!” exclaimed Mrs,
Wilford, with an eager catching of
the breath. ¢ Then—then Ned isn’t
on board of her?”

“Certainly he ain’t, mum,” re-
torted Pat. ¢ There ain’t never no-
bod&aboard of the old tub now.”

“But Mr. St. Clair ?” went on Ned's
mother. *“What will become of
him?”

This was indeed a serious matter.
With only one oar it would seem that
e could do nothing in such a sea.

‘ And look,” cried Fanny at this
moment, * the boat’s upset now.”

It was true, and the next moment
the overturned craft was washed up at
their feet.

St. Clair's fate was now almost
known for a certainty, and the Wil-
fords went back to their room, leav-
ing the men to patrol the beach for
the rest of the night watching for
the brave young man's dy.
For that he was brave everybody
now freely admitted; and “when
the next morning’s sun rose Clarence
St, Clair was regarded as a hero.

The Wilfords felt terribly about
the affair. A telegram was received
from Ned at breakfast announcing
that the Mischief had cast anchor
during the storm off a port without a

telegraph office.
“ How we misjudged that T
young man!” sighed Mrs. Wilford,

and even the prospect of Ned's speed;
return did little to lighten her spirits).'
**Think what a shock the news will

be to his family !”" she said.



The Fairy had cone to pleces on
the rocks, and from dawn & swarm of
townspeople had gathered on the
beach to catch what they could of the
pieces that came ashore,

Tommy Gray and his chum, Bert

Faskins, were among the earliest of

the hotel people on the scene. But
they soon got tired of poking about
the beach, so Tom proposed that they
explore a cave he had observed in the
rocks one day.

**But somebody's in there,” ex-
claimed Bert, who in hi§ eagerness
had rushed in first. * Why, it's Mr.
St. Clair, and he's sound asleep.”

*No, he's—" Tommy spoke in
an awe struck whisper, and was
about to add the word ** dead ” when
all doubt in the matter was set at rest
by a tremendous snore which St.

air gave. .

«But I thought he was drowned
last night,” Bert wenton. ¢ They’re
up in his room now hunting for
tl‘ll’e address of his people. e'd
better wake 1im up and tell him about
’{, hadn't we? Do you know, Tom,
) shouldn’t be a bit surprised if he
siever went out in the boat at all. Just
‘ ranted to make people believe he
Jdid.”

And this was just the idea that a
Eood many ogle at the Bluff House

ad when gf lair appeared there,
supported’ on either hand by the two
small boys. But he had a wonderful
story to tell of his_experience in the
boat and his miraculous washing
ashore completcly exhausted.

Mrs. Wil?ord could do no less than
thank him for his heroic attempt to
save, as he supposed, her son, praise
which he received unblushingly, de-
claring that it was nothing.

e ich it certainly was,” as Ned
declared stoutly when he came back
and heard the story. * Waittill I see
him and ask him a few questions.”

But this opPortnnity never came
about, as Mr. St. Clair left Shoreham
very swidenly that very day.

““You see his falling asleep and be-
ing discovered just spoiled things,”
Ned explained. *If it hadn't been
for that you'd have seen him walkin,
in here looking like a drowned ratan
able to fix his story to suit himself
instead of Tommy Gray and Bert
Faskins."”

HOW TO FAIL AS AN INVENTOR.

‘THE great demand of the age is for prac-
tical men. Theory by itself is of little avail
with the present generation. It is the com-
‘bination of theory and practical demonstra=
tion that wins. This is especially true in
the line of inventive work, and it is to the
lack of this union that the /nventive Age at-
tributes the crushing of the hopes of so
many who hope to reap fortunes through
the agency of the patent oftice.

For example, a man who knows nothing
of the practical work of steam engineering
may invent and patent a device in that
liné which will appear to him and other non-
professionals to be a great advance on the
existing methods (orFenerating or utilizing
steam, but which will be condemned by the
most competent judges. In all kinds of
machinery the same cause is a prolific
source of disappointment. The thing in-
vented may be very ingenious, may have
cost a vast deal of mental labor, and ma.
attest the intellectual superiority of the in-
ventor; but if it be deficient in practical
atility, if its introduction will not rofit-
able to those for whom it is intended, it
goes to the lumber yard or oblivion. Per-
sons who are utterly ignorant of gunnery
frequently invent something in that line,
but they very rarely attain success. The
same rule ho(ds good in all the industrial
arts, including agriculture, mining, manu-
factures, ship building and railroading.
Brilliancy of intellect and originality in
conception are offset by lack of practical
knowledge.

JUDGING FROM EXPERIENCE.

“THE time has come,"” said Jenkins's wife,
“ when woman may forsake the light ephe-
meral things of life, and take up the heavy
subjects.” R
And her husband rejoined, wearily, * Are
you going to bake ain, Maria?"
—Washington Star.
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If all our lives were one broad glare
Of sunlight, clear, unclouded :

If all our paths were smooth and fair,
By no soft gloom enshrouded ;

If all life’s flowers,were fully blown
‘Without the sweet unfo|din§.

And happiness were rudely thrown
On hands too weak for holding—

Should we not miss the twilight hours,
The gentle haze of sadness

Should we not long for storms and show-

S ers,
To break the constant gladness?

KITES,
HOW TO MAKE AND FLY
THEM.
BY ELLIOTT SHAW.

1TE flying is an old fashioned pastime,
K but one that is pretty nearly as pop-
ular with the boys of the present
generation as it was in the time of
Ben Franklin, and long before that. Most
country lads know how to build a kite and
send it soaring aloft to the clouds. Their
city cousin flies kites, too, but hisare seldom
home made. He buys them for a few cents
in a toy store. Even in crowded New York
hundreds of kites rise into the air on a
breezy afternoon in April or September. In-
deed some years ago the Aldermen found it
y to pass an ordi for the regue
lation of kite flying. Kites gyrating in
busy strcets had caused several runaway
accidents, while in some parts of the city
the telegraph wires had become entangled
with the relics of kite tails, whichin wet
weather diverted the electric currents. Con-
sequently kite flying in the strects was pro-
hibited under penalty of arrest and fine.
But there are fields and vacant lots in the
upper part of the city, and, best of all, there
are the roofs. The roofs of the big apart-
ment and tenement houses that rise high in
the airand catch the full force of the breeze,
give the New York boy his favorite kite fly-

ing ground.

THE EXAGONAL KITE, FRONT AND BACK.

The city boy's first kite is generally a
very small and simple affair. It is made of
three light strips of wood—two of equal
length and the third somewhat shorter—
tied together in the middle so that their
ends form the points of a hexagon, or six
sided figure. Around these endsa cord is
strung as tightly as possible, and upon this
framework is pasted a piece of colored
paper. A string weighted with little
bunches of paper, and attached to the lower
end of the kite, forms the tail;and with a
few yards of twine tied to the center of the
frame the toy is complete. Kites of this
kind are made in large numbers, and are
sold in the smaller toy stores of New York
for a cent apiece. They are only twelve
inches high, and of course their powers of
flight are extremely limited. Fourteen,
sixteen and eighteen inch kites are also
made and sold for from two to five cents.

Larger and stronger kites, however, can
be bought—thirty and even thirty six inches
high. These can be flown to a considerable
height, and in a good breeze will pull hard
enough to satisfy most boys. They need a
heavier tail to keep them steady, and this
gives the owner a chance to amuse himself
by affixing to his kite all sorts of oddities.
Kites may be seen with long and slim tails,
with short and heavy tails, with one tail or
with several tails. A round ball—country
boys sometimes substitute a pumpkin or
squash—may be tied to the kite. As it as-
cends the string will become invisible and
the ball will seem to be following the kite
as if by some mysterious attraction. Then
there is the lighted lantern, which may be

used with weird effect in fiylng a kite at
night, making people in the neighboring
streets pause to watch the antics of what
seems at first sight to be a new kind of star
or meteor in the heavens.

The six sided or hexagonal kite is not the
only sort that may be found in the stores.
A great many Japanese kites are sold. They
are really Japanese, being actually im-
ported from the far East, where they can be
made much more cheaply than here. They
are generally brightly colored, and made
in fantastic shapes—imitations of eagles or
owls predominating. They have no talls,
and are held steady in the air by having,
on each side, broad balloon shaped wings
that act as a sort of parachute. These Jap-

THE ENGLISH KITE.

anese kites made a fortune for the mer-
chants who first brought them to this coun-
try, a good many years ago. They were
something new, and sold like the proverbial
hot cakes. Now the novelty has worn off
and they are less popular, for the old fash-
joned kites can beat them as high and steady
fliers.

The *“fin” kite is a variety that has only
recently been introduced. Some ingenious
inventor hit upon the idea of applying to a
kite the device that has proved so valuable
an addition to the sailing qualities of the
Yankee yachts—the centerboard. He made
a diamond shaped kite, and upon the lower
part of its face built a keel that extends
straight out for several inches. This pro-
Jection gets a sideways hold upon the air,
and keeps the face of the kite turned full
against the wind, so that it goes up to the
full extent of the string and stays there
without “*diving "’ like the tailed kite. The
fin kite may or may not become popular.
Its chief fault is the fact that it works too
well. That isa curious statement, but there
is a reason forit. Part of the fun of kite
flying lies in the irregularity of the kite's
flight—its headlong leaps and frantic
dashes through the air, and its varying
strain upon the hand that holds the string.
The centerboard kite indulges in no such
antics. It goes upstraight and stays up al-
most motionless.

The English boy’s kite 1s generally of a
different shape from any .. vogue here, as
will be seen from the accompanying illustra-

THE FIN KITE.

tion. It is rounded at the top, and tapers to
a long sharp point at the bottom. We are
inclined to think that, though notable fliers
can be built on this plan, yet it has the dis-
advantage of being harder to adjust inthe
matter of tail weights, and more uncertain
in its flight than the six sided kite.

The best and biggest kites, and the ones
that give most pleasure to their owners,
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are not those bought in the stores, but the
home made ones. Most country lads, in-
deed, would never think of buying a kite.
They would be almost as likely to hire
some one to fly their kites, as to build
them. The country boy’s kite 18 no one
cent, twelve inch affair. It is often as tall
as its possessor, and its conmstruction may
give him a good day’s work or more. He
uses the greatest care in selecting the three
sticks for the frame and whittling them
down to the requisite degree of ligh
without destroying their strength. Then
comes the tight binding of the sticks to-
gether, and of the string around their ends;
then the papering, and addition of extra
thicknesses to strengthen the corners. Next
he makes the * belly band,” which consists
of aseries of strings, running loosely across
the face of the kite from each corner to the
opposite point, and meeting at about the
center. At the intersection of these he
affixes the kite string. Last of all comes
the tail, and when this is fastened on the
kite is ready to be tried.

Now comes the crucial test of the kite
maker’s skill and judgment in the adjust-
ment of his belly band and tail weights.
‘When carried to the open field where the
trial is to take place, the kite may decline
to soar. The tail may be too heavy, or the
string may not be fastened to the right
point on the belly band. It is sure to be
pulled down a dozen times to have some
slight alteration. Finally the owner is
satisfied, and the kite is let out to the full
extent cf the string. If the breeze is a stiff
one it will pull like a horse, and it may take
the united efforts of two or three boys to
keep it from flying off into the clouds, to
come down somewhere in the next county.

HOW WE GROW,

‘WHAT makes us grow? Why do we stop
growing? What is the reason some people
are tall and others short? These are all
questicns of perennial interest, and are ans-
wered in part by a recent article inthe New
York 7imes, from which we make a few ex-
tracts.

The mechanism of nutrition constitutes
an important factor in the problem of
Frowth. As a mill requires water to propel

ts wheel, as a locomotive must be supplied
with stcam in_order to go, as a galvanic
battery depends upon the current of elec-
tricity for its power, so the v demands
forcein order to perform its varied func-
tions. Food is a chief source of force. A
special apparatus exists for reducing food
to the proper consistency, 8o that in the fluid
condition of blood it may be conveyed to
every part of the system. This apparatus,
theali canal, which ds through
the entire y, has special aprliances for
frinding, moistening, separating and chem-
cally altering the foou taken in.

Sacs, or glands, are distrituted along
the digestive track, the secretions from
which are essential factors in the process.
Thus, in the grinding performed by the
teeth, saliva is poured out, lubricating the
food for swallowing, and converting the
starchy portions into sugar ; in the stomach
the juice secreted by the follicles covering
the walls of this organ performs a similar
function, changing the food into a pulpy
substance ; further on in the intestines, the
vnrious‘iu‘ces. including the bile, severally
act, and, at this point, the nbsorgtion of
food, a process begun with the soluble por-
tions in the stomach, is completed, and asa
milky solution called chyme, the food not
directly absorbed by the walls and tissues
of the canal, is conveyed by milk chutes,
called lacteals, to the thoracic duct, a verti.
cal pipe, that ascends along the back, anda
;mes its contents into a& vein near the

From the amount of food directly ab.
sorbed the veins of the stomach and ‘smal,
intestines are especially rich in products
which make muscles and nerves. From all
this region the blood, collected by a special
system of veins, 18 carried to the largest
gland of tke animal body—the liver. This
organ performs various functions, such as
secreting bile and sugar, and scme that are
not well understood. The blced from the
liver, including this special currert, and
also that which supplies the tissues of the
liver, is all returned directly to the heart.

The immediate factcr 1n the stoppage ot
growth seems to te the hardenirng cf the
bones, particularly the lorg benes, ('nrougih
the secretion of ime But this is prcbably
a mere incident resulting from the influcnce
of food, excessive physical exercise, cold or
some other force affecting the Feneral Sys.
tem. Among the recipes given for checking
the growth of childrer is that of anointing
the backbone with the fat of bats and moles.
‘This is said to have the effect of hardening
the cartilage, and thus preventing growth.
“Sweating,” the Erocess used for reducing
the weight of jockeys, 1s another means em-
ploeyed for checking development. It issaid
that Gwarfs have been arti cinil¥ produced
by the horrible practice of feeding infants
on sour cider inlgeud of milk.
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THE ART OF LISTENING.

BOSTON contemporary calls attention to the

fact that, judging by the expression of

countenance, more people enjoy talking than

listening. How is it in your own experience?
‘Which do you prefer to do yourself ?

It is said that there is as much art in being a
good listener as in making of one'sself a good con-
versationalist.  Certainly there is nothing more
annoying than talking to a person who, you sud-
denly discover, is not paying the least attention to
what you are saying. If speech is silver, and
silence is golden, then close attention as a listener
should surely rate at even a more precious figure.

THE MEASURE OF A BOY.
VERY boy wants to be as good as his fellows.
. We mean in height, build, and general ap-
pearance. As a rule, nobody likes to be
singular—to be picked out in a crowd and com-
mented on. This is as it should be, and when cor-
respandents ask us to give them * the measure of
a boy"” we feel that they have a desire to measure
well as men, both as to body and mind.

Perhaps as good a standard as any for the
bodily measurements of boys are the requirements
of the training ship Minnesota for its recruits.
These we herewith reprint :

AGE. HEIGHT. WEIGHT.  CHEST MEASURE.
14 to 15 4ft. gin. 70 1bs. 26 in.
15 to 16 4 ft. 11in. 8o Ibs. 27 in.
16 to 17 s £t T4H: go lbs. 28 in.
17 to 18 sft. 2in. 100 1bs. 29 in.

A NEW PHASE OF SPELLING REFORM.

N attempt is now being made to obtain a
uniform spelling of geographical names
among civilized nations throughout the world.

Those who have not traveled extensively, and
whose reading has been confined to their mother
tongue, may be surprised to learn that some of the
best known countries and towns have their names
spelt in various ways, according to the language of
the country in which mention of them is made.
For instance, what we know as Vienna is Wien to
its own citizens, while the country of which it is
the capital is not Austria, but Oesterreich. Lon-
don to the Frenchman is Londres, and poor little
Switzerland has to divide herself into two appella-
tions even to her own countrymen.

To her German population she is known as Die
Schweiz, while her French citizens always speak
of La Suisse.

What is to be done in this case is a matter of
some doubt, but it certainly seems that in the other
instances each locality should be known every-
where by the name its own people gave it. At
present Germany is more careful on this point than
any other nation.

OUT OF PLACE SIGNBOARDS.

AVE you never had a cold shiver run down
your back when on a biting winter’s day you
passed a drug store and caught sight of a

neglected summer sign staring at you from the
doorway, informing the public in letters coated
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with snow that ‘‘ice cold Arctic soda may be
obtained within."”

Invert the conditions and fancy then the
sensations of the penurious wayfarer, seeking for
lodgment on a stifling evening, and beholding this
legend blazoned on the walls of the tenement he
had selected:

** Heated rooms, 50 cents a night.”

Such was the sign that actually hung during the
past summer in front of a Brooklyn lodging house.

Another signboard that is not so much out of
place as it is ridiculous in its wording, is one that
can be seen in a park in Albany. ‘ Stray dogs
prohibited " it reads, and one at once asks himself
if the authorities expect worthless curs to turn
back of their own motion on seeing it.

PLEASANT WORDS FROM OUR READERS.
HE new form of Tue ARrcosy has brought
us letters of the heartiest commendation,
a few of which we print herewith:
FLORENCE, ALA,, AUG. 24, 1801.
The design that you have got up this week for THE
ARGOsY makes it in my opinion the nicest and the
cleanest paper that I have ever seen. The size is just
right-and the type appropriate. ‘A Debt of Honor”
is very fine. A.B.N.S.
Norwoon, N.J., AuG. 24, 1891
I congratulate you on the new dress of THE ARGOSY,
as it shows that you are prospering and progressing.
F.M.S.
BrookLYN, N. Y., Auc. 23, 18g1.
I am much pleased with the size of the pages and
the new heading. R. S.
New York City, AUG. 24, 1891.
Friends and self highly pleased with new form of
THE Arcosy. Itcan't be beat. F. Jo A

RENTED UMBRELLAS.

OUBTLESS many of our readers have noticed
the little blue announcements of the United
States Umbrella Providing Company. They

are placed in barber shops, cigar stores, hotels and
other similar resorts, and the agent inside will give
you an umbrella on presentation of a ticket show-
ing that you are one of the subscribers. This
umbrella you may keep till the shower is over, or,
din fact, as long as youplease. You can return it to
any of the offices of the company and receive back
your ticket, which is of course much easier to carry
around than an umbrella would be.

The idea is that whenever a sudden storm arises
you have but to drop in at one of the stations, pre-
sent your card and go on your way rejoicing.

The effectiveness of the scheme would seem to
lie in the ability of the company to have stations
enough, for of course a man's membership is of
little value to him if he gets drenched while hunt-
ing up a place where he may exchange his ticket
for an umbrella. And by the way, we wonder i.
the company have thought to provide every picnic
ground with one of their branches. We can think
of no spot where they would prove more useful.

APROPOS OF MOSQUITOES.
ROM the fact that our experiences with mos-
quitoes are always confined to the summer

. months we are accustomed to feel that en-
tife immunity from the pests is only to be pur-
chased by emigration to a northern clime. Itis
therefore a matter of surprise to read that Lab-
rador's one great plague is mosquitoes.

Speaking of mosquitoes, it seems that the most
efficacious remedy for the sting is, after all, one of
the simplest things in the world. A well known
chemist declares that by making a lather over the
bitten part with a piece of soap and allowing it to
dry, one may be sure of obtaining almost instant
relief.

This is almost as simple as the scheme of per-
mitting Mr. Mosquito to gorge himself with your
blood, when he will fly off, taking his sting with
him. At least so it has been asserted, but—well
it doesn't require so much courage to try the soap
cure, and besides it gives you the satisfaction of
making a jab at your persecutor, even if you don't
hit him.

ALBERT H. OVERMAN,
A REPRESENTATIVE AMERICAN MANUFACTURER.

HERE is n» royal road to success, and no pre-
cise and infallible instructions can be given to
the ambiticus boy who would carve his way to

the front in public life, in a profession, or in business.
Yet much that is helpful may be learned from a study
of the careers »>f those in whose footsteps he fain
would follow. From almost every one of them some
hint may be gleaned that will guide him toward the
difficult path of advancement.

Take, forinstance, the case of Albert H. Overman,

ALBERT H. OVERMAN.

the well known bicycle manufacturer, whose portrait
appears herewith. His life story illustrates the espe-
cial value of two qualities—patience in waiting for the
right opportunity to embark on an independent career,
and prompt determination in taking the tide that
leads to fortune at the proverbial hour of its flood.

Mr. Overman was born in Fulton County, Illinois,
on the 21st of March, 18s50. In his youth he had none
of the advantages of wealth, and he began his busi-
ness life at the very bottom of the ladder in the pub-
lishing house of Jansen, McClurg & Company, in Chi-
cago. In its employ he remained for many years.
But the limited range of promotion open to him in
such a position did not satisfy the young man’s aspira-
tions. He was content, however, to wait patiently for
a favorable moment to strike out for himself, and
meanwhile to acquire a thorough business training by
careful attention to duty.

In 1881 Mr. Overman saw his opportunity in the
manufacture of bicycles, at that time a new and strug-
gling industry of little profit and uncertain prospects.
With rare foresight he predicted the immense devel-
opment that it has now attained, and to which his own
efforts have in no small degree contributed. He .
needed capital, and it was no easy matter to procure
it for an enterprise that seemed visionary to most
conservative capitalists. Fortunately, General Mc-
Clurg, one of his former employers, had enough
confidence in Mr. Overman to give him substantial
aid, and the Overman Wheel Company was at length
successfully organized with its originator as a presi-
dent and director of its operations.

To establish this new industry Mr. Overman went
to Chicopee Falls, near Springfield, Massachusetts—
thus reversing the advice of Horace Greeley and the
historical course of the star of empire. Within ten
years the enterprise has, in the face of commercial
rivalry of the very keenest, grown to a high degree of
success and gained a wide reputation. Of its prog-
ress the energy and business ability of its president
have been the inspiring cause.

Mr. Overman resides in the city of Springfield,
where, 1n spite of his close attention to the manu-
facturing interests he controls, he finds time to devote
to religious and benevolent work of various kinds.
He takes an especially deep interest in the welfare of
the young, to whom he is always ready to give
kindly advice drawn from his own experience as a
self made man.
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ADEBT OF HONOR.

BY HORATIO ALGER, J.,

Auther of ** Ragged Dick," * Tattered Tom,"

Y Luck and Pluck," ete,

BYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUB-
LISHED.

GERALD LANE Jives with his father, whois a Enl'h
sumptive, ina lonely cabin among the mountain
of Colorado.  Feeling that hin end ll lppmrhmn,
Warren Lana confldes o his son that he rea-
sonswhy he has buried himaelf in this out of the 'l,‘
1 e beeauss of the trentment nceorded him z

Bradley Wentworth, who was a fellow clerk witl
J.‘... wlien ‘they were buth young men in Seweca,
& Their employsr was Wentworth's uncle,
Brudley had great expectations. Butin

nt heJommln check for five hundred
i un the evior incovers cums Lo Lane
blan to keep from reaching his
unrlllol.l'l. e e e Famr e
=

P Lane woull o nway at once, thon allowing 1t 1o

be subposed that he, Lane, had eommitted the for-
gery, Wentworth promised to pay over annually to
Mr, Lave the sum of Illﬂ.! Ermore asieel

that when his uncle died
came into the | rnlwm e wmsld
make over to e $20,000 add
e siaiine ted pdend
n_respon repeated [lead-
Ines Lnn':‘ﬂnnllg cug:ehlml I[-v de
this, first, however, making Went-
worth sign a paper explaining the
oature of the whole transaction,
“Time paxsed, and although the five
Imndred delfnrs m yaar was paid for
awhile, vot when Wentworth's un.
ele dind and anlu inherited a
fortune o e refused to
keep 1o the u-m;- of I:ln Agreement
with Lane. The latter's wife died,
and, Lix life clonded by the unde-
served suspicion that had been east
upon it, he sought o seclude him-
Ir from his fellow men.

Tt hils gon’s sake, however, he
h-;ne up n correspondence with
Wentworth, endeavoriog to co
him t pay this debt of
Wentworth finally comes out Lo ses
him, and endeavors to compromise
matters by offering Lane a thou-
#and dollars for the |<np¢lrI|nl|uhln
But fo this Lane will not consent,
and dies while his visitor I8 there.

eniworth makes the same offer
to Gierald, bur the boy, oo, refuses,
halding ont for c.he full sum, and
!ram(vpu"} declaring that,
w4 TR P oA abiy Bk aan doinad:
his l\nmuv 1n its full forre, will he
given ln

Gerald h:]eﬂllone with only the

nd upon which the cabin stands
for lus inheritance, and ax yer no
piana fﬂr tho future. But he has
scarcely had a chance to feel lone-

=g

Brooke, happens along o den-
trinn ]mmL Gerald |lrnv|l|u iim
with & supper, and after pome con-
versation, Brooke enguges the hoy
AL FENETOUS SBAIATY TO RECOmMPRUY
him on his Journey rhrough the
countey axa companion,

hey are i breakfast the
next mnrn!ll! Geruld s surprised
arance At the calin of &

by the ap)
oz u boy by the hand,

¥
man lead

CHAPTER XIV.
A VICTIM OF INJUSTICE.

HE man who stood
before Gerald was
dressed like a me-

chanic in a working suit
somewhat the worse for
wear, but he had an honest,
intelligent face thatinspired confidence.
He had an anxious look, however, as if
be were in some mental trouble.

“Good morning,” said Gerald
courteously. ‘* Won't you come in and
share our breakfast ? "

On hearing this invitation the boy's
face brightened up,

“You are very kind, and I accept
thankfully,” said the father, *“ Oscar
and myself are both hungry, for we have
:!aten nothing since one o'clock yester-

ay."

*Come in then," said Gerald hospit-
ably, R

“1 ought perhaps first to explain
bow 1 happen to be here in such a
plight."

“Ishall be glad to hear your story, and
80 will my friend, Mr. Brooke, but you
must breakfast first. Then you will feel
Probably in much better condition for
talking."

Though Gerald and his guest had
€aten heartily there was enough left for
the two new arrivals, and it was very
evident that both thoroughly enjoyed
their meal,

YT hope I haven't taken up your time,"”
said the visitor as he pushed back his
Chair from the table. * And now, asin
duty bound, I will tell you my story.”
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“Don't think we require it," said
Gerald courteously, ** The slight favor
we have done you gives us no right to
ask your confidence."

* 5till you look friendly and I am glad
to tell you about myself. Iam, as you
will judge from my appearance, a work-
ing man, and have ever since I attained
my majority been employed in woolen
mills. The last place where I was em-
ployed was at Seneca, in the factory
of- "

‘* Bradley Wentworth ? " asked Gerald
quickly.

“ Yes. Do you know him?" inquired
the stranger in surprise.

“ Yes ; he has been making me a  visit
here. If you had come here twenty
four hours earlier you would have seen
him."

"1 CAN'I' TAKE YOUR HAND, JAKE,

"“Then I am glad I was delayed."
“Why? Has he wronged you?"
“Idon't know whether I can rightly
say that, but he has treated me without
mercy. Let me explain. Fifteen years
ago I was employed in an Eastern fac-
tory. Among my fellow workmen was
one I thought my friend. We were so
intimate that we occupied the same
toom at a factory boarding house., All
went well. I received excellent wages,
and had money laid by. My companion,
as [ soon found, was given to extrava-
gance, and frequently indulged in drink,
so that he found it hard work to make
both ends meet.  Then he began to
borrow money of me, but after a time I
refused to accommodate him any
further. He earned the same wages as
myself, and I felt that he ought to main-
tain himself without help as I did.
“The result of my refusal was to make
him my enemy. He said little but look-
ed ugly. Though I did not expect it he
schemed for revenge. One day a pocket-
book containing money was missing
from an adjoining room. A fuss was
made, and a search instituted, which re-
sulted tomy utter dismay in the pocket-
book being found in my trunk. It con-
tained no money, but a couple of papers
which attested the ownership. Of

YOou

course I asserted my innocence, but no

one believed me. The proof was held
to be too convincing. I was brought to
trial, and sentenced to three months'
imprisonment. That imprisonment"
he continued bitterly. “ has shadowed
all my life since. Of course I could not
get back to the factory where I had
been employed, and I went to another
State. I was left in peace for ten
months when one of my old fellow work-
men made his appearance and told the
superintendent that 1 had served a
sentence of imprisonment for theft. I
was summoned to the office, informed
of the charge, and had to admit it. I
was instantly discharged. To assert my
innocence was of no avail. *You were
found guilty. That is enough tor us,’
said the superintendent.

HAVE DONE ME TOO MUCH HARM.”

1 had to leave the factory. I found
employment elsewhere, but was hound-
ed down again, and by the same man.
But before denouncing me, he came to
me, and offered to keep silent if I would
pay him a hundred and fifty dollars. I
raised the money, but the treacherous
scoundrel did not keep faith with me.
He went to the superintendent, and told
him all, exacting that the source of the
information should not be divulged. So
I was sent adrift again, knowing very
well, though I couldn't prove it, that
Clifton Haynes had betrayed me.”

“Why didn't thrash  the
scoundrel ? " asked l‘%oel Brooke indig-
nantly.

“It would only have increased the
prejudice against me,” answered the
visitor wearily.

“Well," he continued, ** I needn't pro=-
long the story, for it is always the same.
I went from one factory to another, but
this man followed me. When we met
he had the assurance to demand another
sum of money in payment for his
silence. I had no money to give him,
nor would I have done so if I had, know-
ing his treachery. The result was that
again I was discharged. A year ago [
went to Seneca, and obtained employ-
ment from Mr. Wentworth. Month

65

after month passed and I began to con-
gratulate myself, when one unlucky
day Haynes again made his appearance.
He tried to extort money from me, but
though I had some, I refused to bribe
him. He went to Mr. Wentworth and
denounced me. I was discharged un-
ceremoniously, though [ told him my
story and appealed to his humanity.
Then at last, in my despair and anger, [
lay in wait for Haynes, and gave him an
unmerciful beating till he roared for
mercy."

“Good! good!" exclaimed the
Englishman, clapping his hands, “you
served the scoundrel right."

“I always think of it with pleasure,
though [ am not a revengeful man."

*Were you arrested ? " asked Gerald.

‘Yes, but I escaped with a fine which
I paid gladly. 1am gladto
say when it got out that
Haynes had dogged me so
persistently none of the
men would associate with
him, and he was obliged to
leave the factory."

‘I wish I had been Mr.
Wentworth,” said Brooke.
*1 would have retained
youin my employ even if
you had been guilty in the
first place. 1don't believe
in condemning a man
utterly forone offense.”

“I wish more men were
as charitable as yourself,”
said John Carter, for this,
as he afterwards informed
Gerald, was his name.

“But how did yom
happen to come to Color-
ado ?" asked Noel Brooke.

“Iwas tired of persecu-
tion. In fact I had been
employed in so many fac-
tories, all of which were
now closed against me, that
I decided to earn a hving
some other way. I had a
little money left, and I
traveled westward. I came
to Coloradc because it was
a new country, and there
must be something here for
an industrious man to do.
It has been rather hard on
poor Oscar," he added with
an affectionate glanceathis
son. ‘‘For latterly my
money gave out, and we
have more than once gone
hungry, as we would have
done today but for your kindness."

He was about to rise and leave the
cabin when Gerald stopped him,

““Wait a minute, Mr. Carter,” he said.
T have an arrangement to propose.”

Carter regarded him with a glance of
inquiry.

“I have made an engagement to
travel with my friend, Mr. Brooke,"
Gerald went on, ‘‘and this cabin will be
untenanted. If you are willing to oc-
cupy it you are welcome to do so. You
will be sure to find some employment,
and if not you can hunt and fish. What
do you say "

“What can I say except that I am
grateful? Iam not afraid but that [ can
make a living for myself and Oscar, and
I shall not live in constant fear that
Clifton Haynes will find me out and ex-
pose me.”

“ I wish he would bappen along about
this time,”, said Noel Brooke. *“I
should like nothing better than to get a
chance at the fellow. One thrashing
isn't enough for him."”

1 think you would make thorough
work with him, Mr. Brooke, said
Gerald laughing.

“[ would try toat all events”
joined the Englishman.

“If you want any certificate attesting

Te-
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our prowess you have only to refer to
ake Amsden.”

‘Jake Amsden,” exclaimed John.

Carter in surprise. * Why, he is the
man for whose crime I suffered. He
was _the man who stole the wallet and
put it in my trunk to incriminate me.”

CHAPTER XV.
JAKE AMSDEN TURNS OVER A NEW LEAF.

OW it was the turn of Gerald and
Mr. Brooke to look surprised.

. *“Why, I thrashed Jake Amsden
within an hour,” said the tourist, ** for
an attack upon Gerald.”

‘“He doesn’'t seem to have improved
then,” said Carter. ‘‘Does he live
hereabmtts 2

“ E

‘Is he in business in this neighbor-
ood 2"

“His chief business,” answered
Gerald, ‘ is to get drunk, and when he
can't. raise money any other way he
steals it.”

‘ Evidently he is the same man. He
is the cause of all my misfortunes.”

‘“Here he is coming back!” said
Gerald suddenly.

*“Good!" exclaimed the tourist. “I
have some business with him.”

ake had evidently visited Pete

ohnson’s saloon again, judging from

is flushed face and unsteady gait.
Still he was in a condition to get
around.

‘' Stay in the cabin till I call you!”
whispered Noel Brooke to Carter. .

“Well," he said, turning to meet
Amsden, ' ‘“have you come back for
another boxing lesson?” ,

“ No, squire,” answered Jake.

‘ What then?”

‘I thought you might like a guide,
considerin’ this is your first visit to
Colorado. Don't you want to go up
Pike's Peak ? "

‘1 have engaged Gerald here to go
about with me.”

‘‘He's a boy. He don't know nothin’
of the country.”

‘“He will satisfy me as a companion
better than you.”

“If you're goin' away, Gerald,” said
Amsden with unabashed assurance,
‘*won't you let me live in the cabin till
you come back ?”

It has been engaﬁed by another
tenant,” answered Gerald.
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{nke Amsden. ‘‘'Pon my soul, lam. I
now it was a mean trick I played upon
you, but it was either you or L.

‘“ And you ruined this man's reputa-
tion to save your own?” said Noel
Brooke sternly.

*I didn’t think much about it, squire,
I really didn’t,” said Jake. ‘‘You see I
run in-'a hole, and [ was ready to do
anything to get out.”

“It was the act of a scoundrel,
Qm”sden. ,There is only ome thing to

0.

‘ What is it? Take another lickin'?"

“No, that wouldn't mend matters.
You must sign a confession that you
committed the theft of which Carter
was unjustly accused, so that he may
have this to show whenever the old
charge is brought up against him here-
after.”

“I'l do it,
lon%ngo if d

‘It is better late than not at all.
Come into the cabin, both of you.”

His orders were obeyed, and after
asking questions as to details he wrote
out a confession exonerating John
Carter and laying the blame on the
right party. Gerald furnished him with
pen, ink and paper.

““Now,"” he said, when the document
was completed. *“I want you, Jake
Amsden, to sign this and Gerald and I
will subscribe our names as witnesses.”

‘* All right, squire, I'll do it. You
must not mind the writin’ for I haven’t
handled a pen for so long that I have
almost forgotten how to write.”

Jake Amsden affixed his signature in
a large scrawling hand, and the two
witnesses subscribed after him.

“ Now, Mr. Carter,” said Noel Brooke,
as he handed him the paper, ‘' keep
this carefully, and whenever that scoun-
drel who hasmade it his business to per-
secute you engages again in the same
work You can show this document, and
it will be a satisfactory answer to his
base charges.”

“Ithank you, Mr. Brooke," said Carter
in a deep voice. * You cannot conceive
what a favor you have done me. I feel
that a great burden hasbeen lifted frém
my life, and that it has passed out of the
shadow which has obscured it for so
long. Now I shall be able to leave
Oscar an untarnished name !"

During the day Carter made a tri

oint two miles distant where he had
left his modestlugguge, and returned to
take ion of the cabin. In the

squire. Id have done it
known.”

i ‘?' Who isit? It isn’t Pete Joh is
£

**No, I don't propose to let my cabin
for a saloon.”

** You're right, boy.
me have it.”

‘But [ told you that it was already
promised to another party.”

“Whoisit?”

‘“ An old acquaintance of yours.”

At a signal from Noel Brooke John
Carter came out, leading Oscar by the
band. He looked earnestly at Jake
Amsden. It was the first time in many
years that he had seen the man who
‘was the prime mover in the events that
had brought about his financial ruin.
He would hardly have known Jake, so
much had his appearance suffered from
habitual intemperance.

Jake Amsden on his part scanned
Carter with curious Perplexity. '

Do I know you ?" he asked.

“You knew me once. I have good
reason to remember you,” answered
John Carter gravely.

Something in his voice recalled him
to Amsden.

‘* Why, it's Carter,” he said, ‘‘John
Carter. How are you, Carter, old fel-
low? Itdoes me good to set eyes on an
old friend.”

Carter was unprepared for this cor-
dial welcome, and when Jake Amsden
approached with hand extended, he put

s own behind his back.

“I can't take your hand, Jake,” he
said. ‘You've done me too much
harm.”

*Oh, you mean that old affair,” said
Jake in" an airy tome. “I did act
meanly, that's a fact, but we're both
older now. Let bygones be bygones.
It's all over now.”

“ It isn't all over. That false accusa-
tion of yours has blighted my life. It
has driven me from factory to factory,
and finally driven me out here in the
hope that I might begin a new life
wherﬁ it would no longer be in my

You'd better let

et I'm sorry for that, Carter,” said

afternoon Jake Amsden made another
call, and informed him that he could ob-
tain employment at a lumber camp not
far distant.

‘Are {ou going to work there, Mr.
Amsden ?” asked Gerald.

I am offered employment,” answered
Jake, * but my health won't allow me to
do hard work, so I gave my chance to
Carter.”

Gerald smiled, for he understood this
was not the real objection. Jake Ams-
den was naturally stronger and more
robust than John Carter, but'he had for
years led a life of 1dleness, and the mere
thought of working all day fatigued

im.

John Carter felt relieved at the pros-
pect of obtaining work, and grateful to
the man whom for years he had re-
garded as his enemy for his agency in
securing it.

s Whatc‘)a will I receive ?” he asked.

¢ Four dollars a day.”

“Why, that is twice as much as I was
paid atthe factory,” he said. ‘‘Now I
can see my way clear to sugport Oscar
and myself comfortably. Jake Amsden,
I never expected to feel grateful to you,
but if I get this job I will forget the

t and feel kindly towards you from
enceforth.”

“It's all right, Carter, old boy. I
ain't all black, you see.” :

But there were certainly some pretty
dark spots still on his character, not the
least of which was his compact with
Bradley Wentworth concerning the
papers in Gerald's possession, which
the crafty Amsden had by no means
forgotten.

CHAPTER XVL

BRADLEY WENTWORTH'S MORNING MAIL.
RADLEY WENT'WORTH lived in
guite the most pretentious house in
eneca. It was within five minutes’

walk of the huge brick factory from'
which he drew his income. All that
money could buy within reasonable

limits was his. Handsome furniture,
fine engravings, expensive paintings, a
stately carriage and handsome horses,
contributed to make life comfortable
and desirable.

But there is generally something to
mar the happiness of the most favored.
Mr. Wentworth had but one child—
Victor—whom he looked upon as his
successor and heir. He proposed to
send him to college, partly to secure
educational advantages, but partly also
because he thought it would give him
an opportunity to make friends in high
social position. He had reached that
ag]e when a man begins to live for those
who are to come after him. |

But Victor unfortunately took dif-
ferent views of life from™ his father.
He did not care much for a liberal edu-
cation, and he selected his companions
from among those who, like himself, en-
joyed a good time. He was quite aware
that his father was rich, and he thought
himself justified in spending money
freely.

Victor was in attendance at the
classical academy of Virgil Mclntire,

L.D., an institute of high rank in the
town of Ilium, about fifty miles from
Scneca. He had been there about two

ears, having previously studied at

ome under a private tutor. Being a
busy man his father had been able to
visit the school but twice, and had but
a vague idea as to the progress which
his son was making.

Five days after he returned home
from Colorado he received a letter from
Dr. Mcintire, the material portion of
which is subjoined :

I regret to say that your son Victor is not
making as good use of his time and advan-
tages as I could desire. 1 have hitherto
given you some reason to hope that he
would be prepared for admission to Yale
College at the next summer examination,
but I greatly fear now that he will not be
ready. He s a boy of gocd parts,and with
moderate application he could satisfy you
and myself in this respect; but he is idle
and wastes his time, and seems more bent
on enjoying himself than on making pro-

ress in his studies, 1 have spoken with

im seriously, but I am afraid that m
words have produced very little effect. It
may be well for you to remonstrate with
him, and try to induce him to take sensible
views of life. At any rate, as I don’t want
you to cherish hopes that are doomed to

ve d d it my duty
to lay before{-nu the facts of the case.
Y ours respectfully,
IRGIL MCINTIRE.

Bradley Wentworth received and
read this letter in bitterness of spirit.

“ Why will that boy thwart me?” he
asked himself. *‘I bave mapped outa
useful and honorable career for him. I
am ready to provide liberally for all his
wants—to supply him with fine clothes
as good, I dare say, as are worn by the
Astors and Vanderbilts, and all I ask in
return is, that he will study faithfully
and prepare himself for admission to
college next summer. I did not fare
like him when I was a boy. I had no
rich father to provide for my wants, but
was compelled to work for a living.
How gladly would I have toiled had I
been situated as he is! He is an un-
grateful boy 1"

Bradley Wentworth was not alto-
gether justified in his estimate of him-
self as a boy. He had been very much
like Victor, except that he was harder
and less amiable. He had worked, to be
sure, but it was not altogether because
he liked it, but principally because he
knew that he must. He, like Victor,
had exceeded his income, and it was in
consequence of this that he had forged
the check for which he had induced his
fellow clerk, Warren Lane, to own him-
self responsible. He forgot all this,
however, and was disposed to judge his
son harshly. :

y the same mail with Dr. McIntire’s
letter came the following letter from
Victor :

*DEAR FATHER: I meant to write you
last week but was too busy"—*Not with

our studies, I'll be bound,” interpolated

is father—'‘ besides there isn't much
to write about here. It is a fearfully
slow place"—* You wouldn't find it so
if you spent your time in study," re-
flected Mr. Wentworth—*‘ Idon't enjoy
Latin and Greek very much, I don't see
what good they are ever going to doa
fellow. You never studied Latin or
Greek, and I am sure you have been
very successful in life. "I have an in-
timate friend here, Arthur Grigson,
who is going to spend next year in
traveling. e will go all over the

United States to begin with, including
the Pacific coast. I wish you would let
me go with him. I am sure I would learn
more in that way than I shall from the
stuffy books I am studying here under
that oldmummfv. Dr. Mclntire. Arthur
thinks he shall be ready to start in
about six weeks. Please give your con-
sent to my going with him by return of
mail, so that I may begin to get ready.
He thinks we can ‘travel a year for two
thousand dollars apiece.
Your affectionate son,
VICTOR.”

Bradley Wentworth frowned omin-
ously when he read this epistle.

“ What a cheerful sort of letter fora
father to receive,” he said to himself,
crushiny the pa;fes in his strong hands.
“Victor has all the advantages that
money can command, and a brilliant
prospect for the future if he will only
act in accordance with my wishes, and
yet he is ready to start off at a tangent
and roam round the world with some
scapegrace companion. I wish he were
more like Lane's boy—I don’t like him,
for he is obstinate and headstrong, and
utterly unreasonable in his demands
upon me, but he is steady and correct
in his habits, and if he were in Victor's
place  would never give me any
uneasiness.”

Gerald would have been surprised if
he had heard this tribute from the lips
of his recent visitor, but he was not
likely to know the real opinion of the
man who had declared himself his
enemy.

Bradley Wentworth, continuing the
examination of hisletters, found another
bearing the Ilium postmark. It was
addressed in an almost illegible scrawl,
and appeared to be written by a person
of defective education. It was to this
effect : .

DEAR SIR :—Your son Victor, at least he
says you are his father, and have plenty of
money, has run up a bill of sixty seven dol-
lars for livery at my stable, and I think it is
about time the bill was paid. I am a poor
man, and 1 can’t afford to lose so much
money. 1 have already waited till 1 am
tired, but_your son’s promises ain't worth
much, and'I am obliged to come to you for

paIyment.
shall take it as a favor if you will send
me a check at once for the money, as 1 have
some bills coming due next week. I don't
mind trusting your son if I am sure of my
money in the end, and if it isn't convenient
for you to pay right off, you can send me
your note on thirty daya as 1 am sure a
gentleman like you would pay it when duc.
Yours respectfully,
SETH KENDALL.

Thisletter made Mr. Wentworth very
angry. Itishard to tell whether he was
more angry with his son or with the pre-
prietor of the livery stable. He ans-
wered the latter first.

MR. SETH KENDALL:—I have receivel
your letter, and must express my surpris:
at your trusting my son, knowing well that
he s a minor, and that I have not author-
ized his running up a bill with you. It
would serve you right to withhold all pay-
ment, but I won’t go so far asthat. Cut your
demand in two, and send me a receipt i1
full for that sum, and I will forward you i
check. Inever give a note for so small an
amount. Hereafter, if you are foolis1
enough to trust Victor, you must run your
own risk, as I shall decline to pay any bil
that may be presented.

BRADLEY WENTWORTH.

Mr. Wentworth next wrote to Victor 1
letter from which a paragraph is ex-
tracted:

I admire your audacity in asking me t»
let you leave school and goaround the worll
with some scapegrace companion. Yousa-
it will only cost two thousand dollars. That
probably seems to you a very small sum cf
money. hen I was several years olde:
than yourself I was working for sevent:
five dollars a month or nine hundred dollars
a year. It is evident that you donot under-
stand the value of money. You speak «f
me as a rich man, and I admit that you ar:
correct in doing so, but I do not El"()pnsc 13
have you make ducks and drakes of m:
money.

1 may mention, by the way, that a liver-
stable keeper, who signs himself Seth Ker-
dall, has sent me a bill run up by you fc*
sixty seven dollars. I have written hin
that I didn’t authorize your running upsuc:
a bill, and that he must be content witi
fifty per cent of it, or else go unpaid. Herc-
after I forbid your running up bills in Iliunt
of any description. ar this in mind.

Your father,
BRADLEY WENTWORTH.

A week later Mr. Wentworth receive |
this telegram from Ilium.

Your son Victor has disappeared, leavin :
no traces of his destination. Particulars b’

VIRGIL MCINTIRE.
(70 be continued.)




AN ARCTIC CRUSOE.
BY W. BERT FOSTER.

., APTAIN Benson, may I go ashore
with the men?” ‘asked Bert
Ormsby.

“Certainly, my boy, if you wish to,”
and Captain enson spoke rather
obsequiously. But then, it wasn't every
craft in the Alaskan sealing trade that
had the son of a government official
aboard. Andasit was at the time a crisis
in the seal fishery question it behooyed
the captain to treat his passenger con-
siderately, for Colonel Ormsby, Fred's
father, was then at Sitka as a Tepresen-
tative of the United States Government
in the matter.

Captain Benson's vessel, the Sea Dart,
had been coasting along the Alaskan
shores, north of Baranoff Island and
between Cross Sound and Mt. Fair-
weather, for a week. Having touched
at Sitka on his way the captain had
taken Fred aboard at the colonel's re-
quest, as the Sea Dart expected to
return to the town again inside of a fort-
night or three weeks.

Fred, who had spent most of his life
in New York, was of course greatly in-
terested in the new and strange country
to which he had accompanied his father,
and as the seal auestion was occupying
his father’s mind in one way Fred ‘was
interested in it in another. "He wanted
to see the seals hunted and the sailors
pre%are the skins and blubber.

This morning, however, on coming
upon deck he saw something on shore
that interested him more than the seals
on the rocks which were occupying the
sailors’ attention. It was a glacier,
and although he had passed both the
Davidson and the Muir glaciers on his
journey to Sitka he had never been so
near one of the great ice rivers before.

‘This was a small one, but it had the
general appearance of one which he had
seen at Takou Inlet. Before its foot, on
the very edge of the ocean, was crowd-
ed a mass of gravel and rocks, collected
and pushed forward by the gradual
movement of the glacier. At a glance
it appeared to Fred that he could
anroach and examine the front of this
glacier because, unlike nearly all the
others he had seen,
tinually breaking o
sea.

So having obtained the captain’s per-
mission, and armed with his hammer,
with which to knock a few geological
specimens from the rocks, Fred boarded
the boat which first left for the shore,
the captain’s little terrier, Grip, accom-
panging him.

The shore, as far as the eye could see,
both north and south of their place of
landing, was covered with great black
ledges and bowlders, while the rugged
cliffs rose to a considerable height a
few feet back from the water. Fred
wandered alon; the beach toward
the glacier, while the men, with the
officer in command of the boat, went off
in the other direction toward the place
where a herd of seals were sunning
themselves on the rocks. Fred ob-
tained a few specimens for his cabinet,
and finally reached the narrow ledge of
rocks and earth at the foot of the
glacier.

The ice was of a dull white color,
and seamed and broken in countless
places. The general face of the glacier
was perpendicular, in some places the
upper portion extending out over the
lower. In one spot, however, a great
mass had broken off and lay at the foot,
leaving a partially slanting path to the
summit.

It might be difficult andPPerhaps dan-
gerous to ascend it, but Fred at once
conceived a great desire to do so, and
no one being present to say him nay he
began the task. After considerable
work with the sharp end of his hammer
head in cutting steps in the ice, he was
successful and stood upon the top of
the glacier. Grip, too, after whinin
and crying about the foot of the pat
for a moment, scrambled up after him

The surface of the glacier was broken
and full of crevasses, while great
bowlders and masses of ice were scat-
tered over it. It wasevident that at no
very [distant time the river of ice had
been in motion, although at present that
motion had ceased. §rom the glacier
Fred climbed to a narrow ledge of rock,
and from thence, passing through a cut
between two cliffs, he reached a wide
plateau from which he could view the

ieces were not con-
and falling into the
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sailors who had just then attacked the
seals.

From the summit of the clff Fred
watched the battle, for some of the old
seals will turn on their enemies with
more courage than discretion. Finally
all but the dead seals escaped, and the
boats were brought up and the work
of transporting the seals from the rocks
to the ship was begun. Fred still had
plenty of time for his ramble before
descending, for there had been many
more seals disgstched than could pos-
sibly be carried by the two boats to the
Sea Dart in one trip. All the men went
with the load, and Fred, with Grip at
his side, continued along the summit of
the cliff.

High, snow clad peaks arose, some-
times even above the clouds, inland,
while the great ocean broke with sullen
roar below him. The Sea Dart, grace-
fully rising and falling on the even
swells about half a mile from the shore,
was the only vessel in sight. Now and
then a great iceberg, either propelled
by the wind or by some under current,

orders. It was quite evident that their

danger had been discovered and that

they were seekini to avert it by makin,

sail and getting the Sea Dart under suf-

tgcient headway to escape from the ice-
erg.

But it was too late. The great moun-
tain of ice was coming down with the
wind, and its lofty cliffs shielded the ves-
sel from the breeze. The sails hung
useless as in a dead calm. There was no
help for the doomed vessel.

Fred stood on the cliff speechless—
frozen with horror at the impending
catastrophe. Suddenly a dull, crashin;
report reverberated throughthe air, an
the turrets and towers of the ice castle
toppled over into the sea. The water
was thrown mast hi%h in white, froth
cagged waves, and the fated ship was
hidden beneath a deluge of water and
falling ice.

The sea birds, startled from their
nests in the cliff by the terrific crash,
rose in the air with discordant screams.
A groan burst from Fred's lips as the
Sea Dart was carried down by the berg,

FRED STOOD THERE, FROZEN WITH HORROR AT THE IMPENDING CATASTROPHE.

would drift slowly past, hiding the ship
from his sight for a little. With a few
sea biras flying about the cliffs, uttering
discordant cries, the scene was in-
describably lonely. p

One of the great ice mountains, fan-
tastically fashioned into some slight
resemblance of a castle, with towers
and irregular cornices, niches and tur-
rets, drew Fred's attention rgarticularly
as it slowly drifted towa: the Sea
Dart. X

«1 declare, what can Captain Benson
be thinking of to let that berg float down
so near him ?” Fred asked himself anxi-
ously, as the great mass of ice continued
to approach the Sea Dart. ‘The shi
isn't under a bit of headway so far as
can see. Suppose it should calve* as
old Bill Thompson says they do some-
times. It would be a close shave for
them all.” .

But at that moment Captain Benson
and the first mate were together in the
cabin while all the others on board had
crowded to the rail to_assist in unload-
ing the small boats. Itisa true saymg
that * familiarity breeds contempt,” an
ever present danger is sometimes looked
upon as no danger at all. The presence
o?the huge iceberg was unnoticed as it
ap’Froached the Sea Dart. .

hinking that something like the
above was the condition of affairs Fred
Ormsby gazed at the vessel and the ice-
berg, now so near each other, with in-
creased apprehension. Suddenly there
was a commotion on the deck of the ves-
sel. He could see the men running
about as though obeying hastily given

* When a small berg breaks off from a
larger one old sailors call it * calving.”

and Grip'lifted up his voice in a long,
doleful howl, as though he, too, under-
stood the terrible accident which had
occurred.

For a few moments the spot was hid-
den by a cloud of spray and powdered
ice. Then the cloud slowly dispersed,
discovering to the terrified boy on the
cliff not the least trace of either vessel
or crew. The great iceberg had split,
and two large pieces, together with
countless small ones, floated before the
breeze away from the scene of the dis-

aster.

‘With tear blinded eyes Fred watched
them until the distance hid them from
his view. Here and there a black speck
on the waves denoted a bit of wreckage
which had risen to the surface from tge
sunken vessel—nothing else remained.
He was alone on the barren and ice
bound coast!

Grip whined dismally and crouched
at his feet. The birds returned to their
nests and the sullen murmur of surf was
all that broke the silence. Still he stood
gazing hopelessly off across the de-
serted expanse of water. Without food,
‘weapons, or even a compass, how could
he ever escape from this lonely, isolated
shore? His father might send a search

arty for him, but if none of the Sea
Bart‘s crew had escaped how would the
colonel know where to send? He sank
down on the rock and for a time gave
up to despair.

Miles to the north was Behring Bay
with its fort and trading station ; but it
would be utterly useless to attempt to
reach it. To the south a long stretch of
rock¥ coast and Cross Sound separated
him from Baranoff Island and Sitka. If
he went inland he would be totally un-
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familiar with the country and might
wander for months among the barren
rocks and glaciers.

‘“Come, Grip, we'll go down to the
beach,” he said, glad even of the com
panionship of the intelligent little~
terrier.

He scrambled down the rough path
and wandered aimlessly along the shore,
looking seaward for some trace of the
wrecked vessel. But what little wreck-
age there was upon the water was in-
visible from the rocks. He walked to
the J)lace where the seals had been
killed. A number of dead ones lay on
the beach where the sailors had left
them.

‘‘ They may be very useful to me if I
htav::al to stay here long,” thought poor

red.

Not far back from the shore, almost
hidden by an overhanging cliff, he espied
an opening which proved, upon examin-
ation, to be the entrance to a comfort-
ably large and airy cave. The sandy
bottom of the cavern Was(re.rfectly dry,
showing that the water did not usualf
rise to this refuge. To the cavern he
dragged the carcasses of the seals, and
finding a little dry driftwood and sea.
weed on the shore he started a fire.
Then he gave the terrier a bit of seal
for hisdinner, and mindful of the small
number of ship biscuits he had brought
with him from the Sea Dart he tried
roasting a few strips of the meat over
the flames for his own eating. But it
was so abominably strong and tough
that he had to give it up. The blubber
cut from the carcass, however, kept his.
fire blazing all the afternoon.

The time was passed until darkness in
the performance of these self imposed
duties, interspersed with trips to the
t? of a high ledge from which to gaze
off at sea for some sign of a rescue. No-
healthy boy can go all day on a ship.
biscuit and a half without being hungry,
however, and by night Fred tried to eat
seal flesh again with a little better
success.

During the afternoon Fred had
skinned one of the seals and had dried
the skin before the fire, so when he
finally became sleepy he wrapped him-
self in this scanty covering, with his.
feet toward the fire, and tried to make
himself believe that he was warm. He
was not very successful in deceiving
himself, but was restless and wakeful all
night, replenishing the fire now and
then with chunks of seal blubber.

But at length he drop{;ed off to sleep
and did not wake till he felt a hand on
hisshoulder and a voice calling his name.
His eyes flew open and he looked up
with the expectation of seeing a polar
bear, or some other wild creature, nos-
ing him over, when who should be bend-
ing over_ his hard couch but Captain
Benson himself.

“Here he is, men, here he is!™
shouted the delighted sailor, and Fred
sat up to see a group of the jolly tars at
the door of the cavern, all wearing the
nniform of Uncle Sam’s navy.

“ Hello, my young Robinson Crusoe,”
exclaimed the lieutenant in command of
the part{, entering the cave. ‘‘How
do you like camping out by yourself on
this coast ? "

“I don't like it,” returned Fred, mak-
ing his way into the open air, and still
1ather in doubt as to whether it was a.
dream or reality.

Lying less than half a mile off shore
was a steam cruiser flying the United
States flag, and drawn up on the beach
was a cutter guarded by a sailor.

‘‘ How did you find me ?” asked Fred.
“I thought all hands were lost when
I saw that berg strike the Sea Dart,
Captain Benson.”

* One question at a time, my lad,” re-
turned the captain, leading Fred
toward the boat, while Grip barked and
capered about them like mad. ** Poor
cooky and Mr. Sherwood were lost
in the wreck, but the rest of us
clung to the damaged boats and spars,
and all finally crawled upon a ledge of
one of those bergs. We were on the
seaward side of it, so you couldn't see
us, and sat there like so many penguins
till the cruiser Jamestown, {onder,
picked us up just before nightfall.”

Four months later when he arrived
home his adventure was all very fine to
relate to his boy friends, and provoked
a good deal of admiration; but Fred had
no desire to go again through the ex-
perience of being an Arctic crusoe for
even so short a time.



IT NEVER PAYS.

IT never pays to foster pride,
And squander wealth in show;
For friends thus won are sure to run
In times of want and woe.
‘The noblest worth
Of all the earth #
Are gems of heart and brain—
A cons:ience clear,
A househoid dear,
And hands withcut a stain.
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NORMAN BROOKE;
OR,
BREASTING THE BREAKERS.
BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.,

Author of * My Mysterions Fortune," " Evic
Dane,” efc.

SYNOPSIS DF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY PUB-
LISHED.

NORMAN BROOKE, whose father and mother dled
n hix infancy. has heen brought ue by his uncle,
Mr. Jummes Adams, at_the latter's home 1n Lyon-
lLurst. near Boston. NOrnan is preparing to enter
Hurvard in the rall when his ancle, wl.o has bee
truvelinz abroad for his health, :s killed by a rail-
road accident in Switzerland. After the funeral
Norman ascertains from the family lawyer, Mr.
Winkler, that Mr. Adam«'s business affairs ure very
much involved, and alxo learns for the first time
that his own father had left pothing fcr him. Tt is
arrunged that Mrs Adams and her duuchter Edna
€0 to live with the former's brother in Cincinnati,
while Norman starts for New York 12 take a position
obtained for him by Mr. Winkler with Angus Tick,
dealer in toys and novelties.

On the Full River boat he hax rather a peculiar
alventure with & young man, Dale Cameron, who,
@inding  that Norman wants a hoarding house,
recommends one Where he 18 himself staying in
Forty Third Street.  On reaching the office Norman
duds that Mr. Tick expacts arather peculiar service
of him—u sort of watch dog over the other clerks,
who are all very younu fellows. Mr. Tick sends him
out to lunch with two of them—Larkin and Rich—
who already begin to show their hostility to the new
comer.

After rather a trying first day Normaun goes up
town to Mrk, Mux's--the boarding housegto which'ha
has been recommended—where a most cordial wel-

<ome ix given to him by Cameron, who suggests a
Wi rdinner. They finish u
jen, whers Norman declines to drink, but
tukes too much and 0 be askisted
vman.  Larkin and Rich chance to meet
two, report the matter at the otfice, and Norman
is dis-hisrzed for keeping bad comyuny. Cameron
serms to want to wvoid him and Norman feels ut-
less In the great city.  One pight while
over Lis dismal prospects in Bryant Purk
\ with a young man, Powers King, who is
1% a position and 1x well nigh desperate. In
uestion Norman te!ls where he was em-
King decides tygo there and try for the

‘e an

. He doex not get it, but Mr. Tick sugzests his
trying ror another which he does obtain. Meeting
Normian atterwards King calls him hix mascot and
asks him to do one more fuvor for mm. Norman

consentx and is led off to what he finds to be & gam
Llinz houwe. from which he makes his escape as
*peedily as possible.

One alternoon in Central Park he falls in with
Clair La Farge, a wealthy blind boy, who eventually
takes him for a companion at a salary of $20 a week.
Norman thinks hig troubles are over when Mr. Wil-
linghnin, the flance of Alice La Farze, calls one
evening und Norman, seated on the balcony, over
toars him tell her that he—Brooke—ia not & proper

reon for Clair to associate with, and that he should

got rid of atlonce. The voice sounds fnmillar, and
{:t'; erll'luln cannot remember where he has heard
efor

CHAPTER XXII
CONFRONTED BY THE PAST.

WITHDREW to the other end of
the balcony, out of hearing of the
voices in the parlor, and dropping

my head between my hands, thought
hard in the endeavor to associate that
man'’s tones with the time and place
when I had heard them before. ~ But
both eluded me.

Then I tried to get at the solution
of the mystery in another way. What
had 1 done, I asked myself, that
would cause this stranger to have such
a poor opinion of me? But at this
stage of my reflections I heard Clair
calling me again.

‘ Norman,” he said, putting his
head out of the dining room window.
* Alice is going to sing, and I want
{(e)u to hear her. Come into the parlor;

sides, you will meet Mr. illing-
ham. Remember what I told you.”

My heart was beating rapidly.
‘What would be the result of my pre-
sentation to Miss La Farge's Yover?
Would my suspiciows enemy denounce
me then and there and create a scene?
What would be the effect on Clair?
Perhaps I had better avoid the meet-

mg.

%ut it was too late now. I had
already stepped in from the balconi
and Clair was leading me out throug’
the hall and into the drawing room.
Besides, if anything had been said to
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Willingham about my being brought
in and I should back out now, would
it not be taken fcr an open avowal of
fear on my part ?

‘The electric burners had been turn-
ed on in the*parlor and Miss Alice was
already seatea at the piano, while a
gentleman was by her side arranging
the sheets on the music rest.

¢ Mr. Willingham,” began Clair,
‘“allow me to introduce my friend,
Mr. Brooke."”

‘The man turned and I came very
near utterin acr¥ of amazement, for
I recognized the fellow at once. It
was the man who had run against me
that night in the gambling den.

He gave me the same scrutinizin,
look he had then, and kept his han
close by his sidle. We each bowed
and then Willingham turned back to
the piano, while I led Clair off to a
sofa on the farthest side of the room.

I was glad indeed, aside from my
desire to hear her, that Miss Alice
began to sing then. I wanted a
chance to think, and if Clair had
begun to question me as to m
opinion of his future brother in law
don’t know how I could have replied.

So this was to be the crime with
which my foe was to charge me—m?'
presence in a gaming house. Well,
why was it not as bad for him as my-
self to be seen there, and how couft’i
he state the one fact without admit-
ting the other? Besides, I had seen
him rise from a seat at the table,and I
had been merely standing in the door-
wegv when he ran against me.

ut, on the other hand, ran my
swift reflections, was it necessary for
him to say that he had seen me in the
lace ? Would it not be sufficient for
im to tell Mr. La Farge that he had
noticed me coming out of it? T could
not deny the fact that I had been in
there, and what good would explan-
ations do me? I had but to put my-
self in Mr. La Farge's place to
realize

“Isn't that beautiful, Norman, and
don't you think Alice has a fine
voice?” !

The song was finished. Clair had
vociferously applauded, and was
puzzled by my silence.

“Yes, I do think it was wonder-
fully clear and sweet, Clair,” and I
made a great effort to concentrate my
mind wholly on the encore which was
now to be given us. ** For,” as I told
myself, “tﬁis is the last evening I
shall ever spend here.”

Where should I go? What—
but I forcibly broke oft these gloomy

forecasts, and paid such close atten-
tion to the song that at its conclusion
I was enabled to show myself fully as
appreciative as a proud brother could
desire.

** As a reward of merit we must let
them have the parlor to themselves
now, Norman,” Clair whispered to me.
So we said good night and withdrew
to his sitting room, whither his aunt
followed us and remained chat-
ting for a few minutes. As soon as
she had withdrawn,

‘ Well,” began Clair eagerly, ‘* what
do you think of him?”

*‘I think he is very handsome,” I
answered.

“Yes, I have always heard that,”
he said, *‘but do you like him ?"

‘“ He doesn't like me,” I replied im-
g::lsively. Then starting up and

nding over the blind boy with a
hand on either shoulder, I went on
earnestly, * Clair, do you trust me

fully? Remember you have only
known me a very short time. Would
you believe my word against

another's—against one who may be
closely connected with you?”

1 believe everything you tell me,
Norman,” he answered, looking up in
mf\‘r face with those great eyes of his
which it seemed hard to believe were

sightless. ** But why do you talk this

way? What has Mr. Willingham
done?,” and the handsome eyes began
to flash ominously.

*“I don’t think he likes me,” I an-

swered after an instant’s considera-
tion. ‘* He may try to injure me and
perhaps will succeed, but if I can feel
that you believe in me in spite of all,
I shall have a great deal to console
me.”
‘* This is awful,” exclaimed the boy.
‘“ Won't you tell me what it all means?
You know if you don’t I may think
the worst.”

«I will, Clair,” I said, with sudden
determination. ‘‘ I may not have the
opportunity later,” and, belg1nning at
my meeting with Powers King in the
Eark that night, I related the whole

istory of my connection with that
misguided young man—related it up
to the point where he asked me to take
a walk with him. And here I came
to a pause. What would be the effect
on Clair if I were to tell him that I
had seen his sister's future husband
at the gaming table? Ought I to
mention the fact except in self de-
fense ?

I hesitated irresolute.

“Go on, Norman,” begged Clair,
shaking me gently by the sleeve.
‘“ Where did he take you?”

I saw now that I had gone too far
tostop, and I must finish the story.
Perhaps I could do so, after all,
without incriminating Willingham. I
hurried on and to]d%low I found my-
self in a den of gamblers, how Kin;

- lost all the money he had had ad-

vanced to him, and how he had
rushed out of the place to drown him-
self in the river.

‘ But you didn't stay, you didn’t
play, Norman ?” murmured Clair.

“No, I came away at once,” I
answered, ‘‘and Mr. Willingham saw
me, and that is the story about me
he is going to carry to your father
tomorrow,” and I added what I had
heard on the balcony.

* That won't make any difference,”
declared the boy. ““ I believe he is a
ggmbler himself. I never did like

im.”

* Hush, hush,” I implored him.
‘““You mustn't say that., He will
think I have prejudiced you against
him, and that will only make the case
against me worse. I will explain
matters to your father just as I have
done to you. I wish I had done so
before, I wish I had done so before.”

But I could not go back and change
the past; all that was possible was to
look forward as hopefully as might be
to the future. Clair declared at first
that he would get the carriage and
drive down to the office in the morn-
ing as soon as his father reached
town, but I begged him not to do
this and pointed out that to move first
in the matter would only make
matters worse.

“I'll have a chance to make my
defense soon enough,” I added.

And sure enough, the next day
when we came back from the station
where we had gone to see the two
sisters off for Newport. I found a
dispatch awaiting me.

* Norman Brooke,"” itread. ‘‘Come
down to my office at once,” and was
signed J. K. La Farge.

“I told you I'd have an og})or-
tunity soon enough,” I said to Clair,
trying to conjure up a smile.

CHAPTER XXIII
ADRIFT AGAIN.

PUT a morning paper in my pocket

I when Istarteg for Murray ggeet,
I regarded my position as already

lost to me, and my heart was heavy in-
deed as I turned to the sadly familiar
Want columns. But agencies seemed
to be the principal openings, and
from bitter experience I knew that
these were.no openings at all for me.

- premises of La

However, I marked a notice calling
for a dry goods salesman, and anothér
asking for a collector, failing to note
at the time that they were both to be
%Pplied for at the same address.

hen the train halted at Park Place
and I betook myself to the extensive
arge and Co.

I could not help but contrast my
anticipations on the present occasion
with those that had possessed me when
I made a similar call just a week pre-
vious. And this change had been
brought about by that chance meet-
ing with the man, now dead, in Bryant
Park. What pebbles sometimes turn
the current of our lives !

Mr. La Farge had a visitor when I
arrived at the store, and I was obliged
to wait twenty minutes before I could
see him.

“ Good afternoon, Mr. Brooke,” he
said when I was admitted, but neither
extended his hand nor invited me to
be seated. ‘Do you know why I
have sent for you?'" he went on, after
the briefest gossible pause.

I wished that he had not begun the
conversation by asking this question.
Ifelt positive I did know why he had
sent for me, but yet it seemed a weak-
ness on my part to be compelled to
acknowledge it. However, I was
bound totell the truth, so I answered,
‘1 believe, sir, that you have heard
something that has prejudiced you
against me.”

‘““You are right,” he returned
quietly. ‘I have been informed that
you are a frequenter of resorts where
no true gentleman would care to be
seen.”

‘I understand you perfectly, sir,”
I reglied. trfring to speak as quietly as
he did. “1 went to the place not
knowing it was a gambling house, and
came away as soon as I found out how
I had been deceived. I played no
game and staked no money.”

Mr. La Farge gave the slightest
possible shrug to his shoulders.

‘“ How long have you known that I
knew about this?" he asked, as if try-
ing to determine how much time I
had had in which to get up my de-
fense.

‘* Since last evening,” I replied.

“Hum-m,” he murmured, inter-
locking his hands and tapping the
middle ﬁu%?r of each against his
knuckles. 'hen, after an instant, he
added, *‘ It seems odd, doesn't it, Mr.
Brooke, that as soon as yeu obtain a
position you are placed in an embar-
rassing situation by being seen in bad
company? You remember the story
you told me of the cause of your dis-
missal from Mr. Tick’s?"”

Although the incident was not
likely soon to be effaced from my
memory I had failed to regard it in
the light in which Mr. La Farge now
presented it to me. There was
certainly a coincidence in the matter,
a coincidence that, I could see, was
very far from being in my favor.

I'remained silent, and after waiting
for two minutes to give me an oppor-
tunity to answer, the china merchant
wenton: ‘“So this is your defense,
Mr. Brooke ; you deny the indictment
in toto?”

“I do not deny being at the
house,” I rejoined. ~ *‘ That would be

‘useless, even admitting I should be

willing to attempt it, for Mr. Willing-
ham actually ran against me as he
turned to leave the room."”

“To leave the room !" exclaimed
Mr. La Farge, looking up suddenly
from the idle figuring he was doing on
a pad in front of him. *‘Am to
understand from that, Mr. Brook
that Mr. Willingham was also in the
house ?”

I bit my lip and hesitated for an
instant. I had not meant to reveal
the fact. It seemed too small and
mean, too much like trying to include
my enemy in my own downfall,



« 1 aid not wish you to understand it
when I spoke,” I responded finally.
*Then it is true,” he persisted, and a
troubled look came into his face.
“ Yes,” I replied, and then closed my
firmly, determined to say no more.
“ That 1s all,” he said after ani
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every evidence of belonging to well to
do families.

My surprise be imafined, then,
when to my ** Much obliged,” the older
one said: ‘‘We'reawfully glad we could
do it, for perhaps you'd like now to give
us a ch. to get hing to eat.”

«] believe I gave you your first week’s

in advance, so there is nothing
coming to you. And—and I would
rather you would not see Clair again.
If you will tell me where to send I will
arrange to have wour things forwarded

to you.”

'lYms was a keen thrust, and I felt it.
Besides, it placed me in rather an em-
barrassing ition. What address
ive him ? I did not want to go
rs. Max's, and I knew of no
other place.

Noticing this hesitation on my part,
and perha; scorrectlidivining its cause,
M a Farge reached forward an
:&ped a bell, saying, ‘* On the whole, it

be better for you to go up now
and see to getting yourself moved.”

‘Then to the office boy who answered
his summons, he added, ‘' Edward,
ring for a messenger, if you please.

*You cancall for your things between
four and five this afternoon,” he said,
turning to me, and taking this as a dis-
missal, I withdrew without another

word.

I felt positive that the note he began
towrite even before my back was turned
was to Clair, making an appointment
with him somewhere, so that the boy
should be out of the house while I was
there. My only consolation was that I
had had that talk with Clair the evening
before. I could at least experience the
satisfaction of knowing I had put mat-
ters in their true light before him.

But the pressing question of the mo-
ment was what I should do with myself.
It was now nearly one. I must find a
ltopging place, to which my trunks
could be sent, before four. I took an
Elevated train up town, and after an
hour’s search found a hotel on the
European plan, where I engaged a room
for a dollar a day, with the privilege
of getting my meals there or elsewhere.
1 began by eating my lunch in the res-
taurant, and then, as I still had some
time to spare before I was due at theLa
Farge flat, I determined to look up the
position offered to a dry goods salesman.

On reaching the address given I stood
on the pavement, puzzled for an instant.

8 was certainly no dry goods store.
‘Then ablue sign caught my eye.

POSITIONS OF ALL SORTS PROCURED.
HELP FURNISHED IN ALL BRANCHES,
‘The adverti had d

CHAPTER XXIV.
NEW TROUBLE COMES.

L OU ooys hungry!” I exclaimed,
adding  impulsively, ‘‘why
don't you go home and get

something to eat?”

I saw the younger boy's lip tremble at
this suggestion, but the older said noth-
ing, only looked grave, and taking the
other by the hand, started to move
away.

Dismal as were my own prospects, [
could not bear to see the two young-
sters go off this way, especially after
the service they had rendered me.

Thrusting my hand into my pocket I
drew out a dime and hurrying after the
two, touched the taller one on the
shoulder.

““Here,"” I said. “I didn't mean to
refuse you. It only struck me as odd
that—"

Istopped suddenly, for when the boy
turned and saw the ten cent piece in my
outstretched hand, he drew himself up
as haughtily as a thirteen year old
youngster can, and folding hisarms, re-
plied: ‘* Weare not beggars. We only
accept invitations to dine.”

“Oh,” I exclaimed, completely taken
aback with surprise.

This was certainly a queer pair.
What could be the meaning of the
mystery ? Were they playing a game
on me? I realized that in the present
and prospective state of my finances
I could ill afford to entertain com-
pany at dinner, but the boys had un-
doubtedly done me a service, and if
they asked to be rewarded for it to
the extent of something to eat, I felt
that it would be niggardly in me to
try and get out of it.

“Come along to my hotel, boys,” I
said then. ‘We'll all’ have something
to eat.”

“You're a gentleman,” exclaimed the
taller boy, and putting out his hand, still
with that grave look on his face, he
shook mine heartily.

We had now reached Fifth Avenue,
down which I turned.

**Do you live on this street?” asked
the younger boy, looking up at me with
something like awe in his glance.

*Oh no, indeed,” Iteplied. *Ilivein
a very small room in a very plain
house.”

from an intelligence office.

“1don't want any of that,” I told my-
self. ** I'll try for that post of collector I
marked.”

But now in referring toit again, I dis-
covered that it, too, was also a notice
sent out by the employment bureau. I
knew that I should have to pay a commis-
sion, whether I procured a situation or
not. I went away and walked up town
tothe La Farges' where I arrived justat
four. The housekeeper admitted me,
and as I had anticipated. therefwere no
signs of Clair. I finished my work as
rapidly as possible, and by a'quarter to
five had u:,y trunk on an express wagon.

I walked through Fil‘tr ighth Street
after it, feeling pretty blue. It seemed
as if it did no goodtolook for situations
in the paper, and ten chances to one
even if I did find one that promised
well, I could not secure it owing to my
lack of references.

“I'm making up now for the good times
I used to have in Lynnhurst,” I reflected
drearily. ‘‘Into every life some rain
must fall. It seems to me though that
I am having a perfect deluge.”

* Look out there!”

This exclamation in a shrill boyish
voice burst on my ear, and at the same
instant I felt myself pulled violently
backward. Then a hansom cab dashed
around the corner so close to me that
the hub almost grazed my knee.

I turned to see who had been so
friendly as to pull me out of harm’s way,
for absorbed in my reflections I had not
heard the approach of the vehicle on
the asphalt pavement—and was amazed
to discover nobody but two small boys
near me. The oldest could not have
“éen more than thirteen, while the other
was some four years younger. They
were dressed very .neatly, and gave

¢ Pert ybe it wouldn’t be con-
venient for you to have us eat with you,”
put in the other boy quickly.

*Oh, there's plenty of room at the
table,” I answered. ‘‘And now won't
you tell me where you live 2"

The smaller boy started to answer, but
1 noticed that the other pinched hisarm
as he himself replied: ‘* We don't live
anywhere now. We are knights, you
know.”

A sudden idea struck me.

“Boys,” I exclaimed, turning quickly
around on them, ‘“you have run away
from home. Come, don't deny it, but
tell me where it is, and let me take you
back there. That will be the greatest
service I can do you. You're brothers,
aren't you? You look alike.”

When we had first started out to walk
together, the smaller boy had put his
hand in mine. Now the other one, with-
out looking at me, tried to draw him
away, but he clung tight and I at once
wt my other arm around his shoulder.

e were just passing the cathedral, and
fearful lest a crowd might collect if we
had a scene there on the avenue, I
turned my steps toward the entrance to
the great white church, whispering to
the older boy, who still kept his head
turned away, *‘Come, we will go in
here and talk the matter over.”

They did not resist and the next min-

ute we were in the solemn stillness of

the big building. Idrew the boys into
aremote corner, and the influence of
the place, with the afternoon sun com-
ing in tempered rays through the stained
glass, the sight of the imposing altar
and the impressiveness of the vaulted
roof—all this seemed to combine to melt
those small boys’ hearts as April sun-
shine does a belated snow storm.

In ten minutes the older had told me
their little story how their father, whp

was a prosperous lawyer in Brooklyn,
had gone off and got married two weeks
before and was to bring his new wife
home that morning. How the boys had
felt they wouldn’t like her, and had re-
solved to run off and try to get to_their
own mother's sister, who lived jn Cleve-

nd.

“We only had thirty five cents,” he
went on to explain, **and Tad was so
hot and thirsty in the middle ot the day
that we spent all that for ice cream and
soda water. We haven't a penny now.”

‘ But how did you expect to get clear
to Cleveland without any money?” I

asked.

“Oh, we didn't expect to in the
cars,” was the answer. ‘ Weknew we'd
have to walk, and then we could rake
haﬁr or pull weeds for the farmers and
other peoPle along the road and earn
our meals.”

* Or save people from being run over
by acab horse,” I added with a smile.
‘“But come, you'll let me take you right
home now, won't you? It's nearly half
pnst? five. What time do you have din-
ner?"”

‘‘ Generally at half past six. I don't
know what time the new Mrs. Brinton
will have it.”

Iignored this last, and finding that
they lived on Columbia Heights, not
very far from the ferry, led the way to
the nearest Elevated station and started
off with them.

I had forgotten all about my own
troubles during the last half hour, and
now had no chance to think of them if I
wanted to, the boys keptupsuchalively
chattering.

* You must come all the way with us,”
said Rex. ‘I want you to see papa and
tell him that—that we weren’t doing
anything wicked when you found us.”

promised that Iwould not leave them
till they were safe on the inside of the
home front door, and then thinking to
make them more contented with their
lot, I told them that I had neither father
nor mother, nor even a step |parent.
And when we finally reached the hand-
some house in Brooklyn and a sweet
faced little woman opened the door at
the very first tinkle of the bell, and
Eathered both boys into her arms, I felt

omesick indeed.

This feeling was in fact so strong
within me that I dared not wait, but in
the confusion of the reunion, hurried
away without being noticed. Besides, I
was anxious to get back. Iwasnot sure
that my truuk had been attended to
properly at the hotel, and then there was
a threatening bank of cloudsrisingin the
west. Before I reached the New York
side of the river the threat had been ful-
filled, and adeluge of summer rain broke
over me.

I was drenched through in an instant,
and got wet twice again before I finally
reached the hotel. I changed my clothes
and got my dinner, but my head began
to burn before I had finished and I knew
that I had caught cold.

The next morning I could scarcely
turn on my pillow. My head felt as if
there were weights in it, and there was
a prickly sensation in all my limbs. I
lay there for hours, it seemed to me,
helpless, and then I heard some one tr.

the door; the chambermaid, I supposed,"

wanting to make the bed.

I called out feebly,

“I'm sick. Wait a minute, I'll see if
Ican open the door.”

Painfully I got out and crawled along
the floor.” I had just strength to turn
the key and get back to bed, where I
must have fainted, for the next thing I
knew I was lying there with an Irish
maid regarding me pityingly, while a
grave looking man with gold rimmed
ey?glasses stood by my side feeling my

ulse.

P *Um, prettysick,” I heard him mutter.
“Who is he ? Got any friends?

“*He just come yesterday,” answered
the girl, but at this point I broke in with,

“&Jhat‘s the matter?” Andthe weak-
ness of my own voice startled me,

* The matter is that you're in for a
spell of sickness,” I'm afraid, answered
the man, who was doubtless the physi-
cian connected with the hotel. ‘* Would
you like tosend home for your friends 2"

Home! What a mockery the word
seemed to me now! And friends! What
friends had I exce%t Aunt Louise and
Edna, and I knew they could not afford
to come clear from Cincinnati to nurse

me. ‘ 5
Ishookmy head,and th\e effort seemed
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to unnerve me again. At any rate L
lapsed into a state of semi unconscious-
ness. Iwas dimly sensible of the doctor
and the girl talking together, and them
of somebody else coming into the room.
I heard the word ‘‘ money,” and again [
tried to shakemy head, but it seemed as
if it had been strapped down, and I re-
alized that I was helpless.
(70 be continued.)

FACT IN FICTION.

READERS of *“The Chinese Conspiracy "
will be especially interested in the following
newspaper item sent in a dispatch from San
Francisco to the Associated Press during
the latter part of August:

Advices from Shanghai state that a gang -
of soo armed pirates are creating havoc in
the province of Wenchow. Their progress
through the country has been marked by
the most cruel and cold blooded crimes.
Villages have been burned by them when
hospitality,was refused, and the inhabitants
slaughtered. Their object seems to be to
capture influential people and hold them for
ransom. hey have already seized the
%;nndson of a wealthy old man living near

‘enchow, and they have sent repeated de~
mands for a lnr‘ge amount of money to the

f "f dfs y ied on each
occasion by a piece of the unfortunate boy’s.
flesh. Recently the gang has been travel-
ing southward. The consul at Wenchow
took such measures as were in his power
for the protection of the residents.

WEALTH NOW WASTED.

ECONOMY 1s wealth, and many of the most.
valuable of modern inventions are those by
which some product formerly wasted has
been put to profitable use. Fortunes have
been made from the waste products of
petroleum refineries ; cotton seeds, once re-
garded by the pickers as nothing but a
nuisance, have been turned into a mine of
utility and wealth; and now a Pittsburg-
Jjournal comes forward with the suggestion
that the elderberry, now considered as a.
noxious weed, might with a little cultiva.
tion be made to produce a palatable crop of
fruit.

The elderberr¥ crop in the
States is always lai
blighted bar rost. ‘The ordinary specie

mbucus Canadensis, is generally regarde
by the farmers as a pest, and "editors of
agricultural papers consider it a periodical
duty to inform farmers regarding the best
time to cut the shrubso as to prevent its.
spread, but last year, when fruit was an.
utter failure in many districts, thousands.
of families learned that the contemned
elderberry was not to be despised as a fo
product, and it was learned that when
properly cooked it is an excellent substi-
tute for apples, pears, peaches, cherries,

Northern
rge, for the tree is never
t.

etc.

Despite the ignominy with which it _is.
treated, the elderberry continues to offer
its gservices in a way that would seem to.
make its proper appellation the ‘“hum-
bleberry.” When mixed with some other
fruits, it loses the rank taste that makes it
objectionable to some palates, and is said
to be very healthy food. Connoisseurs say
the wine made from it has not only medi-
cinal properties, but, if skillfully made, is.
very palatable. .

As it grows spontaneously in Pennsyle
vania in sufficient quantity to supply the
present wants of the world, some one might
make a ten strike by putting it on the
market in ‘a shape that would command
patronage.

The suggestion that the elderberry might
be made a profitable article of commerce is.
not far fetched. Some of our most luscious.
fruits, the loss of which would be keenly
felt in almost every household, were scarce
fit for human food “centuries ago, and culti~
vation has made them what they are.
‘Wheat was once a rather indifferent sort of
grass, while apricots, plums, peaches and
cherries in their uncultivated state are of
little value and would scarce be known
alongside the cultivated varieties.

There is evidence that the sense known
as taste is hereditary. Fifty vears ago
many people in this section disliked the
flavor of a tomato as much as the majority
now do that of the elderberry, ially in
the raw state, while now there is rce a
child that will not eat raw tomatucs from
the start with avidity, and as an article of
commerc: they fill more space than any
other single vegetable commodity, aside
from wheat. L

The taste for parsnips is generally an ac-
quired or inherited one, and vet they have
become an important article of diet. And
yet the vegetable seems to have been but
partially domesticated, for if allowed to

TOW 5P n an
garden, it in two_or three seasons becomes
as poisonous as in its originally wild state,
s no longer fit for any known use ex-
cept muskrat bait.

f some one will cultivate the elderberry
until its flavor rivals that of the strawberry
he will have conferred upon humanity a
much greater boon than the fellow who-
makes the additional blate of grass grow.
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A HOLIDAY.
A breezy down, wide stretch of glittering

An _azure sky with fleecy cloudlets
flecked,
A llrenmletl glancing bright through

assy lea,
Anfrtnngled hedgerow with wild roses
decked.

“Tall daffodils are bending low and coy,
Wooleld ;'))l'l:he breeze that wanders down
the hill ;
Anon they toss their golden heads for joy,
Dancing with glee beside the rippling rill.

“The A@y}r}xus swallows wheel their mazy
ight

ght,
And song-birds shower rich music from
the trees} .
“The air is loud with sounds of all delight,
'Mid murmurings of innumerable bees.

Come forth, O weary child of toil, come

ort!
Come! let thy heart sit gayly on its
throne;
For one glad day be lord of sea and earth ;
Look on thy birthright, claim with joy
thine own! .
—Pittsburg Bulletin. S. D.

[This Story began in Number 451.]

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

CHAPTER XXVI.
THE ANT HILL IN THE RAVINE.

HE ravine which had been spoken
of was now reached, the blasted
pine tree at the entrance affordin,

. sure indication of its position, and,
followed by Joe and Lopes, the boys
rodc slowly into it, leaving their escort
on guord at the mouth with instructions
to let no one pass.

They had not proceeded far when a
strangc sound struck upon their ears.

* was 2 continued moan, but it seemed
in som: way stifled and suppressed, and
‘was piteous in the extreme to hear.

A few yards farther brought them in
sight of a spectacle which caused the
wgole feur to recoil with a simultaneous

<ry.

?n parts of Mexico is found a very
largc species of ant, from an inch to an
inch and a half in length, with a pair of
mandibles with” which a bite can be
given which causes great pain. These
ants attack any beast that may cross
their path when they move, as the;
sometimes do, from place to place, an;
large snakes as well as small guadrupeds
are frequently attacked and devoured
by them. They throw up for their habi-
tation large ant hills some four and five
feet in height, and are very jealous of
any molestation of their premises.

gnc of the largest of these hills had
been broken down, and amidst its ruins
lay a figure which moaned and writhed
in the extremity of the cruel torture ‘o
which it had been subjected. Sharp
stakes had been driven through the
palms of the hands deep into the earth,
as well as through the ankles, holding
the bnd;‘1 in a cruciform position upon
the ant hill.

The nnha?py man’s body was covered
with a crawling, seething mass of angs,
and the sufferer lay helpl bsolutel

sense that I can, my gratitude for your
‘Tind
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‘Lopes remained behind.

They had hardly reached their escort
when the heavy report of the Spariard’s

un was heard, and in a few seconds the

igrero rejoined them.

Bob looked at him inquiringly.

‘* His earthly troubles are over,” said
the Spaniard.

In silence the brothers rode to the
camp and rejoined their sister.

CHAPTER XXVIL
A LAST FAREWELL.

T an early hour the next morning
the camp was struck, and the
children of the Sun escorted the

White Prince and his brother to the
gates of Puebla.

Great was the astonishment of the
Corregidor, the Alguazils, and all the
civil authorities of the city at theadvent
of so strange a cavalcade, and greater
by far was the astonishment of Don
Rafael Mosefa, the Hebro-Spanish
banker, at being asked to take charge of
all the treasure.

All night long his clerks were kept
at work, estimatng its value, weighing
it, and putting it to every test that
human ingenuity could suggest; and
large was the profit he made when he
handed over bills fer the value of the
treasure to the brothers, drawn upon
well known banking houses in Boston,

The white headed chief had signified
to Arthur that the children of the Sun
would not halt within the walls of the
pale faces, but would form their camp
some two miles from the gates of the
city, where, at the rising of the moon,
they would be glad to take a farewell of
their Prince.

With a glad heart Arthur promised
that he would be there, for, as a fact,
though he was grateful for the honerable
spirit that had led the savages to con-
form to the orders of their ancient
Cacique, and to hand over the treasure
to his heir designated, yet he was weary
of their fulsome adoration and of. the
foolish respect which they paid to him
upon all occasions.

It was then with a light heart that,
after bidding his brotherand sister good
evening, and accompanied only by
Indinnﬁoe. who insisted upon being one
of the farewell party, he mounted his
horse and rode off through the city
gates in the direction of the rising

moon.

A brisk trot of half an hour brought
Arthur and Indian Joe to the camp.

The Indiaps had picketed their steeds
in a semicircle, and each man had im-
mediately in front of his horse lit the
fire over which he had roasted the maize
cakes, which compos¢d his simple
nourishment.

The old chief was waiting as Arthur
and his companion rode into the circle.

‘“The Prince honors his servants h.y
his attendance; the Sacred Warrior™
gfor so the Indians had been accustomed
o designate Indian Joe) ‘‘is also wel-
come.”

“Well, chief,” said Arthur, “I have
come to take a most grateful farewell
of you all, and to express, in the deepest

and hono-able feeling in

being devoured piecemeal.

From the low moans that were audi-
ble, and from the convulsive movement
of thc hands, it was evident that life
still lingered in the tortured frame, but

had almost lost all semblance of
humanity.

It 18 Cifuentes,” whispered Bob.
“\Ve cannot leave him to this awful
death.”

1 ess, young master, you can't
help the poor crittur,” replied Joe.
“t He's past our help, and if you take my
advice you'll clear out of this at once.
Ants are skeary things, and theyll be
on to us next.”

And indeed several sharp bites
warned the party that the malicious
insects had become aware of their pre-
sence.

“ But we cannot leave him like this,”
said Arthur. * 1t is too horrible.”

Joo lcan>d over to Bob, and whispered

in his ear.

“Yes, * sy that bv;ould b; ths
best, ac w cannot possil save him,
said b lrught{i‘ully. “\7et 1 should

hesitate t. I i. "Come, Arthur, we
cau do nothi*~ harc 3 and followed by
his brother Jo herode out of the

ravine.

handing over to me the treasure of
which the Cacique made me the heir.”

“Hush, hush! Prince,” answered the
old Indian, ‘‘these are not words that
should come from your mouth; we
could but obey the words of the Cacique
and the prophets; but come, certain
ceremonies have to be gone through,
and then the children of the City of the
Sun and the White Prince will part for-
ever.” -

As he spoke he led the way to the
center of the semicircle, where a rude
altar had been erected, upon which a
small fire burned. A sound was then
heard like that of a bugle, and every
warrior started to his feet and stood to
his arms.

In another instant a wild figure with
its righ arm swathed in bandages rose
from behind the altar; an attendant
stood upon his left hand, bearing in
his arms a young kid with its feet tied
together. .

“ Why, it is Otan Hari, the priest,”
exclaimed Arthur in surprise, as he re-
cognized the new comer. .

** Going to knife Master Bob ?"” queried

oe.
* Hush!" said Arthur, ‘“he is goinﬁ to
speak; let us listen to what he says.

He told them that their watch was
over and their duty fulfilled; that now
they gould return to their families and
abandon the land of the pale faces: that
the treasure was now lost to the children
of the City of the Sun, and in proof
thereof he would extinguish the fire and
bid them all speed on their way.

As he spoke he plunged, with his left
hand, the knife into the breast of the
kid, and with the gushing blood
quenched the fire upon the altar.

Hardly had he done so than every
Indian vaulted to hissaddle, and, headed
by the old chief, rode past Arthur, and,
lowering their spear points in token of
salutation, passed away into the shades
of night, and, silent as’specters, disap-
peared from view.

In ten minutes Arthur and Joe were
alone. :

*

* * * * *

But little more remains to be told.
Arthur and Bob returned with their
sister to their native New England
town, where they repurchased their old
homestead and proceeded to make a
mansion of it which was the wonder of
all the country side.

There is a tall old man, with a grizzly
scar upon his head, who spends his days
about the house, with no particular
defined duties, but who is treated wiLK
the greatest respect and affection by
the whole family. He is already
wonderfully conversant with the habits
of every furred and feathered creature
in the vicinity, and is an authority in
the village, where he astonishes "the
minister and the schoolmaster with
some of the wild events that have oc-
curred in the life of Indland]oc.

Lopes, the Tigrero, could not be pre-
vailed upon to accompany the brothers
to the States. Munificent{y rewarded for
his services, he has, with the mules
which carried’ the treasure to Puebla,
started a transport agency, which bids
fair speedily to make "him a very
wealthy man.

And now, having led our heroes
through storm and tempest, let us
leave them to enjoy the pleasant sun-
shine of life, feeling sure that in their
hands a thoroughly good use will be
made of the TREASURES OF THE CACIQUE.

THE END.

A FORCED ACCEPTANCE.
I18TOOD beside her in the surf,
Beneath the moonlit skies;
She met my eager questioning
With timid, downcast cyes.
“Say, darling, shall this hand be mine—
My own for aye and aye?”
‘Were those salt teardrops in her eyes,
Or but the Fallry spray?
‘Then suddenly she turnéd on me
An nnﬁulshed look of woe,
And wildly shrieked, *“ Oh, take my hand,
A crab has got my toe!”’
—Louisville Courier Fournal.

WHAT 18 BENEATH THE SURFACE?

“As solid as the earth,” is an expression
which one frequently hears used. But how
solid is the earth? All of us know now that
the planet on which we live is a sphere
whirling through space, but concerning the
material out of which this sphere is com-
posed not so much is known. Says the
Boston Advertiser:

A question of considerable importance to
scientists, and one about which there has
long been a great difference of opinion, is
that which relates to the composition and
temperature of the earth’scrust. This sub-
ject has recently attracted the attention of
{xvlh British and American scientists, but
the conclusions which have been drawn
from the investigations into this subject
have been almost as diverse and many as
the scientists who have conducted the in-
quiries. However much may be known
about the earth’s crust today, it is certain
that much more remains to be discovered
before any reliable data can be secured
which may settle the question under dis-

ute.
plt has been deemed probable by many
commentators on_the guestion that much
might be learned from deep boring with a
diamond or other drill :apable of yielding a
solid core for examination, but it Should be
remembered that the deepest boring which
has been made up to the present time was
undertaken at Schladabach, near Leipsic,
and that the drill sank little further than
5,740 feet from the surface, while geologists
claim to be able to find on the earth's sur-
face today strata which must have lain at
one time 20,000 feet below. The borinFs
near Leipsic, so far from settling the dis-
puted question in regard tothe composition
and temperature of the earth’s crust, seem
rather to have set afloat a multitude of new
guesses W have & y merely the

merit of novelty to commend them to sen
ious consideration.

Yet it seems that the time should be near
at hand when modern science should be able
to settle something definite in regard to the
characteristics of the earth's crust. Is the
interior of the earth a pent-up reservoir of
super-heated gases or a whirling sea of mol-
ten metals? Or is it, as at least one eminent
English scientist asserts, an almost impene-
trable solid? How thick is the world’s
crust? Is it twenty miles, eighty or eight
thousand? How hot is it at any great dis-
tance below the surface of the earth? Is it
merely too great to allow the existence of
any forms of animal life, or is the heat, as
some assert, as intense as that of the sun it-
self? These and many more questions will
remain for the next generation to solve and
explain as it can. The task will be at least
an interesting and presumably not an easy

one for future scientists.

C. W. H., Brooklyn, N. Y.
on the cents of 1831 and 18s2.

C. P., Washington, D. C. See advertising
pages for prices of bound volumes of THE
ARGOSY.

No premium

F. M. S., Norwood, N. J. Vol. XII. will
be bound separately, and'we hope to have
it ready shortly.

A READER, Red Wing, Minn. We will
sellﬁyou our prize photograph camera and
outfit for ene dollar, post paid.

. M. E,, Mauch Chunk, Pa. We can sup-
fl you with the numbers of Vols. VIII and
X you want on rcceipt of the price, ten'
cents each.

S. E. M., Washington, D. C. We will mail
you the first four numbers of Vol. VII on
receipt of the price, forty cents, which may
be sent in postage stamps.

C. A. L., Chicago, Ill. “ Hettie's Captive *
is very creditable work for a first effort, but
stories to gain admittance to the columns
of THE ARGOSY must be more than credit-
able—they must be of the very best.

F. J. A, New York City. 1. The ave;
depth of the lower part of the East River ;a
4 feet ; of the North River, 34 feet. 2. The
urfest of our completed war vessels is the
Chicago, registered at 4,500 tons.

A. A. S., Chicago, Ill. 1. The index for
Vol. XII is now ready and will be mailed to
;oﬂ on receipt of a two cent stamp. 2.

'once de Leon's reputation was tarnished
by the severity wit]
island of Porto Rico.

" G. H. T., Hamilton, Ont. Your George
1I coin is evidently some commemoration
taken. For value of this as also of the Ja-
maica half penny, you must consult a
dealer, as we cannot undertake to give
ratings of foreign coins.

‘{. M. Jr., Brooklyn, N. Y. 1. Edward S.
Ellis is now writing a serial for THE AR-
GOSY. Yes, his ‘“‘Arthur Helmuth” and
“Check 2134 are to be issued in book form.
2. It is possible that we shall print another
serial by the writer named.

J.B, R. A. H, W. C. P. and G. W.R.,
New York Ci?’. Your communication has
been received. We appreciate the sug-
gestions you make and shall give them
careful i i As our
is so large and tastes are so varied, we are
obliged to exercise keen discrimination in
our desite to pleasc all.

C.T., Brooklyn, N. Y. 1. Certainly, if
you call for the camera we deliver it to you
without exacting any charge for postage.
2. No time has becn set for the publication
of “The Young Horseman.” 3. You can
take the wrinkles out of the pha‘per by pass-
ing a hot irom over them. 4. Mr. Alger Las
written upwards of a hundred storics. s.
We will bind Vol. XII for you for $r.s0.

B. R., Chester, Neb. 1. The Bloody

sizes was the name given to decrees of
cffreys, Chief Justice of the King's
Bench in England, who, in 1685, caused
three hundred persons to be whipped after
giving them but farcical trials, and had
nearly a thousand others sent as slaves to
America. 2. The population of the State
of Nebraska, according to the census of
1890, is 1,058,910,

J. M. and C. L., Cincinnati, O. “Mattoon,”
in"** Prad Mattoon,” is pronounced exactly
as it is spelled, the o's being sounded the
same as 1A moon. 2. None of the half dol-
lars you mention are rare. See article on
coins in No. 457. 3. The price of Vol. VilI
bound, is $2. 4. Queen Victoria hasreign
fifty four years. illiam ] became King of
Prussia in 1861, Emperor of Germany in
cember, 1870, and died in March, 1888.

which he governed the

MILITARY MATTERS.

All boys of s feet and over wishing to join
Co. A. 3rd itegiment‘ National Cadets,
call on, or address

Capt. Pierce J. Hayden,
666 Broadway, New York,
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My confidence, was all run down and unable
to work—in an extreme condition of debility
when told that Hood’s Sarsaparilla was just
what 1 needed. As
A Drowning Man

graspsata straw I decided to try this medicine,
and to my great surprise from the first day I
began to improve. By the time I had finished
my second bottle I had regained my health
and strength, and from that day I can say I
have been perfectly well. I have recommended
Hood’s Sarsaparilla to my friends, who I know
have been benefited by it.

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

Is indeed peculiar to itself in that it not only

helps, but it cures.” H. C. PIDCOCK, 49 Delevan

Street, Lambertville, N. J.
Secret of the Hartz.

Isthe Joy of Birds.
Makes CanariesSing

Restores Cage Birds
to health and song.

TheCanariesDelight
and all other Birds, Restores the feathers
Sold by Druggists. Mailed for 15 cents,
Biep Foop CoMPANY, No. 400 N. 8rd St., Philadelphia, Pa.

‘RelishedbyMocking

)} e
) Cutthisad. outand send to us
willsend the WATCH, CHAL

finished,regula-
& warranted an (@3
‘socuratatime keeper. A GuaR-
aTEni8 sent with each ¥
W. HILL & CO.,
Jowpens, 111 Madison-st. Chicago. v

@OLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878,

W. Baker & Co.s

Breakfast
Gocoa

from which the excess of
| oil has been removed, is
Y Absolutely Pure
and it is Soluble.

No Chemicals

are used in its preparation. It has
more than three times the strength of
Cocoa mixed with Starch, Arrowroot
or Sugar, and is therefore far more
economical, costing less than one cent
a cup. It is delicious, nourishing,
strengthening, EASILY DIGESTED,
and admirably adapted for invalids
as well as for persons in health,

Sold by Grocers everywhere.

W. BAKER & (0., Dorchester, Mass.

Makes HomeHappy. |
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|

A FRUITLESS REQUEST.

Mgrs Prim—** I am getting up, in the—er—interest of decorum, a subscription tosend
light flannel shirts—' outing' shirts, you know, to the tropical savages.”
SKIFF (in low rolling thunder tones)—‘* Madam, don't you know that I'm interested

TARCH factory?”

Beware of Imitations,
NOTIC
| AUTOGRAPH
OF

THE HIRED G
1 SUPPOSE you have an easy time of it now
that you have got a servant girl. What time

IRL.

do you get up in the
‘At seven o'clock. 5
| “Andat )nrhat time does your girl get up?”’
.15,
a "Gr;cigus! ‘Why do you get up before she
oes?””
| 9% To call her.”—New York Press.

morning?”’

TIRED all round—the wagon wheel.—Balti-
more American.

HIS APPETITE UNIMPAIRED.

BoY (with basket)—* Please, mum,
some dinner for my Ty slci( father.”
KIND LADY—*Look here, I've been giving
you dinner for your sick father for two weeks,
and I saw him yesterday in the street, and he
is no more sick than I am.”
oy —** , mum, he isn’t sick any more,
but he eats just the same as ever.”—Zexas

Stftings.

‘A WHOLE SETTLEMENT.
GEORGE—‘* What will your father settle on
the man who marries you?”
MiLLY—‘‘ All the rest of the family, proba-
bly, George.”'—Brooklyn Life.

—THE—

ARGOSY BINDER

is finely made of maroon
cloth, stamped with gilt letter-
ing. It works perfectly, is
very durable and makes a
very handsome book of the
successive issues of the paper.
Every reader should have one.
Full directions for use accom-
pany each binder. The price
is 60 cents, and 12 cents must
be added for postage if order-
ed by mail. Address

FRANK A. MUNSEY,

155 EAST 23d STREET, N. Y

IN THE LINE OF DUTY.
YTHE—T hear that Simpkins has just got
sion. Henever saw any service, did he ?”
MPKINS—*‘ No: i
ing his neighbors
York Sun.

SM
ape

but he lost his voice urg-
to go to the front.”—New

A MATTER OF PRECEDENCE.
“BREATHING into the nostrils-of a horse
when he holds his breath,” says an exchange,

“has a wonderful effect in alla his fears
and calming his temper when d.” It is
not known with what intent this statement was
published, but if anybody is foolish enough to

experiment in the manner indicated, he would
do well to ponder over the story of the man
who had a sick mule and who consulted a so
called veterinary surgeon as to the best means
of curing the arimal. The owner of the mule
did not exactly know what ailed the beast, and
it is to be presumed that the veterinary was
equally in the dark, because his prescription
consisted of a %owder which was to be put 1nto
a tin tube and blown up the mule’s nostrils. A
couple of days after leaving these directions
the veterinary met the mule owner. That per-
son had a somewhat disfigured face, and in
genernl appeared to be rather unhappy.
“How is the mule?” asked the veterinary.
“He's all right.”” **Did you follow my direc-
tions about giving theé powder?” "“Yes.”
¢ Did you put the powder in a tube and blow
it up the mule's nose?” * Well, not exactly,”
said the man. ‘I put the powder in the tube
all right, and got all ready to blow, but there
was a little hitch.” ‘‘What was the trouble?”
“Well,” said the man, with a sort of a smile,
‘““the mule blew first."—New York Mail and
gx;rtss.

Should Have It in The House.
Dropped on Sugar, Children Love
totake JOHNSON'S ANODYNE LINIMENT for Croup,Colds,
Sore Throat, Tonsilitis, Colic, Cramps and Pains. Re-
lieves all Summer Complaints, Cuwr:lnd Bruises like

magle. Sold everywhere, ce 85c. mail; 6 bottles
Express paid, $2. LS. JOHNSON & Bo! B

PACK X0
IMouT
FREE.

$0
OPIUM
S000 A1

OMPLETE CAM

‘or 81, postage paid.

May I C Tome cards anc d_outfit 2cts,
Star Co, 1436 Wrightwood Ave., Chicago, IlL

ORGAN Chart teaches a tune in 10 minutes. Agts
watd. acstemp. Music Novelty Co , Detroit, Mich

A hendsome catalogue of watches, chaing
and riogs if you cut this out aod send to
W. SIMPSON, 37 College Place, New York.

A DAY SURE. ®2, 15 Samples Free. Horse

Owners buy 1 _to 6. Twenty other specialties.

REIN HOLDER €O,y Holly, Mich
Morphine Habit Cured In K

to 'R; days. No pay till cur_c'g

Dr. J. Stephens, Lebanon, Ohio.
LEMAN

%SENALEMAN, TO DO

Address A., Pus. Co., Lima, O.

ERAS, “PUCK.
Any one can make pie-
Se, fer sample

tures. Send stamp for circular,
Photograph.
G. GENNERT, 54 E. 10th St., New York.

TELECRAPHY.

Learner’s manual of complete instruction, with de-
scription of instruments. How to put up Telegraph
Lines, Electric Bells, Batteries, etc. By mail FREE,
J. H. BUNNELL & CO., 76 Cortlandt S Y.
A FNESS & HEAD NOISES ENTIRELY CURED
by Peek’s Invixible TUBULAR EAR
CUSHIONS. Whispers heard. Com-
fortable, Self- adjusting. = Succesaful
where all remedies FAIL. Illustrated book and_proofs
FREE. Address F. HISCOX, 858 Broadway, New York.
! EVERY PERSON WHO ANSWERS
'{“l.lf! ADV'T CAN OBTAAanﬁanNG FREE\

m of beauty. Qup
Gold (:'l"llul".

a /Y
(LA W/
ly rell:
[
Satisfaction snteed,

for 85¢, Address.
d&f’%, lful.?:lll:::el-’l:'ne. New York

» ABOVE THE SNOW LINE.

GUEST (af Chicago Hotel)—'' 1 wish you would
have one of the boys to take my overcoat up
to my room and show me the way."”

CLERK—" I would advise you to put it on,
sir, if you are going to your room. It’s on the
top floor, and you'll need it before you get up
there.”’—Clothier and Furnisher.

«s; Bound Volumes of THE ARGOSY -

HE bound volumes of Tut Arcosy are matchless treasure

houses of good things for young people.

Each of them

contains, besides serial stories whichinbook form would sell for

several times the price of the v

olume, a wealth of short stories,

articles on various practical subjects, biographical sketches,

and miscellany, all finely illust
Volumes L, II., IIL, V., and

rated by the best artists.
VI. are now almost out of print.

A very few copies are still on sale at $10 apiece.

Volume V. costs $3. Itis a large, handsome book of{832 pages,
containing serial stories by Alger, Optic, Converse, Ellis, Mun=
sey, Putnam, White, Ker, and others.

Volumes VII., VIIL, IX., and X. cost 82 apiece, and contain

from 710 to 864 pages
Alger, Optic, Converse,

with serial stories
Ellis, White,

y Otis, Graydon,
Moffat and others.

Volume XI. contains serials by Alger, Graydon, White, Foster,
and others, with the usual variety of short matter and illustra~

tions. It costs $1.50.

These bound volumes can be ordered throui:h any bookseller, or will be for-

warded on receipt of the price by the publisher—.

purchaser.

xpress charges to be paid by the

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 155 East 23d Street, New York.

<€Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla. ;
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of Great Britain,

5;_5_ abled to guarantee its invariable purity.
<
£

YEARS—during which time—

b2
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o

EX

From Dr. BEDWOOD, Ph.D., F.C.S., F.1.C., Professor of
Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmaceutical Society

EING authorised by Messrs. PEARS to purchase at any

and all times and of any dealers samples of their
Soap (thus ensuring such samples being of exactly the
£ same quality as is supplied to the general public) and to
submit same to the strictest chemical analysis, I am en-

My analytical and practical experience of PEARS' Soap
now extends over a lengthened period—NEARLY FIFTY

I have never come across another Tollet
Soap which so closely realises
my ideal of perfection.
ts purity is such that it may be used with perfect confi-
ence upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin—

EVEN THAT OF A NEW BORN HABE.”
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regulate the liver,
cleanse the stomach,
and greatly assist
digestion.

Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co

Lowell, Mass.

COOD NEW
To LADIES :

{| T oo
to geu orders (or our celebray
Teas, Coffees and Bakly
secure a beauu(
r Moss Rose C

E a Set, Dinner Set, Gold Bat
T Rose Toilet Set, Wnch Brass Lamp, ul. T,
‘B @bster’ lDIc(lonl? For -mculau ad.

THE HARTFORD CYCLE C0., ARTFORD, GONN. 3} ¥t e S
PO, Box 259,

=g gt D1 g gt v,‘,mnﬂu,mluh-,m‘.|If.,m,ﬂ|l\“m”m,m,u.,""myr,u"ﬁ uud xx Vesey St., New Yar

gqlwuwnn,lumm,.umnmnlﬂu\.‘.umu.“mmm,.lumu\I.xuu,l.nu\.Wnn.Nnwm,‘mwm‘1,\mwm,‘.uwmlmuuu‘l.uuuummmnl.l% (AR xu““ln.uﬂ"“ux.|l“"In.|ll""I|.n“""u,u’uUIMMII"M’"M*“‘“Iunﬂ'“ﬂu.u'”"u.wl”m c o N ST l P AT ION
< HONEST SOAP. 5 o4 and other

i_ The Testimony of Half-a-Century. ,fi e amor afety bowel complaints

< 2 cured and prevented
% p) by the prompt

4 £, use of

(4 Oa Ayer's Cathartic Pills
(4 Indisputable Evidence of Superlorlty. Th

K l

{:
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$100.
$108.

"Price, & - e N -
With Cushion Tires, -

THE
BALL BEARINGS, INTERCHANGEABLE PARTS, GUARANTEED. GREATAMERICAN

CATALOGUES FREE.

Company

The Wonderful Grazy Ball

18 the latestsensation. It affords emlleu nmuﬂement
for men. womea, children, babies, dogs and cats.
marvelous product of Yankee Tnvention ghtly S acned
erazy. Its nnllrs unuol be described. Post paid 25cts
silver or 2cts sta
Ameﬂcnn Introduction Co.
28 school St.. Boston, Mlln.

$400 IN GOLD

IF YOU TELL THIS REBUS.

T Notlonel Gamen play
ITI We will give .suo (uh |o| t person
a correct solutlon to the above Rebus.
To lhs‘;d, #1253 to the 8d, #75 ‘ to the 4th, a|
t-class Bafety Bleycle, or if a lady an elegant|
0 each of the next 10, a|

N rRE oLD coMPANTON,
ew

w York, P. 0. Box 2049.

s 'ou it we l-;‘-rénoe ‘;hﬂw'lm
prove that we give every|
nlsrul -nd ‘lve them honestly.

DONALD KENNEDY
0f Roxbury, Mass,, says

Kennedy’s Medical Discovery
cures Horrid Old Sores, Deep
Seated Ulcers of 4) years
standing, Inward Tumors, and
every disease of the skin, ex-
cept,.-Thunder Humor, and
Cancer that has taken root.
Price $1.50. Sold by every
Druggist in the U. S. and
Canada.

PACENTS S WANTED®

s BICYCLE

Establishment in the Werd
STYLES, wm
SoLip, CusHioNa
PNEUMATIC TIRES. Highe

Finish, Best Materials aud Workmanship. Priees wnparatielel
Diamond Frame for Gents. Drop Frame for Ladies or Geat

Catalogue free. For Agents Terms, &e., sénd 10 ots. in stamp
LUBURG 1F6, CO. 321,823 4 395 N. 8th St. il

either sex, youn,
own localitiea,wherever the,

can be earned at our NEW line. nrvorll
mapidly and honombly, by those o
| one can do the

2 work,

— BIGY[}LES

¥ Targest Ling 1n the World

Send for Catalogue.

THEI WILKINS(]H (0., 1269-1271 STATE ST., CHICAGO.

For Readers of The Argosy— A Great Oﬂer'

HANDSOME PRIZE BOOKS—

AUl those who are fond of reading, and would like to add some neat and handsome volumes to their library, ha
a rare chance lo secure some xlamlarz/ ‘1uor.é.r by taking advantage of the offer which we explain below.

THIS IS THE LIST OF FREE BOOKS:

We furnish everything. We start yor You can devote

your spare moments, or all your Jme to the" work This is an
gutlrely new lead.and brings wonderful success o cvery worker.

Boginnors ate earning from 835 o 850 peraroek and upwards,

‘o can furnish you the em-

rloymrn( and teach you FREE. No space to explain hers. Full
nformation FREE. TR UE & CO., AUGUSTA, NAIN

o

e

“THE YOUNG ACROBAT,”® by that universal favorite,
Horatio Alger, Jr., is a thrilling story of the circus. One of the very
best works by this famous author.

“PERILS OF THE JUNGLE,” by Lieut. R. H. Jayne. A
spirited narrative of wild adventure.

CTHE SMUGGLERS' CAVE; or, Who Shall be the

Helir?' by Annie Ashmore, is a tale of strange experiences which
rivet the reader’s attention from the first page to the last.

CSIN THE WILDS OF NEW MEXICO,” by G. M. Fenn. A
story of exciting adventure in the early days nf the fur Southwest.

CSTHE MYSTERY OF A DIAMOND,” by Frank H. Con-
verse. A charming tale of mingled domestic hle and adventure.

“NATURE’'S YOUNG NOBLEMAN,” ]? Brooks McCormick,
)cl]s in thrilling fashion of the struggles and triumphs of an ill used
hoy.

“PIRATE ISLAND,” by Harry Collingwood.
fascinating sca stories ever written.

One of the most,

“TOYI TRACY; or, The Trials of a New York New
0Y,’’ by -Arthur Lee Putnam, gives a series of graphic pictures
th(. bright and dark sides of New York life.

¢“IN SOUTHERN SEAS,” by Frank H. Converse. An encha!
ing story of sea and shore.

“GILBERT THE TRAPPER,” by Capt. C. B. Ashley.
Western story of more than ordinary power and interest.

C“THE GOLDEN MAGNET,"” by G. M. Fenn. A tale of {
away lands and stirring adventure.

CTHAT TREASURE,” by Frank H. Converse. One of t
most enjoyable stories this ramrne author ever penned.

CCIERIC DANE,” by Matthew White, Jr. A tale of mistak
identity that holds the reader’s interest enchained to the very end.

“QUR YOUNG SOLDIERS,” by Lieut. W. R. Hamilto
U. 8. A. A collection of very useful and entertmning articles |
military companies, West Point life, etc.

HOW TO CGET THE BOOKS FREE.

We are very anxious to get THE ARGOSY into the hands of new readers, to let every one see its rich store of litera

and pictorial wealth.
how far ahead it stands of all other papers of its class.
either from you or from a newsdealer.

And for every copy of THE ARGOSY
you for your trouble any one of the above premium books that you may select.
of you sell ten copies you will get len books.

copy you will get one book ;

There are probably some among your friends who have never taken THE ARGOSY, and do not kn¢
Show them your ARGOSY and get them to purchase a copy of

that you will sell to a new reader we will gr
If you sell o
You must send Ture

Two CENT STAMPS fo pay postage and packing on EacH Book, or no premium can be sent.

The extra papers for your friends can be obtained from your newsdealer if he happens to have any copies on han
If he has not, he can order them for you, or you can get them direct from the publisher by sending, besides the postag

for the books, five cents for each paper—stamps will be taken as payment.

not now readers of the THE ARGOSY.

These copies must be sold to those who a

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 155 East 23d Street, New York

Children Cry for Pitcher's Castorla.
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