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FEODOR,

THE YOUNG MILLER OF THE CAUCASUS.
By Russell Stockton.

HE people of the hamlet asked what was to
become of Feodor and Catharine when their
father, the miller, died. But when Nicho-

las Chmlelnicki, who secretly thought to step in
and take possession of the little mill himself, now
that there was no miller, struggled up the ravine
the day after the father had been laid to rest, he
found the sixteen year old
Feodor awaiting him at the
doorway, covered with the
white dust of the grain, the
wheel, as of yore, creaked pain-
fully, and the millstones la-
boriously ground the corn from
the sacks that had been wait-
ing since old Ivan had been
stricken with his sudden and
short last illness; the clatter of
pewter, also, betokened that
the tiny housewife was busily
at work with her accostomed
duties, and everything seemed
to be going on soregularly and
with such order that it was with
a doubtful falter and a crest-
fallen look that Nicholas ex-
tended his half hearted and by
no means disinterested invita-
tion to these mere children
to come and abide in the rude
house of himself and wife with
their already numerous family.

“Poor as we are, it is our
duty to offer shelter to the
weak and homeless ; though it
wauld be hard for me to leave
my flock and my fields to look
after the mill.”

“ But we are strong, good
Nicholas,” cried little Cather-
ine, ‘* and we are not homeless,
for this house, though not so
large, is quite as good as your
own; " and she said this with
an air of dignity and pride al-
most laughable, coming from
one s0 young.

* And while I thank you for
your consideration in offering
to take charge of the mill," said
Feodor with politeness, but
also a look that showed Nicho-
las he had not pulled any wool
over those sharp eyes, “ 1 will
wait before accepting to see
how I manage myself.” Then he proceeded to
measure out the other's corn, putting the usnal tithe
aside for himself as miller. And Nicholas did not
scruple to partake of the homely meal of these
*“weak and homeless ” ones to whom he had offered
a corner of his hovel in exchange for the mill that
had caused the owner to be regarded wealthy, as
wealth ran in that impoverished hamiet,

When the inhabitants of the dozen cabins on the
stream below heard of Feodor's decision tc take his
father’s place as miller, they opened their eyes in
astonishment and wagged their unkempt heads in
doleful prophecy; for Feodor, who had always been
silent and moody, and not given to the prevailing
habit of speaking many words about nothing, was
considered to be more or less of a booby perhaps;
but then there was an old head or two that dis-
covered in him thoughtfulness rather than

shallowness, and did not altogether doubt the

capability of the young miller to man-
age his own affairs; and, as to the
fourteen year old, blue eyed Catha-
rine, they remembered that she had
kept house for the family of three—
then why not for a family of two? It
was not long before the talk quieted
down and matters went on as they al-

ways had in that lost spot, where these poor and
rude people, illiterate and slow minded, cultivated
with primitive implements their little strips of farm
land along the clearings on the bank of the stream,
and fed their scant flocks of sheep and goats on the
wild hillsides.

It was a rugged Caucasus landscape, this; the
prospect was that of dense, forest covered moun-
tains, with bare, fock ribbed summits, covered nine
months in the year with deep snows; even at the
end of the summer the traveler could find in erev-
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ices of the rocks. drifts that the sun had
not finally conquered. The people
never left their lonely birthplace, buried
asit was between the two mountains,
except that very rarely, one or two
would journey to Kutais, many miles
distant, to supply some humble wants,
and then the journey would have to be
made in winter in order that their sacks
of wool or goats' hair for barter could be
transported; for their only conveyance
was a rude hand sled manufactured for
the occasion.

The following winter was more than
ordinarily severe; the mountains were
impassable with the heavy snows, and
the little stream was hard frozen for
fully three months, a circumstancc un-
known since six years before. In the
little mill the occupants had been al-
most prisoners, and suffered severely
from their confinement and enforced
idleness; this was relieved occasionally
for Feodor by an expedition up the
mountain with his father's ancient fowl-
ing piece, in search of a few rabbits;
deer, bear and wolves also abounded,
but these were game too heavy to drag
back, and were left unmolested.

At last the hard winter broke, the
snows melted in the valley and the
stream swelled to its highest point;
thunder and lightning betokened the
advent of the spring, and Feodor again
sallied out one day to climb the moun-
tain tor game. Little Catharine went
singing about her duties, cleaning every
corner of the house after the confusion
of their winter's imprisonment, and
making room for the sacks of corn and
rye that would come in for grinding,
now that the icy chains had been taken
from the idle mill wheel.

But when the shadows deepened and
night fell, while Feodor was still ab-
sent, Catherine's songs ceased and
anxiety was in her face. The howling
of a distant wolf sent cold shudders
through her frame, and a hundred hor-
rors painted themselves on her mind.
Irresolute as to whether to alarm the
hamlet, she stood in the open doorway,
when suddenly a crackling of under-
brush told her that some one or some-
thing was descending the mountain
side; nearer it came, but very slowly,
and at irregular intervals. Was it her
brother, or a bear or a wolf, that was
approaching ? She cried out:

‘Feodor!” and the answer came back,
but in a feeble voice:

«1tis I, sister;” and in a moment her
brother appeared at the doorway, pale
and halting, and with a face drawn with
pain. He dragged himself to the moss
couch and pointing to the door gasped
out :

 The shepherds!” and fell exhausted
on the rough bed.

Catharine started visibly at her broth-
er's cry and, following the direction in
which his finger pointed, hastened to the
door and barred it. Then she sprang
back to her brother's side, tore off his
boot and coarse wool stocking with
great difficulty, exposing an ankle
greatly swollen from a sprain. This
she deftly bathed and bandaged, while
Feodor lay utterly exhausted and in in-
tense pain, though he uttered no sound.
At last he regained a little strength and
recounted his adventure.

That afternoon while traversing a
rocky portion of the mountain a stone
had turned under his foot, his whole
weight had fallen upon the bent ankle,
and it had been badly wrenched. The
pain had overpowered his senses and he
had fallen down in a faint within a crev-
ice formed by a huge bowlder and the
rocky side of the mountain. By and by
voices seemed to steal on his senses, as
though in a dream, and as he slowly
came to consciousness, these grew more
distinct. At last he distinguished a
hardly understood pafois waich filled
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him with a sudden fear and which was
verified when he peered around a cor-
ner of his sheltering bowlder, and saw
eight fur clothed, shaggy bearded forms
around a little fire of dried twigs. Feo-
dor listened, and his face blanched as he
caught their words and the name of the
little hamlet on their tongues. They
were laying their plans to descend on
the place in the middle of that night,
favored in their sudden attack by the
darkness and the state of slumber in
which the people would be plunged.

These ferocious men were shepherds,
who herded their flocks on the high
plateaus of the mountains, living in
nomadic companies, and almost savage
in their uncouthness. In the winter
they descended a little way into the val-
leys, where they almost hibernated in
caves; they shunned all others than
their kind, and were usually harmless
except when a severe winter had ex-
hausted their stores of food and ravaged
their flocks, which were their only coin
current. Then they became desperate
and descended on any neighboring town
where the resistance would be slight,
and provided themselves with looted
stores of food and, incidentally, any-
thing else that took their fancy.

Six years before they had burst upon
Feodor's native place in the depths of a
black night, and somehow in the dark-
ness two of the peaceful farmers had
been slain, dying of ugly, gaping knife
wounds, which made Feodor shudder to
remember. And now the scene was
about to be repeated—that night; there
he lay and groaned in spirit as he
thought of himself helpless on the moun-
tain, and defenseless little Catharine
awaiting him, listening for his footsteps
and springing to the door to meet—a
pack of bearded ruffians!

The thought gave him resolution and
strength; shielded from view by great
masses of rocks, he crawled in a sinuous
course, suffering great pain, until he
reached the woods, and then he began
his slow descent, nearly sinking life-
less at times as the sharp twinges from
his sprained wrist seemed almost to rend
him.

Night found him still on his perilous
journey, and to his bodily suffering was
added the mental fear that the maraud-
ers had perhaps started on their expedi-
tion and would outstrip him. But he
had arrived at last, and that fear had
been set at rest; but how could he resist,
or secure protection or even warn the
simple people below that they might be
prepared to keep the robbers from their
doors? Catharine! could she traverse
the rugged path in the darkness of the
night ? The way was rough and at times
precipitous; the snow chilled breath of
the mountain tops was descending in
wild gusts dangerous to such a frail
form; and the wolves! they might be
lurking near the folds with glaring eyes
and sharp fangs, famished and fero-
cious.

¢ I will go! " said Catharine quietly.

Around her shoulders she tightly drew
her coarse homespun shawl, but not un-
til she had hidden under a loose board
of the floor the precious fowling piece
and few trivial—but so valuable!—
trinkets and heirlooms that the little
house contained. As she opened the
door to the cold wind and the bleak
night, a sudden thought seemed to
strike her. She returned and opened a
cupboard, whence, from its furthest re-
cess, she drew a dusty stone jug, and,
placing it on the table, pointed to it
silently, but with an expressive glance;
then, with one last farewell look, she
disappeared into the abyss of the night.

With many muttered prayers for her
safety, Feodor lay in his pain and
waited—not long! Half an hour had not
passed when stealthy noises were heard
o.utside. The door was slowly opened,

and a savage, bearded face, crowned
with a thick fur cap, peered in; the glar-
ing eyes encountered those of the dis-
abled boy as he stared at the intruder
from his pallet; the figure stepped
quickly in and seven others crowded
after him, the leader making a threaten-
ing display of a long flashing knife as he
advanced to the couch.

‘* We want food!” exclaimed the harsh
voice.

‘“Why do you ask it with knives in
your hands, my friend? Itis yours to
take, such as you may find. Even if I
could resist you, it would ill become me
to deny my loaf to the famished,” an-
swered Feodor. ¢ Yonder in that closet
you will find our small store;” the
starving shepherds with one accord
scrambled to secure the loaves of bread
—‘“eat and warm yourselves at the
fire.”

Almost before he had ceased speaking
the savage men were tearing the few
loaves and devouring them with avidity.
One espied the jug on the table; he
drew the stopper of wood, smelt of it
and grunting the word ** zodka,” raised
it to his lips; but seven other pairs of
hands were reaching for it, and it was
quickly circulated, with many a guttural
sound of satisfaction. The strong spirit
seemed to course through their veins
like lightning. They became voluble
and rudely playful in the space of a few
minutes, and ignoring Feodor entirely,
they consumed the last crumbs of bread
and began to search in the corners and
cupboards.

‘Stop!” cried the leader. ‘‘Waste no
time here now. There is other work
to do below, and we passhere on our re-
turn.”

‘At least,” returned one of them,
¢“let us rest and warm ourselves awhile.
It is early yet and some may be stirring
below.”

The leader looked irresolute, and the
men, not waiting for his decision,
adopted the suggestion and threw them-
selves on the bare floor before the fire.
The chief accepted the situation and
imitated their example, and soon the
fumes of the strong, homemade brew
caused most of them to nod sleepily.
The hot air of the small room, ecrowded
with its nine occupants, aided this effect
and the warmth from the fire penetrated
their chilled frames, diffusing an unac-
customed sense of comfort and repose.

Feodor was likewise rendered drowsy
and his pain deadened, and he, too, sank
into a light slumber.

Suddenly his eyes opened wide and he
rose on his elbow to stare at a dozen
figures that had crowded through the
door and stood in a compact mass
silently gazing on the shepherds, who,
aroused by the noise of the entrance,
had sprung to their feet,hands on knives,
yet too stupefied to take further action.

The new comers were the men of the
hamlet; white bearded Rurik, the patri-
arch, stood to the fore and spoke:

‘‘ Friends, we learn that you have de-
scended into our valley for food, nor do
we wonder that you have been drivento
this extremity after a winter so severe
that memory must go back for years to
find its equal. If you come in peace it
is well. Our scanty stores shall be
shared with you, and welcome; but if
you come in hot blood—" a general
exhibition of rude weapons by his fel-
lows completed the sentence.

The marauders looked at each other in
wonderment at this mild and politic ad-
dress, which they could hardly under-
stand, proceeding from people whose
blood they had come by stealth to shed
if necessary. It acted asa master stroke
to partly disarm them at the outset, and
gleaming torches outside, indicating fur-
ther numbers and organized prepara-
tion for resistance, served to complete
their submission,

It was stipulated by Rurik that the
shepherds should remain where they
were until morning under the surveil-
lance of a well armed guard. When
day broke they would be escorted to
the hamlet and such stores could be
distributed. A guard was detailed to
pass the night with the invaders and
the rest withdrew, not before Rurik had
bent over Feodor and whispered:

‘* The little Catharine bade me say she
was well and unharmed, and you—you
have done well, my son!”

The plan was faithfully and liberally
carried out in the morning. The shep-
herds were conducted to the hamlet and
distributed throughout the houses.
They were fed and warmed and pro-
vided with such stores as would sus-
tain them on their journey back to
their rugged plains above, where the
fast opening season bade fair to re-
linquish to them their accustomed sus-
tenance. :

Thus those who came for plunder and
rapine departed in peace, and the vil-
lagers looked upon the brave children,
Catharine and Feodor, as the saviors of
their homes. This is the story the old
men sometimes tell the children in that
wild and lonely spot.

(This Story began last week.)

BLAZING ARROW:

A TALE OF THE FRONTIER.
By EDWARD S. ELLIS,

Awuthor of ‘" Boy Piomeer Series™
Series,” etc.

** Deerfoot

CHAPTER V.
A MISCALCULATION,

ES, Wharton Edwards was des-
tined, in Blazing Arrow’s mind,
to the torture. This had been

the fierce savage's purpose from the
outset, and it remained as such for a
few moments after the two burst into
the opening. Then a doubt arose, and
by the time half the clearing wasthrown
behind him, the pursuer awoke to the
fact that the despised youth in front
was running faster than he was.

The soul of Blazing Arrow must have
been humiliated beyond expression
when, despite the most strenuous ex-
ertions he could put forth, and the
knowledge that never in all his life had
he run with greater speed, that lithe,
graceful youth in front began steadily
drawing away from him.

It was an astounding truth: Whar-
ton Edwards could outrun the champion
of the Shawanoes, and he was doing it
with such certainty that neither he nor
his pursuer could fail to see the fact.

The youth waited till a fourth of the
distance was passed so there could be
no mistake as to the actual test. He had
gone that far with all the strength of
which he was capable. He knew that
his pursuer had done the same, so that
when he glanced around, the truth as to
their relative speed must be estab-
lished.

The result was more striking than he
had dared hope. He had widened per-
ceptibly the space between them, and
was still doing so, even though his ven-
omous enemy was putting forth the
utmost exertions of which he was ca-
pable,

It can be understood how the discov-
ery thrilled the fugitive, and he can be
pardoned, if, even in that trying mo-
ment, he felt a touch of regret that the
race between him and the Indian did
not take place, as it was arranged at
the settlement. What a triumph he
would have won!

Nor can he be blamed because in the
flush of victory, and with the belief
that the real danger was past, he delib-
erately snatched off his cap, swung it
above his head and uttered a shout of



exultation. It was only human nature,
and you or I would have done the same,
had we been in his place.

That cry was wormwood and gall to
Blazing Arrow, and deep must have
been his regret that at the time when
seized with drunken frenzy, he made
for the lad, he did not finish him. Had
he done so, the Shawanoe would have
been saved this humiliation.

Why did not the pursuer stop short
and bring his rifle into play ? He wasa
good marksman and the distance was
not enough to require any special skill
on his part. Doubtless the dusky mis-
creant was influenced by several reas-
ons, one of which was the loss of ground
he would sustain. Then, too, a man
who has been using his muscles so
fiercely is not in the best condition to
aim a rifle accurately. Furthermore, it
is not impossible that the Shawanoe be-
lieved that the youth was unable to
maintain his astounding speed. He must
soon slacken it, and then the Indian
champion would take revenge for this
temporary defeat.

Wharton feared an attempt to shoot
him, and he continued his prodigious
exertion, since there was every induce-
ment to increase the gain he had made,
and the sheltering wood was now but a
short way in advance. He glanced back
acouple of times, and then threw his
thoughts forward, for he recalled that
he was confronted by a peculiar condi-
tion of things.

Immediately after entering the forest
again the trail made what may be de-
scribed as a horseshoe curve. A deep,
wooded ravine interposing in front ne-
cessitated a looping of the path. The
circuit was a furlong in length, the trail
<oming back to within a few rods of the
first turn. Standing at this point, one
could see the slightly ascending course
on the side of the narrow ravive, and a
man or animal walking up the gentle in-
cline was in view of any one at the be-
ginning of the curve.

It will be understood, therefore, that
if Blazing Arrow should halt at this
point the instant he reached it, and the
Yyouth should keep to the trail, the lat-
ter would come directly under the muz-
zle of his own rifle, in the hands of his
implacable enemy.

But Wharton Edwards was not the one
‘to throw away an advantage gained by
adisplay of speed, such as it is safe to
say no other living person could have
made. It would have been idiotic to do
50 when no necessity existed.

Several ways of escape presented
‘themselves. He could leave the trail at
the lower point of the loop, not return-
ing to it until well beyond sight of his
enemy, or possibly he could leap across
the gorge, as he had done in the case of
the torrent, and thus not sacrifice any
ground.

It was this step which he revolved in
his mind while dashing across the latter
fourth of the narrow plain, but a single
fact restrained him: he doubted his
ability to make a successful leap.

Although he had been over the path
several times, and might be considered
familiar with it, he had never studied it
closely enough to settle the question
without another inspection, and there
was not & minute to spare for making
that.

If he could make the leap it would be
a great gain; if he should fail the disas-
ter would be irreparable, for among the
‘wood, brush and undergrowth, he could
neither conceal himself nor travel as
fast as the Shawanoe, who would quickly
have him at his mercy.

The risk was too great to incur and he
decided not to take it. He did a thing,
on the contrary, which was like an in-
spiration. Making the short turm, he
Tan a few rods, when he glanced toward
the plain. Blazing Arrow was invisible
and would remain so for several min-
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utes, despite the speed with which he
was approaching.

The youth made a powerful leap aside
from the path and dodged behind the
trunk of an oak large enough to shelter
his body. Then he stood panting, alert
and watchful, awaiting the coming of
his enemy.

He saw him a minute later through
the trees, running with undiminished
speed and like an engine that was abso-
lutely tireless. The Shawanoe was
more familiar with the course of the
trail than the youth, and, therefore,
knew of its looping, which had puzzled
the latter for a few brief moments. The
course adopted by the Shawanoe was
peculiar, and for a time assumed an al-
most ludicrous phase.

The quick glance which he cast down
the path failed to show him the fugi-
tive, who, he must have supposed, was
still running over it, and would speedily
reappear, as he rushed up the incline.
By leaping the ravine he would head him
off and have him at his mercy.

The pursuer decided to adopt this
course, and, with only a slight slacken-
ing of pace, dashed toward the gorge;
but, when almost on the brink, he must
have concluded the chances of success
were against him, and he changed his
mind.

But he did not succeed in changing the
course of his body, ashe meant todo. He
would not have failed had the bank of
the ravine been as firm as he supposed it
was. He checked himself with the skill
of an experienced runner, but the
ground gave way, and despite every-
thing he could do, he went flounder-
ing, scrambling and struggling to the
bottom of the ravine, which was almost
perpendicular and fully thirty feet deep.

Had he given less attention to the
effort to save himself and looked out
where he was going, it would have been
better; for, as it was, although the fall
was considerable, it was so broken that
it would have amounted to little had not
his head come in collision with the base
of one of the trees growing in the bottom
of the gorge. .

The impact was violent and must have
jarred thetree. Itjarred Blazing Arrow
to that extent that he tumbled over on
his back senseless.

Wharton Edwards was watching mat-
terslike a cat waiting for amouse. When
he saw the Shawanoe disappearing
he ran cautiously forward from his
hiding place, and, not forgetting to
screen himself, peeped over the edge of
the ravine.

“I am afraid he hasn't broken his
neck,” he muttered, as he noted the
shock the other had received, ‘* though
that crack against the trunk of the tree
is enough to kill any one.”

This unlooked for incident insured the
safety of the fugitive, who, if he chose,
could have continued his flight to the
block house, but two considerations led
him to take a different course.

He could not desert Larry Murphy,
who, beyond all question, was in immi-
nent peril, and he disliked beyond ex-
pression to lose his rifle, which was a
birthday gift from his father, and a supe-
rior piece of workmanship.

It was this fact that led him to at-
tempt a feat worthy of Simon Kenton
himself.

Leaping lightly from the edge of the
ravine, he grasped the branches of a
tree near at hand. It bent low with his
weight and broke, but’ he seized an-
other, and that also, after dipping down-
ward, gave way and let him fall. By
that time he was so near the ground
that he dropped lightly on his feet.

He paused and glanced at Blazing
Arrow lying outstretched on his back,
with his face upturned, as though he
were dead. But he was not; he was only
senseless.

‘“If he will only stay that way for a
few minutes I shall be all right, but if he
awakes—"

Aye, if he awoke what vengeance he
would take on the youth who dared not
only to beat him at running, but to steal
like a beast of prey upon him!

But young Edwards had determined
upon his line of action, and it was now
too late to turn back.

CHAPTER VI.
ON THE WATCH.

HILE matters were moving in
this lively manner with Whar-
ton Edwards, his absent friend

found himself in anything but an easy
situation. It did not take him long to
examine that portion of the gorge above
the falls, which had been allotted to his
survey. There were one or two places
which he believed could be readily
leaped by Wharton, but were beyond
his own capacity.

“It's Whart that has the fine legs,” he
mused, working his way below the falls.
“If I could run and jump like himself I
wouldn't care for Blazing Arrow and the
whole tribe of Shawanoes.”

He did not believe that any spot
could be found within a long distance
which could be jumped by himself. For
this reason he began to look more fav-
orably upon swimming.

“ Leastways / can swim and Whart
can jump, so what's the odds? We'll
both be on the wrong side of thestream,
and, therefore, on the right side.”

His decision was reached when he
came upon a log against the bank of
sufficient buoyancy to float his rifle. He
carefully adjusted it upon the decayed
trunk, and then, without removing his
clothing, headed for the other side.

The force of the current carried him a
considerable distance down stream, and
emerging from the water he felt none
the worse for his bath, for it will be re-
membered that it was summer.

“Now if Whart has made the leap
that I'm pretty sure he has, we'll soon
be together, and we can move around
through the woods so as to leave Blaz-
ing Arrow and the rest of ’em out of
sight, which reminds meself.”

It was of the Indians he was thinking,
and he made his way back toward the
falls with all possible circumspection.
Arrived there he climbed to a point
above, where he noticed an opening in
the wall, or shore, which allowed him to
approach to the very water's edge.

‘There's only one objection to swim-
ming the stream here,"” he said, looking
across, ** or rather I should say there be
two of them. After reaching the other
side there's no place where I could
climb out, because of the high rocks
qver there; or, if I started to swim I
would be carried over the falls before I
could get half way across.”

With two such good causes at com-
mand, and with no necessity of crossing
mmediately, it need hardly be said that
Larry did not make the attempt.

Nothing was to be accomplished by
remaining where he was, and he started
back over the section already traversed,
except that he was on the other side of
the gorge when he made his former
tour. His fear now was of the Shaw-
anoes. He could not doubt that they
were in the neighborhood, and if they
had any reason to expect the approach
of white persons they would be so
guarded in their movements and would
keep so carefully out of sight, that the
boys would be in danger every minute.

Advancing in this stealthy manner,
Larry halted where the upper part of
the rocks was unusually rough and
broken. He had already gone beyond
the portion assigned to him to examine,
and he wasin doubt whether it was pru-
dent to go further.
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‘“Whart can’t be far off, and he'll be
back purty soon. I makeno doubt that
he has jumped to this side and is look-
ing for me. I wonder whether he has
seen anything of Blazing Arrow and the
rest of 'em. There's no saying what
might have taken place.”

It was wise in the youth to decide to
stay where he was until his friend re-
joined him, for it is not only difficult
but dangerous to maneuverin the pres-
ence of an enemy. He was less likely to
be discovered, while partially hidden
among the rocks, than if he was moving
among thetrees, even though he did so
with the skill of Daniel Boone or Simon
Kenton himself.

Larry ventured to signal two or three
times, but, receiving no response, he
ceased, fearful that the sounds might be
noticed by unfriendly ears.

A slight bend in the course of the
stream enabled him to see the spot
where Wharton Edwards made the leap
described just previously, although of
course, the whole thing was unknown
to him. He was looking in this directidn
and wondering whether there could be
any serious cause for delay, when a
Shawanoe Indian walked into view and
paused on the brink of the gorge.

He held his rifle in one hand and was
in war paint. He stood motionless for a
moment, his appearance suggesting to
Larry that he was measuring the dis~
tance to the other side, preparatory to
leaping.

‘If that was Whart and he wanted to
make the jump,” thought the youth, ** he
wouldn't take so much time to make up

up his mind. I believe there is some-
thing amiss, and he's looking for
Whart.”

The quickly by convic-

tion, and an iron determination in-
stantly entered the heart of the lad,
who was as ready to risk his life for his
friend as the latter was to risk his for
him.

The hesitation of the warrior lasted
but a minute. Retiring several paces,
in order to gain the necessary mo-
mentum, he nimbly ran the short dis-
tance with the ease of his predecessors.

At the moment the crouching form
was in mid air, with limbs drawn to-
gether and muscles set, the gun dropped
from his grasp, his arms went upward
with a wild cry, and his body, striking
the edge of the bluff, rolled back into
the torrent and sank out of sight.

I believe I can jump the stream as
well as yourself,” was the cool comment
of Larry, who crouched among the
rocks and began reloading his gun.

None knew better than he that this
incident would raise a breeze among
the Indians, and they would investigate
matters off hand.

Had Larry possessed one of the mod-
ern breech loaders and repeating rifles,
he might have secured a good position
and held half a hundred Indians at bay,
but with his clumsy, though excellent
weapon, he could not hope to maintain
his position for any length of time.

The moment his gun was ready again,
he stealthily advanced to the edge of the
stream and peered around the rocks.
There was no warrior in sight, but he
did not neglect to look along the bluff
on the other side, as far as his vision ex-
tended. At first he discovered nothing,
but while scrutinizing a certain portion
a small protuberance appeared at the
very spot on which his eyes happened
to rest.

“It's another of 'em,” was his thought,
as he screened himself as far as he could
behind the ledge of rocks and brought
his rifle to a level; ‘“when his head
comes high enough I'll fetch him in the
eye.”

yBut the Indian was cunning. Instead
of bringing his crown into sight he
allowed it to sink out of view again.
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The youth was standing with his gaze
fixed on the point where he had just
seen the suspicious object, his gun lev-
eled and ready to fire the instant a fair
target presented itself, when it shot up
like a jack-in-the-box, a dozen feet to
one side, immediately dropping out of
view again.

The movement was so quick that the
painted face had appeared and vanished
before Larry could shift his aim.

The Shawanoe must have known that
some ‘one was awaiting the chance to
serve him as the warrior was served
who-attempted to leap the gorge.

S I know what ye are driving at,” mut-
tered Larry, who felt that his situation
was becoming critical. ‘‘Ye mean to
sneak” down below the falls, or further
up’étream, and cross where I can't head
ye off. I wonder what's become of
Whart.”

CHAPTER VIL
A CHAT.

T was like approaching a sleeping
tiger, likely at any moment to
bound to his feet and rend the help-

less victim, and Wharton Edwards, de-
spite his well proved courage, felt a mis-
giving as he drew near the terrible
Shawanoe.

Blazing Arrow in falling held the rifle
fast so long as his senses remained with
him; but when he came near splitting
the tree trunk with his head, the weapon
flew several feet away. This happened
to be on the side furthest from Wharton,
who, therefore, was forced to walk
around him in order to secure the gun.

Everything depended on promptness;
and when Wharton found himself within
a few paces—too clcse to retreat—he
took several quick leaps, and, bending
over, snatched up the weapon from
where it lay on the ground.

Words cannot picture the relief that
came to him when his hands closed
about his beloved rifle and he knew that
from fleeing in terror before the fierce
Shawanoe, he was now his master. He
could not only defy his wrath, but Blaz-
ing Arrow was at his mercy.

Quickly as all this took place, Whar-
ton was not a second too soon. At the
moment of stepping back and looking at
the Shawanoe, the latter began rallying
from the shock that had held him sense-
less for a briefer period than seemed to
be the case.

Doubtless he suffered a good deal of
pain from the accident, but he was too
stoical to show it. He moved uneasily,
muttered something in his own tongue
and then came to a sitting posture with
such suddenness that the startled youth
recoiied several paces and grasped the
weapon more firmly than before.

The painted face was like that of a
demon, as the Indian, fully understand-
ing what had taken place, sat for a few
seconds glaring at the youth ten feet
away, unable to speak, perhaps because
of his overflowing wrath, but emitting a
serpent-like hissing between his teeth,
as if in warning of the blow he was
about to strike.

The law of the frontier would have
justified young Edwards in sending a
bullet through the one that had sought
his life. Perhaps few would have con-
demned him had he fired when Blazing
Arrow’s face assumed the expression of
hatred which is beyond description, but
the lad, despite his training, could never
bave condoned such an act now that his
life was in no danger.

Recalling that the Shawanoe spoke
English tolerably well, Wharton, hold-
ng his rifle ready for instant use, ad-
dressed him:

¢ Are you hurt, Blazing Arrow? "

“Yes—much hurt—can't walk—can't
stand.”

Had the wily red man been less prompt
with his reply, he might have deceived
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the youth. The latter couid feel no pity
for him, even though he knew he was
suffering, but there was an eagerness in
his manner which convinced Wharton
that he was shamming, and was not in-
jured to that extent as to be unable to
help himself. ,

Blazing Arrow spoilt everything by
adding, before the other could make re-
sponse:

‘‘Help Shawanoe git up—mebbe he
den walk,” and he reached out his hand
toward the boy.

“1 rather guess not,” replied Whar-
ton, with a faint smile and a meaning
shake of his head; ‘‘if you can't rise to
your feet you can stay there for all I
care.”

“ Help little bit,” persisted the Shaw-
anoe, making what seemed to be a futile
effort and then sinking back, with one
hand still extended, as though he were a
child.

*“No, sir,"” replied the youth more
emphatically, I wouldn't trust you,
Shawanoe."

“No speak lie—Blazing Arrow no
double tongue.”

‘““You have always had a double
tongue; you have always spoken lies;
was it not you who tried to kill me when
we were about to run a race:"”

‘‘Shawance drink firewater — didn't
know nuffin’.”

‘“You knew enough to run off in the
woods before my friends could punish
you. Why have you chased me so far
today ?”

**Want to catch you,” replied the war-
rior frankly, evidently perceiving that
this was an occasicn in which truth
would serve better than falsehood.

‘*What hindered you from catching
me?"

‘** Brudder run faster dan Shawanoe.”

**Did you run as fast as you could ?”

‘“Yes—run hard—run like thunder—
brudder much run—beat deer—beat
antelope.”

“Then 7 can beat you?" asked Whar-
ton with a meaning look at the subtle
miscreant, who nodded his head with
great vigor, as he made reply:

‘‘Yes—beat Shawanoe—run faster—
much more run.”

If Blazing Arrow hoped by ‘‘ acknowl-
edging the corn” in this fashion to win
the confidence of the youth, he was mis-
taken. He could afford to own up
when the only one that heard him was
his conqueror. Little fear of his ever
making the confession to his own peo-
ple.

‘*That's the first truth you have told
in a long time. What would you have
done to me if you had outrun and cap-
turedme ? "

*Take back to Shawanoes.”

‘“ And what then?”

* Run race wid me."”

* Suppose I had beaten you.”

“ Den get away—like do now—no hurt
brudder.”

Wharton little doubted that such a
chase would have been arranged, with
the difference that no possible escape
would have been left for him.

“If T had outrun you I would have
been allowed to go free?”

** Yes—dat so—ughl—yes.”

“Well, being that I have just outrun
you, I will keep a good distance be-
tween you and me.”

And thereupon Wharton turned about
and began walking along the ravine
towards the point whence he came. As
he did so he partly turned his head, so
as to keep the wretch in his field of vis-
ion ; he knew better than to trust him,
even to the smallest degree.

He half expected to see him leap to
his feet and dash after him, but the wily
warrior remained seated until the inter-
vening trees shut him from sight,
Wharton hurried along the ravine and
had to go almost to the end, where the

trail curved again and came back, be-
fcre he struck a place which permitted
him to climb out. He did so, however,
with little difficulty, and reaching the
path once more began retracing his
steps to the clearing, across which he
had run with such great speed.

This brought him to the spot where
Blazing Arrow had met with his mishap.
Stealing carefully forward Wharton
peered over.

To his astonishment the Shawanoe
was not in sight: he had disappeared as
utterly as though he had never been.

At the same moment the youth made
another and more astounding discovery.

(70 be continued.)

The Microscope and its Reve-
lations.
I

PRINCIPLES AND STRUCTURE.

HE first thing we did when we got
our microscope was to buy a live
frog; then we prepared to pry

into the secrets of his being. We pro-
cured a cigar box cover and cut a half
inch hole through it; upon this we
placed the frog, swathed in wet band-
ages, fastening him, like Gulliver, by
means of threads attached to tacks
driven into the wood. Over the hole
that had been cut we carefully stretched
and secured the delicately webbed foot
of the frog, and placed the whole on the
stage of the microscope. The bright
light from the mirror shone through and
illuminated the living tissue of the web
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and we could see the meshes of tiny
veins, filled with their streams of hurry-
ing, jostling blood corpuscles—thou-
sands of them! On and on they raced,
spurting with every heart beat and
tumbling over each other in a mad
scramble; the sight was so fascinating
that we took the best of careof our frog
for many days, in order that we might
renew the curious experience.

The microscope has been of tremend-
ous value to science;it has shown the
minute structure of plant and animal
tissues and revealed the unknown pro-
cesses of their life and growth, and in
innumerable ways it has become an in-
dispensable instrument in physiology,
anatomy, botany, geology and many
other branches of science.

But what especially concerns us about
this instrument is 1ts unique character
as a teacher of science in a form that is
absolutely fascinating to every youth-
ful mind; the young student is enabled
to penetrate into a mine of minute and
general information as astonishing in its
brilliant wealth as the cave of the Forty
Thieves. We propose to give some

information about this instrument and

to say something about some of the mys—~
teries thatare daily passing unrevealed
before our eyes, in the hope that some
of our readers may be impelled to adopt
this elevating pursuit as an occupation
for their leisure indoor hours.

The theory of the microscope is sim-
ple. Asan object approaches the eye
its smaller details become plainer, as, a
page of very fine print, which must be
held closer to the eye than a page of
coarse print; but nothing can be clearly
seen by the average eye if held nearer
to it than a point about six inches dis-
tant, because the rays of light from ob-
jects do not focus in the human eye at
that short range. Here a scientifically
ground lens, or glass, steps in and takes
the place of the eye by approaching
very close to the object and there gath—
ering the rays of light that come from
it, and carrying them properly focused
to the eye, forming the image of finer
detail, which the eye unaided had been
unable to grasp. This is the principle
of the hand magnifying glass and of the
simple microscope; understanding it,
the structure and the theory of the bet-
ter instrument, called the compound&
microscope, as illustrated on this page,
will be easy to comprehend.

Referring to the illustration, the parts-
numbered .5 and 14 are a claw and up-
rights on which the instrument proper
is mounted and given a firm and solid
support; on the axle (r1) the whole in-
strument is balanced and can be tilted
at any angle. The concave mirror (8)
collects the rays of light and reflects
them in a strong and concentrated beam
through the circular opening near 1o
and up through the tube to the eye at
2. The table 7 is called the stage; on it
is placed the object to be examined,
usually firmly bound between two thin
sheets of glass for preservation and
facile handling, called a slide; the bracket.
(9) holds the slide in place; the screw (12)
moves all of the apparatus above it
nearer to, or further from, the stage by
means of the rackwork at 5; 6-4 is a
rigid arm supporting the tube (1), which
tube is the principal part of the instru-
ment, because it carries the lenses.

First, in the lowest section (3) is the
lens known as the object glass; its
function is to collect into a point the
rays that come from the object resting
on the stage, and transmit them so cor-
rectly as to form a faithful enlarged
image of the object. Each of two object
glasses at 2 magnifies still further the
image of its predecessor and also ar-
ranges the rays of light properly for re-
ception by the eye. The interior of the
tube through which these rays are
transmitted is blackened, that no reflec-
tion on its sides may mar the integrity
and intensity of the transmitted light.
The tube is moved nearer to, or further
from, the object for the purpose of focus-
ing, by means of the screw 12 and that
at 13 ; the latter, by means of a very fine
thread, propels the tube the smallest
possible distance for the ultimate per-
fection of focusing.

Supposing the amateur has supplied
himself with a microscope and shdes,
the next thing is how to proceed. First,
after seating himself, with the instru-
ment on a firm table in a good but not
direct light, he must tip it at such an
angle as will be most convenient for him
to reach the eye piece; then looking
into the instrument at 2, he at the same
time must turn the mirror carefully
until the strongest possible beam strikes
the lenses. This mirror moves freely in
its suspended fork, and the fork also
moves on a pivot, so that the mirror
can be made to face in every direction.
This requires very delicate handling as,
indeed, does every part of a machine
dealing with things so minute. The
light being fixed, the slide is placed on
the stage (g) so that the tiny object n



the center of it is directly over the cir-
«<ular opening. The amateur will find
that the prepared specimen or object
‘between the thin sheets of glass is so
translucent that the light from the mir-
Tor comes through it and illuminates its
delicate structure; but he will not be
able to judge of this until he has per-
formed the delicate task of focusing

Keeping his eye at the orifice at 3, he
slowly turns the screw at 13; at first he
‘will see a confused blur; as he turns the
-screw this may seem to be receding, in
which case he is turning the screw the
wrong way; but if he turns it right, the
‘blur gradually takes shape, every parti-
cle of it infused with a bright light; he
continues to turn the screw until the
imageis perfectly distinct. Then he uses
the screw at 13; by this, which moves the
tube an infinitesimal distance, the per-
fect focus can be obtained without dan-
ger of anervous tremor or a jar undoing
what he had already accomplished. At
last, then, the image is perfect; the del-
icate structure of the object is vividly
outlined in a field of bright light, as the
observer looks into and through it. The
slide may be carefully moved about the
stage, so that every portion of the ob-
Jject is viewed in turn.

For objects which are not transparent
which it is desired to view under the
direct, instead of transmitted light, a
<rystal bullseye condenser on a sepa-
Tate mounting can be used to gather
the light and throw a beam upon the top
-of the object instead of through it from
below, as the mirror does.

‘The optician will have in stock slides
<containing prepared specimens of an in-
finite variety of subjects, which will be
useful to appease the beginner'scraving
for curious sights on first obtaining his
4instrument; but when the edge of his
<uriosity has been taken off, he will then
wish to pursue investigation on his own
account, and examine into a thousand
things he has at hand—a thread of cot-
ton, the water he drinks, a shred of
meat. Several accessories will be found
necessary. Plain glass slides will be
needed tor holding such objects in place
on the stage; for instance a drop of
water is placed on a slide bearing a
slight depression; a thread of wool or a
hair can be placed between the two
slides and so firmly held as the differ-
ent points of the object are examined.

The bullseye condenser 1s needed for
the examination of opaque objects, and
a pair of small forceps for handling mi-
@ute particles; then a pair of needles,
<ach inserted firmly in a slender hardle,
are useful to separate objects when un-
der the glass, as a piece of meat, in or-
der that its fibers may be pulled apart.
1t is well to have an animalcule cage—a
device to hold a small volume of water
to be examined, though usually one can
get good results from the convex slide
already mentioned. Being thus equip-
ped, let us note what we shall see.

NEWS FROM THE MINT,

THERE are some new silver coins about to
be stamped and the New York Sun tells all
about these melodious jinglers :

New halves and quarters will soon be
geady for circulation. In the competition
by artists about a year ago between two
hundred and three hundred designs were
submitted, but not one was available. The
designs that have been sabmitted to Secre-
tary Foster were suggested mainly by
Director_Leach, and the drawings are by
<Charles E. Barber, the designer in the mint
at Philadelphia. The character of the de-
wvices is limited by law to this: On_one side
shall be an impression emblematic of lib-
erty, with the inscription, ‘“Liberty,” and
the year of the coinage, and on the reverse
side shall be the figure or representation of
an eagle, with the inscrislions, * United
States of America’ and * E Pluribus Unum,”
and a designation of the value of the coin.
Most of the designs were on scales too
minute for use, and a classic head will make
the new coins artistic. The design is to be
the same for the two coins, except the words
designating the value.
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FROM THE MOUNTAINS.
COME up into the mountains. Set your feet
Light heartedly upon their wrinkled
floors,
And leave the valley to its smile. Be yours
To scale the trenches of the heavens and
meet
The mighty wind upon its throned seat.
Come up into the mountains. Grief and
care
Make haggard the divinest vale,
And baffled hopes shall hardly lose their
le
Complexion in that soft and gentle air,
Having a need they may not cancel there.
Set them upon the mountains. Bid them
climb,
Story by cloudy story, some vast hill,
And there, erect upon its pinnacle,
Deliver them to presences sublime
That know not space and have forgotten
time.
—AMBROSE BENNETT.

[This Story began in No. #3.]

TRUETO HIMSELF;
OR,
ROGER STRONG'S STRUGGLE
FOR PLACE.
BY EDWARD STRATEMEYER,
Author of “Richard Dare's Venture.” efc.

CHAPTER XII.—(CONTINUED.)
A SURPRISE.
“C TOP, I tell you. Do you want
tobeshot ?” cried Mr. Booth, and
I knew that he was now thor-
oughly aroused.

“No, I don't, but I haven't time to
wait,” I called back and started to make
the best possible use of my legs.

I ran across the yard that separated
the carpenter shop from the house. As
Idid so Mrs. Booth appeared at the back
door. Upon seeing me she held up her
hands in horror.

‘* Mercy on us! Roger Strong! Where
be you a-running to? ’'Zekell 'Zekell
the prisoner’s broke loose!"

“I know it, Mandy!" I heard Ezekiel
Booth answer. ‘ Dunno how he did it
though. Stop, Roger, it's best now, jest
you mark my word!”

I heard no more. Jumping the side
fence I ran through a bit of orchard and
across a stony lot until I reached the
Passaic River.

At this point this body of water is sev-
eral hundred feet wide. The bank
sloped directly to the water's edge. Near
athand were several private boathouses,
one belonging to Mr. Aaron Woodward,
he having built it to please Duncan.

At the end of the boathouse pier lay
a skiff, the oars resting upon the seats.
Iknew it was wrong to make use of the
craft, but ‘‘necessity knows no law,”
and my need was great. .

Running down to the end of the pier
I dropped into the boat and shoved off.

As I did so Duncan Woodward accom-
panied by Pultzer, came out of the
boathouse.

‘‘Hi, there, what are you doing in my
boat?" he sang out. ‘ What, Roger
Strong!” he continued as he came
nearer.

‘“ You must lend me the boat, Dun-
can,” I returned, “ I've got to cross the
river in a hurry.”

‘*Not much!
jail.”

*‘Not just now,"” I replied. * You can
get your boat on the other side.”

“Hold up? You shan't have her.
Come back!™

But I was already pulling out into the
stream. He continued to shout after
me, and presently I saw the two joined
by Booth.

‘‘Stop, or I'll fire,” yelled the carpen-
ter, at the top of his voice.

I judged that this was only an idle
threat, and that he had noweapon. But
in this I was mistaken, for presently
the report of a pistol reached my ears.

But Ezekiel Booth’s aim was bad, for
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the bullet flew wide of its mark, and by
the time he fired again I was out of
range and well over to the other shore.

Reaching the bank I beached the boat
high up and then climbed to the road-
way that ran beside the stream. Trees
and bushes were thick here, and I had
but little difficulty in hiding from the
view of those opposite.

For a moment I hesitated as to which
way to proceed. A number of miles
down the stream lay Newark, of which
I have already spoken. Probably my
pursuers would think I had gone in that
direction. If so they would hasten to
the bridge below, with the intention of
cutting me off.

I therefore started immediately on
my way up the river road, resolved to
put as much ground as possible between
myself and my pursuers. I had no defi-
nite destination in view, but thought to
gain some hiding place where I might
rest secure and think things over.

It was now going on to two o'clock in
the afternoon, and as I had not had any-
thing to eat since the noon previous, I
began to feel decidedly hungry. I felt
in my pocket and discovered that I was
the possessor of sixty five cents, and
with this amount of cash I did not see
any reason for my remaining hungry any
longer.

Presently I came to a small, white cot-
tage, upon the front porch of which was
displayed the sign

BOARDING.

Ascending the steps I knocked at "the
door.

A comely, middle aged woman an-
swered my sumons.

“I see that you take boarders here,”
Isaid. *‘I am hungry, and several miles
from any restaurant. Can you furnish
me with dinneg 2"

She loooked me over rather sharply
before replying. Then I realized for the
first time that my appearance was not
of the best. My clothes were consider-
ably the worse for having rolled over
and over in the old tool house, and in es-
caping from my prison I had made sev-
eral rents in my coat.

I will pay you whatever youcharge,”
I added hastily, **and I would like to
wash and brush up, too. I have had a
tumble,” which was literally true.”

I can let you have dinner for twenty
five cents,’ she said finally. ‘I won't
charge you anything for cleaning up,”
she added, with something like a smile.

‘“That will suit me very well,” I re-
turned.

“ Will you mind paying in advance ? "

“No, ma'am,” and [ handed over the
money. “I suppose I won't have to
wait very long."

**Oh no, the regular boarders have
just finished. You can sit right down.”

“If you don't mind I'll take a wash
first.”

The woman led the way to an ante-
room, in which were placed a bowl of
water, towel and soap, as well as a dust
brush. It did not take me long to fix my
self up, and then I flattered myself I did
not present an unbecoming appearance.

The dinner that the woman served
was not as good as that which my sister
Kate helped to prepare at the Widow
Canby's, but it was whol food,
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did I reproach myself for not having
taken better care of it.

Having satisfied myself upon the sub-
stantial things set before me, I finished
my meal with a small cut of apple pie,

As I was swallowing the last mouthful
1 glanced out of the window up the
road.

I gave a cry of surprise. And no
wonder, for coming toward the house
was Mr. Aaron Woodward and beside
him walked John Stumpy!

CHAPTER XIIIL

AN INTERESTING CONVERSATION.
I COULD could hardly believe the

evidence of my senses when I saw

Mr. Aaron Woodward coming up
the road with John Stumpy beside him.
It would have astonished me consider-
ably to have seen the merchant alone,
but to see him in company with the very
man I was looking for was more than I
had thought possible.

Yet I reflected that the tramp—or
whatever the man was—had evinced a
determination to secure an interview
with Mr. Woodward before quitting
Darbyville. There was important busi-
ness to be transacted between them.
Mr. John Stumpy intended to have his
say, whatever that might mean.

What wgs to be done? It would
never do for me to be seen. Nothing
short of arrest would follow. I mustget
out of the way as quickly as possible.

During the time I had been eating the
sky had become overcast as if a shower
was imminent. Taking advantage of
this fact I rose quickly and reached for
my hat.

““Guess we're going to have a thunder
shower,” I remarked. ‘ Hope it holds
off. Idon't want to get wet.”

“Then you'll have to hurry,” rejoined
the woman as she looked out of the
door. *Looks as if it would be here in
less than quarter of an hour.”

*“Then I'm off. Good day.”

‘*Good day. Come again.”

I slipped out of the door, and passing
behind a hedge made my way to the
road. As I did so Mr. Woodward and
Stumpy turned from the road and
walked directly up the gravel path that
led to the house!

I was dumfounded by this movement.
What did they mean by going to the
very place I had just vacated? Was it
possible they had seen me?

I earnestly hoped not, for if soit would
spoil a little plan that had just come to
me, which was to follow them, see what
they were up to, and, if possible, over-
hear whatever might be said.

1 was soon convinced that neither of
the men was aware of my presence.
They were talking earrestly and stepped
up on the porch just as ordinary visitors
would have done. In a moment the
woman let them in and the door closed
behind them.

My curiosity was aroused to its high-
est pitch, and at the risk of being dis-
covered by any one who might chance
to be passing by I walked cautiously
back along the hedge until I reached a
clump of rose bushes that grew directly
under one ot the dining room windows.

The window was open, and by a little
vering I easily managed to see

and my sharpened appetite made it dis-
appear rapidly.

As I ate I reflected upon my situation.
For the life of me I did not know what
to do next. I longed to see my sister
and tell her that I was safe. This done
1 intended to devote my timeto hunting
up the man who I firmly believed held
my father's reputation in his hand. I
was sure I would discover him sooner
or later, and this accomplished, I would
not let him out of my sight until he had
confessed his secret. I wondered if
Kate had succeded in finding that pre-
cious statement I had lost. Heartily

and hear what was going on withia.

“You came for the rent, I suppose,
Mr. Woodward,” the woman was saying.
‘ Joel was going to bring it up tonight.
He would have brought it over this
morning, only he thought it was going
to rain and he had some hay he wanted
to get in.”

“Yes, I did come for the rent, Mrs.
Decker,” replied the merchant. “It's
due several days now.”

“I have it here—thirty dollars. Here
is the receipt book.”

There was the rustle of bills and the
scratching of a pen.
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¢ Here you are, Mrs. Decker.”
“Thank you, sir. Now we're worry

free for another month.”

‘“So you are. Nothing like being
prompt.”

‘My husband was going to speak to
youabout the roof. Itleaksdreadfully.”

“Pooh! That can't be. Why it was
patched only two years ago.”

“You are wrong, Mr. Woodward. It
is four years, and then but very little
was done to it.”

¢ It cost near twelve dollars,” growled
the merchant. ‘ You can't expect me
to be fixing up the house all the time.”

It leaks very badly.”

‘Then your husband will have to
attend to it. I can't spend any more
money this year.”

“I don’t know what we'll do. I wish
you would: just step outside and look up
at the shingles. Nearly all of them are
ready to fall off.”

I was alarmed by Mrs. Decker’s re-
quest. Suppose the trio should come
out? I would surely be discovered.

But my fears were groundless, as the
next words of Mr. Woodward proved.

“I can’t go out now, madam, not now.
Ihaven't time. Ihave a little business to
transact with this—this man, and then I
must return to Darbyville.”

“I'm sorry—" began the woman.
“So am I; but it cannot be helped.

Can I use this roém for awhile 2"

By the look upon Mrs. Decker’s face
it was plain to see she wanted to say,
‘“No, you can'’t,” but she hardly dared
to speak the words, so she gave an icy
assent and withdrew.

The merchant followed her to the
door and saw that it was closed tightly
behind her. Then he strode across the
room and faced John Stumpy.

¢ Well, sir, now we'll have an ac-
counting,” he began in an authoritative
voice.

** So we will, Woody,"” returned John
Stumpy, in no wise abashed by the
other’s manner.

The merchant winced at the use of a
nickname, but after an instant's hesita-
tion passed it over.

‘ What do you mean by coming to
Darbyville, sir, when I have repeatedly
written you to stay away ?”

¢ Oh, come, Woody, don't get on your
high horse,” was Stumpy’s response, as
he swung back in the rocker he occu-
pied. “You know I never could stand
your high toned ways.”

“1 flatter myself I am a trifle above
common people,” returned Mr. Wood-
ward, and it was plain to see where
Duncan got his arrogant manner.

¢ Oh, pshaw, don't make me tired,”
yawned Stumpy. ** Come, let's to busi-
ness.”

I am at business. Why did you come
here?”

. You know well enough.”
“1 haven't the least idea.”
“Didn't I write to you?"
‘“Yes, and got my answer.

squared up accounts, sir."”

“Don’t ‘sir’ me, it don't go down,”
cried Stumpy angrily. * We haven't
squared up, not by a jugful. Not till
you hand over some more cash.”

‘‘I've handed over enough now."

‘*No you hain’t. Do you think I'm
going to do all your dirty work for noth-
in‘ "

‘“ You were well paid.”

‘“It'sonly you as thinks so; I don'.”

‘“How much more do you want ?"

* A thousand dollars.”

The largeness of the demand fairly
took away my breath. As for Mr.
Aaron Woodward, he was beside him-
self.

‘* A thousand dollars!” he said.

‘ Yes, sir, a thousand dollars.”

“ Why, you're crazy, sir.”

*No, I ain't, I mean just what I say,”

We've
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“You expect me to pay you a thou-
sand dollars?”

¢ Of course I do. I wouldn't ask it if
I didn't.”

‘‘ See here, Fer——"

¢ Sh— John Stumpy, if you please.”

*“ That's so, I forgot. But see here, a
thousand dollars! Why, I've already
paid you that.”

‘“So you have. Now I want another
thousand and then we’ll cry quits.”

Mr. Aaron Woodward grew white with
rage.

‘I never heard of such an outrageous
demand,” he cried. * I'll never pay it.”

“Oh, yes, you will,” rejoined the
other coolly. ‘ Aaron Woodward never
yet acted rash.”

* Suppose I refuse to pay?”

‘Betternot I'm abad man when I
get my dander up.”

‘I don't fear you.
ing to me.”

‘* Oh, yes, I can. I can tellugly stories
about Mr. Aaron Woodward; stories
concerning his doings when he was col-
lector for Holland & Mack.”

‘““And who would believe you?”
sneered the merchant. ‘You, a com-
mon tramp—"

‘*‘Tramp, am I—" interrupted John
Stumpy, with a scowl. “If I am, who
made me so?”

‘“Your own self and the bottle. Do
you think you can hurt me ? Nonsense!”

“I can try.”

‘“ And who will believe you, I repeat?
A common tramp—"

‘Take care!"

‘‘——whom the police are now hunting
for, because of a robbery that occurred
only last night.”

‘'Tain’t so!”

‘“It is. You broke into the Widow
Canby's house and stole over two hun-
dred dollars.”

In spite of the dirt on his face, John
Stumpy grew pale.

‘* Who can prove it ?”

‘‘Several people. Carson Strong's
son, for one.”

Stumpy sprang to his feet. Then he
as suddenly sat down.

* Didn't know he had a son,” he said,
as carelessly as he could.

‘“Yes, you did,” returned the mer-
chant flatly, ‘““and what is more you
tried to take his life. I think, Fer—
Stumpy, I know a little more about you
than you do about me.”

Bitter hatred spread itself over the
tramp’s face.

“ Oh, ho, you do, do you? Well, we'll
see. ‘Them laughs best as laughs
last,’ If you won't pay I'm off.”

He rose to his feet and reached for
his hat. Mr. Woodward intercepted
him.

‘“ Where are you going ?”

‘*“That’'s my business. I want you to
know I didn’t come on all the way from
Chicago for nothing.”

‘“ Are you hard up ?”

“Yes, Iam. I want money, and I'm
going to have it.”

** How about the two hundred odd you
stole last night ?”

Stumpy hesitated.

‘* Well, if you want to know the truth,
I lost it.” he said.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE PRICE OF SILENCE.

FOR amoment I was staggered by
John Stumpy's announcement.
Was it possible he was telling the
truth? If so the chances of recovering
the Widow Canby’smoney would assume
a different shape. To arrest him would
prove a moral satisfaction, but it would

not restore the stolen dollars.
Occupying the position I did, I was
more interested in restoring the stolen
money than I was in having the tramp

incarcerated.

You can do noth-

Nothing would have given me greater
satisfaction than to have met the
Widow Canby at the depot with the two
hundred odd dollars in my pocket. It
would have silenced the public tongue
and made my breaking jail of no conse-
quence.

But perhaps John Stumpy was telling
a falsehood. He was not above such
a thing, and would not hesitate if he
thought anything could be gained
thereby.

That Mr. Aaron Woodward also
guessed such to be a fact was proven by
the words that followed Stumpy’s state-
ment.

¢ Lost the money ?” he ejaculated.

“That's what I said.”

“Do you expect me to believe you,
sir?”

“It's true.”

‘ Nonsense, sir.

“ Sh_l »

‘‘John Stumpy ain't the one to lose
over two hundred dollars!”

** Just what I always said myself, part-
ner, and—"

“Don't ‘ partner ' me, sir!”

‘* Well, wasn't we all partnersin the
good times gone by ? "

“No, sir I”

‘7 reckon we were. Howsomever,
let it pass. Well, as I was saying, I
reckoned I'd never lose any money,
leasewise a small pile, but that’s what
I have done, and that's why I want you
to come down.”

And John Stumpy leaned back in the
rocker in a defiant fashion.

The merchant eyed him sharply in
sience for a moment.

‘* Where did you lose the money ?” he
asked at length.

‘“How doI know ? If I did don’t you
suppose I'd go back and pick it up ?”

‘I thought perhaps you were afraid
of discovery.”

* Humph! I'm not skeered of any
such constables as they have in Darby-
ville.”

‘* But you must have some idea where
you dropped it,” went on Mr. Woodward,
and I was astonished to see how coolly
this man, who always pretended to be
so straightforward, could inquire about
stolen money.

‘“Not the least, hang it,” responded
John Stumpy. ‘ There was two hun-
dred and sixty dollars in all. I took out
ten and left the rest in the pocketbook
it was in. I've got the ten dollars and
that's all. And that's why you've got to
come down,” he went on deliberately.
“I'm off for Chicago tonight and I'm not
going back empty handed.”

* Think I ought to pay you for your
own carelessness,” returned Mr. Wood-
ward coolly.

‘‘ Not a bit of it. You owe me every
cent I ask.”

I don’t owe you a penny.”

‘* You owe me a thousand dollars, and
for the last time let me tell you, you've
got to pay or take the consequences.”

And John Stumpy brought his fist
down on the table with a bang.

‘‘ Hold on; don’t make so much noise,”
cried Mr. Aaron Woodward in alarm.
‘*There is no use of rousing the house-
hold.”

“I don’t care. Either you'll come
down or I'll rouse the whole of Darby-
ville,” cried the tramp vehemently.

I haven't any money.”

‘“You can't tell me that.”

‘“It's true. Times are getting worse
every day.”

“Didn’t the woman who lives here
just pay you?”

*‘ Yes; thirty dollars—"

‘‘ And didn't you put the bills in with
a big roll in your vest pocket 2" went on
Stumpy triumphantly.

The merchant bit his lip.

‘* That money is to pay a bill that falls
due tomorrow,” he replied.

Jack Fer—".

‘“ Well, my *bill’ falls due today, and
it's got to be met. So come; no more
beating about the bush. We've gassed
long enough. Now to business. Do
you intend to pay or not 2"

The merchant hesitated. Evidently
he was afraid to oppose the other too
strongly.

‘“Well, I don’t want to let you go
without anything,” he began. * I'll let
you have twenty five dollars—"

John Stumpy jumped up in a passion.
‘‘ That settles it. I'm done with you.
Tonight I'll send a letter to Chris Holtz-
mann, 897 Sherman Street, Chicago, and
tell him a few things he wants to know,
and—"

‘“You dare!” almost shricked Mr.
Woodward. ‘ Write a single word to
him and I'll—I'1l kill you.”

‘“Sol ho! You're afraid of him, are
youz?”

‘ No, I'm not, but—"

‘‘But what ?”

‘“What's the use of letting him know
anything 2"

“Humph! Do you suppose I'd tell
him without pay! .Not much! I cam
easily get him to fork over fifty or a
hundred dollars. And he'll make you
pay it back ten times over.”

Mr. Aaron Woodward sank back in a
chair without a word. Evidently he was
completely baffled, and knew not which
way to turn.

As for myself I was very much in the
dark as to what all this was about. I
was certain the past events spoken of
pertained to my father's affairs, but
failed to ‘ make connections.”

One thing, however, I did do, and that
was to make a note of Mr. Chris Holtz-
mann's address. He wasthe man Stumpy
had written to just previous to the rob-
bery, and he was probably one of the
persons concerned in my father’s down-
fall.

‘* See here,” said the merchant at last.

‘It's too late for us to quarrel. What
good would an exposure to Holtzmann
do?”

‘*Never mind. If you won't come to
time I shall do as I please,” growled
Stumpy.

‘‘But a thousand dollars!
got it in cash.”

‘“ You can easily get it.”

‘ Not so easy as you think. Tell you
what I will do. I'll give you a hundred.
But you must give up all evidence you
have against me.”

Stumpy gave a short, contemptuous
laugh.

*“You must think me as green-as
grass,” he sneered. ‘*I'm not giving up
any evidence. I'm holding on to all
I've got and gathering more.”

‘*“You have Nicholas Weaver's state=
ment,” went on Mr. Woodward, with
interest.

‘“So I have. Nick told the truth in it,
too.”

*I would like to see it.”

“Of course you would. So would
some other people. Carson Strong's
boy, for instance.”

- Sh— not so loud.”

‘ Well, then, don't bring the subject
up.”

‘‘Have you the statement with you ? "™

‘‘Maybe I haven't; maybe I have.”

‘‘Perhaps it was taken from you,”
went on Mr. Woodward curiously.

‘“What do you know about that?™
Stumpy again jumped to his feet.
!‘You've been talking to that Strong
boy,” he cried.

‘‘Suppose I have?"

‘ Well, it didn't do you no good. Say,
how much does the young cub know ? »

‘‘ He knows too much for the good of
either of us,” responded the merchant.

‘¢ Sorry he wasn't found in the ruins of
that tool house,” growled the tramp
savagely.

This was certainly a fine assertion

I haven't



for me to hear. Yet it was no more
than I would expect from John Stumpy.
He was a villain through and through.

“You meant to burn him up, did
you ? " asked Mr. Woodward.

¢ And if I had, Mr. Aaron Woodward
would never have shed a tear,” laughed
John Stumpy.

¢ Let me see the statement.”

John Stumpy hesitated.

¢“Hand over the money first, and
maybe I will.”

“The hundred dollars?”

“No, a thousand.”

“Do you suppose I carry so much
money with me?”

* Give me what you have in that roll,
and I'll take your word for the rest.”

Mr. Woodward winced.

“You're mighty hard on me.”

“No harder than you'd be on me if
you had the chance.”

The merchant gave something that
sounded very much like a groan.

“ Well, I suppose if you insist on it, I
must,” hesaid. “I'llgiveyouwhatIhave,
but I won't promise you any more."”

‘“Hand it over,” was Stumpy's la-
conic reply. He probably thought half
aloaf better than no bread at all.

With a heavy sigh Mr. Woodward
drew the roll of bills from his pocket
and began to count them over.

I was eager to catch sight of them. I
stood on tiptoe and peered into the
windew.

It was an interesting scene; the sour
look upon the merchant’s face; the look
of greed in the tramp’s eye. In a mo-
ment the counting was finished.

“A hundred and seventy dollars,”
said Mr. Aaron Woodward. ‘‘Here
you are.”

And he held them out.

Stumpy almost snatched them from
his hand.

“There, now that’s settled,” he said.
“ Now about—— What was that?”

A noise had disturbed him. While
absorbed in what the two were doing I
had given an involuntary cough.

‘ Somebody listening,” he declared as
he thrust the money into his pocket.
*‘We ought to be more careful.”

* Only some one coughing in the next
room,” returned Mr. Woodward.
“ Don't get scared.”

#1 ain't scared, but I don't want other
folks to know my business. Reckon
you don't either.”

“No, indeed. It's bad enough for me
to be seen in your company,” returned
Mr. Aaron Woodward, with just a trace
of his former lofty manner.

“ No insinuations, please,” was the

ready reply. ‘‘My hands ain't any
dirtier than yours.”
‘“Well, well, let's stop quarreling.

Let me see the statement.”

** Will you promise to hand it back if
Ido?”

“Why not let me have it?”

“Never mind why. Will you give it
back?”

*“You will have no use for it.”

“ Maybe I will.”

“Ican't see it.”

‘“Well, it may be handy some time.”

*All night. If you insist on it you
shall have it back,” was Mr. Woodward's
final reply, seeing that he could gain
nothing by parleying.

Stumpy drew forth the envelope. I
anticipated what was coming.

‘*Here it is,” he said, and handed it
over, as he supposed.

‘‘The envelope is empty,” said Mr.
Woodward.

Stumpy looked dumfounded.

CHAPTER XV.
A STRANGE STATEMENT.
EFORE Mr. Woodward made the
announcement just recorded he
had walked close up to the win-
dow, probably to get into the light, for
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the sky was now darkening rapidly, por-
tending the near breaking out of the
storm I have mentioned. .

In doing this the merchant’s back was
turned upon his companion, and for an
instant Stumpy had been unable to see
what the other was doing.

When therefore Mr. Woodward de-
clared the envelope to be empty every
action of the tramp indicated that hedid
not believe the statement.

*Empty ?" he cried hoarsely.

‘“ Yes, empty,” replied the merchant;
“and you knew it,” he added.

“ No such thing. The statement was
inside.” ‘

‘It wasn't.”

“It was! Woody, you're trying to
play a sharp game, but it won't work.”

¢ What do you mean, sir?”

“You're trying to rob me.”

“Nonsense. I say the envelope was
empty.”

‘““And I say it wasn't.
over my property.”

‘I tell you, Fer—Stumpy, I haven't
it.”

‘“You lie, you have!

¢ What's that 2" and Mr. Aaron Wood-
ward bristled up.

“I don't care what you cay. You
can’t play no such game off on me,” re-
joined John Stumpy, with increasing
anger.

“I'm only speaking the truth.”

‘“Youain't. Hand it over, or I'll—"

John Stumpy caught the merchant by
the coat collar.

‘*What would you do?” cried Mr.
Woodward in alarm, and it was plain to
see he was a coward at heart.

“I'll choke the life out of you; that's
what I'll do.”

“No, no! Letup!”

‘ Hand over the statement.”

“T haven't it, upon my honor.”

“Your honor? Bah! What does that
amotnt to?”

John Stumpy suddenly shifted his
hand from its grasp on the collar to the
merchant's throat. For a moment I
thought Mr. Woodward was in danger
of being choked to death.

‘ Stop! Stop! Se—searchme if you—
you want to,” he gasped.

But John Stumpy’s passion seemed to
have got the better of his reason. He
did not relax his hold in the least.

A short struggle ensued. The two
backed up against the table, and pre-
sently a chair was upset.

Of course all this made considerable
noise. Yet neitherof the men heeded it.

Presently the door from the other room
swung open, and the two had hardly
time to separate before a tall, lank far-
mer entered.

« Hello, what's up?” he asked in a
loud, drawling tone.

For an instant neither spoke, evidently
not knowing what to say.

‘* We were—were—ahem—trying to—
to catch a rat,” replied Mr. Woodward,
with an effort.

“Arat?”

« Exactly, sir. Had a terrible time
with him, Mr. Decker.”

The farmer looked surprised.

“So I supposed by the row that was
going on," he said. ‘‘Curious. I knew
there were rats down to the barn, but I
didn't suppose they came up to the
house. What become of him ?”

‘Slipped out of the door just now,”
put in John Stumpy. *‘There he goes!”
he added, pointing out into the hall.

Mr. Decker made a spring out of the
room

*1 must ketch him, by gopher!” he
cried. ‘‘There's enough eat up here
now without having the vermin takinga
hand in.”

Mr. Woodward closed the door after
him.
‘Now see to what your actions have
brought us,” he exclaimed. ‘' If it
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hadn'’t been for my quick wit we'd been
in a pretty mess."

‘“Not my fault,” growled John
Stumpy. ‘‘ Why don’t you give up the
papers?”

I could not help but feel amused at
his persistency. His demands upon the
merchant were about on a footing with
those Mr. Woodward had made upon me.

“If you'll only listen to reason,” be-
gan the merchant, ** I will prove—"

The rest of his remark was drowned
out in a clap of thunder. Somewhat
startled, I looked up at the sky.

The black clouds in the south had
rolled up rapidly, until now the entire
horizon was covered. The first burst of
thunder was succeeded directly by seve-
ral others, and then large drops of rain
began to fall.

The wind blew the drops directly into
the window. I crouched down out of
sight, and the next moment Mr. Wood-
ward said:

“It's raining in the window.
better close it up.”

Of course directly the window was
closed I could hear no longer. I re-
mained in my position for half a min-
ute or more, and then as the rain began
to pour down rapidly I made a break for
better shelter.

I sought the barn. It was a low ram-
bling structure, with great wide doors.
No one seemed to be around and I
rushed in without ceremony.

I was pretty fairly soaked, but as it
was warm I did not mind the ducking.
Ishook out my hat and coat and then
sat down to think matters over.

What I had heard had not given me
much satisfaction. To be sure, it had
proved beyond a doubt that Mr. Aaron
Woodward was a thorough scoundrel,
but of thisI had been already satisfied
in my own mind.

What was I todo? I had asked my-
self that question several times, and
now [ asked it again.

If only I could get John Stumpy ar-
rested, perhaps it would be posssible to
force him to make a confession. But
how was this to bedone ?

While I sat on the edge of a feed box
a form darkened the doorway, and
farmer Decker appeared.

‘“Hello!” he exclaimed.
you doing here?”

I took the liberty to come in out of
the rain,” I replied. *‘Have you any ob-
jections to my remaining until the
shower is over?”

“ No, guess not. It's a mighty heavy
one. Where're you from? Newark?”

* No, sir, Darbyville.”

‘“Yes. Had quite a robbery down
there, I understand.”

“Is that so?"

“Yes, a chap named Strong robbed
an old woman of nearly five hundred
dollars. Do you know him or the wo-
man?"”

I know the woman quite well,” was
my reply, and I hoped he would not
question me further.

*“They've got him in jail, I believe.
The fellow and his sister tried to make
out that a tramp had taken the money,
but I understand no one would listen to
the story.”

“ NO ? "

“No. It seems this Strong boy's
father is in jail now for stealing, so it
ain't strange the boy's a thief.”

*But maybe he isn't guilty,” I put in,
by way of a mild protest.

‘ Maybe. Of course it's rather tough
on him if he isn't. But you can't tell
nowadays; boys is so allfired high toned,
and want to play big fiddle.”

‘*Some boys are, but not all of them.”

‘“Some of them. Now there's our
landlord, who is in the house now, he's
got a son as extravagant as can be, and if
it wasn't for Mr. Woodward keeping him
in funds I don't know what that boy
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might not do.
Billy, whoa!”

The last remark was addressed to a
horse standing in one of the stalls. A
clap of thunder had set the animal to
prancing.

“Your horse feels rather uneasy,” I
remarked, glad of a chance to change
the subject.

¢ Allers acts that way when there's a
storm going on. Too bad, too, for I
want to hitch him up and take Mr.
Woodward over to Darbyville ?”

‘Over to Darbyville?” Icried.

The news was something of a surprise
tome. Yet it was only an ordinary
thing to be done.

¢ When do you intend to start?”

‘““Socn as possible. Mr. Woodward
says he must get back. There is a man
with him.”

“Whoisit?"”

“Idunno. He didn't introduce him.
They had a high old time trying to catch
a rat in the parlor.”

As Mr. Decker spoke he led the horse
from the stall and backed him up be-
tween the shafts of the chaise that stood
near the rear of the barn.

While he was hitching up I set myself
to thinking. While I was perfectly will-
ing that Mr. Woodward should return
to Darbyville, I did not wish to allow
John Stumpy out of my sight. Once
away and I might not be able to lay
hands on him.

If I was sure that Kate had succeeded
in finding the lost statement I would not
have cared, but the chances in her favor
were slim and I did not wish to run any
risks. ¥

“ Are you going todrive around to the
house for them ?” I asked as the farmer
finished the job.

‘“Guess I'll have to. It will be a
beastly drive. Sorry I can't offer you a
seat—it would be better than walking.”

“1 think I'll wait till it clears off,” I
returned. ‘‘I'm not on business, and—"

‘*“Say, Decker, how long is it going to
take you to hitch up,” interrupted a
voice from the doorway, and the next
instant Mr. Woodward strode into the
barn, followed by John Stumpy.

1 did not have time to conceal myself.
I tried to step behind a partition, but
before I could do so the merchant’s eye
was on me.

“ Roger Strong!” he exclaimed.

“Yes, sir,” I replied, as boldly as I
could.

‘“How did you get here?” he de-
manded.

“ Walked, just as you did.”

* Thought you were in jail."”

“So do most people.” .

“Who is this chap ? " asked the farmer,
staring at me with open eyes.

*“It's the boy who was arrested for
that robbery last night,” explained the
merchant.

**Shoo—you don't say? And I was
talking to him about that very thing.
You rascal, you!”

‘“How did you get out?” put in John
Stumpy.

‘“None of your business,” I replied
briskly.

‘ What's that?”

“] mean what I say. If youd had
your way I'd been burnt up in the tool
house last night.”

“No such thing,” was the tramp’s re-
ply. ‘ Never saw you before."”

It was now my turn to be astonished.

‘““Never saw me before?” I ejacu-
lated.

* That’s what I said,” replied Stumpy
coolly.

“Itisn't true. You're the fellow who
stole the Widow Canby’s money.”

“ You must be crazy, young fellow. I
don't know anything about the Widow
Canby or her money."

‘I can prove it.”

(70 be continued.)

He —— whoa, there,
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the younger doctors acquitge their practical knowl-
edge of the eye, ear and throat. Only a few doors
from this is one of the largest of the city's public
schools. At THE ARcosy’s very elbow is the Art
Students’ League, where future celebrities of paint-
ing pursue their studies with pencil and brush; its
fellow, the Academy of Design, is but a block away.
Between these two isone of the largest commercial
colleges of the country, facing the great building of
the Young Men's Christian Association, which
nightly almost takes on the character of a univer-
sity. Three Sunday schools within a radius of four
hundred feet complete the catalogue as made up to
date.

THe Arcosy itself is glad to record that, accord-
ing to the praises of its friends it, too, is an educa-
tional institution of no mean standing; with its
circle of students numbered in the many thousands,
it is not an unworthy acquisition to these neighbor-
ing institutions.

THE Arcosy’s curriculum is one of many studies,
many benefits; not the least is the course of manly
uprightness, stout courage, truth and honor which
it asks its readers to pursue.

MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE FOR NOVEMBER.

HE second issue of MuNsEY's MAGAZINE is now
ready and contains a wealth of attractive
features. Among the illustrated papers are

articles on Fifth Avenue, Edison’s home and work-
shop, and the Tuxedo Club. The complete novel,
filling thirty six pages, is by Matthew White, Jr.,
author of ‘‘ Norman Brooke" and other ARrcosy
serials, and is entitled ** Allan Kane's Friend,” be-
sides which there are four short stories.

Ask your newsdealer for the November number,
or send 25 cents to this office for a copy.

A SNOWY COUCH.

T is related that two Indians in the mountains
of Nevada were seen to dig a trench in the
snow, wrap themselves in a single blanket and
lie down for their night's rest. In the morning a
grave-like mound of snow covered their forms
and they were about to be dug up as dead, when
they themselves broke through their snowy cover-
ing and, freeing themselves from the blanket, were

found to be covered with perspiration.

This may at first glance seem anomalous, but it
must be remembered that the blanket kept the snow
from contact with the bodies of the sleepers and
served as a jacket such as is put on boilers to keep
the heat from radiating and consequent waste at
the surface. The sleepers were thus not only kept
warm by their own unwasted heat, but the cold-
ness of the snow was prevented from reaching
them by the warm air in the interstices of their
wooly covering. The Indians knew the process,
but not the reason why.

A MANLY CARRIAGE.

HE young man of the great city who has ar-
rived at the noble age of seventeen and de-
sires to be ‘* fashionable " is seen daily walk-

ing Broadway with the prevailing forward stoop
that is supposed to be the trade mark of the
*heavy swell.” It is hardly to be wondered that
his back bends under its heavy cares in the matter
of mustache, cravats and walking sticks.

But the boy who is not particularly anxious to be
in the swim has not these burdens and can easily
keep his shoulders well back, his chest drawn well
up, and breathe at every inspiration deep down into
the bottom of his strong young lungs the exhilarat-
ing air of this crisp autumn.

Walk erect by all means! It is more manly
more graceful. and it robs your frame of one active
cause of weak lungs. The West Point cadet is re-
markable for his exaggerated erectness. He is
made to keep the muscles of the abdomen con-
tracted in the effort to raise his chest as high as
possible, and it is a painful experiment at first. It
becomes easier after practice, and the extreme
erectness becomes a habit that insures a fine bear-
ing for life with the freest play of the lungs.

PHILLIPS BROOKS,
BISHOP OF THE PROTESTANT EPISCOPAL CHURCH.

HE Reverend Phillips Brooks, after thirty two
ears’ service as a rector of the Protestant
piscopal church, was consecrated Bishop on

October 14 last. He is one of a dozen ministers of the
gospel who stand prominently in the eye of the whole
country’s public by virtue of shining talents, and
magnetic personality.

Phillips Brooks was born in Boston, December 13,
1835 ; after attending a Latin school he entered Harvard
College. On being graduated in 1853 he taught school
for a while and then entered the Episcopal Seminary at

THILLIPS BRROOKS

Alexandria, Va. Just before cnmgleting his studies
here his fine character made him the mark of a unique
distinction.

In 1859 the little Church of the Advent in Philadelphia
lost their rector and were in such straitened circum-
stances that the usual salary would tax them too
severely. They received enthusiastic accounts of

oung érooks from a fellow student ; they met him,
iked him and gave him the formal call to take effect
on his graduation in the following June, with a salary
of one thousand dollars a yvear. To be called before
taking orders was a signal distinction.

Having become rector of this humble charge, the
unusual ability of the preacher began to fill the church,
even in time drawing the fashionables from the heart
of Philadelphia to his suburban house of worship to
hear the new fledged divine. He accepted a call to the
prominent Holy Trinity Church in 1861, where he was
equally successful in improving the church and its
work.

Twenty one years ago he was called to that charge
where he has gained his widest fame and exercised his

reatest power—OIld Trinity Church of Boston—which
Ee found in an unfortunate condition and has elevated
to the most prominent and prosperous position
among that city’s churches. Visitors to ton
from whatever part of the country do not fail to
make a pilgrimage to the church of this eminent
preacher.

Dr. Brooks came Fromineut]y before the country in
his championship of the colored race years ago when
that meant treading on the toes of many of the
wealthy and influential members of his congregation ;
also in his aggressive advocacy of the cause of the
Union at the time when this also could not fail to dis-
please many of his parish. He was not to be deterred
by self interest, however, and he did not flinch.

Bishop Brooks is of distinguished personality ; his
great height and powerfuldphysique are imposing ; his
nervous energy is tremendous and accounts for his
enthusiastic, restless work all through his career, and
shows itself in his pulpit delivery ; thisisdistinguished
by the remarkable combination  of lightning rapidity
and perfect distinc'nezss;words, those nuggets of ideas,
crowd each other for an hour without cessation, an
his power as a pulpit orator is certainly not surpassed
in this country.

He is a deep scholar, a broad thinker and a man of
the largest heart. His temper is proverbially sweet
and his temperament sympathetic to a degree. The
miter certainly was never placed on head more worthy
to wear it. Jupson NEwMAN SMITH.



AUTUMN HAZE.
ACROSS the pearly distance
It lies on hill and stream,
In banks of airy turquoise
As softly as a dream.
A slumbrous smoke that rises
Serenely in the cold,
From autumn woodlands blazing
In flames of rosy gold.
—Secribner's Magasine.

TOM THORNTON'S MOUNT.

BY BURTON MELVILLE.

ARYLL THORNTON, barricter,
C and the Nimrod of Cape Town,
consented, after much persuasion,
to take his two nephews, Tom and
Harry Thornton, into the bush
for a hunt; anything, from a bird
to a rhinoceros, was game for
the party, and the boys spurred
their horses madly m their ex-
citement, until admonished by
their preceptor that the twenty
miles before them had better be
taken at a milder and more endur-
ing pace.

Besides these three, Thornton's
singular Hindoo valet was along;
this fellow had such an unpro-
nounceable name that Caryll had
dubbed him Atkins for short; he
had been picked up somewhere
in the British Indian possessions
and he was invaluable—silent,
quick, and sharp as a needle, all
of which traits were shown in
the adventure that occurred just
as they reached the borders of
the hunting grounds.

Tom's horse planted his foot in
@ burrow and broke his leg; there
was but one thing to do—shoot
him. This was promptly done,
but when the poor beast was out
of misery the next grave gues-
tion was, what to do with Tom?
Again there was only one course
of procedure—to mount Tom
behind Harry, which put both of
them Jors de combal, as far as
chasing game was concerned.
But i had to be borne, and Tom
mounted with a wry face.

The party started again toward
4 slope a short distance before
them, Atkins well in advance ;
but they had not gone a hundred
yards when Harry exclaimed:

“Look at Atkins! See how
intently he scrutinizes the slope
ahead of us!"

Several minutes passed before
the party discovered anything
that would explain the interest
of the Hindoo; but, while search-
ing closely, they detected some-
thing which startled them. The
grass on the crest of the slope
was quite short, being no more
than five or six inches in height.
Besides, it was sparse and scat-
tered, sothat a poor hiding place
was afforded an enemy; but, while
scrutinizing the crest, they sud-
denly caught sight of three faces
peering over the ridge. They were
frightful countenances, being black,
misshapen, and surmounted by a
scrubby, but luxuriant growth of wool.
They were close to the ground, show-
ing that the bodies of the wild men
were on the other side of the slope,
their heads being pushed only far
e¢aough upward to give them a view of
the approaching hunters.

Atkins waved his hand for the party
to halt, and, without any further ex-
planation, he struck his horse into a
swift gallop, directly up the slope, and
consequently straight toward the four
grinning heads.

The Hindoo was well mounted, and
certainly was the best qualified of the
entire party to make such a perilous re-
connoi He d absolutely
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without fear, as he swiftly advanced
upen the wild men, who did not stir
until he had passed half the intervening
distance. Then each black face whisked
from view as suddenly as if some giant
had caught their legs in one grasp and
yanked them out of sight.

When within a hundred yards of the
crest the Asiatic wheeled his horse
sharply to the left, and, spurring him to
his utmost, thundered up the slope at a
point which was far removed from where
the Bushmen expected him. It was a

wise precaution on the part of Atkins,

and, beyond question, saved his life.
Rising in his saddle as he gained the

crest, the Asiatic caught sight of the

THE ASIATIC SEEMED ABSOLUTELY WITHOUT FEAR AS HE SWIFILY ADVANCED UPON
THE WILD MER,

four savages grouped together on their
horses at the foot of the slope and no
more than a hundred feet from the point
where they expected him to present
himself as a target for their bows and
arrows. Their horses were as black as
themselves, without saddle or bridle,
and the sight was a picturesque one as
they ranged themselves beside each
other, all their noses pointing toward
the top of the crest, and the nearly
naked riders holding their bows and
arrows ready to discharge the moment
the hunter should come within reach.

‘Without checking his animal in the
least, Atkins gave utterance to a terrific
shriek, as blood curdlirg as the war yell
of an Apache, and thundered straight
toward the group.

The hideous quartet launched their

arrows at the approaching horseman,
and then whirled about in the wildest
consternation and dashed down the
slope. For an instant the air seemed to
be full of whizzing arrows, and Atkins
was compelled to dodge not a little as
he dashed into range, though he held
the missiles in such contempt that they
gave him no anxiety. Had he known
that every one of those arrows was
tipped with the deadliest poison, and
that the slighest puncture of the skin
would have insured his speedy death
bevond all earthly help, it is more than
likely he would not have been quite so
enthusiastic in his pursuit. But nothing
spurs & horseman like the sight of

flying game, and Atkins, still yelling
and brandishing his gun about his head,
rode on a dead run for the flying Bush-
men. Had they kept together, it un-
doubtedly would have proven a bad
thing for the pursuer, whose horse was
so superior that he would have over-
taken them all, and precipated a fight
in which the poisoned arrows would have
been sure to do deadly work. But the
Asiatic had no intention of killing any of
these miserable savages. His first pur-
pose was to give them a good scare, and
the second was formed at the moment
he discovered the superiority of his own
animal in point of speed.

He smiled grimly when he observed
the artifice of the cowardly savages in
scattering, but he did not hesitate a
second. He immediately singled out
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the dwarfish scamp who turned to the
right and marked him for his own.
With a yell, more frightful, it possible,
than any he had yet uttered, he pore
down upon this terrified fellow, who was
bunched in a heap, leaning forward
over his horse's mane, the single sheep-
skin flying straight out from his neck,
while he screeched and urged the
animal to greater speed than was at his
command.

The dark pony stretched his graceful
limbs, and, with nose thrust forward
and mane and tail flying, went across
the plain on a dead run, as though he
believed death itself was at his heels.
But the dreadful horseman was swiftly
gaining upon him, and nothing could
save him from being overtaken. Seeing
that his animal could do him no good,
the nimble Bushman, in the blind excess
of terror, bounded like a monkey from
his back and, striking squarely on his
feet, ran a short distance in the same
direction, with a speed only slightly less
than that of the flying steed himself.
Then, as if he meant to make his fate as
costly as possible, he stopped abruptly,
turned, elevated his small bow, and
launched an arrow at his dread pur-
suer. It was well aimed, and it was a
wonder that the Hottentot was not kill-
ed. As it was, his escape could not
have been any narrower.

When the terrified Bushman had run
a short distance, and was expecting to
{eel the crushing hoofs of the pursuing
horse or the weapons of his
dreadful rider, his frightful coun-
tenance was turned to glance
over his shoulder to learn why
his fate was delayed; he saw that
the Hindoo, instead of pursuing
him, was chasing the riderless
horse, and in fact had already
avertaken him. That single look
must have caused Atkins to
shrink at once in the estimation
of the savage, who supposed
until then thatthe strange hunter
was seeking his life, but found
that he was nothing more than
a vulgar horse thief. Neverthe-
less the dusky scamp showed his
wisdom in taking advantage of
the opportunity thus given. He
saw his three mounted brethren
going over the nearest swell of
land, still cringing in terror, and
he lost no timein following them,
without pausing long enough to
take a second look at the horrible
being from whom he had so
narrowly escaped.

Meanwhile Atkins made the
most of his chance. One of his
friends had lost his horse, and
here was a prospect of gaining
another for him. The animal of
the-Bushman was in a state of
panic, almost equal to that of his
master, skurrying in anoather
direction, and did his utmost to
prevent the pursuer overtaking
him. But it was useless, and
’ while he was struggling the
hardest the black steed of the Asiatic
galloped alongside. The fugitive animal
swerved off to the left, but at the same
instant Atkins made a skillful leap from
the back of his own steed and landed
on the back of the other. He had no
saddle or bridle, but it required only a
few minutes for such an intelligent
animal to learn that his master sat upon
his back. Reaching forward Atkins
gripped the nose of the beast with his
iron-like fingers and forced it back om
his chest. The horse snorted and tried
to shake off his grasp, but could not,
He reared and plunged and whirled
about in a dizzying circle, but the
painful grip seemed to tighten, until,
absolutely conquered, he came to a
standstill, trembling, but anxious to do
the hidding of his conqueror.
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The Hindoo patted his neck and
spoke soothing words to him. The ani-
mal was quick to recognize this and
speedily became quiet. He stood ex-
pectant and ready to obey his new mas-
ter. A cheer went up as the captor
turned the head of the prisoner toward
them and rode forward at an easy trot,
his own animal preceding him by a few
paces. The latter threw up his head
and looked back at his master and then
forward at his friends, as though desir-
ous of calling attention to the fact that
he had borne an important part in this
rather peculiar business.

Congratulations were showered upon
the Hindoo when he came up and form-~
ally presented the [captured horse to
Tom.

¢ Now you shall ride the same as the
rest of us,” said Atkins, with a grin, for
he could not but feel pleased over the
success which attended the raid on the
Bushmen party. And that is how Tom
Thornton secured a second mount.

And the mount turned out to be a
most excellent one, for with it Tom, dur-
ing the next month, ran down a monster
rhinoceros, whose capture covered him
with glory.

LThé® Story bcgin in No. 460.]
WITH COSSACK AND CONVICT.
A TALE OF FAR SIBERIA.

BY WILLIAM MURRAY GRAYDON,

Author of * Under Africa,” ““The Rajak’s
Fortress,” etc., etc.
i

CHAPTER XXIIL
A STRUGGLE ON THE WATER.

HAT the convicts had arranged
beforehand what disposition to
make of the stolen gold was

quite evident from the furious and
yet confident manner in which they
drove the sledges away from the post
station, keeping at first to the road
and finally turning northward into the
forest between two gently sloping hills
—a most amazing proceeding when it
is remembered that beyond the post
road no beaten track existed, for either
horse or sledge.

But these daring fellows had plainly
made themselves familiar with the
neighborhood by frequent visits, for, in
spite of the blinding snow in the air, and
the thick drifts that the eddying wind
had tossed up here and there, they lash-
ed the horses unsparingly, and the
maddened animals—four to each sledge
—plunged onward through the rock
strewn bed of the ravine, their slight
track speedily covered up by the drift-
ing snow.

The excitement of this reckless ride
was lost on Andre Dagmar. He lay
tightly wedged between two heavy
chests of gold in the hindmost sledge,
oblivious to the terrific jolting of the
vehicle as 1t bounded over the rocks or
swept through thickets of stunted
busl The drooping branch of
trees presently tore off the stout leather
top, framework and all, and as the snow
began to beat freely on Andre’s uplifted
face he returned to a dim sort of con-
sclousness, in which an aching head
was the only tangible thing that his
mind could grasp. The rest he saw and
heard through a dream—like haze—the
dark forest overhead, the falling snow,
the violent pitching of the sledge, the
mad plunging of the horses, and the
hoarse yelling of the driver as he crack-
ed his whip.

Andre had not the least idea where he
was, nor for that matter did the convicts
know he wasthere. They had forgotten
him from the moment that he fell
senseless under the heavy blow.

The creaking and groaning of the
sledge increased each minute until it
seemed to be falling to pieces ; then the
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violent motion subsided and a dash of
icy water suddenly spurted over Andre,
wetting him liberally from head to foot
and clearing his brain as if by magic.
He wiped the drops from his face and
sat bolt upright between the chests. A
short struggle with his memory recalled
the attack on the post station, and a
glance at his surroundings made the
situation clear.

The sledge was moving slowly across
a wide stream—evidently a ford for
the water did not come quite to the
sides, and the sharp click of hoofs on the
stony bottom could be heard distinctly.
‘The shore that Andre faced was slowly
receding, and when he turned and look-
ed in the other direction beyond the
driver, who was in plain view on the
seat, he saw the dim outline of the op-
posite bank through the driving clouds
of snow.

A brief reflection convinced Andre
that his presence on the sledge was un-
known and he breathed more freely.
His head seemed to be splitting with
pain, but the application of some snow
to the big lump produced by the blow,
eased him considerably and he began to
think of getting out of his unpleasant
situation.

I wonder where I am‘” he muttered
under his breath. ‘ Some place on the
Angara river probably—Hello | what’s
that?”

Above the whistling of the wind he
heard the dull rattle of musketry, now
in brisk and rapid volleys, now asucces-
sion of single reports.

The sounds cheered his spirits and he
read in them a meaning favorable to
himself. * This is the only sledge that
succeeded in getting away from the sta-
tion,” he reflected, '* My men must have
heard the noise of the attack and turned
back in time to intercept the scoun-
drels, and now they are having a lively
struggle. The first thing is to get pos-
session of this load of gold. It will be
fatal tome if I lose the contents of even
one sledge. As for the other three they
are no doubt safe enough.”

This supposition was a natural one,
for as far as Andre could see through
the falling snow no other sledges or
horses or men were visible—only the
black surface of the river, dotted with
cakes of drift ice.

He concluded to wait until the oppo-
site shore was reached and then over-
power the driver. With a view to this
object he felt around him for a weapon,
and was so unfortunate as to strike his
arm against one of the chests—a mishap
that precluded him from carrying out
his plan, aud forced him to immediate
action, for the convict who was driving
heard the slight noise and quickly
turned his head.

Andre was watching him at the time
and for a brief second their eyes met.
The convict uttered a hoarse cry of
alarm and reached one hand for his rifle
under the seat, but that instant Andre
flung himself forward, and catching the
fellow by the throat, pulled him heavily
to the bottom of the sledge.

But his advantage was short lived.
The convict was muscular and desper-
ate and quickly broke from Andre'’s
grasp, and then ensued a flerce and
bitter struggle.

The combatants rolled over and over
in the narrow space, at first fighting for
agrip on one another’s throat, which
was frequently gained only to be torn
loose the next second. Failing in this
they came to blows, and battered each
other with clinched fists.

Andre was careful to waste no breath,
but the convict alternately swore and
shouted for help at the top of his voice,
an appeal that brought no response,
though it reached the ears for whom it
was intended. They answered it, too,
but the sound of their voices was car-

ried farastray on the whistling wind and
was lost.

Meanwhile, the horses, left to them-
selves, fell into confusion and panic,
floundered helplessly about for a little
while, and then headed down stream.
The fording was but a narrow one, and
in an instant the terrified animals were
swimming for life in the icy waters, and
the sledge was lurching dizzily from
side to side as the rapid current bore it
away.

As the water surged up through the
bottom boards Andre and his antagon-
ist sprang to their feet, forgetting their
enmity in this new peril. Deeper and
deeper sank the sledge until the heavy
chests were half submerged, and the
water was almost over the sideboards.
Two of the horses were drifting with
the current, perfectly motionless, and
the other pair were fast drowning.

As Andre glanced hopelessly at the
swirling waters around him, the convict,
seeing his chance, sprang at him with a
snarl of rage, and both fell heavily
against the side of the sledge. At the
same instant the two heavy chests of
gold slid forward, and the combined
weight tipped the sledge clear over.

Andre retained his presence of mind
as he went under water, and by vigor-
ous strokes quickly came to the surface.
Hisclothing must speedily havedragged
him down again had not the sledge
floated by him bottom up, and so close
that he was able to grasp the runner.
He clung to it with might and main,
calling loudly for help.

The convict was at first not to be
seen, but presently his head appeared
some yards away, and then his hands,
feebly beating the water.

But he was past all help, and as the
waves choked his maledictionsand fran-
tic yells, he sank never to rise, and the
ripples widened until they rcached the
drifting sledge.

Such was the situation when Donald
Chumleigh, attracted by the outcry,
forced his horse to the bank of the
river. He could see the sledge plainly
and the figures clinging to it, and with-
out an instant's delay he forced his un-
willing steed into the water, resolved to
save the man, be he friend or foe.

To tell the truth, Donald did not think
this would be hard to do, for the sledge
was considerably nearer to his side of
the river, and, moreover, he had a great
deal of faith in the ability of his horse
to reach the spot and return with a
double burden.

At first the animal behaved well and
swam out with his rider until the sledge
was so close that Donald leaned out of
the saddle to help Andre to mount be-
hind him.

But just at this critical time the horse
showed signs of exhaustion, and a cake
of drift ice happening to strike him on
the flank pretty forcibly, he went clear
under water, and Donald only saved
himself by leaping forward and grasping
the end of the sledge as it floated by
him.

He pulled himself out on the bottom
and then helped Andre to a safer place,
for the latter was still holding to the
runner with his body submerged to the
neck.

Donald's horse had meanwhile re-
covered strength enough to swim vigor-
ously toward the shore, and had every
prospect of reaching there in safety.

The sledge drifted rapidly on with
the four drowned horses entangled in
the harness, and the two castaways
looked ruefully at each other as they
contemplated their probable fate. The
snow was falling more thickly than ever
and the air was bitterly cold. In their
wet clothes they must soon freeze to
death.

Donald was surprised to find his com-
panion a Russian officer, but he did not

recognize him as the man he saved from
Lavroff’s knife outside the Tomsk prison,
nor did Andre suspect that they had
met before. The latter briefly related
the story of his adventures and warmly
thanked Donald for his brave though
futile deed.

Donald replied as briefly, merely ex-
plaining to Andre that he had been as-
sisting the Cossacks that night. Under
the circumstances he was not disposed
to make a confidant of his companion.

It was difficult to talk at all, for both
were numb with cold, and as the sledge
drifted on through the night their suf-
ferings grew more severe.

Presently the bridge hove in sight,
and as they passed under its dark
shadow they shouted for help as loudly
as they could. But their voices were
pitifully weak and could hardly have
reached the post station. The sledge
drifted on to the wider and swifter part
of the river, and the cries for help were
lost in the distance.

Y * * * * *

An hour later a peasant and his son,
who lived on a small island some miles
down the Angara, were dragging their
boat to a place of safety, when the
father espied a drifting object on the
water, and when they re-launched the
craft and pulled to the spot their sur-
prise was great to find two bodies lying
on an upturned sledge.

As some slight signs of life remained.
the peasant and his son removed the un-
conscious men to their little cabin
among the rocks, stripped off their
wet clothes and put them to bed, where
they dosed them with hot tea, until,
when morning dawned, both were out
of danger and were weakly conscious of
their surroundings.

CHAPTER XXIV.
AN AUDACIOUS LETTER.

“ UDEKIN, I can't endure thismuch
longer. I shall go mad. You
who are childless do not know

what it is to lose an only daughter—and
in such a horrible manner! I would
rather she were dead than in the hands
of those accursed ruffians. Oh! Varia?
my poor Varial”

The speaker was General Tichimiroff,
the governor of Irkutsk. He was pacing
up and down the floor of the little post
station on the Angara—the same which
had witnessed the attack of the convicts
and the seizure of the Czar's gold.

Near the fireplace sat Colonel Sudekin,
the starosta, and a Cossack officer, all
moody and dejected.

The suffering of the past ten days had
committed terrible ravages on General
Tichimiroff. His stalwart frame was
thinner, his face white and haggard, his
eyes sunken and his expression full of
hopeless despair. For days he had not
slept, and but little food had passed his

lips.
He continued to pace the floor ner-
vously, ping and unclasping his

hands; though his limbs tottered under
his weight he persistently refused to sit
down. His only relief was in constant
motion.

“I can't endure this strain much
longer,” he groaned. ‘‘It is killing me,
Sudekin, killing me by inches. The
Cossacks have scoured the country fora
radius of forty miles and yet they have
found nothing—not a trace. Each day
the situation grows more hopeless. By
this time my poor child must be dead—
or worse than dead. God help those
fiends when they fall into my power, as
some day they must. I will flay them
with the knout till the flesh drops off
their bones. I will grind the life out of
them by ceaseless labor in the mines.
I'll hang them up by the thumbs and
gloat over their tortures—if I dared I'd
burn them alive, Sudekin. I'd surpass
the horrors of the Inquisition, and make



them think they were living in the days
of Ivan the Terrible—"

His face grew purple with rage and
the violence of his emotions choked him.
He walked up and down in silence,
grinding his teeth and glaring at his
companions so ferociously that they
shrank nearer to the fire.

“There is still hope,” Sudekin ven-
tured to say when the governor had be-
come slightly calmer. ¢ The very dar-
ing of these scoundrels will surely prove
their ruin. To think that they have
carried off a miilion and a half of rubles
in gold and the Czar's private property
at that! It is incredible! What will
they do next? And poor Dagmar!
‘What fate can have befallen him? He
was a brave lad, but he committed a
grave error in ordering his men off to
‘Tolnar; he should have suspected some
trickery after these recent outrages. It
is better perhaps that he is dead. If
living, disgrace and punishment would
be his.”

‘‘ There isa strange feature connected
with this affair,” said the Cossack
officer. “I mean the stranger who in-
tercepted us that night and whom I
brought back mounted behind me. After
the fight he disappeared and has not
yet turned up. Itis my belief that he
‘was one of this gang of robbers.”

“Very likely!” rejoined Sudekin in
an absent manner. * Very likely!” He
lit a cigar and gazed moodily into the
fire, and the Cossack taking the hint did
the same.

The governor continued to pace the
room, and the sfarosta, who was terribly
afraid of him, crept unseen into a cor-
ner and went to sleep on the floor.

Three whole days had gone by since
the night of Andre's disappearance. For
two of these days the snow storm had
raged until the ground was covered
many feet deep. Then the weather had
changed, bringing a warm rain, and
now, on the morning which witnessed
the opening of this chapter, it was again
bitterly cold and a crust was on the
snow, heavy enough for men on foot but
too frail for horses.

The alarming news flashed over the
wires had brought Colonel Sudekin anda
force of Cossacks on from Irkutsk in hot
haste, and at the post station on the
Angara he joined General Tichimiroff,
who had been forced to abandon his
search by reason of the severe snows.

Of the three stolen sledges of gold not
the faintest trace had been discovered,
for when the Cossacks broke through
the barricade on that terrible night and
dashed along the road in hot pursuit the
point where the sledges were turned off
was already covered with drifted snow,
and thus the only clew was lost.

¢ It was more than probable,” Colonel
Sudekin reasoned, ‘‘ that sledges, gold,
horses and drivers were buried deep
under the gigantic drifts and would not
be found until spring opened—if even
then.”

That the thieves could have got
safely away with their booty none for a
moment believed.

At the present time matters were at a
compulsory standstill. The Cossacks,
to the number of several hundred, were
quartered at the various stations along
the post road for twenty miles on each
side of the Angara, awaiting further or-
ders from the governor.

The dead, who had fallen in the fight
at the bridge and before the barricade,
were in their last resting places—Cos-
sack and convict alike. The poor oper-
ator, who had been shot down at
Donald's side, still lay where his life had
gone out, deep under the crusted snow.
Andre and Donald had disappeared as
mysteriously as the convicts and the
gold.

The scene of the late stirring events
was itself quiet and calm, but a volcano
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of rage and despair smoldered in the
hearts of Colonel Sudekin and the
stricken governor of Irkutsk; and from
Vladivostok to St. Petersburg the people
of the vast Russian Empire hung ex-
pectantly on the telegraph wires, their
interest centered on thelittle poststation
by the Angara.

From this brief digression let us re-
turn. The fourth day wore on as mono-
tonously as its pred s, and
found the scene in the posthouse little
changed. The governor still paced the
floor in moody silence, the starostaslept
at intervals in his corner, and at a table
by the fire sat Colonel Sudekin and the
Cossack officer with a box of cigars and
a bottle of vodka between them. Out of
respect for the governor they wore ab-
normally long faces, but they were
nevertheless making themselves as
comfortable as circumstances would
permit.

Rap!rap!rap! A heavy knock shook
the panels of the door.

The governor paid no attention to the
sound, but the starosta sprang to his
feet with a smothered cry, while Colonel
Sudekin, with his nose buried in a glass
of vodka, growled angrily, ** Come in.”

The invitation was promptly accepted,
and three Cossacks entered the room,
conducting between them an ill looking
stranger, who wore a reddish beard of
recent growth, and was muffled up in
coarse, heavy gray garments.

‘* We caught this fellow outside, your
excellency,” said one of the soldiers.
*‘ He declared he must see you on very
urgent business.”

‘* Well, what is it ? What do you want
with me? " asked the governor wearily,
while Sudekin and the officer rose and
came forward.

The stranger was the center of attrac-
tion as he drew a folded and sealed
paper from under his coat and handed
it to General Tichimiroff. Then without
a word he sat down on a chair and the
Cossacks grouped themselves around
him.

The governor opened the document
with sudden interest and glanced over
the contents. Then—his eyes dilated,
his face purpled with rage, and crushing
the offending paper in his hand, he
sprang at, the stranger so menacingly
that the latter bolted across the room,
and tripping on a chair, came down with
a crash. Before he could rise the gover-
nor had him by the throat and was
shaking him furiously.

“Youdog!”hecried with everyshake.
“You infamous dog of a convict, how
dare you show your face here ?”

At last the governor's rage spent it-
self, and flinging the terror stricken
wretch into a corner, he picked up the
crumpled paper and hastily unfolded it.

“ Listen!” he cried hoarsely to his
companions. ‘Was there ever such
audacity asthis? Ah!how Ilong to lay
my hands on the scoundrel!”

Then choking down his passion the
governor read as follows:

‘To His EXCELLENCY,
GENERAL TICHIMIROFF,
GOVERNOR OF IRKUTSK:

By an unfortunate misunderstanding my
men captured your daughter, Varia, who is
now in my keeping, and has been treated
with the respect due to her high rank. As
youare well aware the past twenty years of
my life have been passed in Siberia, andasI
desire to return to Russia—where I pledge
you to lead in future a life free from crime
—1I have the honor to submit the following
proposition. If you will grant me a free
and unconditional pardon I will restore you
your daughter. Iknow well that thisis in
your power, and I will allow you one week
to make the necessary arrangements. The
messenger,by whom I send this will remain
with you and will conduct you at the expir-
ation of a week to a certain spot in the for-
est, where, if you bring with you the par-
don properly made out and including pass-
port to Russia, your daughter will be re-

stored to you. You may be accompanied
by two Cossacks, but if more come you will
not see me and your life will be in danger.
It is a sufficient guarantee of my good faith
for you to know that any treachery on my
part would of course render the pardon
useless. I warn you to make no attempt to
find my hiding place, for if you should do
80 through treachery on the messenger’'s part
your approach would mean immediate
death to your daughter. The successful
issue of these negotiations {s the only thing
that can save her life and give her back to
you. At the hour of noonone week from
the date of this letter, I will be at the ap-
pointed place in the forest to which my mes-
senger will lead you. Until then I have the
honor to be
Your obedient servant,
FEODOR BARANOK.

CHAPTER XXV.
BARANOK'S PERFIDY.

S he read out the signature at-
tached to the letter the gover-
nor's temper again gave way and

he stamped furiously up and down the
floor, glaring at the terrified messenger
and growling out invectives und male-
dictions.

Nor were Sudekin and the Cossack
officer less amazed and indignant to
learn that Feodor Baranok, the famous
convict, who had escaped a year ago
and was supposed to be dead, was the
leader of this gang of robbers.

“The daring scoundrel! ” cried Sude-
kin.

““The inf:
officer fiercely.

“The man is a fiend!” exclaimed the
governor, coming to a stop and bringing
his hand down on the table with such
force that the glasses and the bottle
jumped in air. *If he expects to get
the better of me he will be greatly mis-
taken. I will outwit him and bring him
and his cowardly band to justice. As
for you, you scoundrel,” he added, turn-
ing to the messenger, ‘‘your just dues
would be arope and a short drop, but I'll
spare your life if you lead me to the
place where these ruffians are concealed,
and that at once without an hour's
delay. Dare to refuse and I'll hang you
to the nearest tree.”

“But, your excellency, you surely
know what would be the result of that
step,” pleaded the fellow in a stammer-
ing voice. ‘' Baranok's retreat is im-
pregnable, and if I should lead a party
of Cossacks there, the sentries would
discover their approach and—and your
daughter would—would be—Baranok is
a terrible man, your excellency, and will
surely keep his word. Moreoyer, an
army of Cossacks could not take the
place in a week's fighting.”

Instead of flying into another rage the
governor seemed stunned by this plain
speaking. and sinking down on a chair
he propped his arms on the table while
an expression of acute anguish passed
over his face.

¢ Sudekin,” he muttered huskily, ** my
spirit is broken. For the sake of my
daughter I must accede to this fellow’s
demands. There is no alternative, for
1 know enough of Baranok’s nature to
feel convinced that he will carry out his
threat. If I attempt to outwit him Varia
will be lost to me forever. In dealing
with such a scoundrel everything is fair,
but as you see I am helpless. I dare
not storm these ruffians in their den,
and if I try to take a force of Cossacks
into the forest with me on the day ap-
pointed for the interview the scoundrel,
will find it out and will keep away.”

Colonel Sudekin nodded a grave
assent.

“I am compelled to agree with you,
your excellency,” he replied, *‘ much as
I should like to see that scoundrel pun-
ished. Of course your daughter's safety
must be your first consideration, May
I venture to suggest, your excellency,
that in case you accede to Baranok's
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demands, you stipulate for the restora-
tion of the gold as well as of your
daughter—or at least a revelation of the
place where it is hidden? In this way you
can kill two birds with one stone.”

‘Ah, yes, the gold,” said the gover-
nor absently. ‘A good suggestion! It
shall be acted upon.”

He remained silent for a moment, and
the convulsive working of his counte-
nance showed that he was passing
through a severe mental conflict.

Suddenly he rose to his feet and
turning to one of the Cossacks, said
with a touch of his old pompous man-
ner. ‘‘Have my farantas at the door a8
soon as possible, attended by a dozen
mounted men. And see that my bag-
gage is packed.”

The Cossack saluted and left the
room.

The governor pulled on his heavy fur
cloak and buckled his sword to his side.

¢ Sudekin,” he said sternly, ‘**my mind
is made up. Everything must be sacri-
ficed for Varia, and the greatest scoun-
drel that ever drew breath will go un-
hung. Look to it that this fellow here
is well taken care of against my return.
I am going to Irkutsk to procure this
pardon. It will require several days to
communicate with St. Petersburg and
give the authorities a clear understand-
ing of the case, but I shall return here
with the necessary papers in plenty of
time to meet Baranok at the designated
place.”

As the governor spoke the tinkle of
bells and the tramping of hoofs were
heard in the post yard. The farantas
and the escort of mounted Cossacks were-
in readiness.

“Your commands shall be obeyed,
your excellency,” said Colonel Sudekin.
** The messenger will be here when youn
return.”

‘* Very well, Sudekin, I rely on you,”
replied the governor, as he drew on his
gloves and slipped a huge fur cap down
over his ears.

At this very moment, while Feodor
B k, in the di cavern on the
Angara, was dreaming of a free pardon
and a return to Russia an avenging fate
was preparing a blow that was destined
to shatter his hopes.

The governor opened the door and
passed out to the waiting farantas, ac-
companied to the threshold by Colonel
Sudekin and the Cossack officer Cap-
tain Urmanov. The gray twilight was
falling and a bitter wind blew from the
north.

“A cold night for traveling,” re-
marked the governor with a shiver.

He had placed one foot on the stepping
block and was about to mount to the
seat when a figure turned in at the gate
and came wearily across the post yard.

The stranger was a tall, slim young
fellow with a ruddy complexion—in fact
he was no other than Donald Chume
leigh.

At sight of the governor he quickened
his pace and cried eagerly, ‘* Stop!stop?
your excellency. I must speak with
you.”

The governor looked up in surprisej
Captain Urmanov uttered a cry of
amazement, and the convict messenger,
who was watching the scene through
the window turned pale to the lips and
trembled from head to foot. He thought
he saw a ghost.

Donald reached the Zarantas with an
effort, and then his numbed limbs gave
way and he fell forward in the snow.

By the governor’s orders he was car-
ried into the posthouse, where all fol-
lowed him, and in a short time the warm
fire and a sip or two of hot wzodka re-
stored his vitality, and he insisted on
sitting up.

‘1t is the man who stopped me on
the post road,” whispered Captain
Urmanov, ‘ the very same.”
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Donald overheard the words.
I am the man,” he cried eagerly, * but
‘who is that? " pointing to the still trem-
bling messenger. ‘‘ What is he doing
here?"”

‘Do you know him ?” demanded the
governor.”

“Yes, he is one of Baranok's band. I
-am sure of it. His name is Leontef.”

A burst of surprise greeted Donald's
‘words.

‘‘Leontef!” cried Captain Urmanov.
“Then he is one of the two who escaped
a week or so ago from the exile gang
by slipping off into the forest.”

“ That's 1t,” said Donald. ‘' His com-
panion’s name was Gross.”

«*And who are you ?” questioned the
governor sternly. * Give an account of
vourself.”

1 belonged to the same exile gany,”
Teplied Donald. *I was captured by
Baranok’s party the night the post sta-
tion was raided.” He proceeded to tell
all that had happened to him from that
time, and when he came to his adven-
tures inthe telegraph station and the
flight with the operator the governor,
who had been listening intently to every
word, interrupted the narrative.

*If your story is true and you really
saved my daughter from drowning you
shall be properly rewarded. Now where
is this hiding place of Baranok's, and
how far distant 2"

‘“That is what I came to tell you,”
cried Donald eagerly. ‘‘ Baranok and
his gang are in a cavern on the Angara
tiver, about fifty miles from here. I
will lead you and your men to the place,
and I ask of you in return but one thing
—a fair hearing of my sad story. Iam
an American, and my arrest and sen-
tence 1s one of the greatest outrages
ever committed by the Russian govern-
ment. My tale is a long one, but I
would prefer to tell it now if you will
listen—"

“*Ngino! Not now," interrupted the
gowgnor impatiently, while a slight, in-
credfilous smile appeared on his face.
“That is what they all say. Every
exile who comes to Siberia asserts his
innocence. However, 1 grant your re-
quest, and if you can be of any service
to me I will give your story a fair hear-
ing and afford you every facility for
proving its truth.”

That the governor had little expecta-
tion of that story passing through the
test was proved by his tone and manner.

To Donald the promise meant every-
thing. He struggled with his emotions
for an instant and then suddenly burst
into tears.

** Come! come!” said the governor not
unkindly. * This won't do. I want to
ask you a few questions. Is thiscavern
impregnable, or can a sufficient force of
Cossacks take the robbers by surprise
and overpower them ?"

Donald hesitated.

“The place will .be difficult to cap-
ture,” he said slowly. ¢ It may require
a stubborn fight to take it.”

The governor struck his hand despair-
ingly on the table.

‘That infernal ruffian will get the
better of me,” he cried. ‘* He is playing
his cards well. Here! Read this! Tell
me what you think of it. See if your
brain can devise any scheme for cir-
cumnavigating this fiend.”

Hetook the paper from his pocket and
handed it to Donald.

As the latter hastily unfolded it, Bar-
anok's messenger broke from his guards
and sprang forward.

‘“Read it aloud!™ he cried hoarsely.
“Read it aloud!”

(T be continued.)

UNCOMFORTABLE SHAVING.
IT is said that the Czar ne,r shaves, but
most people know that he has had many a
<iose shave.—Pittsburg Post.

“Yes, '

.
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THE CHIMNEY DEMONS,
OUT on the top of a chimney tall
I saw a parcel of demons crawl;
Some in gray and some in white,
And others in robes as black as night.
They danced together, they waltzed and

whirled,

With streamers out on the air unfurled !
And the windy bugles began to blow
And sent them skurrying to and fro.

In gauzy garments they all were drest,

And one with a lengthy plume on his
crest,

‘Was the leader of all, without a doubt,

And marshaled his forces round about.

With graceful gestures, like those at
cou

They bowed and courtesied and then they
fought—

Fought like furies—for none would yield—

And not a remnant was left on the field.

‘The chimney demons their part performed

From morning till night, unless it
stormed!

And I loved to watch them and note the
shape

That each one took as it made escape

Out of the shaft, and to see them rise

And melt away in the distant skies;

And when they were angry they rose the
higher,

For then they were fed with a fresher fire.

Comic or tragic they seemed to me,

In whatever the mood I chanced to be;

And fancy led me from day to day

To watch these giants and midgets play,

And even now, that I'm older grown,

I often sit by the window alone,

And amuse myself as the demons crawl

Out on the top of the chimneys tall.
—The Independent.

(Zhis Story began in Number 456.]

A DEBT OF HONOR.

BY HORATIO ALGER, J&.,
Author of ** Ragged Dick,” ** Tattered Tom,
" Luck and Pluck,” etc,

CHAPTER XXXVL
THOMAS HASTINGS.

WO weeks later Gerald found him-
himself in the town of Brentwood,
Minnesota. It was too small for

him to expect to do much business there,
but he had a special message to bear to
a sister of Mr. Sanford who had her
home in the place. He put up at the
Commercial Hotel, a small inn capable
of accommodating about thirty tra-
velers.

Brentwood did not seem an attractive
place to Gerald, and he felt that he
should be glad to take the morning train
to St. Paul. Yet he was destined to
meet here a man who could aid him ma-
terially in the object to which he had
consecrated his energies—that of clear-
ing his father's reputation and punish-
ing his enemy.

He was sitting in the office of the hotel
when a man apparently fifty years of
age entered and had a whispered con-
ference with the clerk. He appeared to
prefer some request which the latter de-
nied. The man was thin and haggard,
and his face bore a look of settled de-
spondency. His clothing was shabby,
yet he looked as if he had seen better
days and had at some time pied a

here he kept a small store, and seemed
to do tolerably well. He appeared to
receive some help from outside, for he
sometimes brought checks to the hotel
to be cashed. They all came from the
same party, a certain Bradley Went-
worth.”

‘‘What!" exclaimed Gerald in startled
surprise.

**Do you know the name?" asked the
clerk.

‘I know a man of that name. It may
not be the same one.”

** This man, so Hastings told me once,
was a manufacturer, and lived in—
in___"

‘‘Seneca, Illinois?"

““The very place.
you know?"

‘It seems so.
name?"”

‘“Thomas Hastings.”

“Did he ever live in Seneca ?"

“I think he once told me so.”

‘‘Perhaps he is some relative of Mr.
Wentworth, and that may account for
the checks.”

“Ican't say as to that.”

“Then no checks come now ?”

*No, not for a long time. Since these
supplies were cut off Hastings has been
going down hill.”

Gerald bent his eyes upon the floor in
silent thought. What, he asked himself,
could be the connection between this
human wreck, living in a small Minne-

Then it is the man

What is this man’s

* sota town, and Bradley Wentworth, the

wealthy manufacturer? With his eyes
fixed upon the floor his attention was
drawn to a torn letter which he now re-
membered that Hastings had held in his
hand and clutched convulsively as he
stood at the desk.

Mechanically he picked it up, when
the name signed to it attracted his atten-
tion and filled him with a thrill of ex-
citement.

This name was Bradley Wentworth.

“I don't know as I .am justified,”
thought Gerald, *“but my father's con-
nection with Mr, Wentworth makes me
desirous of Jlearning whatever I can
about him.”

He withdrew to a corner of the office
where stood a table covered with news-
papers and writing materials, and taking
out the torn letter pieced it together so
that he could read it consecutigely.

It ran thus:

SENECA, ILLINOIS, September 7.
‘THOMAS HASTINGS, SIR :

1 have already warned you that you have
annoyed me sufficiently, and that I should
pay no further attention to your letters. Yet
you persist in writing to me and demanding
money. On what grounds? You claim to
be acquainted with a secret, now many
years old, and threaten to divulge it unless
I will send you money. What you have to
tell is of no value whatever. The man to
whom you want to reveal it is dead, and his
son is dead also. There is absolutely no
one who takes any interest in your threat-
ened revelation. When I think of the sums
of money which I have sent you in the ag-
gregate I am provoked with myself for my
weakness. You ought to be in comfortable

better position. Without knowing why,
Gerald's curiosity and interest were ex-
cited. As he left the room Gerald said:
‘ That fellow looks as if the world had
gone wrong with him.”

“Yes,” answered the clerk, ‘‘he has
been going down hill the last three
years, and now is near the foot.”

““Daes he drink?"

“Yes, when he gets the chance, but
he has not had money enough to gratify
his appetite lately. I don’t pity him so
much as I do his wife and child, for he
has a daughter of twelve, a sweet, inno-

.cent child, whose lot in such a home as

he can supply is far from being a happy
one.”

‘““How long has he lived in Brent-
wood ?"

‘“Five years. When he first came

cire ances, but you write me that you
are destitute and that your wife and child
are on the verge of starvation. Well, this
is not my fault. It is largely the result of
your inordinate love of drink. A man like
you ought never to have married. You
can't take care of yourself, much less can
you care for a family.

I have wasted more words upon you than
I intended. As, however, this is the last
letter I ever expect to write you, I deter-
mined to make myself understood. Let me
repeat, then, you have nothing to expect
from me. You have exhausted my patience,
and I have no more money to send you. If
you can't support yourself in any other way,
go out and work by the day, and let your
wife take in washing. It is an honest busi-
ness, and will help to keep the wolf from the
door. In any event, don’t write again to me.

BRADLEY WENTWORTH.

Gerald read this letter in ill suppressed
excitement. He could not misurder-

stand these words, referring to the secret
of which this man had knowledge. ** The
man to whom you want to reveal it is
dead, and his son is dead also.” He, the
son, was not dead, but it suited Bradley
Wentworth to represent that he was.
What could this secret be ? It must, he
felt, relate to the *“debt of honor,”
and to the forgery which Wentworth had
succeeded in laying upon the shoulders
of his friend and associate.

Hastings must possess some informa-
tion of great value, or Bradley Went-
worth would not have sent the sums of
money referred to in the letter. Clearly
it was for Gerald's interest to see
Thomas Hastings, and learn what he
could. He was quite in the dark as to
the nature of hisinformation, but it was
unquestionably of importance. It
seemed as if Providence had directed

‘ his steps to this out of the way town in

Minnesota, and he resolved to take ad-
vantage of his visit.

He sauntered up to the desk and in a
voice of affected unconcern inquired,
¢‘Can you tell me where the man Hast-
ings lives ?”

¢ Are you interested in him?" asked
the clerk, smilingly.

‘“Yes, somewhat. He looked so sad
and woebegone. 1 might perhaps help
him to aposition if I could have a con-
versation with him and judge of his abil-
ities.”

‘“Oh, his abilities are good, but his
intemperate habits are so fixed that I
would not advise you to recommend
him.”

‘* At any rate I can give him a dollar,
and I suppose that will be acceptable to
him.”

‘It will be a godsend. You will find
that he won't refuse it. As to where he
lives I can't readily direct you, but
here is a little fellow,” pointing to a col-
ored boy who had just entered, ‘* who
will be glad to show you. Here, Johnny
do you want to earn a dime?”

“Don't I just?” returned the boy,
showing the whites of his eyes.

‘ Then show this young man the way
to Tom Hastings's house.”

‘“ All right, boss, I'll show him.”

Gerald followed the boy along the
street for about twenty rods; then down
a side street, till he reached a shabby,
two story house, dismantled and with
the paint worn off in spots.

‘“ That's where he lives, boss,” said the
boy.

“ Does he occupy the whole house ?”

‘ No, he occupies the right side.”

Gerald hesitated amoment at the gate
and then walked in. He was consider-
ing how he should introduce himself.

Thomas Hastings himself answered
the knock on the door. He was in his
shirt sleeves. There was a beard of
nearly a week’'s growth on his cheeks,
and he looked as neglected as the tene-
ment which he occupied. He eyed Ger-
ald in some surprise, and waited for him
to mention his business.

‘“Are you Mr. Thomas Hastings?”
asked the young visitor.

“Yes.”

‘“Are you acquainted with Bradley
‘Wentworth of Seneca, Illinois ?”

“ Yes, do you come from him ?" asked
Hastings, eagerly.

‘““No, but I would like to talk with
you about him. May I come in?”

Hastings looked backward, and the
disordered rooms struck him with a sud-
den sense of shame. .

*No,"” he said, ‘‘we can talk better
outside. Wait a minute and I'll be with
you.”

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
OLD ACQUAINTANCES.

« OW what have you to say about
Bradley Wentworth?" asked
Hastings abruptly, as they

walked slowly up the road.



‘* First, let me ask you hqw long you
have known him ?"

‘‘How long have I known him? Be-
fore you were born, youngster—a matter
of twenty years, I should say.”

* Did you know a man who was in the
employ of Wentworth's uncle at the
same time—Warren Lane?”

Hastings started.

‘*What do you know of Warren Lane "
he asked abruptly.

. ““He was my father,” answered Ger-
ald.

‘Your father! But I heard that he
had died, leaving no son.”

‘* My poor father is dead, but I am as
much alive as you are. Who told you
that [ was dead?”

*Bradley Wentworth wrote me to
that effect.”

‘* Bradley Wentworth would not be
sorry to hear that I was dead, but he
knows better. He has seen and spoken
with me more than once during the last
six months. He was at our cabin in
Colorado when my poor father died.”

‘‘ He is false and treacherous as he al-
ways was! " said Hastings bitterly.

“Ican believe that. I consider him
to be my bitter enemy, as he was my
father's.”

‘ Then you know—the secret ?”
‘You refer to the forgery?
How much do you know about it 2"

‘ Everything,” answered Hastings
emphatically.

* You know then his compact with my
father?”

“I know of it. I was the only one
that did know of it outside of your
father and Bradley Wentworth himself.”

“Then you probably know how
basely he refused to pay my father the
sum agreed upon for his sacrifice of rep-
utation.”

“I know that, too. The sum was
twenty thousand dollars, was it not?”

Yes.

¢ Yes, it was a debt of honor, or should’

have been considered such. Idon'tcare
so much for the money, but it was the
price of my father’s sacrifice, and in jus-
tice to his memory and his ruined life,
I want this man to payit.”

¢ That's sentiment, youngster. I
should want the money for itself.”

“I can earn my own living.
earning it now."”

‘‘Where are you working?”

“In St. Louis. I am traveling for Gil-
bert Sanford, of that city. He is a well
known merchant.”

** Never heard of him. You are young
to travel for such a firm,” continued
Hastings, eying Gerald curiously.

“ Yes, he engaged me as a favor, but
I think that he has found my services
satisfactory, or he would not have taken
me from the store and sent me out on
the road.”

*You must be smart, youngster. Did
your fatherleave you anything?”

“*A cabin and a few acres of land
among the foothills of Colorado.”

‘* Have you any evidence of the agree-
ment made by Bradley Wentworth 2"

‘I have two letters written by him on
the subject, in which the matter is plainly
referred to.”

“ Does he know that you have them ?"

* Yes; he tried to buy them from me.”

¢ What did he offer?”

“ A thousand dollars.”

‘“ Then he considers your claim good.
And you refused ?"

* Of course!” answered Gerald indig-
nantly. ‘Do you think I would compro-
mise such a claim?”

*1 don't know. A thousand dollars
would be a mighty convenient sum to
handle.”

*I am not willing to pay so high a
price forit. Youmust have beenin Mr.
Wentworth's confidence or you would
not have known of the forgery.”

“ Why shouldn’t I know it? I wasthe
paying teller of the bank, and I cashed

I am
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the check in the ordinary course of
business.”

“ And the check—who presented it?”
asked Gerald eagerly.

‘Bradley Wentworth himself.”

‘““Then you knew all the while that it
was he that was the forger and not my
father?”

" Yes‘"

‘“Then what kept you silent?”

¢ Bradley Wentworth’s money'” an-
swered Hastings significantly.

‘ Yet you tell me.”

‘* Because he has thrown me off. I
wrote him ten days since for a beggarly
fifty dollars,and he refused to send itto
me. In fact he defied me, writing that
there was no onealive to feel an interest
in the secret I had to sell. That is the
sort of man Bradley Wentworth is.
Stay, I will show you the letter,” and he
began to explore his pockets.

] can't find it,” he said, after an in-
effectual search, with an expression of
perplexity, ¢ and yet I had it when I
went to the hotel an hour since.”

s Is this it 2" asked Gerald, producing
the torn letter already referred to.

“Yes, yes! How came you by it ?"

I found it on the floor of the hotel
where you dropped it. You must ex-
cuse my reading it. I should not have
done so if I had not seen the name of
Bradley Wentworth signed toit. Every-
thing that relates to him has an interest
for me, and when I read it I felt that it
must relate to my father.”

‘* Yes, it does. I am glad to met you,
boy. I forget your first name.”

¢ Gerald.”

“I remember now. Why, I was in
the church when you were baptized.
There's some difference between now
and then.”

“I suppose I must have changed
some,” said Gerald smiling.

“ Yes; you have become, a fine, manly
boy. You don't look like your father,
but you remind me of your mother. My
wife would like to see you. She always
liked your mother. Can't you come
round and take supper withus,” and then
he hesitated and looked embarrassed;
‘‘but I am afraid we can't offer youmuch
that is inviting,” he added.

‘I will come with pleasure, Mr. Hast-
ings,” said Gerald, *‘and as I am afraid
you have been out of luck, will you al-
low me to lend you a small sum ?"

Hastings took the ten dollars extended
to him and his face brightened.

‘““Now I am not afraid to have you
come,” he said. ‘‘ My wife's a good
cook when she has the wherewithal.
We've been reduced to shortcommons
lately.”

‘“Well,” said the clerk, as Gerald re-
turned to the hotel, **did you call on
Tom Hastings ? "

“Yes; I found him at home.
going there to supper tonight."

“You don't say so!” ejaculated the
clerk in astonishment. *Did Tom Hast-
ings invite you?”

“Yes; he and his wife used to know
my father and mother.”

“You will excuse my suggesting it,
but it might be wise for you to eat some-
thing here before you goover. Hastings
isn't much in the habit of entertaining
strangers, and I don't think he sets a
very good table.”

I think there will be a good supper
tonight,” said Gerald. ‘At any rate I
will risk it.”

He proved to be right. Mrs. Hastings
was a good cook when she had the
wherewithal, as her husband expressed
it, and she did her best, going herself to
the village market for supplies. It is
safe to say that Gerald fared better than
he would have done at the hotel.

He was very cordially received by
Mrs. Hastings, who indulged in reminis-
eences of his mother, to which he lis-
tened eagerly. g
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**She was a good woman,” said Mrs.
Hastings, ‘‘ and I was grieved to hear of
her death. I am sure she would have
lived longer but for the wicked plot of
Bradley Wentworth against your
father.”

‘“ You knew about it 2" .

‘“Yes; and I could not bear to think
that my husband was aiding and abet-
ting him in his wicked scheme. I hope
the time will come when his injustice
will be repaired.”

“I think it will, Mrs. Hastings. To
that end I have been working ever since
my father's death. I think Providence
directed me to your husband as the man
who could help me. His testimony will
be most important.”

‘¢ And it will be forthcoming, Gerald,"
said Mr. Hastings. ‘I have stood by
Bradley Wentwor:h long enough. I
never liked him as well as your father,
and I am prepared to help you because
you are the son of Warren Lane.”

‘ Thank you, Mr. Hastings.”

““Iama poor man. Still I make no
condition. When you come to yourown
you will not forget that I helped you to
it.”

‘I shall not forget it, Mr. Hastings.
Do I understand that you will be ready
to give your testimony whenever I may
callupon you?”

] promise it.
Brentwood ?”

‘““Tomorrow morning, but it will not
be long before you will hear from me.”

(70 be continued.)

When do you leave

A WRESTLING BOUT IN JAPAN,

IN Japan wrestling is the most popular
sport, and such exhibitions are patronized
in great numbers by all classes of society.
The foilowing account of such an event is
taken from an article in the Seat?/e Post-In-
telligencer :

In the big cities the wrestling ground is
square and surrounded by two roped gal-
leries. Women occupy the upper tier. The
ring is about twenty feet in diameter and
raised about two feet above the ground
floor. It is strewn with sand and sur-
rounded by a double embankment of bags
of straw. It is covered by a roof, decorated
with flags and lanterns and supported by
four slanting red pillars.

A contest between the Typhoon and the
Stone Giant in Yokohama was witnessed
recently by a correspondent of the Post-/n-
telligencer. The wrestlers were accompa-
nied by friends and coolies carrying lacquer
boxes containing the costumes for the ring
and toilet articles. They are famous wrest-
lers and were dressed like noblemen.
‘While undressing they talked togetherina
friendly manner. The rin{ costume con-
sisted of large silk handkerchiefs, with
fringed edges, tied around the loins. They
were immense fellows—solid, broad and
muscular, but not tall. The Typhoon was
about 4 feet and 7 inches in height, and the
Stone Giant was a little more than s feet.

When noblemen, who patronized them,
entered the dressing room they jumped up,
making the joints crack and stretching
their 1imbs.

At the sound of a drum on the tower at
the entrance to the grounds the wrestlers

ut on velvet aprons and several belts,

okens of former victories. With pendent

arms, preceded by the four judges and fol-
lowed by a file of other wrestlers and seve-
ral attendants, they entered the inclosure
and marched around. The spectators had
reached a high pitch of excitement. They
shouted loudly, clapped their hands, and
ra?ped on the balustrades with their fons.
After the parade all seated themselves
around the rintg, the oc{aponents facing each
other. Each of the judges stepped to one of
the poles and squatted down. The attend-
ants placed a bucket of water and a vessel
containing salt on the top of the embank-
ments. e wrestlers took off their aprons
and belts, jumped into the ring and struck
many athletic attitudes that caused ap-
plause.

Refreshing themselves with a drink of
water and a pinch of salt, they squatted
on the sand, facing each other as a kind of
salutation, and then rose with their arms
extended and their fingers bent to catch
hold of each other. Then they began to
stamp the ground and repeatedly rushed at
each other to get a firm grip. Stone Giant’s
only endeavor during the whole fight seem-
ed to be to press down his opponent by his
weight, and so push him out of the ring.
But the dark olive body of the Typhoon al-
wWays managed to struggle away from the
lump of flesh that threatened to crush him,
and he tried to improve his grip at every
opporttinity. At last he seized his opponent
% the leg and made him hop backward.

e spectators roared with langhtery They
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had got near theembankment. Stone Giant
once more threw himself on the ‘“dwarf,’”
as he called him, nnﬁ\rily, and almost suc-
ceeded in bouncing him over the line. The
two judges nearest them stood at the line,
for as soon as one stepped across it the
match was over.

Typhoon became enrnged. but all his-
twisting, wriggling, pushing, and other
tricks were of no avail against the azo.

unds. So they fought for twenty, thirty.

orty minutes. yphoon was getting tired..
Several times he was pressed to the ground,
and it became more and more difficult to
hold each other, as they perspired freely.
Durh:{ all this time their movements hadl
looked somewhat theatrical; it seemed as
if they had learned to for and exag;
rate every situation of the combat. But
now they were in dead earnest, and they
wished to come to a close. For an instant
Stone Giant lost his foothold, and Typhoon,
getting all his strength to¥ether, lifted him
up from the earth and hurled him over the
?mzankment. It wasa marvelous acrobatic
ea|

‘The judges rose and the manager q‘ro-
nounced Typhoon to be the victor. he
spectators got up from their seats, shouted,

and threw greunts into thering. He bowed
and bowed again, putting both hands on
his knees. Many scraps of paper came fly-
ing down from the tiers in which the pre~
sents of sums were announced and the
addresses where he could send for them.
Attendants picked them up and Typhoon
marched off with his suite.

BOTH AFRAID, ONE PLUCKY.

SOMEWHERE, General Grant said that he
never allowed himself to be troubled by
fear of an antagonist, because he kept well
in mind the thought that the other fellow
was as much afraid as he was. This idea
is exemplified in the following story, told
by a writer in the Phsladelphia Times. He
relates that a passengertook a London cab,
and he continues as follows:

On getting down he tendered three and
six for his fare—this was a little over the
proper amount. The driver wanted five
shillings. The passenger refused. “I'd
like to fight you for it,” said the driver.
“The very thinf!" cried my friend, who
had never in his life put on a boxing glove.
and was almost as ignorant as Mr. Pickwick.
even of the ﬁfhtiag attitude. *The very
thing! Capital! e'll have the fight in
the back garden. My brother will look on,.
hold the stakes and see fair play.” The
cabman got down slowly. ‘I was pleased,’
continued the narrator, ‘‘to discover that
he appeared almost as much afraid as my-
self, perhaps—if that was possible—even
more. He followed me into the back gar-
den, where there was a lovely little bit of
turf, quite large enough for Fracn’cn) pur-

ses. I placed my five shillings in my

rother’s hands, took off my coat and waist-
coat and rolled up my sleeves, all with the
appearance of cheerful alacrity. ‘ Now,
my friend,” I said, ‘1 am ready as soon as

ouare.” The anxiety of the moment was,

confess, very great. But it decreased as.
I watched the man’s face express success=~
ively all the emotions of surprise, doubt,,
hesitation and abject cowardice. ‘‘No,” he
said, ‘‘gimme the three and six. I know
{our tricks, both of you. I've been done
his way before.” And so grumbling and
muttering he moved away.

ANOTHER USE FOR ELECTRICITY.

A novel exhibition, recently made in
Boston, is described by the New Vork Swn ;
it demonstrates the practicability of forging
the hardest metals without the usual ac-
companiments of glowing blast furnaceand
superheated atmosphere, the subtle yet
powerful electric current being the substi~
tute. Just as the carbon sticks in the arc
lights are heated to the white heat point
and burned into vapor by the passing of
the electric current, so these metals are act-
ed upon when connected with the poles of a
powerful battery.

The exhibition was of processes of forging
and tempering by electricty of obdurate
metals. One experiment was the melting
into liquid form of a bar of steel an inch in
diameter and twelve inches long in forty
five seconds, without the temperature of the
room being raised a single degree from its.
normal condition.

Another thing shown was the making of a
steel railroad spike. The bar is cut into the
required length, the pieces passing through.
the electrical machine, where one end is.
heated, and then to adie, which shapes the
head on the heated end, the point being
compressed into shape without heating.
Another exhibit was the forming of an
auger screw, the flat bar of iron bein
fastened in the machine at the two ends an
heated almost instantly, and then twisted
into the required spiral b?' the automatic
turn of the machine. A [ittle machine is
devised for making spherical ball bearings,
such as are used for bicycles, &c. thle
the exhibit was thus in progress a cable«
gram was received from the Krupps, the
great gun makers of Germany, in further~
ance ot negotiations for the rights of the
invention in Germany and other countries
.of the European Continent.
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THE BELL BUOY,
WHAT is the song that the bell buoy sings
In the dreary, wind strewn dawn;
‘When the dull gray east froths the waves to

yeast, .
And the thick gloomed night is gone ;
‘When the sea bird, waked from the crag
down swings,
And the day begins to yawn?

Blithe sailor boy on the wave afloat,
Do you hear what the bell buoy sings?
‘There are stirless deeps, where the ocean
sleeps,
'Neath night’s never folding wings!
Oh, haste to the mother—speed the home-
ward boat—
See the glow that the love light brings!
The day on the waste sea slopes is dim ;
The cloud drifts hide the sky ;
‘The waves are rife, with a restless life;
The winds flare up and die;
And ever goes on the ceaseless hymn,
That seemeth a human cry !
‘What is the song that the bell buoy sings,
In the dreary, wind strewn dawn?
Ah, life is a breath, and the end is death!
The sea snares gap and yawn :
“The waves are rife with a restless life ;
The ceaseless bell hymn rings;
‘The sea bird waked, from the crag down
swin;
But the sailor lad is gone !
—Mail and Express.

A GLOBE TROTTING POSTAL CARD.,
A READER of THE ARGOSY sends us an old
postal card bearing a three cent stamp,
about which he writes as follows :

1 have been a reader of your valuable
paper since the first number appeared, and
now I look forward to next week’s paper as
eagerly as 1 did then.

ger_v often an article appears which
specially interests me, among which was
-one, several weeks back, speal ing of postal
<cards, etc., going around the world. Today.
while looking over an old box of relics, i
found the inclosed card, which, if not the
first, was nearly the first to go clear around
the world. Another card started the same
day, went to London and came back the
same way it went.

I had never heard of this being done be-
fore, but Jules Verne’s famous book,
“ Around the World in Eighty Days,” was
what gave me the idea. My card was just
one hundred and thirteen days making the
trip. Yours very truly,

ILBUR M. WAITE.

This card bears date of Lynn, Massachus-
etts, June 21, 1879; thence it must have
<crossed to England, proceding over Europe
and through Italy by rail, for its next post-
mark is Brindisi, July 8. Then follows the
mark of Singapore, Aug. 2. Two other
marks of Aug. 13and 18, bearing the word
“Weltevreden,” are probably the stamp of
the North German Lloyd steamer which
bore the card to Hong Kong, arriving Sept.
3. Yokohama was reached Sept 10,and a
Second postmark of that place shows a de-
tention until Sept. 21. San Francisco put
the final mark on the card on Oct. 7.

Those who would wish to emulate our en-
terprising correspondent will regret to hear
that the sending of cards and letters in this

way became so frequent and so bothersome
that the post office ceased to regard the
globe girdling directions and such missives
are now returned to the sender at once.

THE DESCENDANTS OF DICKENS,
THOSE who have passed delightful hours
in the company of Charles Dickens through
the medium of his’absorbing stories will be
interested to know something of his chil-
dren, as told by his son and namesake inan
interview for the Boston Transcript :

My sister Mary, the second of the family,
is unmarried and manages a t: writing
establishment in this very building. My
second sister, Catherine "Elizabeth Mac-
ready, married Carlo Pellegrini, the artist,
and is an artist herself, as you may know.
My eldest sister does not do any literary
work. She edited my father’s letters, but
at present she has nothing to do with litera-
ture.

I have two brothers in Australia. The
eldest, Alfred Tennyson, is in business as a
merchant in Melbourne. The youngest,
Edward Bulwer Lytton, is connected with
the sheep farming ‘interests, and is a mem-
ber of the New South Wales Parliament. 1
have also another brother in London, Henry
Fielding, who has a very large practice at
the bar. brothers who are
dead were Walter Landor, Sydney Smith
and Francis Jeffrey, the latter of whom died
at Moline, 1llinois, and is buried there on
beautiful bluf overlooking the Missis-
pi. All my brothers were named after
literary men.” My second sister was named
acready the actor. With regard to
m;dulf Iedit A/ the Year Roundand House-
hold Words as well. I have also a large
printing business, and in the winter I travel
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all over the country, giving readings from
my father’s works, the same as I gave in
America. They are those that he used to
read himself.

A FATAL FEAST.

Next to monkeys, some bears are the most
human of animals in their actions and pos-
tures. Fancy, for instance, the bear in the
Boston Globe's description of a Siberian trap,
carrying off the log of wood and hurling it
and himself into space.

A long cord, very strong and several yards
long, is attached at one end to a huge log of
wood, and at its other extremity a running
noose is rigged and artfully concealed inthe
center of a mass of brush and leaves.

This noose is so arranged that Bruin, in
order to get ata peculinrlf tempting mess
of raspberries which his gluttonish eyes see
not far away, must put his head through it.
The noose falls loosely about his neck and
does not trouble him until he begins to
move away, when the weight of the log of
wood tightens the rope, and Bruin finds that
he cannot breathe.

After two or three an trials to pull
ahead, like a dog attached by a rope when
walking with his master, the bear growls
al:adlt‘ol lows back the rope until he comes to
the log.

He picks it up and bites it, shakes it,
fights it, throws it down and starts off

in; but anew the fatal cord tugs at his
wind pipe and his eyes are starting from
their sockets. Twice or three times he goes
back to ﬁght the log of wood. Then finding
that this does not help him, he takes up the
log and carries 1t off in his arms or in his
forepaws.

Then he looks about for a high precipice or
a lofty rock from which to throw the offend-
ing Jog. The moment he finds one he
pitches the log violently over, and is, of
course, pulled over after it and killed by
the fgll. or so choked that he is easily cap-
tured.

MISTAKES OF EXPLORERS.

EXPLORERS in strange countries need to
be men of great ingenuity when it comes to
conversing with people speaking unknown
tongues. The pitfalls of the sign language
are many, and the following paragraph
from the New York .Suz shows how some of
the consequent errors may become em-
balmed in print:

Hundreds of mistakes creep into maps
through misinformation given by savages
or semi-civilized people, or the misunder-
standing of explorers. Here is one instance:
A conspicuous place, the capital of the Laos
country, east of Burmah, has been known
for many years as Zimme, and the name
has appeared in large letters on the maps.
The real name of this place is Chineg Mai.
‘The Burmese cannot pronounce this name,
and the name introduced on our maps is
their mxsgronunclntion of it. An Indian
map maker recentl introduced both
names on his map as the names of separate
places. Hundreds of African names on our
maps are amusing when we understand

them. Thus the appellations of quite a
number of rivers are not their names at all,
but simply signify river or water. Explor-
ers hearing these words applied to them er-
roneously concluded that they were the
names of rivers.

HE SECURED THE PLACE.,

AN old tale of the celebrated Dean Swift
is revived by the Philadelphia Times, in its
boys’ and girls’ department.

A funny story is told of Dean Swift, who
was a witty man and fond of a joke at the
expense of other people, as most witty peo-

le are. One very cold night when he was
rrnveling, he stopped at a little inn. There
was onlg’ one fire in the house, and the
guests of the inn crowding about it, left no
place for the new comer.

‘With a solemn face Dean Swift called to
the hostler and told him to get a peck of
oysters immediately and take them out to
his horse.

“Will your horse eat oysters, sir ?’’ asked
the astonished man. 3

* Just take them out and see,” said the
horse’s master.

The people around the fire stared at the
man that owned this curious animal, and
nearly every one of them left his seat and
went out to see the remarkable horse eat-
in¥ oysters.

hen the cunning Dean made himself
comfortable in the warmest corner and or-
dered his sugper.

Presently back came the hostler, with the
disalgpoin:ed crowd after him.

‘“He won't touch them, sir,” cried the
hostler.

“Then take the foolish animal all the oats
he can eat,” replied Dean i “ You can

Swift.
bring the oysters here. I'll eat them for
supper myself.”

DUG UP AFTER MANY YEARS.

THE famous battle of Lundy’s Lane is re
called by a find of relics in October last,
on that historic field. This engagement
took place in 1814, in the war of 1812; a Brit-
ish force of three thousand, with a battery
were posted on a commanding eminence at
the head of Lundy’s Lane; General Win-
field Scott came upon them with a force of
twelve hundred; he whipped them, cap-
tured the battery and the eommanding
general with his staff. The relics recently
found are described by the New York Sun:

Skeletons of British soldiers of the war of
1812 were recently found at Lundy’s Lane
at Niagara Falls, Ontario, in a trench in the
sand pit opposite the cemetery, where the
bones of many others are supposed to lie.
Some of the red coats were in perfect condi-
tion. Many buttons were found, also to-
bacco pouches, knives, buckskin vests, and
officers’ braid. About fifteen skeletons
have been dug up. The regiments, as
shown by the buttons, were the Sixty Ninth
and the One Hundred and Third. The Brit-
ish Historical Society will have the bones
buried in the trench in the Y.

E. G. M., Poughkeepsie, N. Y. A few
weeks’ notice of change of address should
be given to our mailing department.

E. C. S., Bloomsburg, Pa. Vols. I and 1T,
bound, of THE GOLDEN ARGOSY, cost $1o
each, there being but a few copies left.

P. R. C., Newark, N. J. Maps of the roads
of the State of New Jersey, for the guidance
of bicyclists can be had of Dr. Benedict, 111
Belmont Ave., Jersey City, by remitting
$1.00.

KING OF BERGEN. 1. We cannot say
where free cornet lessons can be obtained,
and, not knowing your address, we are not
able to tell you where you can find a teacher.
2. There is no premium on the white cent of
1863 or 5, and war tokens are of trivial, if
any, value.

I. S. B., Wheeling, W. Va. 1. The stories
“Lost in the Slave Land” and “On the
Border " will probably be published during
the winter. 2. Copies of the Daily Continenz
are out of print. 3 A. G. Spalding &
Bros., New York City, can procure you any
kind of stuffed animal or bird.

CHIC, Cincinnati, O. 1. “Coffee essence ”
sounds like the name of some manufactured
adulteration ; the mysteries of such no man
knoweth but the maker. Chicory is a plant
kindred to the dandelion. It is universal in
England and all too frequent here as a sub-
stitute for coffee. That it is injurious can
hardly be, as it was formerly used largely
for medicinal purposes.

PuUCK, Bridgeton, N. J. To clean gloves
of undressed kid get ten cents’ worth of a
mixture composed ot equal parts of the
following : deodorized benzine, sulphuric
ether, chloroform, oil of wintergreen. Put-
ting the glove on the hand, rub lightly with
a piece of flannel moistened with the above.
A clean surface of the flannel must touch
the glove at each stroke.

MILITARY MATTERS.

THE Reading Artillerist Cadet Corps has
reopened its charter., Young men of 16
years or over are admitted. For further
particulars address Capt. H. S. Homan, 114
So. 6th St., Reading,Pa.

YOUNG men of good character, between
the ages of 14 and 21, desirous of obtaining
military training and wishing to organize

e
other relics will be placed in the society’s
rooms. The cemetery is on a knoll "of
ground where there was an English battery.

can do so by addressing Wm. A.
Frank, Major 16 Battalion, American Cadets,
U. S. A., 122 East 125th St., City.

e =
THE GENTLE GAME OF FOOTBALL.
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He Got Well

Although ChancesWere
Against Him.
READ HENRY ;J;S STATEMENT.

Mr. Henry Fox, who does a general trucking
business, is well known to every one in Ells-
worth, where he has resided many years. He
jays:

‘ ELLSWORTH, ME., Sep. 24, 1891.

“Three years ago 1 was very sick, with
shances of recovery against me, owing tosome
rouble in my stomach. Isuffered a great deal
of pain and could take but little nourishment.
From the doctors I could get little satisfaction
:ither as to my trouble nor relief from it. I be-
zan taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla and am only
:00 happy to say I was entirely cured and have
1ad no trouble since. Other members of my
‘amily have since taken it and have been
sreatly benefited when run down or in need of
1 g blood purifier. It is about the only
nedicine we ever take in the family and we
‘hink a great deal of it. I often hear others
ipeak of what

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Has done for them.”

3ARNEY & BERRY

ATALOGUE

IPRINGFIELD, Mass.

FREE.

and improve
your prospects
Whynot ? You
can do 8o honorably, surely.
Have you read our ilustrated

jadvertisement in the first
iber of ﬂﬂ.‘p‘r. Better do so, if {on haven't.
can and will, if you please, teach you quickly and without PAY,
“to earn from 85 to glﬂ a day at the start, and more
{ou can commence at home, In any part of America.
. Both sexes. ages. Easy to learn and manage. All particu-
FREE. Better write at once, if you haven't already. Address
INSON & CO., Box 1523, Portland, Malne

AGENT'S MONEY MAKING OUTFIT

30 NE TUTTLE Cu.. NORTH HAVEN,CONN. 2cl

1A BICYCLES
» 'with no extra chy . Nfrs Price|Ours
% Crescent Bﬂet{éeﬁnll bear’gs
Mercury Diamond Safety, all steel  *
Q‘-irl eld Roadster. headers im -
Amer. Champion, highest jas %
Uthers as cheap,all makes new or2d hd, lowest prices
Cata free. Rouse, Hazard & Co., 14 G St.. Peoria, 111

‘ARMERS z.%.,_““'m:&:}‘i‘;"lzlm"“‘. dogs,
nary s, mocking 3

'bRSEMEN parrots, v&s:;n;m:}::

JOCFANCIER

treatment in health

-OVERS of BIRDS i, 'io:

[ELD, 400 N. 3d St., Philadelphia, Pa. Inventor of the oldest,
mmmmhw&:m 4 doses free, by mail.

In replying to this adv. mention The Argosy.

STYLES OF CARDS FOR 1892 AND

200.ror 25,

{Cash, Solid_Gold Watches, Silver Watches,
Sewing Machines, Silk Dresses. Etc.,

GIVEN AWAY.

|, The above letters and ‘when read cor-

characters
'“',C'ly make the name of a high government official.
hols he 1 To the First person sending a correct
answer to theabove before Jan. 1, wegive

TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS CASH
1o the 2d, #100 cash; to the 84, #75 cash : to the
4th, 850 cash. To each of the next ten a SOLLD
SOLDSTEM-WINDING W ATCH, warranted
solld gold, hunting case, m-winding, American
movement. Toeach of the next five, a#d5 HIGH
ARMSEWING MACHINE, Singer’s Improved,
:‘Ve drawers, extension drop leaf, full set of attach-

ents and warranted ten yea.

rs. To each of the

e St St bompa i th
L e cl es ‘pre; to the Hm!

of this offer, th your :E:uu:r ?:nd 205e. postal
Bote or 80c. In stamps for a subseription to our
Hllustratea 16 page Paper, worth a dollarn
Jear. Our le‘::;'r! issue will announce the

Tesult of the con names and of
the winners, We have given “‘J over $20,000 in
and premiums to our subscribe
0 years now have over 200,000 Circula-
Hon. Write your answer and name and
subscription mon

iainly, and to
M‘ Ouﬂeﬁmﬂ & eck-.-l’gt.. N. Y.
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THE CHESTNUT TREE.

BENEATH a spreadin§ chestnut tree,
There sat a Funny Man,

‘Who wrestled with’antiquity
As only such men can.

He wrote a hundred funny things,
Designed to bring renown;

And then-a mighty wind arose
And blew the old tree down.

But lo! the tree fell not on him,
It went the other side ;
“I could not crush my.son,” it groaned,

And peacefully it died.
—Detroit Free Press.

NOT A LOAFER.

' SNODGRASS (to tramp who has asked for ar-
sistance)—* I have nothing for you. You area
Ia’zly loafer.”

RAMP (with dignity)—* You do me an in-
justice, sir. 1 am a passive member of the
Ancient Order of Sons of Rest.”—Detroit Free

¢SS,

HEARD IN THE NIGHT.

g€ MAMM:\] please gimme a drink of water. I'm
so thirsty.”

“No; you are not thirsty. Turn over and go
to sleep.”
A pause.) ‘“ Mamma, won't you please gimme
a drink? I'm so thirsty!”

“If you don’t turn over and go to sleep, I'll
get up and spank you.”

(Another pause.) **Mamma, won’t you please
gi;‘n;r_:e a drink when you get up to spank me?”’
—Life.

THE STUDENT’S EXCUSE.

TUTOR—* You seem to hold these lessons in
perfect contempt by the way you neglect them,
young man.” .

PUPIL—**No, no, professor ; you know fami-
liarity breeds contempt.”—Lowell Citizen.

TO BE EXPECTED.
CUSTOMER (in _a restanrant) —“ See here,
waiter, I’ve found a button in this salad.”
‘WAITER—" That’s all right; it's a part of the
dressing.”—New York Journal.

THE HANDSOME THING.

FOREMAN Western War Cry (to editor)—
‘“While you were out, Farmer Grayneck
brought in that huge watermelon over there.
Isn'tita whoner?’

EDITOR—*1 should say so! By George! We
must do the handsome thing y Grayneck!
I’ll write a complimentary notice, calling him
an enterprising and prosperous citizen, and
we’ll head it with that cut of W. L. Buglas, the

shoe man, that we were saving to use for

'an-Handle Hoke, the desperado.”—Puck.

THE MOON’S PERQUISITES.

‘ WHAT are youalways following me around
for?” demanded the earth impatiently of the

moon.
“Oh, I get a few quarters and halves by

gO}ng s0,” replied the moon nonchalantly.—
ife.

AND QUICKLY, TOO.
‘“ THERE is one man in the world that is in-
variably bound to rise‘,” said Hicks.
‘ What one 1s that?' queried Mawson.
E" The man who sits on a tack.”—ZHarper's
azar.

BIG MONEY FOR AGENTS.

A $50 appointment on 30 days’ time, guaran-
tee $1s0 profit in four weeks or no pay. Free
sample for stamp. Address A. S. SHOOP & Co.,
Racine, Wis.

JUST WHAT HE NEEDED.
“HAVE you nngthing suitable for me?”
asked the bald headed customer of the clothing
salesman.
“ Yes, sir; we have a choice lot of mohairs.”
—Smith, Gray & Co.’s Monthly.

TRUE TO HIS INSTINCTS.
DOCTOR BOLUS—* Your husband is suffering
from a low fever, madam.”
MRs. UPPAHKRUST (indignantly)--“Of course,
if he took a fever it would be'a low one.”—
Pittsburg Bulletin.

BLESS THE CHILE.

THE FAMILY DOCTOR—* As for your little
boy, I find that he is suffering from acute
rheumatism.”

FOND MOTHER—" Of course it must be that
kind, doctor. Everything about him is just as
cute as it can be.”—/Pittsburg Bulletin.

THE PERFECT MAN.

HIs trousers are immaculate,

No bag disturbs their faultless knees;
The pattern, too, is up to date,

And always just the one to please.

His coat is simply “out of sight,”

No wrinkles, bulge, or crease appears,
The collar sits exactly right,

No “jumping tail” its beauty ‘“queers.”

His waistcoat is the proper thing,
His linen and his four-in-hand,
The gauntlet to Perfection ﬂmgi
His figure what the girls call *“ grend.”

He has a weak but pretty * phiz;”’
He ne’er was known to dissipate ;
And this exquisite mortal is
The fellow in the Fashion Plate, "
—Clothier and Furnisher.
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* An Investment that will Double
in Value in One Year.

A limited amount of the capital stock of FrRaANKk A.
Munsey & CompANY is now offered for sale.
purpose of the officers of the Company to sell single
shares or small blocks of stock in preference to selling
large blocks to any one party, as each stockholder brings
substantial strength, through his personal influence, to
publications in which he is financially interested.

The stock of FrRank A. Munsey & Company will pay
ten per cent dividends during the coming year, divided
into quarterly dividends of two and one half per cent.
The first dividend will be paid in December, and all pur-
chasers of stock who buy now will get the December
It is my belief that this stock will double in
value the first year, and it is more than reasonable to
believe that it will go much higher.

The capital stock of FrRaNk A. Munsey & CoMPANY is
$100,000, divided into 1,000 shares of $1oo each. A
limited amount only of this stock will be sold at par.

I shall be glad to answer all communications of those
who contemplate the purchase of this stock and wish for

FRANK A. MUNSEY, President,
155 ZKast 23d Street, New York.
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JOHNSON'S
Anodyne Liniment.

Uiy ANY OThiRy

For Internal and External Use.
Pamphlet free. 1. 8. JOHNSON & CO., Boston, Mass.

1892 Sample Gards 2c. World Card Go, 31 Groen Gintl 0
YOUNG Fooo R e, B %o Tumor e

114 x2: i
12 EHOTOS (e Coved rom onrsse,

500 SCRAPEFHF TRk EREE

NEW CARDS i3zt ot e
Srerotured. " BOCKEYE" CAND. 0O Laseyeiler® Ghine

oo S M TS

sT‘M Ps 300 mixed, Australian, ete , 10c.

; 105 var.
and NIOE album, 10c. New Iilus. list free.
Agts wanted. 40 p. c. com. F. P. VINCENT, Chatham, N, Y’

$

}L“‘ifui‘:’“’c‘i’c?’é"é}‘\“ﬁt“é‘.'l SHIN HTON
Iman,

Send stamp to Eshel wellyn, & Co., Seattle, Wash.

YOUR NAME on

TBRES MONTHS AD G OLIN N VIL I o
INSTANT RELIEF. Cured in 15

|LE8 days. Never returns. No purge. NoSalve.
No mﬁoﬂmg. REMEDY MAILED FREE. Address
J. H. E , Box 3200, New York City, N. Y.

Natural History
establishment. 1884-1891. Wholesale
and retail. Mineralogy, Paleontology,
Archlogy. Photos and costume of
Western Indians. 11lus’d. priced catlg.
for stamp. L. W, Stillwell,Dead-
wood, §. D,

FLEXIBLE FLYER
AND FLYER COASTERS.

8 SIZES! Great improve-
ments, just out! No coasters
in the world equal these in
easy Steering, Speed, Safe-
ty and Economy Combined.
Steered with a touch.

SHOE LEATHER
saved by the TON.

Send for fully descriptive
catalogue with fifty testimo-
monials, for yourselves and
friends. Buy of your nearest
dealer or of us.

S. L. ALLEN & CO., Pa-
tentees and Sole Manufac.

A DAY SURE. ®2. 15 Samples Free. Horse
Owners bﬁ 1 to 6. Twenty other specialties.
REIN HOLDER CO., Holly, Mich

STEERING DEVICE.
ers. No. 1ro7 Market St., Philadelphia.

A BOY’S IDEA.

“PAPA,” said Willie, as the bass drum went
by, ‘‘that man ain’t as strong as he looks, is
he ¥’

“Idon't know. Why?”

“ He doesn’t seem to be able to break the box
open.”—Harper's Bazars

THE American Institute Fair in New York
city this fall, is one of the finest ever given.
The best of everything in this country seems to
have been gathered there for the inspection of
the visitor ; yet among all these carefully ar-
ranged displays the one that particularly re-
ceives the admiring attention of all who enter
the hall is on the left of the entrance, namely,
that of Walter Baker & Co.‘s Breakfast Cocoa
and Chocolate. No more tasteful or artistic
display has ever been made. In a booth of
white and gold samples of their famous *‘ Break-
fast Cocoa” are served free to all by dainty
young ladies dressed in the exact costume of
Eitoard’s “La Belle Chocolatiére,” which is
familiar to every user of cocoa, through its
adoption by Walter Baker & Co. as their trade-
mar‘i. The pale blue satin gowns, old gold
satin basques, lace caps and neat white aprons
harmonize well with the hangings of the
booth.  On mahogang counters stretching
around the booth are displayed the different
products of this firm, cocon,.chocolate, broma,
etc. ; also the cocoa pod as it comes from the
tree, and its evolution into the powdered cocoa.
There is also a photocfraph of one of the pon-
derous machines used by Walter Baker & Co.,
with a capacity of five tons of pure chocolate
daily. nlike some other processes, Walter
Baker & Co.’s method of manufacturing em-
ploys no chemicals, no dyes nor alkalies, but
all "their products are absolutely pure and
healthful. No visitor to the Fair can help see-
ing the exhibit, nor having seen it, can help
admiring it.

Children Cry for Pitcher’'s Castoria.
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HONEST SOAP.

The Testimony of ndr-a-conuu-y.

Wﬂ

Indlsputable Evidence of Superiority.

From Dr, BEDWOOD, Ph.D., F.C.S., F.1.C., Professor of
Chemistry and Pharmacy to Mz Pbarnm:mtmzl Society
of Great Britain,
¢ BEING authorised by Messrs. PEaRrs to purchase at any
and all times and of any dealers samples of their

Soap (thus ensurmg 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
abled to guarantee its invariable punty

My analytical and practical experience of PEARS' SoAP
now extends over a lengthened period—NEARLY FIFTY
YEARS—during which time—

I have never come across another Tollet
w Soap which so closely realises
my ideal of perfection.
S Its purity is such that it may be used with perfect confi
dence upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin—
EVEN THAT OF A NEW BORN HABE.”
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The Hartford Safety

Piloes 500 e
ke With Cushion Tires -

BALL BEARINGS, INTERCHANGEABLE PARTS, GUARANTEED

CATALOGUES FREE,

THE HARTFORD CYCLE CO., HARTFORD, CONN.
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DONALD KENNEDY
0 Roxbury, Mass., says

Kennedy’s Medical Discovery

Send for C atalogue.

TID]J WILKIISUN (0., 269-271 STATE ST., CHICAGO.

GOOD NEws
T0 LADIES. ¢

reatest offer. Now's your ti
to get orders for our celebn%
Teas, Coffees and Bakin,
Powder,and ucura a beautifi
(:nld Band or Moss Rose_ Chini
Tea Set, Dinner 8-t, Gold B:
Rose _Toilet Set, Wnu:h Brass Lam
abult;r lDIcNon 'i( For

THE
GREATAMERICAN
h i

ComPany

A0

, Castor, or

articulars ad msl
ERICAN TEA CO,,

nd 33 Vesey St., New Yarh

cures Horrid Old Sores, Deep

Seated Ulcers of 4() years GOOD LADY

Copying at home.

or GENTLEMAN
WRITERS wanted
Address A., PuB. Co.,, Lima, O.

o G'IIIGYGI.ES SIVEN AWAY

\\V; Bo om u legant
B 2 e e Bk

T0 D0/ «

standing, Inward Tumors, and
every disease of the skin, ex-

OPIUM

o OMaen 1Y
g TR A Py
o ﬁlepbolu. Lebanon, Ohio. Ziﬂ FanE: - OTLTITAL CARD G0, COLUMBUS, ORIO.

oo easy c?‘n'rvﬂllw‘l,, wﬂh at once to

cept Thunder Humor, and
Cancer that has taken root.
Price $1.50. Sold by every
Druggist in the U. S. and

Canada.
A Flmss & HEAD NOISES ENTIRELY CURED.

N

eek’s Invinible TUBULAR EAR
CUSHIONS. Whispers heard.
fortable, Self - adjusting.
where all remedies FAiL. Illnstrated book and proofs @
FREE. Address F. mscox BH8 l!mmlwuy New Yorl

Com-
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RHEUMATISM

neuralgia,

and sciatica

can always be
successfully treated
with

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla

A cure

is sure to follow

the persistent

use of this

medicine. g

Has Cured Others

will cure you.

A BlBYGI.E FREE!
a- —

- <
TO BOYS AND GIRI.q
under |8 this Blcyclo Fﬂlll

will give away & large number

throw
machine is suppl
gﬂu&llty to those lald on tho
f You wlnt One Vﬂllmt Pa
tisement out and send to us und ws
by return mail. Address A. CUI
170 West Vl-hrc-ﬂ-. M m

In replying to this adv. mention The Argosy.

et for

EREE. {i53 S o s st
BOILING WATER OR MILK.

EPPS’S

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

COCOA

LABELLED # LB. TINS ONLY.
\ FRE TV RN & ‘%&%’E‘E&g FREE\
Lk Gol

Leauty. Gui
d Gen-l.nn
d

«All she lacks of beautf-
is a little plumpness.”

This is a frequent thought,
and a wholesome one.

All of a baby’s beauty is
due to fat, and nearly all of a
woman’s —we know it as
curves and dimples.

What plumpness has to do
with health is told in a little
book on CAREFUL LIVING; sent
free.

Would you rather be
healthy or beautiful? “Both”
is the proper answer.
m&m-,cm;mwnlum

2 Ywurdruuh!keepaScon‘l&nquono{endem
oll=all druggists everywhere do. §z.
28

is now ready, and it is a beautiful number.
is by Matthew White, Jr., and is entitled

Allan Kane’s Friend.

The complete novel in this issue

It is a clever story of
absorbing interest. The

number contains fouT
complete short stories entitled My Remarkable Wooing, The Bach-
elor’s Family, A Hunlock’s Creek Incident, and An Incident in

the Career of Judge Jackson.

In addition are the following special

articles, Picturesque Points on Fifth Avenue [New York|, The
Metropolitan Museum of Art, The Tuxedo Club, Some Stage
Favorites of Today, and Home and Workshop of Thomas A.
Edison. The above articles are profusely illustrated with over seventy
five cuts of the highest grade of art. These articles together with illustrated
poems, book reviews and editorial etchings complete the November number—
a number which in point of excellence of illustration far outranks the

October issue.

If your newsdealer has sold his supply or has not had the November issue
of Munsey’s MAGAzINE he can get it for you, or you can get it direct from the

publisher. Price 25 cents a number or $3 a year.

\ FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, Publishers, New York.

|

No captial " eqoired, and

0 capital ul and @11

for either pex. ‘THIS tx & bone-80
1y rel)

bscribers of

ruaranteed, Show thi to your friends

lden Boxen for

r Satisfaction
W¢ wnrund 8 of these

Address.
W. 8. SIMPSON, 87 College Place, New York

OVERMAN WHEEL COMPANY,
CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS.
BOSTON. WASHINGTON. OENVER. SAN FRANCISCO.

A, G. SPALDING & BROS., SpEciaL Acenrs. |
CVHXVCVAGO». e ylw‘!?u. mx.u_DKLr)ﬂb

Children Cry for Pitcher’'s Castoria.



	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_01
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_02
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_03
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_04
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_05
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_06
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_07
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_08
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_09
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_10
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_11
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_12
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_13
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_14
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_15
	Pages from Munsey Argosy all-story weekly v 13 1891-92-12_Page_16

