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CHAPTER I.
SOME LUCK TESTS.

T was New Year's Eve, and the young people at
the Stebbins mansion had the dining room to
themselves. It was not only the thirty first

of December, but Jack Stebbins's sixteenth birthday
as well, 5o it had been
agreed to hold a grand

got half through his first cut when there was a
clink, and a great shout went up from the deeply
interested onlookers. Young Webb blushed at his
success, and then, pushing back his chair, stood
up and prepared to carry out with great dignity
and grace the second partof the programme,

“ Remember to keep your hands behind your
back,” Phil admonished him, and all leaned eagerly
forward to watch proceedings.

Slowly Churchill Iowered his head to the plate till
at last his nose was buried in the flour, And just

at this instant Jack Stebbins wickedly shouted

union celebration.

* Let's make it a triple
alliance and have some
Hallow E'en tricks," pro-
posed Phil Harley, during
a lull in the festivities
while everybody was cool-
ing off after a game of
Boston, ‘' The last night
of the year always seems
sort of spooky to me, so I
move we have Mollie get
us a plate of flour, a knife,
and a gold ring, and we’ll
see who's to have the best
luck.”

This suggestion was re-
ceived with favor, and
Mpollie Stebbins soon pro-
duced from the kitchen a
plate of the powdery com-
pound, into which Mar-
garet Gray dropped her
ring, whereupon Phil
stirred the mass briskly
around with the knife,
and then proceeded to pat
it smooth,

“ Now, Percy," he said,
turning to his neighbor on the left, ** you begin.
Take this knife and cut two strokes just as if you
were dividing up apie. No, no fair taking such a
big slice. There, now poke your knife around in
the center of your triangle and see if you feel the
ring. No, you're counted out. Now, Bernie, you're
next.”

Bernard Gray was equally unsuccessful, and the
plate was passed to Churchill Webb.

Churchill was the same ageas Jack Stebbins, but
by reason of being a pronounced dude, seemed
much older. As he wore abnormally high collars
and was continually adjusting his cuffs, Phil had
dubbed him ** Collars and Cuffs,” the nickname ap-
plied to the eldestson of the Prince of Wales. And
Churchill, who was a good deal of an Anglomaniac,
seemed actually to be proud of the sobriquet.

He smiled when Phil called out: ** Now, Collars
and Cuffs, put your luck to the test, and remember
if you strike the ring you must put your face in the
plate and pick it out with your teeth, or the charm
is broken.”

Churchill gingerly took the knife, but he had not

ALL HELD THEIR BREATH AS RUSS'S FINGER HESITATED FOR AN INSTANT OVER THE FATEFUL GLASS,

“Rats,” which caused each girl in the circle to
spring back in alarm, and set Churchill to sputter-
ing in the flour with a vigor that sent the powdery
stuff in clouds all over him

When he lifted his head he was a sight to see,
with flour in patches all over his face, streaked
through his banged hair and stuck in blotches on
his coat. But he had the ring gripped in his teeth,
and seemed to consider that his success in securing
it was a compensation for all his pains in arriving
at that end.

* 1 guess we've had enough of that," said Rus-
sell Gray, when the laugh at Churchill's appearance
had subsided and he had been made presentable
again with the aid of a finger bowl and a whisk
broom. ‘**Suppose we try the milk, vinegar and
water test now?"

All were ready for a diversion, so three glasses
were produced, each filled with the above named
liquids. Mollie volunteered to be the ' first
victim," as she expressed it, and having submitted
to being blindfolded, stood by the edge of the
table with forefinger poised over the glasses.

“ Don't forget to mutter your charm.” observed
Phil, as allwatched her in eager expectancy.

** Call upon your fairy godmother to guide your
finger aright,"” added Jack.

*Remember now,” explained Russell, ‘ that
water means no hushand at all, milk a happy mar-
riage, and vinegar a tyrant of a man.”

Mollie circled her finger in the air three times
over the three ** goblets of destiny," as Percy called
them, and then plumped it down into the milk.
She was about to tear the handkerchief from her
eyes when Russell silenced the exclamations of
the othersand said : ** You
must tell us now by the
taste which 1t is.”

Mollie slipped her finger
into her mouth and then
exclaimed in a disgusted
tone: ** Water."

A shout went up at this
and Phil wanted to know if
the Stebbinses’ dairyman
had many pumps on his
farm. But the laugh was
turned against him wlhen
his own ifinger went into
the water.

I don't care,” he cried.
I mever did intend o
marry." But he looked
disappointed, neverthe-
less,

Bernie and Percy both
struck the water, and
Margaret had the ** ladies’
luck " of getting into the
milk. Then it was Rus-
sell's turn, Nobody had
touched the vinegar ver,
and all held their breath
as Russ's finger hesitated
for an instant over the
fateful glass. Then he
moved it with a sudden change of purpose till it
was just ready to descend into the milk, then
changed his mind again and plunged it into the
vinegar with a splash.

* Taste it ! taste it ! " eried several voices at once,
and he did so with a wry face.

“Well, it seems a little rough, old man," re-
marked Jack as he removed the handkerchief, * that
the fellow who proposed the test should be the one
to suffer the most by it.”

*Oh, I don't mind,” rejoined Russell. ** I don't
believe in good and bad luck, except to have fun
with, as we've been deoing tonight.”

*“Why, Russ, how can you say such a thing?™
exclaimed Phil. " You who just won the prize for
speaking at the Gram."

“1 hope you don't think that was pure luck,
Phil?" returned Russell, while Percy gave the
luckless Harley a pinch in the side to remind him
that he had put his foot into it. -

** Oh, of course I didn't mean that you didn't de-
serve it," answered Phil, getting red over the
wrong impression he had managed to convey.



268

‘* But you know you've had the advan-
tage of taking lessons of Professor
Buskin and—and if your father wasn't
well enough off to let you do that, you
might not have been able to—to arrive
at such a stage of perfection so soon.”

** Your apology is accepted, my dear
boy,” put in Jack, patting him on the
back. ‘I think I have a faint glimmer-
ing of what he is trying to get at, Russ,
but then he was unfortunate in selecting
his example. What you meant to say,
Phil, was that we are all of us lucky not
to have been born Hottentots or rag
pickers, or—or—"

*“Or Chinamen,” finished Churchill
Webb. *I've always been so thankful
I wasn't one, because they all look
alike, and never have any whiskers,
and—"

But his further explanations of his
reasons for gratitude at not having

come into the world an almond eyed '

Ceclestial were drowned in the shrieks of
laughter that greeted his reference to
whiskers, for it was a well known fact
that Churchill’s one absorbing ambition
was to sport a properly pointed mus-
tache.

The striking of the clock on the man-
tel brought a sudden hush on the party,
and all looked at one another solemnly
till the twelfth silvery chime had
sounded. Then sucha babel of ** Happy
New Year!” as there was, and a confu-
sion of crossing hands as each strove to
be first to wish his friend the compli-
ments of the season!

The party broke up soon after that,
and as Margaret, Russell and Bernie
walked through the quiet street toward
their home, Russell was unwontedly
silent. He was thinking of what Phil
Harley had said. He was ‘‘lucky” in
one sense of the term. So were all the
young people of the company this even-
ing. For had they not all comfortable
homes, even luxurious ones, and was it
owing to any efforts of their own that
they were thus fortunate ?

** What a lovely night,” said Margaret,
looking up at the stars, as they waited
at the top of the stoop while Russell got
out his key.

*The new year starts in well, doesn't
it?" added Bernard.

Then the door was thrown open, and
there was their mother hurrying down
the stairs with such a look on her face
that their hearts stood still for an in-
stant as they went forward to meet her.

CHAPTER IIL
A TERRIBLE AFFLICTION.

e OUR father! Russell, you must
go for the doctor at once. I
was just about to ring for a
messenger.”

Mrs. Gray spoke these words with her
arms clasped closely about Margaret,
who was begging in an entreating un-
dertone to know what had happened.

‘*We don’t know what it is. Don’t
wait to hear more, but hurry off at once
and bring the doctor back with you,
Russell.”

Almost before his mother had finished
speaking Russ had opened and closed
the door again and was speeding off

" through the stillness of the new year's
carly morn. And his thoughts seemed
to keep pace with his feet. He did not
recollect ever to have seen his mother
so agitated before. What could have
befallen his father? Was it an ac-
cident ?

Dr. Fenner lived not far away, but
Russ was obliged to spend a little time
at the door before he gained admittance.
The doctor put his head out of the
window when he heard the ring, then
came down himself and let his caller in.

* Mother said I was not to come back
witkout you,” added Russ, when he had
explained his errand.
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‘ Wait in the parlor then and I will
be ready in five minutes,” said the
doctor.

Russ stepped into the gloom of the
great drawing room and sat down on
the first chair he stumbled against. He
remembered that period of waiting and
suspense for weeks afterward. There
was a marble figure of Niobe overin the
corner by the window. Itloomed up out
of the darkness now like a ghost, and
while he sat looking at it a tall clock just
behind him tolled one in a deep, vibrat-
ing tone.

How different he had felt when he had
last hearda clock strike. What a pleasant
evening they had had at the Stebbinses'!
That was less than sixty minutes ago.
If--if anything happened they would re-
call that he, and Margaret and Bernard
were there, and say how dreadful it was,
that while——

‘I am ready now, Russell.”

Russ was doubly glad to hear the doc-
tor's voice. He did notlike to carry out
the train of thoughtin which his anxious
mind had started him. The two set out
and walked quickly through the frosty
night. Of course Russ could give no
particulars concerning his father's case,
and presently the doctor remarked, just
as Margaret had done, what a superb
night it was. But Russ was not dis-
posed to talk about it. He could only
think of his father, and for a minute it
seemed to him that Dr. Fenner must be
heartless to speak of the weather at
such a time. Then he recoliected that
a physician must live constantly in an
atmosphere of trouble in a certain
sense, and that he could therefore be
excused for wanting to liven it up once
in a while, especially since the troubles
were not his own.

Bernard was watching for them from
the window, and he opened the door
before Russ could get out his key. The
elder brother reflected that the case
must be very serious indeed or their
mother would have insisted on the four-
teen year old boy going to bed.

‘ Bring the doctor up stairs with you,
Russell,” Mrs. Gray called down over
the bannisters, and without stopping to
take off his overcoat, Russ led the way
to the second floor and then followed
his mother into the room at the head of
the stairs.

Margaret sat by the bed, her hat still
on, holding her father's hand tightly
clasped in hers. He lay there under the
covers, but he did not look like a sick
man, and yet there was something
strange about his face. What it was
Russ could not at once determine.

Then his mother said, ‘ Howard, here
is the doctor,” and Russ thought this
was odd, as the doctor was standing
directly in front of him when she spoke.

‘* Ah, doctor,” said Mr. Gray, with an
effort to assume his usual cheerful man-
ner; “I can't say that I am glad to
see—"

Here he stopped suddenly and an ex-
pression of intense pain crossed his face.
Margaret left her place by the bed and
crossed rapidly over the room to her
brother.

¢ Oh, Russ,” she whispered, * think
of it. Father can't see.”

‘** Margaret, what do you mean?"

Russel looked at his sister incredu-
lously. If he had told her that their
father had been smitten with an apo-
plectic strokeor heart disease, he would
not have been nearly so much surprised.

Margaret drew him into Mrs. Gray's
dressing room adjoining, and pressing
him gently down to a seat on a chair
that stood by the window, kept one
hand on his shoulder as she went on in
a low voice:

‘“‘Mother told me about it while you
were away. I never heard of anything
so sudden. You know papa was per-
fectly well before we went away.”

‘‘ Yes, he was reading aloud to mother
in the library.” Russ mentioned a
circumstance which he felt his sister
knew as well as he did; but speaking of
that happy time seemed the next best
thing to bringing it back.

‘*Well, they went to bed about half
past ten, and at twelve the whistle
blowing and the bell ringing to greet
the New Year woke them both up.
Mother's cough troubled her a little and
she asked father if he would not light
the gas and see if he could find her
drops on the bureau. ‘Why, it's ter-
ribly dark,’ he said, as he groped about.
‘I can't even see the window.” Mother
was worried at once then, for she could
see a star off on the horizon very dis-
tinctly.”

““And didn't father feel any pain?”
Russ inquired at this point.

**No, that is the queer part of it.
Mother got up right away and ied him
back to the bed. Then she lit the gas,
and oh, Russ, he couldn't see a thing.
He can't now. He couldn’t see me when
I was sitting there beside him.”

Margaret broke down here and began
to cry softly on her brother’s shoulder.

‘“Don’t, Margaret,” he pleaded. *It
can't be as bad as you think. It may be
only a film or something that will go
away again. We'll go in now and see
what the doctor says. Don't let father
see that you—"

Russ caught himself up short. It
seemed impossible to realize that his
father, however ill he might be, would
not be able to look upon his family.

‘* And can we do nothing, doctor?”
their mother was saying as they re-
entered the room.

‘ Nothing, Mrs. Gray,” was the phy-
sician’s reply. ‘‘It would be cruel to
you both to give false hopes. Such
cases as these are very rare, when the
hemorrhage forms entirely on the inside
and results in the sudden shutting off of
the sight, but they have been recorded.
But you may have this thought to con-
sole you; even had you foreknown this
there was nothing that could be done to
prevent it.”

Mrs. Gray started to speak, but Russ
saw her reel slightly; then he sprang
forward just in time to catch her before
she fell in a faint. Under the doctor’s
instructions she was soon revived, and
her first words were: ‘I am all right
now, doctor. I do not need to keep you
from your rest longer.”

The physician’s lips trembled behind
his mustache.

‘I wish I could help you,” was all he
said, then with a quick hand grasp to
her and Russell, he went out and the
family were alone with their great sor-
row.

Leaving Margaret with her mother,
Russ went over to the bedside. Mr.
Gray lay there, his eyes open and rov-
ing about the room, deep lines in the
forehead that was usually so unruffied.

‘Father,” said the son, ** tell me some
way I can Lkelp you. You know my

voice?"
‘“Yes, Russell my boy. You can
help me by helping the others. I can

bear it for myself, but with you all de-
pending on me it seems as if I must
rebel. To feel so strong, and yet to be
so weak, so helpless.”

“I am fast getting to be a man,
father,” went on Russ. *‘I am sixteen.
I will give up anything, everything to
be of service to you and them.”

‘* God bless you, my son,” and the
afflicted one put up his hand, and with a
heart almost bursting Russ guided it
till it rested on his own brow.

‘* Now you must all get to bed,” went

on Mr. Gray after an instant. “It is
very late. Ah, I forgot, my chil-
dren. [ haven't yet wished you a

Happy New Year.”
But the poor man's voice broke in ut-

,tering the words which now seemed

a mockery, and when Russ and Mar-
garet went up stairs to their rooms a
few moments later, the former could
not chide his sister for the sobs that es-
cgped her at every step.

CHAPTER IIIL
FACING THE FUTURE.

“T" HE Grays had lived in New York

City since the birth of Bernard.

They came from a town in the
western part of the State, where Mr.
Gray had formed the acquaintance of
Godfrey Ogden, of the wholesale house
of Stokes, Ogden & Bock. Mr. Ogden
had offered him a fine position with his
firm if he would come to the metropo-
lis. So the removal was made, and
Howard Gray’s abilities had quickly won
for him a promotion that within a de-
cade had given him his present post
with the house, netting him a salary of
eight thousand a year.

But of this there was scarcely any-
thing saved. The Grays had lived well,
as good living went in West Bridge-
water; they wished to live equally well
in New York, and to do so required all
the difference in the income. And it
was of this that Howard Gray was
thinking with wakefullbut unseeingjeyes
through the remainder of that night
which had brought to him his great af-
fliction.

What was to become of them all, now
that the wage earner had been forced to
drop out of the business as completely
as if death had cut him down? Aye, if
it had been death it would have been
better in a material sense, for those de-
pending upon him. His life was cov-
ered by a ten thousand dollar insurance
policy, which, in the present circum-
stances, was of course, not available.

To be sure he owned the house, and
had—yes, how much would he have left
in the bank after all the Christmas bills
were paid, he wondered ? He must look
up that matter the first thing in the
morning, he told himself, and then set
his teeth together in fierce agony as he
realized that he could no longer investi-
gate anything ot the sort himself.

“ And Ogden must be informed to-
morrow,” he recalled, and with this re-
flection he recalled the fact that Mr.
Ogden’s sister had lately married a man
whom rumor had it was anxious to ob-
tain an opening with the house with
which his brother in law was connected.

‘““He can be put in my place now,”
Mr. Gray murmured, and then he tried
again to calculate about how much
would be left from his quarter’s salary,
just paid, after all outstanding obliga-
sions were met.

I must get Russell to do it for me,”
he decided. ‘‘Poor boy, this will be a
sad taking into confidence for him, I
fear.”

As to Russ, he slept but little. He
did not feel the need of rest just yet.
He wanted all the time of conscious-
ness he could get in Which to accustom
himself to the dread calamity that had
overtaken one so dear to him. But at
last he dozed off from sheer inability to
resist any longer nature’s requirement.
He woke with the sunshine streaming
into his pretty room, glistening on the
binding of the books in his library and
dancing in merry flashes on the gleam-
ing metal work of the rifle hung above
the mantelpiece.

A bag something in shape like a post-
man's, that depended from one end of
the gun, reminded him that this was
New Year's day, the date of the long
looked forward to paper chase. He was
to be the hare, and had promised to be
at Percy Bender's in season for an early
start at ten.

‘It must be nearly nine now,” he
told himself, ** judging from that flood



of sunshine,” and he turned over to take
his watch out from under the pillow. In
doing so the recollection of what had
happened in the night came over him
like the sudden sweeping down in a
peaceful valley of a storm cloud, and he
dropped forward on his face—suffering
for one instant the agony of learning of
the thing all over again. Then:

*I must accustom myself to getting
up early always now,” was the prac-
tical thought that caused him to leap
out of bed, regardless of the time, and
hurry into his clothes—which was not
the outing suit he had expected to don.

“TI'll call a messenger and send word
to Percy, along with the bag, that I
<an't come,” he decided, as he put on
his coat. Then he started to reach up
€or the bag and paused, on tiptoe,
his hand lying flat against the chim-
wney piece, while his brows knitted
themselves in deep thought.

He had suddenly remembered what his
father had said to him in those sad early
hours of his New Year's Day; he would
no longer be able to go to the office, his
salary would cease; they must each
learn to wait on themselves, for mes-
sengers would be a luxury, and per-
haps—perhaps Bernard might have to
be one in uniform himself.

Russ suddenly turned away and
looked at his watch. It was just nine.
He hurried off down stairs and had
taken two steps on the lower flight,
when he recollected that his father
would have to be led into the dining
room. He turned back and knocked on
the door. His mother openedit. Russ
started back when he saw her. She
dooked ten years older.

She kissed him and then said that
«¢ father” had already had his breakfast.

**And he wants to see you in the li-
brary, Russell,” she added, ‘* as soon as
you have eaten yours. The others are at
the table now.”

‘ Happy. New Year, Russ!” was six
vear old Elsie's greeting, as he entered
the dining room.

Of them all she was the only one as yet
who did not comprehend the dark
shadow which this new year had cast
over their lives.

Russell arranged with Bernard to
take the bag and explain matters to
Percy, and then, after a hurried meal,
during which most of the talking was
done by Elsie, the eldest son hastened
to present himself in the library.

This was the sunniest, the most cheer-
€ul room in the house, but when Russ
entered it and saw his father seated at
the desk between the windows, groping
1in the pigeonholes, trying to make his
sense of touch take the place of sight,
he felt that all the sunshine in the
heavens could not lighten the real
gloom that pervaded the apartment.

*“Good morning, father,” began
Russ. *“You will let me help you,
won't you?"’

“Yes, my son, but I fearthat you may
be obliged to learn sad news.” Mr.
<Gray dropped a packet of documents on
the desk and felt over Russ's coat
-sleeve till he found his hand, which he
pressed warmly for an instant. *I
wmust make a confidant of you in my
“Lusiness affairs from this on. I wish
that it were possible to wait awnile—till
all of us had in a measure recovered
from the shock of my—my setting aside.
But that may not be. You will pres-
ently understand why. Here, what are
these papers that I have just placed on
the desk? Are they unreceipted bills?"

Russell took the package, removed
the rubber band, and then reported that
all the papers seemed to be receipted
-ones.

“ Ah, then I was at the wrong pigeon-
thole,” murmured Mr. Gray, with a sigh
that was only half repressed. *‘ Perhaps
they are on the spindle after all, or in
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one of the upper tier of pigeonholes.
See where you can find a dozen or so
of unpaid bills, Russell," and the father
leaned his head back wearily in the
great chair.

Russ started on his search and pres-
ently found at least a dozen and a half
of the papers such as his iather de-
scribed.

‘* Are there so many?" exclaimed Mr.
Gray. ‘‘Read the amounts to me,
Russell, noting them down to be added
up afterwards.”

The bills were nearly all for articles
for some other member of the family
than Mr. Gray himself: furs for Marga-
ret, jewelry for her and her mother, a
coat for Elsie, tuition fees for Russell
and Bernard. The sum total reached a
very high figure, and when Russ had
announced it, his father repeated it
slowly after him once or twice, then
said quietly: ‘** My check book now,
Russell. You will find it in that small
drawer to the left. Iwant you to refer
to the stubs and see how much I have
on hand; then deduct from that amount
the total of bills payable. Let meknow
the difference.”

Russ was not long in completing his
task and presently announced: ‘* The
difference, father, is $437.46.”

Mr. Gray gave no sign of having
heard. He sat there with one hand over
his eyes, his head slightly bowed as if in
deep reflection. There was no sound in
the room, but out in the street some
boys were blowing fish horns in greeting
to the new year.

Russ thought the noise of these might
have drowned his voice, so he repeated
the figures.

Mr., Gray roused himself suddenly
from his reverie.

‘“Yes, Russell,” he said; *“1 heard
you, but I was thinking; thinking that
that sum represents all the money we
can count on now, with Dr. Fenner's
bill not in yet, to.say nothing of other
accounts. Something must be done,
but what, my son, what? This is the
sort of rainy day I had not provided for,
and it finds me all exposed—all ex-
posed.”

Mr. Gray's voice died away to a whls—
per, and once more he dropped his head
on his hands. Russ sat there beside
him, motionless, too. What did the
future hold for them, he wondered ?
The outlook was even darker than he
had feared.

(70 be continued.)

A STATELY TOWN.

IN London the streets are not numbered
onour system—the even numbers on one
side, the odd onthe other. They begin at
one end on one side and run around to the
starting point on the other. Thus No. r
may be opposite to No. 1003. This state of
things is naturally confusing to strangers,
and Americans tell some amusing stories
about their experiences in hunting up ad-
dresses.

Speaking of both sides of the street re-
minds us of what Colonel McClure, editor
of the Philadelphia 7imes, tells concerning
his visit to a Southern town.

“1 date this letter Bristol, Va., because I
happen to be stopping on the east side of
of the main street of the city. - Had I hap-
pened to stop at a hotel on the west side of
the street I would now be writing from
Bristol, Tenn. In point of fact, there are
two cities named Bristol—Bristol, Va., and
Bristol, Tenn.; but the Tennesseans ha pen
to have the post office on their side of the
street, and outsiders know only Bristol,
Tenn, although half the population wor-
ship at the sacred shrine of the Old Do-
minion. There are some d antics in-
spired by the active and progressive moun-
tain city, withdifferent municipal and State
jurisdiction on oﬁposne sides of the same
main street. Each city has its municipal
authority, enacts its own local laws and en-
forces them in its own way, and each has
different State laws regulating licences,
Sunday observance, schools. elections, etc.,
and a citizen committing crime on one side
of the main street can be reached only by
executive requisition warrant from the
other State, if the criminal steps across the
street and chooses to remain there.”

LUCK.
LUck does not guide the artist’s hnnd
‘To paint those forms that live for aye ;
Nor cause the sculptor’s work to stand
Deathless in marble, bronze or clay.

Luck never made a martyr strong
To suffer for the true and right;
Luck never wrote a deathless song,
Or armed a chieftain for the fight,
—THOMAS F. PORTER.

[ This Story began last week.)
DIRKMAN'S LUCK.

Author of ** Brad Mattoon,' ‘* The Crimson
Banner,” ** The County Pennant,” etc.

CHAPTER V.
A NARROW ESCAPE.
IRE! Fire!”
Thecry rang shrilly out on the
still night air, harshly waking
the residents of the suburbs of Medford,
and rousing them from their beds. A
belated fisherman, returning on foot
from Barlow's dam first saw the flame,
and it was his voice that sounded the
first alarm. Another voice, and then a
third, took up the cry, and soon the
road clear into town was filled with
shouting men and boys. Windows and
doors opened, shutters and sashes
slammed, and people ran hither and
with startled faces, crying, ' Where's
the fire 2"

The question was easily answered, for
there in the northeast a dull red glow
illumined the sky, growing rapidly
brighter and fiercer, until, before five
minutes had elapsed, flames appeared
above the housetops, leaping greedily
toward the clouds, shooting upward
forked tongues of fire and showers of
sparks.

Meantime, with little delay, the engine
house had been opened, and the great
iron bell clashed out its harsh summons.
Medford had no regular fire organiza-
tion, but the volunteer firemen came
running in from every side, hastily
throwing on their coats and leather
caps. Willing hands seized the ropes,
and in a few seconds the men were off
down the main road, the heavy engine
in tow, and the hook and ladder truck
close behind. Followed by an indiscri-
minate crowd of men, women, and chil-
dren, who pushed and jostled each other
in their haste, the firemen dashed along
the down grade at the east end of the
town, gaining in speed every second,
and, within a few minutes of the first
alarm, had reached the Otis cottage and
turned into the lane.

As they approached, Duncan came
running down toward them and threw
open the large double gate to allow the
engine to enter.

« It's the barn, fellows.,” he cried, as
the crowd swept up the lane to the back
of the house. ‘‘I'mafraid there's no use
trying to put her out. She makes a
regular bonfire with all the hay and
straw inside. Just look at that blaze.”

The firemen had halted in the barn-
yard, and were gazing hopelessly at the
flames which rose fully thirty feet
above the barn roof. The blaze was all
at one end, but the rest of the structure
was fated, and would soon be enve-
loped.

It was a striking picture: the firemen
with their red shirts and leather caps,
leaning on the truck in the foreground;
the crowd behind them, rapidly increas-
ing in number, broken up into nume-
rous groups, closely huddled together,
the men hastily dressed, and the women
with shawls over their heads; and, back
of them all, the Otis cottage, where
Miss Betty Otis and Patty stood, warmly
wrapped, but shivering with fear and
excitement—the whole scene brilliantly
lighted by the flames, mounting higher
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every second, and throwing a lurid
glare far and wide over the country.

The captain of the fire company—
Rogers—who stood next to Duncan,
shook his head.

‘“You're right,” he said. * We can’t
help youmuch. There's no use throwing
water on that blaze. Hope the place is
well insured.”

¢ Pretty well covered,” answered Dun-
can. ‘‘We renewed our insurance onlya
month ago.”

“You're in luck
horses?”

‘*Oh, they're safe enough. I saw to
that first of all. There they are, and
the cows, too,” and he pointed to the
woodshed some distance away, where
the animals were hitched and covered
with blankets. ‘I got them out without
trouble, though I hadn't a minute to
spare. I was out before the alarm was
given. I saw the blaze just as I was
going to bed.”

‘“ Well, there’s nothing forusto do but
to keep the fire from spreading,” said
Rogers.

Realizing the utter futulity of trying
to save the barn, the firemen were
throwing water on the woodsheds and
other buildings that stood in the vici-
nity, while the crowd stood in awed
silence watching the flames surge and
spread.

Suddenly cries of horror arose on all
sides.

* Look!
the roof!”

Duncan looked up in alarm.

‘* Good Heavens, it's Mark! I thought
he was safe and sound. I called to him
when I first ran into the barn, and I
thought I heard him pass me [ heard
him shout ¢ All right'; then the smoke
stified me and I had to bolt.”

‘* Come, quick! Bring a blanket. We
can save him yet,” cried Rogers.

A pile of blankets taken from the
stable lay near by, and one of these was
instantly snatched up by several men,
who hurried forward to the side of the
burning building. Amidst the confusion
of cries, Mark Ware seemed to be the
only one quiet and cool. As the men
approached the barn, he came to the
edge of the roof and leaned over.

‘*Now jump!” cried Rogers. *Jump
far out. It's all right. We'll catch
you.”

¢ Oh, I'm all right here for the pre-
sent,” he called back. *‘Ican jump when
I have to. Get a ladder, quick, and pass
up a hose—"

“You must be crazy!"™ shouted

How about your

Look there! Some one is on

Rogers. ‘‘Jump now. Don't wait a
minute. Do you want to be burned
alive?”

“Noj; I tell you I'm safe enough for
awhile yet. Don't you'see there's a stone
wall between the stable and the barn. I
can keep the fire from passing that if
you'll send up a hose.”

Rogers looked quickly at Duncan.

‘“ He's right,” said Duncan. ‘‘ There's
a stone wall there—"

‘‘ Pass up the hose, will you ?” shouted
Mark again.

‘* You can't save anything,” bellowed
the foreman, growing more excited.
“The roof is all wood, and the fire will
be on you in a minute.”

‘I tell you it won't if you send me
that hose,” cried Mark.

And Mark was right. The stable
proper, an old structure, had been built
with walls of stone. The barn, where
the hay and fodder were, had been
erected later, and immediately against
the stable. The barn was of wood only,
and it was there that the fire had started
and now raged. Mark stood on the roof
of the stable, and between the two struc-
tures was the stone.wall, which formed
one of the four walls of the stable, but
served also as one wall of the barn. But
the foreman would not be conVinced.



270

“I tell you the whole gable and roof
are bound to go in a minute,” he roared
again. ‘‘ Come down.”

“I won't do it,” answered Mark stout-
ly. ‘If you send up that hose we can
save that other building over there, and
I'm going to stay here till youdo. It
will be afire in a few minutes, so you'd
better hurry.”

Mark had pointed, while speaking, at
a large and handsome stable that stood
in the adjoining lot to’that of the Otises’,
and close beside the burning barn.
From the first many had seen the danger
that threatened the structure, and men
were now on its roof thoroughly drench-
ing it with water.

‘* They'll look after Colonel Morgan's
stable,” shouted Duncan, pointing to
these men. * Drop, Mark, while yon
can.”

‘“They can’t reach the place where
she's going to catch,” answered Mark.
“ The dangeris right down between the
buildings where those fellows can’t reach
with their buckets. Give me a hose and
I'lldrag it over and play right down into
that narrow place and keep this side of
that stable wet "

The burning building and Colonel
Morgan's stable were so close together
as to admit of only a fence to separate
them, and the showers of sparks that
fell in between the buildings made this
a marked point of danger, while the
narrowness of the space prevented any
one's reaching it with water except as
Mark proposed—by a hose from the roof
of the Otises’ stable, where he stood.

Seeing the force of this, several men
hurried forward with a ladder, and one
fireman was climbing up, dragging the
hose after him. The engine was manned
in an instant, and by the time Mark had
the nozzle in his hand a stream of water
shot up twenty feet into the air.

Turning the nozzle downward he first
soaked the roof about him, then hurried
across and began playing between the
buildings against the side of Colonel
Morgan's stable. The cloud of steam
which arose showed how clearly Mark
had guessed the chiet point of danger
and also how timely the water was.

““There's a hundred dollars for that
boy if he keeps my barn safe,” cried
an elderly man in a slouch hat who
stood near the fence, pulling nervously
at his pointed gray beard.

‘“He'll do it, colonel, don’t you fear,”
answered one of the firemen. * He has
the right idea, and he's working it right,
too. Who is the youngster anyhow ?
Don't recall him."

But the situation for Mark suddenly
grew alarming. The barn, which had
almost burnt itself completely out, now
fell with a crash—fortunately in the op-
posite direction from Colonel Morgan's
stable, thus removing most of the dan-
ger from that structure. Mark’s service
was about completed, but, during the
time he had stood there playing the
hose, the flame had crept steadily over
to the roof on which he was standing.
Seeing the danger and hearing the warn-
ing shouts from below, Mark turned and
started back for the ladder.

He had nearly crossed the roof, and
was within a few yards of the edge,
when suddenly the fire, which had been
working its way treacherously along the
eaves, leaped up in a sheet of flame
directly in his face and completely cut
off his approach to the ladder. With a
quick cry of pain he fell backward.

Immediately a confused uproar of
voices arose.

‘*He is lost! He has caught fire!
will be burned to death!”

But above the rest Rogers's voice
could be heard.

‘“Here, quick with that iron ladder!”

In an instant the wooden ladder, which
had already caught fire, was thrown
aside, and the iron ladder rested against
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the burning roof. Before any one could
stop him—could even realize what he
was about to do, Rogers bounded up
the iron rungs, two at a time, and had
dashed recklessly through the sheet of
flame. As the fire fell for a moment,
and the wind blew the smoke westward,
the people, who stood breathless with
suspense, could see Rogers stoop down
and raise Mark in his arms. Then came
the final catastrophe, in which all hope
for both seemed lost. The fire, which
had been eating its way beneath the
roof, had weakened the beams, and the
additional weight of Rogers's body
proved too much. There was an omi-
nous crack, then came the crash of
yielding timbers. The roof suddenly
sank, and the two figures disappeared
in a chasm filled with smoke and fire.

A shudder of horror went through the
crowd. Women screamed; men turned
their heads away in sickening dread.
A moment later, however, a shout
arose. ‘‘There he is—at the window—
he's safe—and has the boy with him—
quick with the blankets."”

To the amazement of all, who had
given him up for lost, Rogers appeared
a moment after the collapse at a second
story window of the stable. He must
have fallen squarely on his feet on the
second floor, which was still sound. He
now stood leaning out of the window,
blinded by the smoke and half stupe-
fied by the sudden fall, but bravely re-
taining his hold on Mark. In answer to
the calls from below, Rogers lifted Mark
upon the sill, and let him drop into the
blanket that the men were holding for
him. Mark, who seemed quite uncon-
scious, fell like a dead weight, and was
caught neatly. Rogers then groped
about until his hands struck the iron
ladder. Swinging himself boldly out,
he let himself down by his arms. No
sooner had a full realization of this
miraculous escape dawned upon the
crowd than a long loud shout of joy
arose, and the people came flocking
from all sides to congratulate the two
fortunates.

Cries of ‘* Keep back!” from the fire-
men, however, warned them from press-
ing too close. The men were bending
over the blanket.

On it lay Mark silent and motionless,
his hair singed close to his head, his
clothes burnt and his face and arms
blackened. Some one hastily thrust his
way into the group. It was Colonel
Morgan.

‘¢ Is—is he—is it too late? ™ he asked,
bending over Mark.

‘““No,” answered a fireman who was
kneeling beside the boy and had his
hand over his heart. ** Half suffocated,
that is all, I think. He is more smoked
thar. burnt.”

“Then bring him right up to my
house,” said the colonel in tones that
showed he was accustomed to being
obeyed. * I'll look after him. Lift him
right up on the blanket just as he is,
and one of you see if Dr. Carpenter is
in the crowd. Find him and send him
up to me.”

Duncan Otis, who was a member of
group, and also kneeling beside Mark,
started up as 1f to oppose Colonel Mor-
gan's directions. Then suddenly chang-
ing his mind, he remained silent.

‘‘Better let the colonel take care
of him,” he thought to himself. ‘It
may prove a good thing for the boy.”

A subdued hush fell on the crowd
while four of the men gently lifted Mark
and bore him away towards Colonel
Morgan's house.

CHAPTER VI.
UNDER SUSPICION.

BOUT eleven o'clock on the morn-
ing of the fifth day following the
fire, some one knocked at the

side door leading into the library of

Colonel Morgan's handsome residence on
the hill.

The colonel, who was reading a
paper, rose and opened the door. ’

‘“Ah, good morning, Duncan,” he
said, extending his hand. *Come in—
glad to see you. Youdon't run over
here as often as you used to when you
were a youngster. I suppose your aunt
needs you all the time. How is she?”

‘“Very well,” answered Duncan re-
moving his hat and seating himself in a
chair which the colonel offered him.
‘*She is still considerably shaken up
about our fire.”

‘¢ Of course—of course," said the col-
onel sympathetically. ** It must have
given her quite a nervous shock. But
still she suffers no great loss, does she ?"

‘ Not very much.”

‘I knew she was pretty well insured,
and I am glad of it. Your aunt isa
shrewd woman, Duncan, and knows how
to provide for herself.”

“ Yes, sir,” answered Duncan half ab-
stractedly. ‘' She has made her small
property count for a good deal.”

“With your help, my boy.
couldn’t have done without you.”

Duncan sat in silence, twirling his
hat. Several minutes elapsed, during
which the colonel watched his visitor
curiously.

At length Duncan spoke.

‘“How is Mark?" he asked.

“Doing finely. He is sitting up this
morning and will be able to go out
doors tomorrow. His burns were not
serious; they were chiefly on his arms.
It was a lucky escape for the boy. He
got off mighty easily,and I'm glad of it,
for it gives me an early opportunity to
pay up my indebtedness to him. He
rendered me a great service that night,
and he risked his life to do it. Tdon't
mean to forget that.”

‘“ He has lots of grit, colonel, and I
am glad he is in such good hands—but
—but—well, to come to the point, colo-
nel, I walked over here this morning es-
pecially to have a talk with you about
Mark—and—and this business of the
fire.”

““ Oh, yes, he told me he was in the loft
of the barn. He also told me how he
came there, and how kind you all were
to him—"

““Yes," said Duncan quickly. * Well
I liked Mark from the very first moment
I laid eyes on him. I liked his manner,
and I made up my mind to do all I
could for him. But Aunt Betty for
some reason took a prejudice against
him. She was suspicious of everything
he said and did. As the boy was a
stranger, and we knew nothing about
him except what he told us, Icouldn't
prove Aunt Betty wrong when she sus-
pected him of being dishonest. His
face and manner were enough for me
but it wouldn't convince Aunt Betty.
She just tolerated him through the day,
and when I talked of giving him a bed
over night, she wouldn't hear of it. I
urged her about it, and at last we ar-
ranged to let him sleep in the barn
—that is he proposed it and Aunt Betty
agreed.”

“ Well," said the colonel, wondering
where all this was leading to. ‘I knew
this—at least the substance of it from
Mark. What else is there to tell 2"

**Simply this, colonel. You see Mark
was alone in that obarn. Ileft him there
and locked the door, so no one else
could get in. Half an hour later the
place took fire."”

“ Yesl"

‘* Well, colonel, Aunt Betty can only
see this thing in one way. As shesays,
Mark was the only one in the barn. No
one else was near, and there was noth-
ing around to start the fire except—well
except Mark—"

“What!" exclaimed the colonel, knit-
ting his eyebrows.

She

‘“Yes, you see Aunt Betty is al}
worked up about it. She can't get it
out of her head that Mark set the barn
afire. I've talked with her off and on
for the last four days, but it didn't seem
to ease her much. Perhaps I might
have argued her out of it in time, but.
this morning Amberg came to see her
about the fire, and she told him the
whole story. As you know, he has been
on the watch lately for suspicious char--
acters, so her talk with him only made
matters worse. [ didn't hear what was
said, for I wasn't in the house at the
time, but Patty called me in later and I
found Aunt Betty in a terrible state. [
don't know what will come of it now
Amberg has heard the story.”

“But it is absurd—simply absurd!™
exclaimed the colonel, who was now
greatly excited and pacing hastily up-
and down the room. ‘“To think that a
boy who had worked all day to earn a
comfortable place to pass the night in,
should deliberately set fire to it before
he had rested an hour. Why, it would
be insanity!”

“I know it, colonel.
reasonable.”

‘“Reasonable! Why, only a madman
would play such a trick. And then 1o
think that that boy, who has an honest
face if there ever was one—who has told
me a plain, simple, straightforward
story about himself—to think that that
young hero, who risked his life to save
my property is nothing but a malicious.
rascal who would set fire to the prop-
erty of those who have befriended
him——" here the colonel became too ex—
cited to speak.

‘“Yes, colonel,” answered Duncan.
“1 thought of all that—and told Aunt
Betty, too, but nothing would convince
her after her talk this morning with
Amberg. I don't know how it will end
now. I am mighty uneasy about it."

“Go back to her, and wait till she is
quieter. She may be only a little ner_
vous. Wait till tomorrow, and then tell
her what I have said.”

Duncan shook his head.

“I know Aunt Betty too well, colonel.
You see I am not master at our house.
I can sometimes argue Aunt Betty out
of her notions, but if she makes up her
mind to stick to her point, I can't budge
her, and her will is law with us. There
isn't a kinder hearted woman alive than
Aunt Betty, colonel, but when she has.
a suspicion well set in her mind, a team
of horses couldn't pull it out. Besides,
you see, the loss of the barn and stable
is a serious matter.”

‘‘Doesn't the insurance cover it 2"

“Not all.”

¢ What is the actual loss ?”

‘‘We calculated it would be about two
hundred dollars.”

‘‘Duncan,” said the colonel, laying liis.
hand on his visitor's arm. *“I will go
over tomorrow morning and see your
aunt. I am one of the directors of the
Medford branch of the Continental Fire
Insurance Company, in which her prop-.
erty was insured. I had supposed that
the buildings were fully covered, but
since you say not, I will see that your
aunt's loss of two hundred dollars is
made up—yes, even if I have to pay it
out of my own pocket. I can easily
stand it for the boy that saved my
stable. I know the boy is innocent and
I want to hush these suspicions at once.™

Duncan shook his head again.

“Your offer is very kind, colonel, but
she wouldn't take it from you.”

‘*“From me! It shouldn't come from
me. It would come from the insurance
company."”

** Well, but even that wouldn't prove
to her that Mark was innocent, and L
am afraid you couldn't convince her.”

* ¢ Well, I will, if it takes me all day,"™
said the colonel decidedly.

‘But how about Amberg?”

It doesn’t secm



“I'll quiet him too. I can talk him
into reason easily enough.”

Duncan looked doubtful.

« It seems all right to us, colonel, who
believe we know Mark, but I'm not so
sure about Amberg—and in fact the
west of the town. You see Mark
tramped it here, and he is a stranger to
<very one.”

* That makes no difference. He tells
a clear story, and he will be trusted.”

¢ But the circumstantial evidence—"

“ Will be nothing when he states his
<ase. Here, we can get all the facts at
once. Come up stairs, and we'll ques-
tion him closely about it.”

Colonel Morgan opened the door, and
fed the way up to the second floor.
‘Opening the left hand door at the front
of the nall, he first looked in to assure
himself that Mark was alone, then mo-
tioned Duncan to enter.

Mark, who was sitting in an easy chair
by the window, turned his head and ut-
tered a glad exclamation as he saw who
4us visitor was.

Greetings had hardly been exchanged
wwhen Colonel Morgan said abruptly:

¢* Mark, Duncan has called here this
morning to make inquiries concerning
the origin of the fire.”

Mark gave both of them a queer look.

**I was asleep,” he said.

‘““And you knew nothing until you
arose in the midst of flames,” said the
<colonel with satisfaction. *‘It was so,
wasn'tit?"

Mark was silent.

Duncan looked surprised.

“Were you asleep when the fire
started, Mark? " he asked.

Mark looked him steadily in the face.

*No, I was not,” he said.

The colonel was now surprised.

“Then why did’t you tell me this?”
he exclaimed. ‘ Why didn’t you tell me
what caused the fire?"

Mark was silent again.

** Do you know the cause of it 2"’ urged
. ithe colonel.

**Yes," answered Mark very delibe-
rately.

**Then why haven't you spoken?”
-exclaimed the colone! somewkat impati-
ently. * Did you suppose it was a mat-
ter of noimportance? What started the
dire, then? "

At this moment a voice was heard in
the hall outside. Mark could hardly
avoid a start of surprise. Where had
he heard that voice before? Some-
where—and very recently. The doubt
-was settled a second later, for the door,
which stood ajar, was pushed further
open, and Colonel Morgan’s son, Her-
bert, entered. It was the first time
Mark had seen him since tbe fire, but
one glance sufficed to recall him. The
wvoice and the figure were unmistakable.
The whole truth suddenly flashed
through his mind.

‘ The Grand Master—he is the Grand
Master of the Brotherhood of Sylves-
ters.”

Colonel Morgan and Duncan stood
with their backs to the door, and did
@ot hear or see Herbert enter. The
datter was about to come forward, but
stopped abruptly when he saw the group
at the window.”

Colonel Morgan spoke again, this time
<quite sharply,

¢ Mark, answer my question at once.
This is a very serious matter and must
be cleared up. What was the cause of
the fire? "

Mark looked away from the colonel to
the door, where Herbert stood. The
latter shifted uneasily and d.opped his
eyes.

‘It was an explosion," said Mark.

“ An explosion!” exclaimed Duncan.
< What sort of an explosion ?”

‘“ An explosion of some kind—I don't
&«now what. I only know something ex-
ploded, and then the fire began.”
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Duncan looked uneasy.

‘* Mark,” he said in a strange tone, “1
don’t know what to think of this. There
was nothing in the barn that could ex-
plode. You must have dreamed it,”

Mark was silent.

‘‘Is that all the explanation you can
give?” asked the colonel in a colder
tone.

‘““That isall,” answered Mark. ** There
was an explosion on the first floor—that
was the cause of the fire. I can’t tell
you anything more.”

Herbert Morgan looked greatly re-
lieved, and, turning, slipped noiselessly
out.

** Mark," said the colonel firmly, * this
won't do. We want the whole truth of
this, and your answer 1s not satisfactory
—in fact I can’t believe it. I am sorry
to say this, for I thought you honest—"

‘ What I tell you is true, colonel,” in-
terrupted Mark. ‘¢ That fire was caused
by an explosion.”

‘ But the explosion—what was it?
How was it? There must have been
something there to explode.”

‘I cannot tell you that.”

The colonel looked quickly at Duncan.
The latter's eyes were wandering un-
easily about the room.

““And this is all you have to say?”
asked the colonel.

“ Yes, sir.”

‘Do you know what this means—that
you are bringing suspicion on—on your-
self 2"

*“Why should it? I didn't have any-
thing to do with the explosion.”

“Then why are you silent? Your
whole manner shows that you are hold-
iug something back. Why do you not
speak out?”

Mark was silent.

‘“ Have you nothing further to say—no
further explanation ?” asked the colonel,
straightening up.

.Mark shook his head.

The colonel closed his lips tightly and
turned away. Mark made a motion to
detain Duncan, but the latter's gaze was
on the floor, and he did not see it. A
moment later the two had left the room
and their footsteps sounded on the
stairs.

CHAPTER VIL
IN TROUBLE.

HAT was a hard afternoon and

evening for Mark. The colonel

did not come near him again;

and, with the exception of the servant

who brought him his meals, he saw no

one, and had nothing but his thoughts

for company. These were disturbing

enough to keep him awake far into the
night.

What should he have done or said ?
Had he made a mistake in remaining
silent? His first intention had been to
speak more fully, but the discovery that
Herbert Morgan was the Grand Master
of that night's proceedings had decided
him.

«Why should I get those fellows into
trouble? They were up to a little fun
and didn't mean mischief. Now it's
turned out so seriously I can't give
them away, especially this young Mor-
gan, the only son of theold colonel, who
has been so kind. Shall I get him into
disgrace simply to avoid suspicion my-
self. Theycan't prove anything against
me, and as to being suspected or getting
a bad name, what does that amount to
in comparison to the trouble these fel-
lows would have ? I can stand the bad
name I suppose—at any rate if I can't.
I can go away to some other place and
make another start—only I wish Duncan
and—and Miss Patty wouldn't think me
bad,” here Mark gulped. ‘* Well,it's an

* ugly looking business I'm in anyhow,
and I'm afraid I couldn’t blame even
them for suspectingme. I'll be able to
go out tomorrow, and I think I'd better

clear out as soon as I can—and yet that
will only make it look worse. No, I'll
stay and face it out.”

And it was with that determination
that he rose on the following morning.
His breakfast was served in his room,
but immediately after, he determined
to take advantage of the permission
granted him to go down stairs. His
own clothes having been burnt, he
donned a suit of Herbert's, which had
been brought to him, and walked down
to the first floor. At the foot of the
stairs he met the colonel, who was about
to come up.

‘ Good morning,” said the latter. I
was just going up to your room. Will
you come into the library? I want to
speak to you.”

Mark followed him in silence.

Motioning him to be seated, the col-
onel began:

““Young man, I am very sorry to say
that you have disappointed me. I had
begun to think a great deal of you, and
I was determined to prove myself a good
friend. You have no one but yourself
to blame if that becomes impossible.
You have placed yourself in a very sus-
picious light, and you refuse to clear
yourself. If you are what I believed
you to be, you would have only a clear,
satisfactory explanation to give. Instead
of that you persist in concealment.”

Mark almost began to wish that he
had told a falsehood at the start, and
denied all knowledge of the cause of
the fire. It would have shielded the real
culprits even better. But this was only
a passing thought.

‘It is very hard, Colonel Morgan, to
have you suspect me,” he said. *‘I told
you the truth, and I told you all I
could.”

‘Mark,” exclaimed the colonel, “I
have been thinking the matter over
since yesterday, and I am half inclined
yet to think you innocent. Now I can't
forget that you have done me a great
service, and I want todo you full justice.
Iam sure youare either concealing some-
thing or misleading me—in other words
that you are not honest with me, and
I am disappointed to think that of you.
I had begun to believe in you fully—I
thought you were honest.”

‘“ And I am, colonel,” burst out Mark.
“You have been a kind friend to me
these past six days, and I will never for-

get it. I would not deceive you if I
could help it. What I told you was
true.”

“*If you could help it!’ There it is
again. Mark, I 4now you are holding
something back. Now, my boy, why do
you do that? I can be a good friend to
you if you'll let me. Come now, speak
out.” ’

But Mark was silent.

‘* See here, young man,” continued the
colonel after a short pause. *I don't
believe you realize the seriousness of
this affair. You are under suspicion of
setting fire to a barn. Do you know
what that means if you are convicted?
It means close confinement for a long
time.”

Mark started violentiy, and his face
grew pale.

‘“There, I thought that would bring
you to terms. Now, my boy, don't you
think you'd better speak out ?"

But Mark had regained his composure
again.

‘They can't convict me,” he said.
‘“There is no proof. I told you the
truth. I hadn't anything to do with
starting the fire.”

‘ Well, circumstantial evidence is
strong against you,” said the colonel
gravely. ‘*Now see here, Mark, 1 won't
hurry you. I'll give you a little time to
think it over. Just consider it awhile,
remembering how serious a matter it is,
and then see if you can't make up your
mind to give me an explanation. Sup-
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pose you take a walk out of doors this
morning. You need it anyhow, and if
you come back with the right determin-
ation, you will find it has done you good
in more ways than one.”

The suggestion struck Mark favor-
ably, though not quite in the way the
colonel intended. It had occurred to
him that it would be weil to go to Dun-
can.

*I'll find Duncan and have a talk with
him,” he said to himself. ‘‘Maybe I can
give him an idea how the land lies with-
out telling him everything, and it may
help things into hetter shape—I'll try it
anyhow.”

His mind made up, he rose to his feet.

‘All right. I'll go out and take a
walk,” he said. Then coming nearer,
he added, looking earnestly at the old
gentleman: ‘Do you suspect me, col-
onel?”

The colonel shook his head.

“If I really, seriously believed you set
fire to that barn do you suppose I would
let you go scot free out into the coun-
try? No, Mark, I believe you are inno-
cent, but I am sure you know more than
you say. Now, make up your mind to
tell it all.”

Mark shook his head and turned away.

‘“The old colonel is too sharp for me,"
he said to himself, as he left the house.
‘“He has guessed half the secret now,
and I'm afraid he'll never rest till he
knows all of it. Well, he won't get it
out of me, that's all—and as for Duncan,
on second thought, I'm afraid I'd better
not talk about it to him either. No, I've
made up my mind not to give those fel-
lows away, so the only thing for me to
do is to keep my mouth shut to every-
body.”

It now seemed best to Mark not to
seek out Duncan, for he hardly dared
trust himself to the sharp cross ques-
tioning which he knew he would have to
face; 8o, with no particular purpose in
view, he walked slowly off down the
road.

He had not gone more than three or
four hundred yards when he felta heavy
hand on his shoulder.

Turning about he found himself face
to face with a large, powerful man, well
dressed and carrying a cane. His face
was heavy, almost brutal, the most no-
ticeable features of it being a pair of
cold, searching gray eyes, and a large
mouth, beneath which grew a short,
thick beard.

He eyed Mark sharply for a minute.

' “I think you're the young man I'm
looking for,” he said.

** What do you want ?"” asked Mark.

‘Isn’t your name Mark Ware ?”

“ "es' ”

‘I thought so, and you're the young
man who came so near getting caught in
that fire the other might.”

‘*Yes, but—"

**Well, I'm glad to find you, that's all.
I didn't think you'd have the nerve to
hang arcund here after you were up and
out. I wasn't counting on laying hands
on you so easy.”

**Why, what do you mean ?” exclaimed
Mark angrniiy.

“ That we have a few questions to ask
you about thatfire. I want youto come
along with me. Now don’t make any
trouble,” he added, as he saw Mark start
to remonstrate. ‘* You can do all your
arguing later when the time comes.
All you're to do now is to follow me.”

Mark stood perfectly still.

** And suppose I don't choose to follow
you? " he said.

‘ Well, I might have to arrest you
then, and run you in by force.”

Mark was dumfounded.

“ Arrest me—for what ?” he exclaimed.

‘“ For setting fire to the Otises' barn—
you know that well enough.”

* What right have you to arrest me ™
asked Mark, with serious misgivings.
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The man turned his coat back, dis-
playing a policeman's badge on his vest.
‘* And who—who are you?" stammer-
ed Mark.
My name is Amberg.
stable here.”
(70 be continued.)

I'm the con-
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BLAZING ARROW.
A4 TALE OF THE FRONTIER.

By EDWARD S. ELLIS,
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Series,” etc.

CHAPTER XXIX.
RED CROW.

HE boys kept sucha close watchon
the Shawanoe that the moment
he signaled to them to stop, they

obeyed. Although he assumed his fav-
orite attitude while doing so, he in-
stantly faced about so that his back was
toward them. There could be no doubt
that he had made some important dis-
covery.

The youths stood still in the trail,
Wharton slightly in advance, but Larry
was near enough to his side to note
every movement of the singular being
who had been acting as their guide ever
since the rise of the sun.

1 wonder whether he means us to
stand right here or to dodge behind the
trees as he did before,” remarked Larry.

‘“We shall know, for he will tell us.
‘There it is1”

Arqu-wao at this moment made a pe-
culiar sweep of the hand holding the
bow, which was interpreted as an order
for them to screen themselves from
sight. They did so with the cleverness
of a short time before.

Nothing to explain the cause for this
caution appeared and the lads kept their
eyeson the Indian in whose hands they
had placed their lives before this crit-
ical moment.

The tree trunks which sheltered them
were not more rigid and motionless
for the next five minutes than he. Then
he was seen to take a single step for-
ward, when he again paused. A second
followed with the same deliberation as
pefore, and the advance continued, foot
by foot, until the intervening trees and
the turn in the trail shut the guide from
sight.

“*We're near the clearing where I had
my race with Blazing Arrow,” re-
marked Wharton in a guarded voice.

“Ye may have anither cne with him.”

‘It isn't likely, but I believe he isn't
far off.”

‘* And the others are with him.”

‘“Of course, and more than likely
father and mother are near. Oh, Ido
hope that they will find out their danger
soon enough to save themselves, but I
fear the worst.”

‘Do ye hear that?”

The faces of the youths blanched, for
at that moment the sharp crack of a
rifle rang out in the stillness. It was
near at hand, and was followed by a
wild cry, which, echoing through the
forest arches, left the silence more op-
pressive than before.

**Somebody is killed!” whispered the
frightened Wharton.

I don’t doubt ye, but that yell wasn't
a white man’s.”

*Then the shot must have been.”

*1 don't know the same; mebbe Blaz-
ing Arrow has found out what Arqu-wao
has been doing and shot him.”

I believe that is what has happened;
they had a quarrel when they met in the
trail; why didn't Blazing Arrow kill
him then ?"

‘*He didn't know as much as he does
now; he has seen the thracks of our-
silves along the path, after the two
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parted, and thin the whole thruth come
upon him.”

I wish we could have the chance to
save the poor crazy tellow, for he has
given his life- for us, that is if he has
been shot by any of his people.”

‘““We don't know that he is dead
yit; mebbe he managed to use his bow
and arrow and didn't miss, while the
otner chap as used his gun did, so the
yell was the other fellow’s.”

**We ought to have given him back
his knife and tomahawk; I didn't think
of it or we would have done so.”

*+ It couldn't have done him any good
in this sort of rumpus.”

Some tragedy had been enacted so
near them that the youths might well
shudder for themselves as well as their
friends.

The sultry summer day was well
along. The sun, high in the sky, pene-
trated the woods with its warmth, and,
in the broad open plain, the heat must
have been oppressive. Hereand there,
a tiny bird fluttered among the trees
and suddenly a noble buck came strid-
ing along, as if he meant to follow the
trail to the falls for a drink, but catch-
ing sight of the two young men stand-
ing beside the trees weapon in hand, he
wheeled and was off in a twinkling,
though not before either one of the lads
could have gained the best kind of a
shot had he dared to fire.

Minute after minute passed and still
there was no sign of the returning
guide. The young friends would have
been glad to believe he had escaped.
but the fleeting minutes caused their
hope to sink lower and lower until at
last it was gone.

‘It seems to me,” said Wharton,
“that we are throwing away time by
staying here; we shall never see Arqu-
wao again.”

‘I agree with ye; the rest of 'em are
miles off, and we might stay here till
the sun went down, and that's all the
good it would do us.”

Thump! something struck the ground
beside them, and the startled boys,
turning their heads, saw a stone, weigh-
ing fully a pound that must have been
thrown by some person at them.

This was a curious proceeding by
whomsoever done, but the explanation
came the next moment, when a tall,
finely formed figure, clad in the costume
of the border ranger, stepped from be-
hind a tree and motioned to them to
make no noise.

The astonished and delighted boys
recognized the individual as Simon Ken-
ton, probably the most famous scout,
not excepting Daniel Boone, known in
Ohio and Kentucky. He had approached
them from the rear and announced his
coming in this characteristic manner.

*Yer needn’t be afeared, younkers,”
he said as he came up, ‘‘ pervided ver
don't speak too loud. The varmintsare
powerful plenty yarabouts. Howdy ?”

He shook the hand of each in turnand
Wharton asked:

“ Where did you come from, Kenton ?"

* The block house.”

“ How long agodid you leave ?”

¢ Shortly after sun up; it isn't very
fur and I've traveled powerful fast.”

Wharton yearned to ask the question
that was on the tip of his tongue, butan
awful fear held it back.

““We heard arifle awhile ago; do you
know anything about it?”

I reckon,” replied the ranger with a
significant grin, ‘‘ being asI was the chap
that touched her off.”

‘* At whom did you fire?”

‘* Why don’t ye ask who did I hit, for
wken that piece speaks I reckon some
one is hit; did you hear him yell ?”

‘*We might have heard the chap a
mile off." replied Larry. ‘‘Was the
same Blazing Arrow?"

“No; I'm sorry to say he kept out of

the way, and I picked off the one that
was nearest to him."”

* Did you see anything of an Indian
with a bow and arrow 2"

‘You mean Arqu-wao, or as we call
him, Red Crow.”

* That must be the one; why does he
have such a strange name?”

*Did you ever see a red crow,
younkers? "

**No; and I never saw a person that
had seen one.”

‘* And you never will; such a thing
would be powerful qu'ar, but he wouldn't
be any qu'arer than the varmint that
Boone, M'Cleland, the Weitzel boys and
some of the others have give that name
to. He's a bit off, ain't 'zactly right
here,” added the scout, tapping his fore-
head. ‘‘ Have you had anything to do
with him 2"

Wharton related in as few words as
possible their experience with the
strange creature and asked:

‘‘ Has he always been that way?"

*No; his brother and him had a big
fight when they were on the war path.
His brother was older and stronger and
threw him down among the rocks in
such a way that his head was hurt and
he was never right afterwards. He has
lived by himself along that lake over
yender for ten or a dozen years. He
won't have anybody with him; you know
how the Injuns look on such a person;
they think he's a little different and
better than other folks and none of ’em
will harm him. Of course none of the
boys would hurt a hair of his head,
though he's quick enough with his bow
and arrer to shoot any one that comes
pokin’ round his place. It's powerful
qu'ar that he acted the part of a friend
toward you, but thar's no sayin’ what
crank may come into the head of such a
person.”

‘“But he had a quarrel with Blazing
Arrow, who seemed on the point of
striking him.”

“That's nateral, for you know that
you hate a person that you've already
done an injury to.”

‘*Has Blazing Arrow ever injured
him ?"

‘ Why he's the one that throwed him
over the rocks; him and Blazing Arrer
are full brothers.”

This was surprising news to both and
Larry said:

** He once mintioned the name of that
chap as his brother, but I didn't think it
was that what he meant.”

“1 don't think the Red Crow loves
his brother any more than his brother
loves him. Some time thar’ll be the
biggest kind of a fight between ’em.
They don't often meet, but when they
do they allers strike fire.”

* How was it, Kenton, that you came
to shoot awhile ago?™

*One of the varmints got in my way,
and if you know of any better plan for
héavin’ him out, let me hear it.”

“But you don't explain; did you see
anything of Red Crow?”

‘* You asked me awhile ago, and I beg
pardon for not answering. No; I haven't
seen him lately, that is, for the last few
weeks, but while I was out yender, just
on t'other side of the ravine, whar the
trail makes a sharp turn, I catched
sight of one of the varmints stealin’
along as thougih he was lookin’ for
something. He catched sight of me at
the same time. We hadn't time to
dodge behind anything and it was a
question which could aim and fire the
quickest. Wal,” added Kenton, with a
sigh of complacency, ‘‘mebbe thar's a
varmint somewhar that can do that
thing quickern me, but I haven't met
him yet.”

‘* But you say you saw Blazing Arrow.”

““Yas, and another of the redskins;
they war some way ahead and the
trees war so plenty that we couldn’t

draw bead. I waited for 'em to come
nigher, but they didn’t seem to be look-
iv' for that sort of thing just then and
they scooted t'other way. I ’'spect I'l}
meet 'em agin purty soon and I'm
ready.”
CHAPTER XXX.
GOOD NEWS.
HARTON EDWARDS could not
keep back the question any
longer. .

** Kenton, why was it you were in
such a hurry to get along the trail when
you left the block house 2

“I wanted to catch up with your
father and mother that left before sun
up this morning."”

The poor lad staggered back and, had
he not caught hold of a sapling, would
have fallen to the earth.

“There is no hope for them?"

“Who said there wasn't, younker "™
demanded Kenton sharply.

‘I can see none; do you?”

‘It looks purty bad, I'll own, but
Brigham Edwards and his wife are no
fools onless they've become so since
they left the block house.”

The words of the great ranger lifted
part of the weight from the shoulders of
the boys (for the grief of Larry was al-
most as deep as that of the son), though
they were still in anguish of spirit.

¢ What led you to follow them in such
haste? How did you know they were in
so great danger?”

“I got in late last night to the block
house; I had been out on a scout for
Colonel Quimby and was gone more
than a week. The Shawanoces and
Wyandots are raising the dickens and I
knowed thar war lots of 'em hanging
round the settlement. I told your
father bein’' that war so, he had better
wait whar he war for a few days or
until we could spare several of the boys
to go with him.

‘* Howsumever, instead of that lead-
in’ him to do as I wanted, it made him
and your mother twice as determined to
be off. They wouldn't wait at the block
house for you younkers to come in as
they orter done, and made up thar
minds to start the fust thing in the
mornin’. I talked so hard with your
father that I war sure he would change
his mind, and so, being powerful tired, I
went to sleep. I slept so late that when
I woke up they'd been gone an hour. I
swallered two or three mouthfuls and
started after them.”

Wharton explained what he had
seen for himself, all of which indicated
that Blazing Arrow and his two warriors
had laid an ambush for the boys.

‘“ Thar air’'t no doubt of that after
what you tell me. They larned that
you war goin'to make a start for the
block house, so they went a good long
way along the trail and waited for you
to walk into thar open jaws.”

‘ Which we might have done, had we
gone further; but, that being so, how
was it father and mother rode this way
without harm when they must have
passed the very spot where Blazing
Arrow and the rest were waiting for us "

‘7 came by ‘em,” said Kenton with
another smile.

“You could go by zny number of
them, for you know how. You were on
foot and were prepared for them, but
they were on horseback.”

‘Which leads me to say agin that
Brigham Edwards and his wife ain't any
fools, onless they've become so powerful
sudden. Your father knowed thar war
three places whar, if thar war any am-
bush laid, it was sartin to be in one of
'em. Countin'from the settlement, the
fust was whar the path goes close to

-them falls, for the lay of the land jes*

invites it; the second ar at the ravine
down thar, only a little way beyond
whar you are standin’ this minute, and



the third ar teun miles this side of the
block house, whar the trail goes through
that swampy spot and the branches are
so thick over it that they almost sweep
you off the back of your hoss. If he
could pass them three places without
runnin’ agin the varmints, he would be
safe.”

** And where were Blazing Arrow and
the rest in waiting ?”

‘* At the swampy place I war speakin’
of; the varmints made up thar minds
that they would be sure of you by goin’
close to the block house.”

** And how came father and mother to
miss them ?"”

¢ Jes’ before reachin’ the spot, they
turned out of the trail and went 'round
it. It war powerful hard work, pickin’
thar way with thar hosses among the
trees and around the rocks, but they
managed to do it and did not come
back to the trail till they war a haltf
mile this side the spot whar the varmints
war waitin’ for ’em.”

*“And ye musn't forgit,” said Larry,
¢ that the spalpeens warn't looking for
thim, but for us.”

Wharton's eyes kindled with pride at
this proof of the wisdom of his parents.
It made clear that which had been so
mystifying to him.

‘* Bein' as your folks had done that,’
continued Kenton, * why I thought it
only perlite to do the same.”

‘“Why didn’t Blazing Arrow and the
others wait for us to come?” asked
Wharton.

‘“They got tired, though an Injun
bas more patience than a white man,
but they begun to think thatmebbe they
war too late after all and they set out to
meet you.”

‘‘But you say we are close to the
second place, that is the ravine where I
got my rifle back from Blazing Arrow.”

This was the first reference the fleet
limbed youth had made to his great
race with the champion of the Shaw-
anoes, though he had told almost every-
thing else. Remarking that the parents
were safe for the present, Kenton de-
manded an account of the contest and
expressed the greatest delight, declar-
ing that he would have swapped his
favorite rifle for a powder horn, could
he have stood where he might have
witnessed the wonderful burst of speed
on the part of the youthful runner.

But Wharton was impatient. All his
thoughts were with the folks and,
though quite certain from the words
and manner of thé scout that there was
no cause for immediate alarm, he could
not bé denied fuller information.

“We are near the second place that
you say would be used by the Shawanoes
for ambush. Have the folks passed
that yet?"”

*No; they ain’t two hundred yards off
from you this blessed minute.”

Wharton bounced from the ground
and could hardly repress a cheer in the
excess of his delight.

**Why, Kenton, didn't you tell me this
before ?”

¢ What war the hurry ? They'll keep.”

‘ When did you overtake them?"

‘‘Some distance back along the trail;
I give a signal to your father and he
waited for me to come up. I told him
the varmints had sot the trap close to
the swampy spot that he had sarcum-
vented, for I had seen their tracks along
the trail, and, onless they came trottin’
after us, we must look out for that
ravine next. It's purty hard work sar-
cumventin’ that, but leavin' them to do
it, I sneaked back hyar to keep a look-
out for the varmints.”

‘* Where does father intend to return
to the main trail?”

** A little way beyond the clearin’, but
the varmints will find out that he ar
ahead of them, and, havin' slipped up
once already, they may try some trick;
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they'llbe powerful careful now that they
know your folks ain’t alone.”

CHAPTER XXXI.
RED CROW'S ERRAND.

HE Shawanoe Indian known as
Arqu-wao, or Red Crow, had
come in sight of the ravine, which

was the scene of Blazing Arrow's mis-
hap the preceding day, when he halted
with the abruptness described, for he
had caught sight of the three Indians,
with his detested brother at their head.

They were walking rapidly, and when
Red Crow stopped, they soon passed
beyond his sight again. Looking for
them to halt, and half expecting them
to turn back at any moment, he sig-
naled the youths to hide themselves
while he advanced in the cautious man-
ner known to the reader.

Sure enough, he had gone but a little
way when he observed the three stand-
ing in a group and discussing some
question with great earnestness. Quite
sure that it had something to do with
the action of the couple who had passed
that way a short time before, he stealth-
ily watched them.

The truth was, Blazing Arrow, pro-
bably suspecting the identity of tke
couple, was giving hisattention to them.
They were sure to run into danger if
they kepton to the falls, but they might
escape unless he took a hand in the
business.

Almost on the edge of the clearing, in
sight of the ravine, the hoof prints
showed that the horses had turned off
from the trail, and with the evident in-
tention of coming back to it at some
point further on. The result of the con-
ference was that Blazing Arrow and one
of his warriors continued in the direc-
tion of the natural clearing, while the
third was sent to track the horses
through the rough wood and to signal
the results to his leader.

Red Crow cautiously followed the
single warrior to learn how he made
out. No doubt the latter would have
done well had he not run against an un-
expected obstruction in the person of
Simon Kenton, who, having accompa-
nied Mr. Edwards and his wife a part of
the way, turned back with the intention
of acting as a rear guard.

The meeting was as much of a surprise
to the white as to the red man, but, as
has been intimated by the famous scout
himself, he was just too quick for the
Shawanoe. With characteristic bravery,
Kenton leaped behind a tree, reloaded
his rifle and coolly awaited the attack of
Blazing Arrow and his companion, but
they proved their cowardice by slinking
off toward the clearing, across which
they made their way, in the hope of
gaining a better chance at the couple
who could not be far off.

Red Crow now kept well nut of sight
of Kenton, as well as of his brother, not
stirring from his hiding place until the
way was cleared. Then he sfole along
the tracks made by the horses. These
were so clearly defined that a child
would have had no difficulty in follow-
ing them.

He knew that the couple were the
parents of the young man whom he had
set out to serve. The course of the
great white hunter made it clear that he
would soon join the youth, while the
route of Blazing Arrow showed that
they were in no present danger from
him. Accordingly, without taking the
trouble of telling the boys his intention,
he hurried over the broken ground, anxi-
ous to reach the man and wife before
they penetrated too far.

Red Crow had formed a plan the mo-
mant he fully understood what was going
on, and he knew the need of haste.

Despite the almost marvelous clever-
ness he had displayed from the bcwin-
‘ning, hc narrowly escaped making a

fatal error. In his eagerness to reach
the couple, he forgot that he wasin war
paint, and resembled in every respect,
except one, the Shawanoe whom the
settler was trying to circumvent.

It was that one point of difference
which saved Red Crow's life. Brigham
Edwards was picking his way as best he
could, when he caught sight of one of
the Shawanoes hurrying along the trail,
as though intent on overtaking him at
the earliest possible moment.

Before the Indian knew his danger the
vigilant settler had his unerring rifle at
his shoulder, and his keen eye was run-
ning along the barrel. But he noticed
that the Indian carried a bow and arrow
instead of a gun. This was so unusual
that he hesitated. At the moment of
doing so Red Crow stopped short and
looked up with a startled look, as though
recalling his forgetfulness. Despite his
paint, Edwards recognized him as Arqu-
wao, whom he had often seen when he
was actively engaged in scouting along
the frontier.

The pioneer had stopped both horses,
and he and his wife were on foot when
this little episode took place.

‘ By George!™ he exclaimed to his
companion, *“ I came within a hair of
killing that poor crazy fool, Red Crow.”

‘** What can be his business with us un-
less it be unfriendly ?” asked the wife,
who also held a weapon in her hands.
‘*He may have been sent forward by
some of the others.”

‘““Idon’t think we have anything to
fear from him. Ihave never heard that
he harmed those who did not interfere
with him. I will see what he wants with
us.”

AsRed Crow approached,Mr. Edwards
addressed him by name and repeated
his own, but the Shawanoe showed no
sign of recognizing it.

** Why do you come here ?" asked the
white man sternly.

** Shaw'noe dere and dere and dere,”
replied Red Crow, pointing toward every
point except that of the block house;
‘“if go on path, Shaw’'noe kill white man
—-kill white woman.”

‘Do you want to help us?*

‘*Me show way—Shaw’noe not see—
not find.”

This promise was received with a
good deal of skepticism, but the feelings
of the parents were greatly stirred by
the next words that were quickly ut-
tered:

“ White boy Wart'n—white boy Larr—

dey come wid Arqu-wao."
. **What!" exclaimed the father, recog-
nizing the names, and striding in front
of the Indian; ‘‘ do you know anything
about those two boys "

Red Crow nodded his head several
times with vigor.

‘ Where are they ?”

“Up dere,” he replied, pointing in
the direction of the point in the trail
where he had left them but a short time
before.

‘“ What can this mean?" demanded
the agitated parent; ‘* Imustinvestigate
it. We will leave the horses here while
we go back with him.”

The mother was as anxious to meet
her son and Larry, and they quickly
made ready to start.

Red Crow was glad to guide them,
but at the moment of setting out a sig-
nal was heard, which the pioneer identi-
fied as coming from Simon Kenton.

(70 be continued.)

THE REASON FOR RIGHTHANDEDNESS.

Did you ever wonder why it is that you
use the right hand more easily than the
left? Isthereany physical reason for it or
is it the result of custom and training? A
book has recently been written on the sub-
ject by an Englishman, Sir Daniel Wilson,
from a review of which by 7he Critic, we
make a few extracts that will doubtless
prove of interest.

The right lung is more capacious than the
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left, having three lobes, while the left has
only two. The liver, the heaviest organ of
the body, is on the right side, overweigh-
ing the heart on the left. Thus the center
of gl‘ﬂ\’lt{ is decidedly on the right side, re-
quirin, or this side a larger supply of
nerve force than for the left. Asthe nerve
force on the right side of the body proceeds
from the left hemisphere of the brain, this
hemisphere, by natural correlation, becomes
the larger, heavier,and more active of the
two.

‘The centers of nerve force for speaking,
writing and other higher exertions of the
mental faculty are found to be especially
strong in the feft hemisphere; and when its
powers are disabled by injury, the sluggish
and untrained right hemisphere, whu‘% ac-
tuates the left side of the body, can but
feebly and imperfectly supply its place.
From the results of this greater supplv of
nerve force to the right (dexter or adroit)
side, we get the origin of the meaning of
such words as ‘“‘adroitness” and ‘‘dex-
terity.”

Occasionally, however, the right hemi-
sphere is the farger and more active. The
man is then left handed. How this excep-
tional state is caused we do not know. This,
indeed is the real riddle which yet remains
to be solved. Yet it is no more mysterious
than any of the other variations of struc-
ture which continually occur, and on which
the Darwinian system of development and

rogress is built. Why in the same family
s one child tall and another short? Why
has one a large and long head, and another
a small and round head? What, in brief, is
the origin of the immense variety ot physi-
cal and mental traits and endowments in
the people around us?

This is a question which cannot be an-
swered as yet, whatever the future of science
may have in store for us. We can only rec-
ognize the differences, and make our social
and edpcatinnal arrangements to corres-
pond with them. Among these educational
grovlsmns is one of much importance, which

as been hitherto almost universally neg
lected—the ancient Greeks alone seemed to
have had an idea of its value. This pro-
vision is the proper education of the two
hands, an education which by its reflex in-
fluence would stimulate both hemespheres
of the brain.

Our author’s own experience, as a left
handed man, whose right hand has been
trained to use the pen, while as an artist
sand one of no mean rank, as the charming
llustrations of his **Old Edinburgh’ and
other works show) he holds the pencil or
crowquill in the left, has taught him the
g{reat 1mportance of this two sided training.

any remarkable examples of a like char-
acter are given, from the left handed Leon-
ardo da Vinci, one of thelgreatest of Italian
artists and mechanicians, to other hardly
less notable instances of our own time.

‘The conclusion to which we are thus
brought is of serious moment. Throughout
Christendom the age of militarism and
brute force is passing away. The cra of
industrialism is taking its place. The mani-
fold and incessant work of the inventive
brain and the executive hand is rapidly
transforming the world. It may reasonably
be assumed that the nation which first
realizes, and enforces in its schools and.
workshops, the principle that the whole
brain should be stimulated to act, and both
hands be specially trained for this work,
will be apt to take the lead in the future of
civilization.

LITTLE RAILWAY ROUTES WITH BIG
NAMES,

“What's in a name?” Certain lines of
railroad appear to think that there is a good
deal—at least they puta good deal of name
to some very insignificant roads, as witness
the following paragraphs, clipped at differ-
ent times from exchanges.

“It isn’t always easy to judge of a rail-
road’s importance by its name,” savs a rail-

road man. * What do you know about the
* Pi!tsburg, Chicago nnq Great Western
Railroad.” The name is imposing, isn't it?

Well, the road itself was built yvears ago
by Judge White, of Beaver County, Penn-
sylvania, who sunk quite a fortunc’in it. It
ran from New Galilee, Pennsylvania, a place
which never saw more than 200 inhabitants,
to East Liverpool, Ohio, an aggregate dis-
tance of twenty one miles.”’

The railroad of which Mrs. Hattie N,
Kimball, of Harrisville, West Virginia.
was recently elected president is called the
Pennsboro and Harrisville Railroad, and it
is about as long as a good after breakfast
walk. Its business and its importance in the
commercial world are proportionate to its
length. One day I received a typewritten
letter on a beautiful lithographed letter
head, asking for passes for the * Cleveland
and Sodthern Railway Company.” I knew
nothing of the railway, but the lithographed
stationery informed all to whom it might
come that the *‘Cleveland and Southern
Railway ' was '‘the_shortest line between
Chicago and New York.” 1 immediately
forwarded the usual courtesies, and a few
weeks later, as [ chanced to be in Cleveland.
1 made inquiry concerning the new corpo-
ration. I learned that *‘the shortest line
between Chicago and New York™is just
four miles long, and that it runs from Cha
grin Falls, Ohio, to Solon, Ohio. There can
be little doubt that the road 1s all that is
claimed for it on the stationery of 1ts of-
ficials.
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THE SUBSCRIPTION PRICE oF THE ARGosy i1s Two DOLLARS PER
YEAR, PAYABLE IN ADVANCE. FOR THREE DOLLARS WE wiLL SEND THE
ARGOSY TWO YEARS.

CLUB RATE—FOR THREE DOLLARS WE WILL SEND TWO COPIES OF THE
ARGOSY ONE YEAR TO SEPARATE ADDRESSES.

DISCONTINUANCES —THE PUBLISHER MUST BE NOTIFIED BY LETTER
WHEN A SUBSCRIBER WISHES HIS PAPER STOPPED. THE NUMBER WITH
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FRANK A. MUNSEY, Publisher,
155 East 23d Street, New York.

A TRULY NOBLE EXAMPLE.

NE of England's titled dames, Lady Henry
Somerset, has chosen as her life work the
amelioration of the poor and degraded, and

. after no little crusading in London against the

liquor evil and other crying iniquities, has trans-

ferred her work for a time to this country.

This example of a woman, high born and cultured,
stooping to reach down a helping hand to fellow
creatures immeasurably below her in enlightenment
and morals, offers great temptation to pen a homily
on that practical charity which is not content with
stirring the bright coals on the family hearth and
murmuring :

* What a cold night it is, to be sure! I'm so glad
I put a dollar in the plate last Sunday. It will
keep a few poor people warm. My dear, I paid
that bill of Skinner’s today for that new sealskin
cloak of yours. I think he’s rather high, don’t
you? ‘T'wo hundred and fifty dollars strikes me as
just a leetle bit above the mark, you know? Ugh!
don't you feel that draught, my dear? Positively,
this is the worst night we've had since the blizzard !
So glad I made it a dollar !”

But homilies are not readable, so we refrain.

The Arvgosy at Three Dollars for two years is less
than three cents a week. See standing notice at the
head of this column,

FOR DUMB CREATURES.

THOSE who do not live in the largest cities
would be surprised and interested to see one
phase of the work of the Society for the

Prevention of Cruelty to Animals.—their ambulance

service.

If a horse becomes so injured in the streets that
he is unable to return to his stable, a telephone
message brings a clattering red box wagon along,
the floor down near the ground, into which the
horse is led and in which he is carted off.

If one of these animals falls down one of the
street excavations, life saving apparatus is brought
by the society’s officers in the shape of derrick and
tackle.

The organization employs a number of uniformed
men to police certain districts for the detection of
instances of cruelty to horses. These officers are
granted certain powers by the city whereby they
can command any driver of an injured or sick
animal to stop, unhitch, and lead his horse back to
the stable, or they can direct a policeman to arrest
any man for an act of aggravated cruelty.

Another work that this humane society ofttimes
allows to be thrust upon it is the killing of diseased
or useless animals for their owners. This they do
instantaneously and painlessly but only in such in-
stances as make the act one of mercy.

A columns that people who had failed in business
write and give the causes of their failures.

Many answers were received and published. They

made not only interesting reading, bt also a mine

of valuable information and warning. The next

WHY HE FAILED.
DAILY paper some time since asked in its
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best thing to knowing what to do is knowing what
not to do.

One reason given was this: “I have been too im-
patient of serving and too ambitious to be my own
master.” A good cause for failure, indeed !

Every command given toan employee is a lesson
in business, if he only looks at it with intelligence,
and a realization of this should tame the soaring
amition of young men while they are accumulating
their capital of experience as salaried servants.

Some sage has said that, to command, one must
have learned to obey. He who isimpatient of con-
trol is usually unable to govern himself—others,
much less—and here is a fruitful source of failure.

The price of Munsey’s Magazine is $3 a year. But to any
reader of The Argosy who will send us $2 for a year’s sub-
seription and $2 additional—®&4 in all—we will send both
Argosy and Magazine for one year.

THE JANUARY MUNSEY'S.

HE current issue of MUNsEY's MAGAZINE pre-
sents an even more attractive table of con-
tents than has signalized the three preced-

ing numbers of this popular periodical. The lead-
ing article, * Journalists and Journalism in New
York,” is written by Mr. Munsey himself. The
paper is accompanied by the latest portrait of Dana,
Reid, Shepard and other leading editors.

A unique contribution is Mr. R. H. Tithering-
ton’s account of the ** Heirs to European Thrones,”
in which some very entertaining chat is furnished
concerning future monarchs across the water,
many of them now children. In ‘“The Home and
Home Life of Chauncey M. Depew,” Miss Mattie
Sheridan has a theme in which every American is
intensely interested. The pictures accompanying
her description were made expressly for MuNsey's
MacaziNg and represent faithful interior views of
many of the rooms in the famous railroad presi-
dent’s house in Fifty Fourth Street,

There are other illustrated papers, short stories,
poems and editorials. The complete novel is by
William Murray Graydon, author of ¢ Vera
Shamarin,” and is another thrilling narrative of
Nihilistic Russia, under the title, * The House of
Orfanoff.”

MuNsey's MAGAZINE is issued the first of each
month and is for sale by all newsdealers at 25
cents a copy. Subscription price $3 a year.

WHAT IS THOUGHT OF THE ARGOSY.

HE best New Year's card THE ARGosy can
send out is a collection of the good words
its readers have recently said about it. We

print herewith extracts from some letters received
during the past few weeks.

THE BEST OUT OF SEVEN.
GENEVA, N. Y.

In our family we take seven papers and magazines and 1
like THE ARGOSY better than any other paper that I read,
and I read most all of them. I have taken THE ARGOSY for
a year or more, and I used to think the — —— was great,
but THE ARGOSY is the best by a great deal / think.

WILL R. ZOBRIST.

THE BRIGHTEST OF THEM ALL.
P. O. BOX, 295 TRENTON, N. J.
I have taken very nearly all the weekly papers for boys
published and among them THE ARGOSY, and I find it tl’a’e
most entertaining and the brightest of them all. I have
taken it for three years and I hope I will have the pleasure
of taking it for a great many more years to come.

BEN]. GODSCHALK.

AT THE TOP OF THE LADDER.,
BOX 619, PORTLAND, OREGON.
THE ARGOSY is at the top of the ladder of publications of
its class. C. A. TOWNSEND.

WOULD BE AT A LOSS WITHOUT IT.
14‘]NORTH ELLIOT ST., BROOKLYN, N. Y.
_ T donot know what we would do without THE ARGOSY,
it is such a good paper. CHARLIE CONKLIN.

THE PRESENT FORM THE BEST.
152 JEFFERSON AVE., ROCHESTER, N. Y.
1like the new form of THE ARGOSY better than any of
the others. I have taken the paper a long time, but this is
an improvement on any of its previous forms.
FRANK STRONG.

THE BEST OF STORIES,

NEW RICHMOND, OHIO.
Permit one of the many thousand admirers of THE
ARGOSY to give his opinion of the paper you issue. I think
THE ARGOSY is the best paper I ever read, and I have read
many different periodicals. Its stories are the best of
stories and 1 admire it on account of the nice paper it is

printed on. JOE F. MORELAND.

CYRUS W. FIELD.

THE FOUNDER OF THE ATLANTIC TELEGRAPH.

WENTY FIVE years ago Cyrus W. Field was
undoubtedly the most celebrated citizen of New
York. He had just accomplished after a dozen
years of toil and difficulties, a colossal enterprise,
destined to be of immense value to the world at large.
The name of the man who had conceived and brought
into existence the first ocean telegraph was on every
one's lips.
He was born and educated at Stockbridge, Mas-
sachusetts, but at the age of fifteen he left his country
home and went to New York, with twenty five dollars

CYRUS W.

FIELD.

in his pocket, to seek his fortune. Beginning very
near the foot of the ladder, he found a place in the
great dry goods store of the late A. T. Stewart. His
salary for the first year was but fifty dollars.

After three years in the Stewart store, Mr. Field
went to work for one of his brothers, who had a paper
factory at Lee, Massachusetts. Two years later, hav-
ing gained a thorough knowledge of the business, he
became a partner in the firm of E. Root & Company,
of Maiden Lane, New York. Thisundertaking proved
a failure, and Mr. Field left it to start on his own ac-
count. This was in 1841, and during the next twelve
years he was very prosperous, accumulating a con-
siderable fortune.

Then occurred to him the idea which was to make
him an immortal figure in the history of the world's
progress—the joining of the Old World and the New
by means of a telegraphic cable under three thousand
miles of hitherto unfathomed ocean. He succeeded
in enlisting the aid of Peter Cooper, Marshall Roberts,
and several leading New Yorkers, as well as British
capitalists. Next he procured from the Newfoundland
legislature the privilege of laying cables between that
island and the American continent on one side, and
Ireland on the other, and in 1865 the huge steamer
Great Eastern was chartered to carry over the ocean
a mighty coil of telegraph wire, paying it out as
she progressed. Mr. Field himself was on board the
vessel, to witness the snapping of the cable when
twelve hundred miles of it had been laid. The follow-
ing year a second attempt was made. It succeeded
withont mishap.

Mr. Field has since been connected with many other
gigantic enterprises and has been counted among the
millionaires of the country. But readers of the news-
papers have recently been shocked to learn how, at
an advanced age and when the burdens of an honor-
able career should be put aside, domestic affliction
and financial disaster have come upon this man of
colossal achievement, of such extent as to bid fair to
require another start upon the rugged road of fortune.

But whatever happen his fame is imperishable as
the promoter of a great enterprise that has made the
world a debtor to America.

Mr. Field's way of life 1s simple and regular. He
rises and retires early ; every day he goes to his down
town office, and generally takes a very plain lunch in
the Western Union building. His home, a handsome
but not ostentatious house, is on Gramercy Park.



NEW YEAR'S EVE.

UP to the gate of the closing year

Creepeth the monarch, gray and old ;
<Out in an instant,.with hearty cheer,

Cometh the menarch, young and bold,
JAnd the bells from a thousand steeples ring,

“The king is dead, long live the king!"

v f}{. Hastings Weld.

The Man in the Yellow Ulster.

BY EDWIN T. CLOUGH.

HE more I think about it the more
it seems to me that my exciting
experience during the last

Thanksgiving holidays would make a
good story, and the temptation to write
it out is so strong that, though this sort
of thing isn't at all in my line, I think
1'1l try to put it down as briefly and as
clearly as I can.

In the first place I live, when at home,
1 Westchester County, New York
State, but, as I am in the Freshman
class at the Stevens Institute of Tech-
mology, in Hoboken, New Jersey, I
board in that town during the sessions,
and, of course, make a bee line for
Westchester whenever any holidays
<ome around. But, as they had elected
me captain of the Freshman football
<leven and put me in as quarter back of
the regular 'varsity team (nota very
good team, I'm sorry to say—like my-
self, much under weight) I was very
anxious to get all the points I could
about the game and, therefore, decided
to miss my Thanksgiving dinner at
home by stopping over in New York to
=see the great Yale-Princeton match.

That being settled, 1 also concluded
I might as well put in an evening at the
theater; so, on the afternoon before
“Thanksgiving day, I went over to New
York and registered at the Hatel
Rivoli, being assigned to room 146 on
the sixth floor.

About six o'clock T came down stairs
to dinner, first stopping at the hotel
mews stand, where they sell theater
tickets among other things; there I
bought a good seat for Daly's and then
went to the dining room. As I handed
my hat and coat to the man who at-
tends to the hat rack, my eye was
«caught by an overcoat that lay folded
up on that extensive piece of furniture;
4t was what I call a blonde coat, that is,
.a light yellow; and it had very marked
-stripes or bars of some darker color run-
-ming through it crisscross. It was not
only very cheap cloth, but it was so vul-
gar in color and pattern as to excite re-
mark at a hotel patronized as a rule by
people who wore better and quieter
-clothes than this queer garment. It was
-still there when I nad finished dinner.

On the street the newsboys were cry-
4ng the evening papers; it lacked over
half an hour to theater time, so [ bought
.a copy and took a seat in the lounging
Toom to rtead the predictions and so
forth of the next day's game. While I
was reading I became conscious of the
.appearance of that peculiar coat at the
.doorway of the reading room. Iglanced
up and saw a fair complexioned man of
-medium height with a peculiar thin face,
that seemed puzzlingly young and old
at the same time; on his arm hung that
nightmare of a coat, a sort of ulster.

I could take only a glance at him, for
his remarkably sharp little eyes, which
were swiftly travehmg all over the
room, suddenly caught my own and I
let my gaze fall at once to resume my
reading of the paper. But T could still
see him move past me, and I judged it
was he who shifted a chair quite close
‘behind my own and sat down. I heard
the crackle of a cigar as he bit off the
-end; then it seemed he was fumbling in
his pockets, and in a moment he said to
some one:

“*May I trouble you for some fire ?"

“Let me give you amatch," answered
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a deep voice, also quite close behind

me.
His cigar lighted, the man of the
dreadful coat opened this short conver-
sation:
** Looks a little like rain, I think,"
‘“Ah! does it." The answer was
rather curt without any questioning in-

flection., Nothing daunted, the first
speaker continued:

*In towh to see the game, I sup-
pose?”

“1 believe everybody goes," after a
hardly perceptible hesitation.

* Any idea who bhas the best of it?"

‘*Really, I can't say."”

1 just heard a man outside offer ten
to five on Yale. Strike's me it's about

1 WAS ABREAST OF HIM

an even chance for Princeton. Whatdo
you think?"

**Really, 1 have no opinion,”" and I
heard the last speaker get up abruptly
and, as he left the room, I saw the
broad back of a massive man of about
thirty years of age.

This attempt at conversation did not
impress itself particularly on my mind
at the time, though I did think it singu-
lar that any one who claimed to know
anything at all about the matter should
think it an even thing for Princeton.

What I did in the succeeding twenty
four hours has nothing to do with this
story, excepting that, of course, I saw
the game—and what a great game it
was, tool What a splendid defense of
Princeton's that was in the firct half!
and what a beautiful game McClung did
put up with his terrible rushes, one af-
ter another, smash into the middle of
the orange-and-black rush line! Then
there was that superb, cool headed
punting of Homans that—but there! I
must stop short. else iy enthusiasm
will run wild and ride right over the

story.

No one who was there will ever forget
that drenching rain that began to pour
in torrents about the middle of the
game, soaking everybody not under
cover; nor that almost fatal jam that oe-
curred on the way to the cars when it
was all over. I was not surprised to
read next day that women had fainted
in that fearful crush; for my part, it
took me over an hour of the most fright-
ful squeezing 1 ever endured to get
over the few hundred feet to the sta-
tion and up the stairs into the train;and
at one time, indeed, when the tremend-
ous pressure was jamming me tighter
and tighter against one of the pilllars of
the Elevated road, I really believe I
would have been crushed to death had
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Mechanically I glanced up at the num-
beron the door. It was 147.

‘‘Pshaw! I'm as bad as a hammer
without a head just now." Asl opened
my own door I noticed that one of the
chambermaids had been coming toward
me as [ was apparently spying at the
other door. 1 was too tuckered out to
give it a thought.

‘¢ It's lncky I'm so done up,” I reflect-
ed, as I threw myself into bed, * else the
thought of that unsightly coat for a
neighbor would give me bad dreams.”

As I was packing my handbag before
breakfast next morning I could faintly
hear the sound of voices in No. 147, and
I was almost ready to leave my room
when there came a sharp knock at my

LIKE A FLASH.

not an immensely tall fellow behind me
cried out to the erowd to push back-
ward, and with all his strength pulled
me out from the pillar by the collar of
my overcoat. I heard his companions
call him ** Doe," and, whoever he is, I
wish [ had a chance to thank him.

That was a tough six hours, and you
may be sure it was a pretty bedraggled
and worn out chap that got out of the
hotel elevator at the sixth floor at half
past six that evening, long after dark.

*No going home tonight,” thought I.
“If I don't get to bed pretty quick
something's going to happen!"

My head felt heavy and dull as I went
toward my room, No. 146, reaching down
into my pocket for the key. I inserted
it in the door, unlocked it, turned the
handle and—the door would not open!
At the same instant I thought I hearda
sound within the room. I pulled out
the key and looked through the keyhole;
the inside tag over the hole was up or
missing; th h the small aperture 1
saw in the ;’ of the gaslight a little
patch of a bifhide and striped overcoat
and—out went the light.

ONE SPRING, AND I HAD‘ HIM BY THE COLLAR!

door. .On opening it I found to my sur-
prise three people—the hotel clerk, the
chambermaid and a tall, broad shoul-
dered and gentlemanly individual of
about thirty odd, whose face was strange
to me. The clerk pushed into the room,
followed by the others, and it was he
who spoke.

“1 am sorry to trouble you, Mr.
Clough, but this gentleman, who occu-
pies the next room, has had his trunk
broken open and some valuables taken
out. Unfortunately the chambermaid
here says she saw you looking into the
keyhole of that room last night—"

* You are mistaken!” said I quickly,
looking the girl in the face and flushing
indignantly. ** You saw me at the door
of No. 147, not 145. The way—"

“* No. 14718 the room we refer to," in-
terrupted the clerk.

“* A short, thin man, with a yellow
overcoat, occupies the room on that
side,” I protested.

** What do you mean ? /have occupied
No. 147 since Tuesday night.”

It was the heavy gentleman who
spoke, and I instantly recognized the
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voice as that which had rebuffed the
queer customer two nights before. But
I Jdid see that same coat through the key-
hole! and I told them all about my mis-
taking the room and what I had seen—
the coat robed body in the middle of the
room, blocking my limited field of vision
and the sudden going out of the light;
and I ended by saying:

“Now, here is my card, and I wish
you would send for my uncle, Howard
B. Clough, of Clough, Smedley &
Brewster—"

* My bankers!” broke in the tall gent-
leman. ‘I do not need that reference,
though. Your face and appearance,
Mr. Clough, are quite enough, and your
story gives us an indubitable clew.
Now, sir,” turning to the clerk, ** this
man—skipped, I suppose, eh?"

* Paid his bill at seven o'clock—half
an hour after you saw him last night,
Mr. Clough; asked me as he went out
what car to take for the Erie Railroad
ferry. ‘Stickney’ is the name on the
register — ‘ Harrisburg, Pennsylvania,’
Ithink. Occupied 148. Saidhe was going
up State somewhere. Had no luggage
but a large satchel.”

« Pure bluff, doubtless!” returned the
victim. *I don't propose to let this
drop. What he took does not amount
tomuch, except the watch—an heirloom.
1 left it in my trunk with some other
jewelry when I went to the game yes-
terday for fear of being robbed, and—"

“ The hotel safe—there is a notice on
your door, Mr. Zebley,” insinuated the
clerk.

“ Yes, I know; I ought to have known
better. But I shall see Inspector Byrnes
at once. Hang it! the fellow braced
me only the other night and tried, as I
thought, to rope me into a bet. I re-
member he asked me if I was going to
the game, too. You say he had the room
next to mine 2"

“ No. 148,” answered the clerk.

“ He used the fire escape and came in
through the window, I suppose.”

I ran to my window, and, looking out,
saw that a fire escape balcony covered
two windows on each floor—on this one,
Nos. 147 and 148.

“* Now, Mr. Clough, I will be obliged
to you if you will write your address on
your card and hold yourself ready to
testify if need be. I'm in your debt
already for the clew, and I hope you'll
pardon our suspecting you. The cham-
bermaid, you know—"

I interrupted him with a protestation,
and we exchanged cards.

Then I got a hurried breakfast and
started to catch my train. AsIrodein
the car it recurred to me that when I
had unlocked No. 147 the night before
the door would not open, yet Mr. Zebley
had said nothing about being unable to
get into his room. I concluded that the
thief had kept the door latched on the
inside while he was in the room and had
unlatched it on finally leaving by the
window.

When 1 stepped off the car at the
Grand Central Station it wanted ten
minutes of the time for the departure
of my local. I bought my ticket, and
as I strolled toward the gate I thought
to myself:

‘t Atlast! There was atime this morn-
ning when I thought I would not see
home at all this vacation. Now, thank
my stars! I'll be there in an hour.”

I was mistaken.

Al aboard for the Boston Express!™
cried the gate keeper.

I heard hasty footsteps behind me,
and a belated passenger hurried by me
toward the gate. As my eye lighted
upon him I felt a shock like that of an
electric battery. It was the man with
the striped ulster!

I was abreast of him like a flash. One
spring, and I had him by the collar!
The suddenness of my attack took his
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breath away—his color also, I noticed.
Then some women began to scream and
scramble away, and at the same time
my man started to let out some bad
language to the general effect that I
should let him know who I was, what
was the matter with me any way, and
what did I want.

‘* What I want is a policeman.” and I
looked around at the gathering crowd.
** Will somebody go for one, please 2"

** Drop it, you imp!” and with that he
gave me a terrific push that sent me off
my feet; but as I held on tight to his
coat, the buttons flew off in every direc-
tion.

“Will you?" and he struck at me,
giving his coat a wrench at the same
time that tore it from my grasp as
I hung to itand let me down on the floor
with a thump.

I was up and on his shoulders in the
wink of an eye.

‘I don't play football for nothing, old
man,” I cried, in a voice pitched high
with excitement. *‘* You can do that as
often as you please, but, by George,
I'll keep on tackling you from here to
Boston!™

He had just got a hand on my throat
when a rough voice said:

‘‘Break away, there!” and a big po-
liceman pushed through the now large
crowd.

“What's all this here row, heh?” he
demanded, looking from my man to me
as if he were just itching to strike some-
body with his club.

*This young ragamuffin has as-
saulted me, officer. My train is just
going or I'd make you take him in.” Of
course this wasn't his exact language—
oh, nol

“Officer, I demand that you take kim
in,” I cried. ‘' He's wanted for robbery
at the Hotel Rivoli where he stopped
last night—"

‘“You lie! you imp.
Grand Union.”

“Did he rob you?" demanded the
policeman.

“No, but—"

‘“Say, get out! or I'll run you in.
See ?" and the bully of a policeman put
his hand on my chest and gave me such
a shove that I madeahole in the crowd.
I sprang forward again like a tiger and
had that yellow collar in my grasp.

‘*No, you don't!” ¢cried I. * He's my
man and I'm going to have him.”

The officer grabbed me by the collar
now, gave me a pull that broke my
grip, and raised his club high in air as
if to strike me.

‘Shame! shame! A mere boy!” was
the chorus from the crowd. He thought
better of it, and lowered his arm and
released me.

“Say!"” said he, ‘‘you'd better git,
or——"

My man meanwhile was elbowing his
way toward the gate. Must I lose him
after all this? The policeman's advice
I no more thought of than the sound of
the wind. I was just about to plunge
right into the crowd after the retreating
ulster when something happened which
put a new complexion on matters.

A tall, slim, keen eyed man had come
into the crowd about the time the police-
man arrived. He had been narrowly
watching ‘‘yellow coat™ and myself
during the whole performance. The
sneak thief, pushing toward the gate,
had to pass this man. That individual
put one hand on the fellow's chest and
said calmly:

‘“Hold on a bit.”

‘“Who are yox, I'd like to know?
Make room will you? My train is
going."

‘*Boston Express just left, sir,” said
the gateman. The thief gave me a look
(I was right by him again) that did not
need the words he audibly muttered to
strengthen it. He started to pass the

I stopped at the

stranger again, but the hand was still
on his chest.

**Just step this way, will you?” said
the tall man to my prey. ‘I want you,
too, young man,” to me; and to the po-
liceman he gave a look that plainly
meant ‘ you, too.” The latter individ-
ual looked a little scared, as though he
knew the man, and he meekly followed
us, keeping a hand (a gentle one now)
on my shoulder. The crowd broke away
as we went toward the door of a private
room at the end of the one we were
already in. The tall man closed the
door, and looking both his prisoners in
the eye as if drawing comparisons, said
to me:

*You say you have a charge to make
against this man?”

‘*See herel Who are you? What
right have you got to interfere?” inter-
posed my man, excitedly. ‘I don’t pro-
pose to have any more bluffs worked on
me."

The tall man did not even glance at
the speaker; he kept his eyes fixed on
mine and simply opened his coat. On
his vest, close to the armpit, was a de-
tective'’s badge.

“Yes, I have!™ I answered sharply,
‘““This gentleman,” handing him Mr.
Zebley's card, ‘‘is seeing Inspector
Byrnes this morning about tracing this
fellow. He rifled a trunk of his last
night at the Rivoli and I saw him doing
it. Take us down there now,” I con-
tinued. ‘*‘That'll prove whether I know
what I'm talking about or not.”

‘““We'll soon settle that,” said the de-
tective. ‘‘Say, Bill, mind your eye,”
and he went out, while the policeman
leaned his back against the door and
occasionally glanced rather fearfully at
me. As a matter of fact, I think I had
good grounds for a charge against him
for his conduct, but I had something
else on my mind then.

Perfect silence reigned. My man
seemed changed somehow; he was no
longer impatient; he did not even look
at me, but seemed to be thinking very
hard as he walked up and down the
room smoking a cigarette. In ten min-
utes the detective returned. He closed
the door behind him and said to my
man:

“Will you come quietly or do you
want to make a fuss?”

‘*Where 1s it 2" asked my man calmly,
as if he knew just what his captor meant.

¢t Jefferson Market.”

‘“All right. Aslong as I'm in it, I'll
see it through.” They looked at each
other steadily for a couple of seconds;
then the detective gave a little laugh
and said:

“You'll do!” There was a sort of
freemasonry in all this, quite beyond my
comprehension, and from that moment
they seemed to understand each other
perfectly and chatted pleasantly all the
way down town. Before starting, how-
ever, my ‘‘ angel unawares " said to the
policeman:

‘“That's all right, Bill; you stay on
your beat. I'll take charge. But you
want to look sharp another time.” Bill
had not a word to say. Then it was my
turn:

“ They want you, too, young man.”

“Who?" I asked.

“The hotel people.”

‘*How do you know 2"

* Telephoned ’em.”

** All right, I'm right with you,” I re-
plied cheerfully, for I felt that this was
my affair, in view of the fight I had
made, and I wanted to make sure it
went through. ‘ But you must stop at
the telegraph desk. I've got to wire
home.”

We found the hotel clerk and the pro-
prietor at the court when we arrived,
and in a very few minutes Mr. Zebley
rushed in, followed by a lawyer. He
had a short talk with the detective and

then rushed over to me and nearly
shook my hand off.

By George, my boy, you are a
brick! You have got sand! I'm glad
to know you—indeed I am! I like nerve
above all things, and you've got it!"

““I think ‘nerve’is generally consid-
sidered one of the éad qualities of alb
college freshmen,” I answered, laughing
at my own play on the word.

But I must cut this short or I'll never
finish.

After the lawyer had a little confab
with the judge, we all went into the
private room. My man had little to
say; he threw his hat on a side table and
negligently sat on one corner of it. I
thought the whole majesty of the law
would fall on him when he calmly lit a
cigarette in the judge's presence, but
that seemed to raise no objection.

‘“Rufus Stickney, Harrisburg, Penn-
sylvania,” were the name and address
he gave. The hotel people said that no
less than four other complaints of the
loss of small articles from rooms had
been made after I left. My man denied
his guilt in every case. Telephoning,
on my suggestion, to the Grand Union
Hotel, revealed the fact that a man
answering his description had arrived
there about nine o'clock the night be-
fore and put up over night, leaving just
about two hours previous. The loss of
an overcoat from the hat rack was the
only complaint they had received. He
had left, as he came, with a large grip-
sack.

The lawyer was busy for over half an
hour drawing up affidavits, which were
signed by Zebley and the hotel people
as complainants, and by myself as a
witness in the case. The man was
thoroughly searched, but absolutely
nothing was found on his person to in-
dicate his identity, much less to incrimi-
nate him.

‘*Held for trial at General Sessions!
finally decided the judge, and the pris-
oner was being led away to the prison
when Zebley cried:

‘**Hold on a minute! This man had a
gripsack when he left the Grand Union
this morning. Where is that now? I
want my property back! Where have
you left that handbag?”

‘* Say, what do you take me for ?” was
the thief’s answer. ‘‘If you want to ask
any questions, ask 'em of Rowe & Rum-
mel, my counsel.”

‘“ All right, my smart fellow!” was
Zebley's rejoinder. ** You've got a good
one to deal with this time, and he'll see
you sent up—make no mistake!”

I looked at my watch and found I had
just twenty five minutes to catch the
1:10 train home. So I asked if I was
wanted further and being assured I
could do nothing more at that time, L
snatched a hat from the table and rushed
out of the private room. Clapping the
hat on my head, something seemed
wrong! It did not fit. I took it off an&
looked inside—it was not my hat.

Again, I must miss a train! [Is it any
wonder I wasgetting out of patience? [
hurried back to the judge's room. As I
carried the hat in my hand I felt some-
thing under the lining of it, but at that
moment I entered and found the pri-
soner and the court officer hunting
around the room.

¢Is this your bat?” I asked of my
man.

“Yes, it is,” and he reached so eagerly
for it that it flashed across me——!

I pulled down the sweat band, pulled
up the lining, and pulled out therefrom
a piece of paper folded. It proved to
be an Adams Express Company receipt
for one package, dated November 27,
and made out in the name of *‘H.
Simonson, Boston, Mass. To be called
for.”

«“1 will take charge of that!™ said the
detective, interposing his body as the



prisoner seemed to be about tospring on
me. He took it, and I have since learn-
ed that the detective stopped the pack-
age before it could get out of New
York. It wasmy man's satchel, and all
of the stolen property was found
therein, including an overcoat, identified
by a guest of the Grand Union.

I am subpoenaed as a witness against
Mr. Rufus Stickney, of Harrisburg,
Penn., and the trial comes off in a week's
time. There is not the slightest doubt
that he will then exchange his striped
ulster for stripes of another and a
broader kind.

I might add that I caught the 2.42
train.

* * * * * *
(Postscript.)
THE ALBEMARLE,
Madison Square,
New York.
Editor THE ARGOSY.

My Dear Sir:

My friend Clough, a bright fellow, as you
can see, sends me this story in the hope that
Imay be able to place it for him where it
will do most good. That means with THE
ARGOsY, of course—if you can use it.

The morning papers enable me to add
that this man Stickney was yvesterday sen-
tenced by the Recorder to two years and
six months. He was found to be a noted
Chicago sneak thief, and they wanted him
there on several charges.

Believe me,
Very truly yours,

OWEN HACKETT.
December 14, 1891.

(This Story began in No. 43.)

TRUETO HIMSELF;

OR,
RNGER STRONGS STRUGGLE

FOR PLACE.
BY EDWARD STRATEMEYER,
Author of * Richard Dare's Venture.” etc.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
MRS. AGATHA MITTS.

COULD not help but wonder as I
sat in the parlor with my friend Mr.
Harrison, waiting for the appear-
ance of Mrs. Agatha Mitts, what kind of
a person the keeper of the boarding

house would prove to be.

For some reason the name suggested
to me a tall, gaunt female with sharp
features, and I was taken by surprise
when a short, dumpy woman, with a
round face, came wobbling in and asked
what was wanted.

¢ This is Mrs. Agatha Mitts?" asked
Mr. Harrison, as he arose.

* Yes, sir. And you are Mr. Harri-
son, I suppose. I don’t remember you.”

“Ididn’t think you would,” laughed
my friend from Chicago. *I am from
the West, and have never before been in
Brooklyn.”

“Yes? Then your business with me
is——? Perhaps you desire board " and
she smiled; first at him and then at me.

**No; we do not wish board,” was the
quiet reply. *‘ We come to see you on
business."”

‘* And what is it ? "

»** We would like to see you privately."”

“Certainly. Pray take a seat. I will
close the doors.”

She shut up the folding doors leading
to the sitting room, and then the one to
the hall.

“Now I am quite at your service,”
she said, and peered at us rather sharply.

There was an awkward pause for a
moment, and then Mr. Harrison went
on bluntly:

‘ Has Mr. Aaron Woodward or Chris
Holtzmann been here since yesterday,
madam ?”

Mrs. Mitts started at the mention of
the two names. Then she recovered
herself.

‘ Whom did you say, sir ?" she queried
innocently.
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Mr. Harrison repeated his question.

*‘Why, I really haven’t heard of those
two gentlemen in so long a time. I've
nearly forgotten them,” she said sweetly.

‘“ They weren't here yesterday " I put
in.
*“No." And this time her tone was a
trifle cold.

** Do you expect them today ? " I went
on.
‘“No, I don't. She paused a second.
¢ Is that all you wish to know?"

**No, ma'am,” I replied promptly.
‘“There is a good deal more I wish to
know."”

‘“Who are you, if I may ask?”

‘“ My name is Strong.”

She looked puzzled for a moment.

“I don't recognize the name,” she
said, and then she suddenly turned pale.

“Iam the son of Carson Strong who
was sent to prison for alleged forgery
and the passing of worthless checks,” I
continued. ‘I suppose you remember
the case.”

‘ Har—hardly,"” she faltered. *I--I
—heard something of it, but not the full
particulars.”

“ That is strange when you were so
interested in it."

‘“I?" she repeated, in pretended sur-
prise.

“*Yes, madam,” said Mr. Harrison.
“ You were very much interested.”

**Who says so?"

‘I say so,” said L.

“You! You are only a boy.”

“I suppose I am, but that doesn't
make any difference. You know all
about the great wrong that has been
done, and——"

“It is false!
cried in anger.

*You know all, and we want you to
tell us all you know before we leave this
house.”

Mrs. Agatha Mitts arose in a passion.

‘I want you to get out of my house at
once!” she ejaculated. ‘I won't stand
your presence here another minute.”

‘* Excuse me, madam; not so fast,”
said Mr. Harrison calmly. “ My young
friend Strong is quite right in what he
says."”

“Idon’t care what you think about
it,” she snapped.

** Oh, yes, you do. Perhaps youdon't
know who I am,” went on my Western
friend deliberately.

The sly insinuation had its effect.
Evidently the woman had a swift vision
of a detective in citizen’s clothes before
her mind’s eye.

**You come in authority,” she said
faintly.

‘*We won't speak about that now," said
Mr. Harrison, ‘ All we want you to do
is to make a complete confession of your
knowledge of the affair.”

‘I haven't any knowledge.”

“You have,” I said. ‘*You know
everything. I have papers here belong-
ing to Woodward, Holtzmann and Fer-
guson to prove it. There is no use for
you to deny it, and if you insist and
make it necessary to call in the police

**No, no | Please don't do that, I beg
of you,” she cried.

** Then will you do as I wish?”

‘ But my reputation? It will be gone
forever,” she moaned.

It will be gone any way, if you have
to go to prison,” observed Mr. Harrison
sagely.

‘ And if I make a clean confession you
will not prosecute me?" she asked
eagerly.

* I'll promise you that,” I said.

‘ You are not fooling me ?"

‘““No, ma'am.”

She sprang to her feet and paced the
room several times.

“T'll do it," she cried. ‘ They have
never treated me right, and I do not
care what becomes of them so long as I

I know nothing!” she

go clear. What do you wish me to do,
gentlemen 2"

I was nonplused for an instant.
Harrison helped me out.

1 will write out your confession and
you can sign it,” he said. ‘‘Have you
ink and paper handy?”

g y‘es."

Mrs. Mitts brought forth the material
and we all sat down again.

‘ Remember to give us only the plaln
facts,” I said.

* I will,” she returned sharply.

In a rather roundabout way she made
her confession, if it could be called such.
It filled several sheets of paper and it
took over half an hour.

It contained but little more than what
my readers already know or suspect.
She knew positively that Mr. Aaron
Woodward was the forger of the checks,
Holtzmann had presented them, and
Ferguson had soaltered the daily reports
that my father had unwittingly made a
false showing on his books.

About Weaver she knew nothing,

When once explained the whole
matter was as clear as day.

‘When he had finished the writing Mr.
Harrison read the paper out loud and
after some hesitation the woman signed
it, and then we both witnessed it.

“1 guess our business here is at an
end,” said my Western friend.

“1 think so,” I replied. ‘‘But one
thing more, Mrs. Mitts,” I continued,
turning to her. ‘ If Mr. Woodward or
Chris Holtzmann call I think you will
find it advisable to keep this affair a
secret.”

I will not be at home to them,” she
replied briefly.

‘A good plan,” said Mr. Harrison.
‘“Now that you have done the right
thing the less you say about the matter
the better for you.”

A few minutes later, with the paper
tucked safely in my pocket, we left the
house. Mrs. Mitts watched us sharply
from behind the half closed blinds.

In half an hour we were down town
and across the ferry once more.

‘I suppose you wish to get home as
soon as possible,” said Mr. Harrison, as
we boarded a horse car to take us to his
hotel.

““Yes, sir. My sister and the rest will
be anxious to hear how I've made out,
and besides I'm anxious to learn how
things have gone since I have been
away."

“I've no doubt of it.”

‘“What do you intend to do?”

*I hardly know. I have some busi-
ness, but I am quite interested in your
case and—"

**Would you like to go along? You'll
be heartily welcome, sir.”

**Thank you, I will. I want to see
how this drama ends.” said Mr. Harri-
son.

A little later I procured my valise,
and we set out for Darbyville.

Mr.

CHAPTER XXXV.
THE WIDOW CANBY'S MONEY.

AM sure my readers will well under-
stand why my thoughts were
busy as the train rolled on its way

to Newark. I could hardly realize that
I held the proofs of my father's inno-
cence in my possession, and I was

" strongly tempted several times to ask

my kind Western friend to pinch me to
make sure that [ was really awake and
was not merely dreaming my good
fortune. .

Mr. Harrison probably guessed what
was passing in my mind, for he placeda
kindly hand upon my shoulder, and said
with a smile:

““Does it seem almost too good to be
true?”

“ That's just it," I returned. * The
events of the past week have socrowded
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on each other that I'm in a perfect
whirl.”

“ You will have a little more excite~
ment before it is over.”

** I suppose so. But now that I know
it is all right I shall not mind it. I won~
der if I couldn’t send my father the
good news by telegraph 2"

“You can easily enough. But don’t
you think you had better wait until ald
is settled. You might raise false hopes.™

**No fear, Aaron Woodward is guilty-
beyond a doubt. But I will wait if you
think best.”

It was not long before the train rolled
into Newark. On alighting Mr. Harri-
son insisted on hiring a cab and in this
we bowled swiftly on our way to Darby~
ville.

As we passed out of the city and upon
the country road [ wondered how mat-~
ters had progressed during my absence.
Had the merchant returned home ?

At Darbyville a crowd of men gazed
at us with curious eves. Among them
was Parsons the constable and others
who knew me.

‘Hello, you back again?" shouted
Parsons.
‘**Yes, indeed,” I replied. ‘‘Isuppose

you didn't expect me so soon?"”

¢ I'll allow as how I didn't expect you
at all,” he returned with a grin.

‘“ Well, you were mistaken. I'm back,
and back to stay,” said I.

My heart beat high as we turned into
the side road that led to the Widow
Canby's house. I strained my eyes to
catch sight of the first one who might
appear. .

It was my Uncle Enos. He was doing
a bit of mending on the front fence. As.
soon as he saw me he threw down his
hammer and ran towards us.

‘ Well, well, Roger, struck port again,
have you? Glad you're back.”

And he shook my hand right hard.

‘“My friend Mr. Harrison, from Chi~
cago,” said I. * This is my uncle, Cap~
tain Enos Moss."”

They had hardly finished hand shak-
ing, when Kate and the Widow Canby-
came out of the house.

** Oh, Roger, I'm so glad you're back!™
cried Kate.

And then she looked earnestly into
my eyes. *‘ Did you—did you—"

‘“Yes, Kate, I've succeeded. Father's
innocence can be proven."

‘Oh, thank God!" cried my sister.
and the tears of joy started from her
eves.

I felt like crying, too, and soon, some~
how, there was hardly a dry eye in the
group.

“ You must have had a hard time of
it,” said the Widow Canby.

My good friend here helped me a
great deal,” I said.

Mr. Harrison was introduced to the-
others, and soon we were seated on the
piazza and I was relating my experi~
ences.

The interest of my listeners grew as k.
went on. They could hardly believe it
possible that Mr. Aaron Woodward,
with all his outward show of gentle~
manliness, was such a thoroughly bad
man. When 1 came to speak of John
Stumpy, alias Ferguson, Kate burst out:

«1 declare I've almost forgotten. I've
got good news, too. This very morning:
I went hunting again and picked up the
paper that was lost. I was trying to
read it when you drove up. Here it is.™

And my sister handed over Nicholas
Weaver's dying statement.

«1t is hardly of use now,” I said.
« Still it will make the evidence against
Mr. Woodward so much stronger.”

“I've discovered that this Nick
Weaver was a chum of Woodward's,™
said Uncle Enos.

**A chum?”

**Yes. He came from Chicago.™

« From Chicago!™ I ejaculated.
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* Exactly.”

Meanwhile Mr. Harrison was examin-
ing the statement, which Kate had pro-
duced from her dress pocket.

*Isee it all,” he cried. * Nicholas
‘Weaver was the man who concocted the
Scheme whereby a relative in Chicago
was supposed to have died and willed
Aaron Woodward all his money.”

I see. But why did he leave the
statement 2" I asked.

** Because, he says here, Woodwward
<id not treat him right. This Ferguson
or Stumpy was a friend to Weaver, and
the paper was got up to bring Wood-
ward to terms.”

That explanation was clear enough,
and I could easily understand why
John Stumpy had come to Darbyville,
and how it was the merchant had
treated him with so much considera-
tion.

* And there is another thing to tell
you, Roger,"” put in the Widow Canby.
*Something I know you will be greatly
pleased to hear.”

“What is it!™ I asked, in consider-
able curiosity.

“I have evidence to show that this
John Stumpy was the man who robbed
me of my money. Of course I knew it
‘was so when Kate and you said so, but
outsiders now know it.”

*“And how ?™

‘*Miles Nanson saw the man running
from the house. He was hurrying to
get a doctor for his wife, who was very
sick, and he didn't stop to question the
fellow.”

*But why didn't he speak of it be-
fore 2" [asked. ‘‘*He might have saved
us a deal of trouble?”

“ He never heard of the robbery until
last night; his wife has been so sick. He
<an testify to seeing the man.’

*I'm glad of that,” I said.
Tortunately that doesn't

*“But un-
restore the

the money.”
**No, [ suppose not. This Stumpy
still has it.”

** Noj he claims to have lost it,” I re-
turned.

And I related the particulars as I had
overheard them in the boarding house
-on the opposite side of the Passaic.

*T wish I could find it—the money I
Tmean—as I did the papers,” put in
Kate.

* Where did he jump over the fence 2"
I asked sugldenly.

** Down by the crab apple tree,” said
Uncle Enos.

‘‘Have you looked there?” queried
Mr. Harrison.

‘* No,"said Kate, *‘you don't think—?"
she began.

““There is nothing like looking,” said
my Western friend slowly.

1 guess you're right,” I replied,
“tand the sooner the better."

Inaminute I was out of the house.
Kate was close on my heels, and to-
gether we made our way to the orchard.

* It hardly seems true that papa is to
be free,” said Kate, as we hurried along.

‘* But it is, neverthless,” I rejoined.

In the orchard we made a thorough
search, but it seemed of nouse. The
money was nowhere to be seen.

‘I guess it's gone,"” said Kate.

“I'm not going to give up soeasily," I
returned. ** Two hundred dollars and
over is no small sum.”

I believed I kicked over every stick,
stone and clump of dead leaves within
4 hundred feet of the spot without sué-
~<ess. Then Uncle Enos and the others
joined us.

‘*Any luck?” they asked.

‘“Not yet," I replied. ** Now let me
see,"” I went on. “If he went over the
fence here he must have vaulted over.
I'll try that and note how the money
wnight have dropped.”

I placed my hands on the top rail and
Sprang up to vault over. Asmy head
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dent over my eyes caught sight of an
object lying in the hole of the fence
post.

I picked it up. It was the Widow
Canby's pocketbook.

CHAPTER XXXVI.
‘“ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.”

F course I was highly delighted
with the success of my search,
and as I brought forth the pocket-

book all the others gave a cry of sur-
prise.

** You've got it, Roger!"” ejaculated
my uncle. ‘* You've got it just as sure
as guns is guns.”

*So 1 bave,” I replied, as coolly as I
could, though I was at the top notch of
excitement.

* Better examine it,” put in Mr. Har-
rison cautiously. ‘‘It may be empty.”

‘“Empty!” cried Kate in dismay and
the word sent a chill through my own
heart.

With nervous fingers I tore the pocket-
book open. I suppose I ought to have
given it to the widow, but I was too ex-
cited to think of what was just right and
what was not.

‘“ The money was in a piece of news-
paper,” said the Widow Canby. “I
had—— ah, there it is!™

And sure enough, there it was—nearly
three hundred dollars—safe and sound.

I almost felt like dancing a jig, and
could not refrain from throwing up my
hat, which I did in such a way that it
caught in the limb of a tree and forced

© me to climb up to recover it.

As I wasabout jumping to the gronnd
I heard a buggy pass on the road. Look-
ing up I was surprised to see that it
contained Mr. Aaron Woodward and
Chris Holtzmann.

On seeing the party on the ground be-
low the merchant stopped his horse and
jumped out.

‘“How do you do, Mrs. Canby?" he
said, as he came over to the fence with-
out catching sight of me.

‘“Pretty well, Mr. Woodward," was
the widow's reply.

‘“Have you heard anything of your
money yet?” went on the merchant,
with apparent concern.

¢ Oh, yes—" and the widow hesi-
tated.

My sister whispered something in her
ear.

‘It was just found,” said Kate.

The merchant gave a start.

“You don't mean it!" he cried.

¢ Oh, yes, I do.”

“ Where 2"

*“Down here by the fence.”

‘“ Who put it there ? " asked Mr. Wood-
ward sharply.

‘*No one. It was dropped by John
Stumpy.”

** Humph! Perhaps so!" sneered the
merchant.

 It's true,” exclaimed Kate stoutly.

** More likely by your brother Roger.”

‘* Avast there!” cried Uncle Enos.
“ You're saying too much.”

‘I don't think so,” replied Mr. Wood-
ward in deep sarcasm. ‘' Of course you
want to shield the boy all you can, but
I'm sure in my mind that he is guilty.”

‘““And I'm positive in my own mind
that I'm innocent,” said I, and I jumped
to the ground.

“Roger Strong!” he cried, stepping .

back in surprise; and I saw Chris Holtz-
mann give a start.

**Yes, sir. And as I said before I am
innocent.”

**Where did you come from ?" went
on the merchant sharply.

*1 came from—up a tree,” I returned
lightly, and I may add that never before
had [ felt in such particularly good
humor.

“Don't trifle with me,"” he cried in
anger. ‘* Answer my question."

I will when I get ready.”

burst of temper.

‘“You'll answer me now."

‘* Perhaps I will.”

‘“You refuse >

‘“Oh, no. But I'm not compelled to
answer, understand that, Mr. Aaron
Woodward. I'll answer because I choose
to do so.”

‘*Never mind,” he snapped.
have you been ?"

“*To Chicago—as you know—and to
Brooklyn.”

*To Brouklyn!” he cried, growing
pale.

‘ Yes, sir, to see Mrs. Agatha Mitts.”

‘ And did you see her 2" he faltered.

““ Yes, sir.”

‘“ And she——" he began.

**What she said or did will be pro-
duced 1n. court later on,” put in Mr.
Harrison.

‘Eh 2" the merchant wheeled around.
‘“ Who are you?"

*“My name is James Harrison. Iam
from Chicago. I am this boy's friend
and I am here to see justice done.”

‘ What do you mean ? "

‘I mean that you and your colleagues
—Chris Holtzmann there, John Stumpy,
alias Ferguson, and the late Nicholas
Weaver—have foully wronged this boy's
father.”

“It's a lie!™ cried Aaron Woodward,
with a quivering lip.

“It's the truth,” I said. ‘‘The plain
truth, and I can prove every word of it.”

“Prove it!"

“Yes, in every detail, Mr. Aaron
Woodward. 1 have worked hard fight-
ing for homnor, but I have won. Soon
my father shall be free, and for aught I
know to the contrary you will occupy
his place in prison.”

“I1™ cried the merchant in horror.
‘“ A likely thing."

““ We shall see,” I'said. ** Inthemean-
time be careful of what you say against
me, or I will have you arrested before
sundown.”

Mr. Woodward gave me a look that
was savageness itself. Apparently he
was on the verge of giving way to a
But he seemed to
think better of it and turning he jumped
into his buggy and drove away.

It was the last time I ever saw him.
On the following day Mr. Harrison,
Uncle Enos and myself drove down to
Newark and engaged a first classlawyer
to take up the case. This legal gentle-
man pushed matters so fast that on the
following Monday all the papers neces-
sary for Woodward's arrest were ready
for execution.

The officers came to Darbyville late
in the afternoon to secure their man.
They were told that Mr. Woodward had
gone to New York on business. They
waited for him the remainder of the day
and all of the next.

It was useless. The highly respected
head merchant of Darbyville did not ap-
pear; and an examination showed that
he had mortgaged his house and his
business and taken every cent of cash
with him.

It was an open acknowledgment of his
guilt, and Kate was for letting it go at
that. But 1 was determined to bring
the man to justice, and set a detective
on his track.

The search was successful, for in a
week Aaron Woodward was caught in
Boston, preparing toembark for Europe.
He was brought back to Newark, to
await the action of the grand jury. But
he never came to trial. In less than a
week he was found in his cell one morn-
ing dying. Rather than {ace the humil-
iation of going to jail he had taken his
life. What became of Duncan I do not
know. He had the making of a good
fellow in him, and I trust that he became
one. Chris Holtzmann also disappeared,
and his Palace of Pleasure is a thing of
the past. John Stumpy went to Texas,
and | heard that Pultzer went with him.

¢ Where

It was not long before my father re-
ceived his pardon and came home. I
cannot express the joy that all hands
experienced when he came forth from
prison, not only a free man, but also
bearing the proofs of his innocence. We
were all there to greet him, and as my
sister Kate rushed into his arms I felt
that fighting for honor meant a good
deal.

Five years have gone by. My father
and I are now in business in Newark.
We live in Darbyville, along with my
uncle—who married the Widow Canby
—and my sister Kate.

Holland & Mack have recovered all
that was stolen from them. They were
profuse in their apologies to my father,
and offered him a good situation, which
he declined.

We are all happy—especially Kate and
I. During off hours we are all but in-
separable. I like my work, and expect
some day to be a leading merchant. The
clouds that hung over the family honor
have passed, and sunshine seems to
have come to stay, and that being so I
will bid my readers good by.

THE END.

A SPLIT N THE GLUB;

RALPH MORTON'S MUTINY.
BY EDGAR R. HOADLEY, JR.,

Author of * The Cruiseof the Bianca,” * One
Boy's Honor," etc.

CHAPTER XVIIL.—CONTINUED.)
RALPH MORTON'S MUTINY.

“ HE Ulysses is gaining on us,
Ralph,” interrupted Barry
Oakes.

“So she is," returned Ralph, but
there was no anxiety in his voice. It
was only what he and the others had
expected, but he appeared to have some
resource held in reserve that they did
not know of.

As he looked back at the steamer,
there was another puff of white smoke
from her bow, followed by a dull rumb-
ling boom, and another shell fell to the
windward of the schooner, this time a
little nearer than the first one.

‘*Shall we go on, fellows ?" demanded
Ralph, as he turned to note the effect
of the shot on his companions. **That's
only bluff, you know, and there’s no
danger.”

“If you think we can get away from
her, I say go on,"” spoke up Jack Neil.

“Yes, yes, go on,” chorused the bal-
ance of the crew.

‘“Put the prisoners in the cabin,
Barry,” ordered Ralph, as he took the
latter's place at the wheel.

‘* Get out the spinnaker and bind it
on,” he continued, when the mate had
disposed of the three captives.

This was a huge triangular sail which
is bent to 4 boom extending at right
angles to the hull of the yacht from the
base of the foremast, and is used onlyin
running before the wind.

It was soon in position, on the oppo-
site side to that on which the fore and
mainsails were swinging. The great
bellying sail gathered in the wind like
an enormous scoop. The schooner's
speed was greatly accelerated, and not-
withstanding her long sharp prow, the
waves were piled up in front of her in
great foaming masses.

The Ulysses still gained on her, but
not so rapidly as before.

‘“Now I guess we can make it,” ob-
served Ralph, as he bent down and
looked ahead under the swinging booms
and then glanced back at the steam
yacht.

For a few minutes there was silence
with Ralph and the crew, as he watched



the fleeing schooner and her pursuer,
and they watched him. Captain Car-
bine appeared as much interested—if
not more so—as the young yachtsmen
themselves.

When the Stars and Stripes had passed
Fort Point and was heading over toward
the Bolivar Point jetty, Ralph broke
the silence.

‘“Take in the spinnaker, Barry; we've
got to come around against the wind a
little,” he ordered.

““What's that for?" demanded Cap-
tain Carbine, 1n vigorous protest. ‘‘Let
it alone, or they will catch you sure.”

*“You think so; as I said before just
wait and see. [ want to get over near
the east jetty, and by the time we get
there, you'll see that steamer come to a
dead stop and give up the chase.”

Captain Carbine and Barry Oakes
looked at Ralph incredulously, and then
gavetheir undivided attention to watch-
ing the Ulysses.

Sure enough, but before the time
Ralph had predicted, the steam yacht
slowed down and then became sta-
tionary.

The skipper of the Stranger and the
mate turned to the sailing master witha
mystified and questioning look on their
faces.

‘I told you so,” laughed Ralph. ‘' As
we draw only a little over six feet, and
the steamer draws nearly twelve, we
shide across the bar while she has to
stop or stick her nose in the mud.
There's only thirteen feet of water at
best over the bar, and at the present
time the bed is at its lowest ebb."

““You're a sharp one, young man,”
commented Captain Carbine, ** and know
a thing or two by keeping your eyes
open.™

** Nearly as much as Captain Carbine,
who knows all about Galveston Bay and
the advantages a yachtsman can avail
himself of," chuckled Ralph, immensely
pleased with himself.

*“I must admit that that was one of
the advantages that escaped me," re-
turned the captain good naturedly at
this fling back at himself of his own
words. ‘‘ But why are you going sonear
the east jetty 2"

** To put some of our prisoners ashore
on the extreme outer gabion,” replied
Ralph, as the schooner neared the
jetty work, and he ordered a letting out
of sheets to go before the wind as be-
fore.

‘“ And now that the excitement is over
and you have given the schooner the
siip, perhaps you will oblige me bv tell-
ing me what 1t all means,” smiled Cap-
tain Carbine.

* Certainly; you wanted your stuff
taken to the Bahamas, and offered a
thousand dollars for the use of one of
the club’s schooners to carry it there.
The club refused the proposition, and a
number of my friends and myself de-
cided that, as we already had the cargo
in the hold, we would seize the oppor-
tunity to make the thousand dollars
without the other fellows’ consent. Be-
sides, it had all been arranged that the
club should make its cruise to the Baha-
mas this year, before this trouble with
Cuba came up, and I, and the fellows
with me, were not satisfied to give it up
on that account.”

* But how did you know it would suit
me to have my stuff go this way when I
had arranged for it to go by steamer?”
continued the captain.

‘**We had to chance that,” replied
Ralph, slightly disconcerted; ¢ but we
felt pretty sure, after the offer you had
made, that this plan would suit you
better.”

‘I don't care about being a party to
the piratical seizure of a vessel, though,
you know,” smiled the captain.

** Oh, you can’t call it that, for the
Stars and Stripes belongs to us as much
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as to any of the fellows; she's the joint
property of the club.”

‘* What are you going to do for stores
and water for the voyage ? You haven’t
laid them in,” pursued the captain, who
did not seem inclined to return to the
question of whether the assuming of the
mission by Ralph and his friends suited
him or not.

‘“ We've got that all arranged,” re-
plied Ralph. ‘ We telegraphed to
Bayou City to a parly there to have all
ready this evening. It will be some
time after dark when we get there, and
we will load and get away in time to be
out of sight of any pursuers who may be
after us in the morning.”

* You've got everything planned well;
but it was a pity you had to give up the
enjoyment of your triumph at the fin-
ish of the regatta.”

“Oh, we don't mind that; it was such
a dead sure thing, and such a bad beat,
that there wasn't much to be proud of.
Besides, what's the first prize to atripto
the Bahamas, and a thousand dollars ia
addition. Is it all right?”

*I suppose so,"” replied the captain,
slowly.

Ralph accepted this as sufficient as-
surance that the other was satisfied, and
did not think that it was necessary to
ask for a repetition of the captain's offer
for taking his cargo to Nassau.

During this conversation with Cap-
tain Carbine, Ralph had kept the
schooner parallel to the Bolivar Point
jetty, and was running out towards its
extreme end, which was a little over a
mile and a half from the shore.

As they were now rapidly nearing the
outer gabion, he gave up the wheel to
Barry Oakes again and said:

** Bring her up to the wind when you
reach the end of the jetty, Barry, and
make fast to the gabion. I'm going be-
low to see Manly and Fulwood, and tell
them we are.going to put them ashore.”

When he descended the cabin steps he
found Manly and Fulwood talking. They
were no doubt discussing the situation.
St. Cyr was 1n a listening attitude, mis-
ery and disgust depicted on his counte-
nance.

** Frank, we will be at the end of the
jetty in a few minutes, and if you won't
join us, we'll put you off there,” began
Ralph.

**Look here, Ralph Morton, I won't
join you in this crazy venture of yours,
and I won't go ashore either, to let you
do things you will be sorry for," was the
young skipper's determined reply.

CHAPTER XIX.
TO THE OUTER GABION.
L H, pshaw, what's the use of cut-

ting up so about a little thing-

like this,” responded Ralph to
his captain's objections. ‘' Come along
and join us. We're only going to—"

**Idon't call it a little thing, and I
know what you're going to do without
your telling me. You're going to run
that stuff in the hold to Nassau, with
the expectation of making that thousand
dollars, bnt you'll run yourself and the
schooner into serious trouble and peril,
and maybe never see a cent of the
money. Besides, what do you know
about this Captain Carbine? Nothing.
It seems to me hefalls in very easy with
countenancing a mutiny.”

** But you know how anxious he was to
get one of our schooners, and I suppose
he feels as if he can’t be too particular
when he has the opportunity of getting
one. Besides, you can't call our taking
the schooner a mutiny in the true sense
of the word. We all have an equal in-
terest and ownership in her.”

‘I'd like to know what you'd call it,
then ?” demanded Manly.

‘ Well, you can call it that if you like,”
laughed Ralph; ‘‘but if you had your

freedom and your pistol would you cow
your crew 1nto submission at its muzzle,
in the true conventional style, and if
necessary shoot a couple of them?"

‘I don't know as I would,” replied
the young skipper, not able to suppress
a smile at the idea;‘but I tell you
what's a fact. I'd try to do something
to make you fellows realize what youare
doing and turn back.”

**Then this isn't a mutiny in the true
sense of the word, Frank. The fellows
have made up their minds to do this
thing, and have arranged everything for
it. Anything you could say or do now
wouldn't turn them from it. Come,
now. You'd better join us. We’'ll have
a glorious trip, going far to the south to
avoid the Dons and the insurgents, and
we'll return and present the thousand
dollars to the club.”

‘It's no use, Ralph. I won't do it,”
repeated Manly decidedly. ‘‘ Another
thing. It seems rather odd to me that
Captain Carbine should be so willing to
fall in with you and pay a thousand dol-
lars when he had already arranged to
have his cargo go by steamer, and was
to pay you only two hundred and fifty
dollars.”

** He will have to answer that; but I
suppose he has urgent reasons to influ-
ence him.”

‘**1f you are so bound to go on in this
wild venture, why in the world didn't
you wait till we had crossed the line at
the judges' boat, and enjoyed the tri-
umph we had justly earned ?" asked the
skipper, in keen disappointment.

‘ Because the circumstances would
not have been favorable. By the time
we had got through the ceremonies at
the finish, the tide would have been high
enough for the Ulysses or some other
steamer to follow us over the bar,” ex-
plained Ralph. ‘'‘ Besides, we calculated
that it would be such an unexpected and
puzzling fhing to those who saw us, that
it would be some time before any one
started after us.”

““Those on the Ulysses did not seem
to lose any time in deciding what you
were up to,” observed Manly, who had
not before understood how the schooner
had avoided being overtaken by the
steamer.

*“No; and that's what I don’t under-
stand. Not one of the fellows on board
has ever whispered to any one what our
intentions were."”

‘“ How do vou expect to make such a
long voyage without laying in a store of
provisions and water 2" asked the young
captain, no doubt trying to think of
something to baffie his subordinate offi-
cer's plans.

1 tell you everything is arranged.
We have ordered supplies at a place
where we are to call tonight. You had
better go along with us.”

Ralph was careful not to say where
they were going to stop for their stores,
for in case Manly was put ashore he
knew means would immediately be taken
to stop them.

I am going with you," responded
Manly unexpectedly.

“That's a good fellow. I knew you
were the right sort,” exclaimed Ralph.

*But I shall do all in my power to
turn you back, or put a stop to your
wild scheme," added the skipper.

** Then we'll have to keep you a pri-
soner,” concluded Ralph, disappointed;
then seeing the prospect of Manly join-
ing them was hopeless, he added: **but
rather than take you along that way,
we'll put you ashore.”

“I refuse to go ashore or be put
ashore,” exclaimed the skipper.

* T'd like to know how you're going to
help yourself.”

‘I will try to if you will untie me.”

“That's just what we won't do. We'll
put you off as you are, and, if necessary,
tie your feet, too.”
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* You surely wouldn't leave me bound
and helpless, where no one would be
liable to release me very soon?” said
Manly, in some astonishment and appre~
hension.

** Well, no, I should say not,” smiled
Ralph. ‘* My piratical instincts have not.
reached that stage yet. Mr. Fulwood,
here, I suppose, will not object to being,
put ashore, as he no doubt wishes to re-
turn to the Ulysses. He will go with
you and will give you your liberty.”

‘I don't see why you made a prisoner
of him, or that either,” observed Frauk,,
nodding toward St. Cyr. He saw thag
his plan to remain with the mutigeers,
without joining them, was thwasted,
and made the observation in order 1o
gain time to think of some other re-
source. For a moment he thought of
asking the support of Fulwood, but
when he remembered that the return of
the latter to his position on the Ulysses,
meant bread and butter to him, he gave
it up; and as for St. Cyr, he would have
sooner asked the assistance of a school
girl than his. Then it occurred to him.
he could consent to join the runaways,
and when a favorable opportunity
offered, turn against them and effect a
defeat of their plans. But such a false
and traitorous action (for such he res
garded it) was distasteful to him, ang
besides, it was not according to a cers.
tain ‘‘ code of honor™ among the **fel..
lows," though perhaps the circumstances,
warranted it. He finally dismissed that_
plan, too.

‘*“We did not know who would ba-
neutral, or for or against,” respondeq,
Ralph to Manly's question; ** and in case.
of doubt it is always best to take the.
safe side.”

**What are you going to do with me,
Mr. Morton " asked St. Cyr, ina vacant,
pitiful way, that almost made Ralph
laugh.

* You!" exclaimed thelatter. * Why,
my jolly nautical tenderfoot, we are.
going to take you with us."

““Good gracious! To the Bahamas |
What for ?" gasped St. Cyr.

‘“Yes; we're selfish enough to want ta.
take you along for the sake of your so.
ciety,"” replied Ralph gravely.

** You surely don’t mean that, Ralph,™
interposed Manly.

* Of course I do," asserted Ralph, wha
did not care to explain his motives for
taking the exquisite with him, especially
as St. Cyr was present.

“I demand to be put ashore, Mr,
Morton,” cried St. Cyr, with as much
spirit as he could pluck up, ‘‘Thisisan
outrage, and you have no right to tie
me up in this disgraceful way."”

*Softly, my hearty; let not youp
angry passions rise. You're going with
us. and that's the end of it.”

‘“‘But I protest. I'll report you tq
your uncle. I'll—T'll prosecute you for
abduction,” spluttered the exquisite.

‘*We're at the end of the jetty,
Ralph,” interrupted Barry Oakes,
shouting down the companionway,
‘* Are you ready with the prisoners?”

‘‘In a moment,” replied Ralph; ang
then, turning toward his skipper again,
he said:

**Once for all, Frank, will you join
us?”

*‘Once for all, Ralph Mortog, I tel}
you I won't do anything of the kind anq
I tell you again, you're rynning yourself
into trouble and you'll be sorry forit.”

** Then will you walk ashore. or shal)
we have to tie your legs and carry yon
there? " continued Ralph withaut notic.
ing the other’s predictions.

‘*As vou have fixed it so I can't help
myself, [ prefer ta walk, replied Manly,

‘There, Mr. Fulwood. you are at
liberty, and [ beg your pardon for sub.
jecting you to the annoyance," saiq
Ralph, as he severed with his knife the
bonds that held the young mate’s wristy.
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together behind his back. *‘ When we
leave you and Manly on the jetty, you
<can do the same for him, and then both
of you can make your way to the Boliver
Point light.”

Meanwhile, as the Stars and Stripes
approached the end of the jetty, Barry
“Oakes was somewhat surprised to see a
man standing on the extreme outer
&abion.

Before the schooner came up in the
wind, to approach and make fast to the
jetty, the man hailed them.

“Onboard the schooner | " he shouted.

*“On the jetty,” responded Barry.

‘‘ Please take me off.”

Barry did not know about ‘ taking
4im off,” and he made no reply. But
‘when the schooner was luffed up, and
‘rounded to towards the gabion, the man
mno doubt accepted the action as a com-
@liance with his request. As soon as
the yacht was made fast he stepped on
&er deck.

“Can I see the skipper?” he asked
-walking toward, and speaking to, Barry.

*Mr. Morton will be on deck in a
moment,"” replied the man.

“ Morton!" repeated the man, with a
mmotion as if he had been struck in the
face. ‘ What's his other name?"

‘ Ralph—Ralph Morton.”

“ Any relation of Richard Morton, of
Morton’s'Cave ? " he continued.

‘“Yes; why? Do you know him?"
-asked Barry. .

*‘I've heard of him quite a good deal,”
weplied the other slowly.

‘ Here's the skipper now,” announced
the mate, as Ralph stepped into the
standing room, followed by Manly, with
his hands fastened behind him; and then
Fulwood bringing up the rear, in case
the deposed skipper needed any assis-
tance coming up the steps.

The stranger must have felt some sur-
‘prise and curiosity, if he noticed the
prisoner, but it is doubtful if he did so.
As soon as Fulwood appeared, he
Sprang toward him with an inarticulate
<ry.

**Is your name Fulwood—Fluster Ful-
wood ?" he cried, grasping the young
mman by the shoulder.

““Yes,” replied the latter curiously,
and somewhat startled.

“Iam your father—father's old ship-
mate, my lad,” stammered the man.

“¢Is he alive ?” asked Fluster eagerly.

“*He was only a short time ago.”

‘“How did you know me, when I can-
mot remember ever having seen Aim,
-and he certainly hasn’t seen me since I
‘was almost an infant?”

¢ Why—why, my lad, you're almost
the exact image of him. He will be
happy now—he has great things to tell
you, and I know he will be glad to have
wme tell you some of them.”

“Hullo | here comes something down
‘the bay,” exclaimed Jack Neil, who had
mot been near enough to hear what was
passing between Fluster and the
stranger, and therefore had not become
interested and oblivious to other things
as most of the crew were. “And I
believe it is after us.”

«“It #s after us,” added Ralph exit-
-edly, after glancing at the approaching
<craft, ** it's the revenue tug.”

*Hurry up there, and get ashore,”
he continued, addressing Fluster and
‘the stranger, as he turned to help

Manly over the rail.

1 want to go with you,” said the
stranger.

* You can't do it, my man; we're full,
and don't need you. Get ashore lively
aow."

The man stepped over quickly to
Ralph's side, and whispered something
1n his ear.

“All right, stay on board,” said the
latter promptly.

* And with your permission I will re-
wmain with you for the present,” spoke
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up Fluster. *“I want to talk to this
man."

“ Very well,” replied Ralph quickly,
as the tug was rapidly approaching, and
there was no time to lose. ‘' Put the
skipper back in the cabin, fellows, and
get away from here as quick as you can.”

In the excitement of the moment he
forgot that Manly, if he was left alone
on the gabion with his handstied, would
be released almost as surely as if Flus-
ter was with him, as those on the
tug would no doubt see him and take
him off. .

Nothwithstanding Ralph's efforts to
get rid of them, the three prisoners were
still with him, and one more had been
added to the complement of the crew;
but he determined that all of them, ex-
cept St. Cyr, should go ashore at Bayou
City, if he could elude the approaching
tug and reach that point. He little im-
agined that before thattime came some
things would happen that would make
him glad they were with him.

CHAPTER XX.
ON BOARD LA LIBERTAD.

L HEY don't seem to pay any at-
tention to it,” remarked Cap-
tain Andy, referring to the

solid shot that had been fired within the

vicinity of the fleeing Stars and Stripes.

““She fell off a little, but I presume the

fellow at the wheel was so startled he

forgot his duty.”

Uncle Dick had an anxious look on his
face and Brandon was tremendously ex-
cited, as they both closely watched the
schooner through glasses.

‘ But we are gaining on her,” added
the latter.

“ Yes; but we've got to overhaul her
faster, or we'll not catch her before she
gets outside,” said Andy, who immedi-
ately noted the unusual speed of the
schooner and thought of the low tide
and the liability of alack of sufficient
water to take the Ulyssés over the bar
at the entrance to the harbor. How-
ever, he said nothing about it to the
other two.

‘“We must catch her if we have to fol-
low her to Cuba or South America, Cap-
tain Andy,"” cried Uncle Dick.

“We'll do the best we can, Mr. Mor-
ton,” responded the young captain,
though he began to have some doubts
of their success.

“By the great Sam Houston!" ex-
claimed the ranchman, ‘“I do believe
that 1s Ralph at the wheel—the uneasy
young rascal. I might have known it.”

“It is,” added Brandon excitedly;
“and I declare, Manly, Fulwood and St.
Cyr are close together in the standing
room, with their hands tied behind them.
The rest of the crew are at liberty, and
Captain Carbine does not appear to be
taking any part in the affair.”

““What does that crazy youngster
mean?” demanded Uncle Dick, more of
himself than of any one in particular, as
he gesticulated wildly with the telescope
in his hand and walked up and down.
«Is it possible he has been foolish and
reckless enough to league himself with
that filibuster? I just know he's run-
ning his head into the worst scrape he
ever was in in his life.”

«I don't believe Captain Carbine has
anything to do with it,” responded
Brandon quickly. ‘‘Ralph and the
crowd were dead set on having our
cruise to the Bahamas this year, not-
withstanding the trouble in Cuba and
all the rest of the club could say, and
Captain Carbine's offer of a thousand
dollars to take his cargo to Nassau gave
them the opportunity and excuse they
wanted for going off on their own tack.
The fact of Manly, Fulwood and St. Cyr
being made prisoners proves this to me.
Ralph knew Manly would not join him,
and as the other two were uncertain, he
took the precaution tosecure them, too.”

¢« He might as well be in with the in-
surgents hand and glove,” growled
Uncle Dick in disgust; ‘‘ he's playing
right in his hand, and no doubt the
Cuban captain is laughing in his sleeve
at the way those youngsters are doing
just what he wants done.”

*I'm sure Ralph would never do it, if
he were aware of the true state of
affairs,” said Brandon, reiterating his
confidence in the sailing master's non-
complicity with the filibuster captain.
“If he knew the nature of his ballast,
I'm confident he would not go another
foot unless he was compelled to do so
by force.”

¢ No doubt,” returned the ranchman
dryly; and then he added in anxious
tones: ‘*“When he finds it out it will be
too late to do anything, unless we are
able to catch the schooner.”

‘““We'll catch her, never fear, Uncle
Dick,” asserted Brandon, who never
dreamed that there was any obstacle
that could stop the steamer’s pursuit.

*“It's rather odd, isn't it 2" he added,
in a low tone, *‘ that Fulwood and St.
Cyr should both be with Ralph.”

“*Yes; what do you suppose Ralph
intends to do with them ?”

* Put them ashore some place with
Manly, at a favorable opportunity, no
doubt.”

«1 doubt if ke will part with St. Cyr,”
smiled Uncle Dick, as he remembered
his nephew's significant words about
leading the exquisite ‘‘a dance”; and
he repeated the talk he had had with
Ralph about getting rid of St. Cyr.

‘“We are still gaining on her,” an-
nounced Captain Andy, ‘‘but not so
rapidly as at first, as she is now running
dead before the wind and going faster.”

“Send her another messenger, Cap-
tain Andy,” suggested Uncle Dick, ** but
be careful not to hit ‘em.”

In few moments the Ulysses again
shook from the discharge of one of her
guns, and the missile from it dropped to
windward of the schooner this time.

“I wonder how Ralph likes that,"” said
the ranchman grimly.

«“He doesn't seem to mind it,” ob-
served Brandon, who was watching the
sailing master of the schooner through
his glass. ** If he doesnot know the na-
ture of his cargo and is not in with Car-
bine, he doubtless thinks we have dis-
covered his intentions and want to scare
him and his friends.”

“ Hullo! there goes her spinnakerup,”
exclaimed Andy, as the large sail was
hoisted on the schoonei. * They're go-
ing to makea hard race for it.”

“They must be idiots to think they
can run away from a steamer,” observed
Uncle Dick.

*Not such great idiots as you might
think, Mr. Morton,"” responded Andy.

‘*What do you mean ?"

** Wait a few minutes.”

After the sail had been hoisted in
place on the Stars and Stripes the Ulys-
ses only a little more than held her
own, and Uncle Dick and Brandon anx-
iously watched her progress.

When the steamer approached Fort
Point, a man was put in the fore chains
to make soundings. The uncle and
nephew then realized what Captain
Andy had meant, and waited in suspense
the report of each cast of the leadsman.

When the Ulysses reached a point
through which would pass a straight
line drawn from Fort Point to Bolivar
Light, the water rapidly shoaled, and a
moment later the gong rangto stop her,
followed by two bells to back.

In a few moments the steamer was
stationary, and the schooner continued
to fly on her way toward, and down
along, the east jetty.

“ \%e cannot go any further until the
tide rises,” announced Captain Andy.

“ What's to be done, then ?"" demanded
Uncle Dick.

“If we don't catch those reckless
youngsters some of them will never get
back with whole skins, and perhaps not
at all. They'll never see Nassau or the
thousand dollars either.”

‘* The only thing to do is to return to
the city as soon as possible and dispatch
a lighter draught vessel to catch the
schooner,” interposed Marshal Guard.

The Ulysses was immediately backed
and turned toward the city. Before she
got well under way again, Brandon, who
had continued to watch the Stars and
Stripes, discovered the man on the outer
gabion, though he was too far away for
his features to be distinguished.

‘ Suppose that fellow is Felipe Fer-
nanando, and that he is really Fluster
Fulwood, your old mate,” suggested
Brandon to Uncle Dick, who had called
his uncle’s attention to the figure of the
mau on the jetty. ‘If the fellows onthe
schooner should pick him up, there
would probably be some pretty conclu-
sive evidence developed as to which was
your son—young Fulwood or St. Cyr.”

(70 be continued.)

A. P. G, Brooklyn, N. Y. The coin is of
no value.

H. F. S., Malden, Mass.
by Frank A. Munsey.

G. E. R,, Strathroy, Ont. We do not have
an exchange department.

D.D., Jr.,, New York City We will insert
any notice that we think suitable.

K., New York City. For details of our
plans watch our announcements.

C. M. C., Wallingford, Pa. 1. See reply
to J. D. W. 2. Applicants for admission
to the Naval Academy must be not under
fifteen years of age.

F. C. R., Brooklyn, N. Y. Your invention,
if worthy, could be placed with any large
manufacturing stationer, who would manu-
facture and push it on terms to be arranged.
Consult business directory to find addresses
of such houses.

HaL, Pittsburgh, Pa. Addresses are
printed on papers by a machme that, at
every impression brings anew type address
to bear on, the paper. The papers are fed
to this machine very much as sheets are fed
to ordinary presses.

J. D. W., Philadelphia, Pa. 1. Any sport-
ing goods house should be able to furnish
vou with the New Jersey game laws. 2
“The Rajah’s Fortress,” by Wm. Murray
Graydon, is published in book form, paper
covers, and will be sent by us on reccipt of
25 cents.

J. E. P., York Beach, Me. 1. Edison was
born in Ohio. See article on Edison, his
home and his work in the November issue
of MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE. 2. We do not
know the whereabouts of the gentleman.
See editorial in No. 471—* A Target for
Questions.”

B. M. S., Bath Beach, N. Y. 1. The origin
of the American flag is not unanimously
settled. Its germinal idea is seen in the
arms of Washington's family in England,
which probably gave the suggestion. 2z
As to Jules Verne's name—the last e is not
sounded at all.

S. R, R., Elgin, Ill. 1. We have not met
the anecdote referred to. 2. For beginners,
a microscope of low power—1oo to 200 diame-
ters—is best. Such will reveal objects in-
visible to the naked eye. $z5.00 or less will
furnish a trustworthy instrument. 3. The
whale is from 6o to 75 feet in length—the
largest of living animals.

E. B., Brooklyn, N. Y. Have you read
the editorial in No. 471 entitled ** A Target
for Questions?” * What do we think the
best business for a young man?” Why, to
go to work, to be sure! Let him fonqw
whatever his aptitude seems to impel him
to; if he has no special aptitude let him go
to the first employment he can get, and
then the young man’s most important busi-
ness is to see that, by hard work and intel-
ligence and faithfulness, he begins to climb
the !adder.

“Under Fire,”



THE ARGOSY

e

Distress
After Eating

Indigestion, Nausea,
Sick Headache,

a
Dyspepsia
Heartburn, etc.,
Are cured by

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

HooD’s PiLLs.—For the liver and bowels, act

:asily yet promptly and efficiently. Price 2sc.
Eun Cards withh
[P B e
Basople Book PINEST asd
cARD l.u-nﬂ\yh c-.d-r..pnn. w...num«min SALDS,
CARD CO.. COLUMBUS, 0!
v
FREE. \ 5 o zise.
U TR W, SIMPSON, 31 College Place, New York.
or GENII EMAN T n
RITERS \\mlted
ying at home.
TO BE EXPECTED
“How astonishing that Yyour parrot can
“Not at all. It is quite natural for a parrot
o use words of polly-syllables.”’ —Baltimore

reled
OAR Ds...c.,....’.’!.’:r‘n"' RS ik ver oot Tt B
samp. NATIONAL CARD CO., Box 47. BCIO, OHIO.
hnlnl
STYLES OF CARDS FOR 182 AND
30 NEw AGENT'S MONEY MAKING OUTFIT c
TUTTLE Cu.. NORTH HAVEN.CONN. -
Add ress, A., PUB.
‘emember such long words."
dmerican.

PROOF POSITIVE.
“tIs Fletcher sure his wife's poodle is dead?”
‘* He must be ; I see he is offering $so reward
or it.” —Brmklyﬂ Life.

VOT SUCH AN ELEVATING PROFESSION
AFTER ALL.

JUDGING by the large number of aeronauts
hat are dropping out of balloons and damag-
ng themselves, the balloonist does not have
R *h a *‘high” old time as one would think.—

cxas Siftings.

THIS MAKES US WEARY.
LILY ** Aunt Jessie, I want to know some-
hin,

AUNT JESSIE—** What is it dear?”
LiLy—** Are wagon wheels born tired ? "—FEx-
kange.

LAZY MAN'S NIGHT.

“ AN Arctic nif(ht. lastmg as it does 141 days
3 no joke, I can tell rou 1 should not care to
o through it again |

‘* Why, man, I think it is splendid. Fancy
aying to a credltor, 'please call again to
r10orrow morning.’ "—Home Guard.

HIS LITTLE JOKE.

A WIDOWED clergyman with grow updaugh-
ers bem‘f away from home wrote that he hnd
marrie astrnppmg widow with six children.’

Vhen the vicar returned home one of his
aughters, her eyes red with weeping tears,

K Where’s the widow you married, t'ather I 5igd
¢ Ch, 1 married her to another man."—/Natio-
al Lobon Tribune.

PRIDE’ S PENALTY.

FLIPPER—"It is now a bad thing fora turkey
» grow proud and fat.”
LAPPER—" Yes his head .is soon turned.”
he Epoch.

FRESH AIRS.

* ONE of my reasons for engagingan orches-
-a,”” remarked a facetious boniface, " is to im-
rove the ventilation ot‘ the hotel.”
oK Why. how is that? " queried the mystified
ue:

» I)nesn't it give us a complete change of air
very few minutes? "—ZBoston Budget

THE TRUE CAUSE.

FATHER (to suitor for his daughter’s hand) —
l hear that you have lost all your money.”
UITOR—" { es, sir.
FATHER (sternly)—“ How?
orses ?"’
SuUITOR—* No, sir; betting on slow ones.”
—New York Press.

Betting on fast

A PROLONGED FAREWELL.

I-—10 P. M.

Now Ready.
BOUND VOLUME TWELVE OF

7 he Argosy

Contains seven Serial Stories by
William D. Moffat,
W. Bert Foster,
Matthew White, Jr.,
Gilbert Campbeli,
Enrique H. Lewis,
AND

Edgar R. Hoadley, Jr.
Among the practical articles in
this volume are Present Day His-
tory Papers on

SPAIN, ITALY and AUSTRALIA,

while included in the biographies
are portraits and sketches of
WILLIAM D. MOFFAT,
AND
EDGAR R. HOADLEY, ]Jr.
The volume is handsomely
bound and profusely illustrated.

PRICE ONE DOLLAR.

When sent by express, charges
are to be paid by the purchaser.

FRANK A. MUNSEY, Publisher,
155 East 23d Street, New York.
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A WORD FROM DR. PLINK PLUNK.

“DOAN’ go too much by outward appear-
ances, deah breddern; a possum ain’t near so
sonice to look at as a canary bird, but dere
ain’t no question about wich makes de best
eatin’."—New York Herald.

ONE OF THE MYSTERIES.
“I DON'T see why they call this a ss#uation,”

said the horse car driver ‘‘with me a standin’
all day long."—7he Epoch.

UNREMITTING.
TROTTER (Yale, '95)—* Yousay your father
writes to you with unremxttmf regularity ?”’
CAMPER (Yale, 94)—“ 4 es. aletterevery week
but no cash.”—7he

=4 Bound Volumes of THE ARGOSY »=

HE bound volumes of THE ARGosy are matchless treasure

houses of good things for young people.

Each of them

contains, besides serial stories whichinbook form would sell for
several times the price of the volume, a wealth of short stories,
articles on various practical subjects, biographical sketches,
and miscellany, all finely illustrated by the best artists.

Volumes I., II., IIL, IV., and VI. are now almost out of print.
A very few copies are still on sale at $10 apiece.

Volume V. costs §3. It is a large, handsome book of 832 pages
containing serial stories by Alger, Optic, Converse, Ellis, Mun-
sey, Putnam, White, Ker, and others.

Volumes VII., VIIL, IX., and X. cost $2
from 710 to 864 pages, with serial stories

{)iece, and contain
by Otis, Graydon,

Alger, Optic, Converse, Ellis, White, Moffat, Hoadley and others.

Volume XI. contains serials by Alger, Graydon, White, Foster,
Hoadley, and others, with the usual variety of short matter and

illustrations. It costs £1.50.

These bound volumes can be ordered throu%:h
warded on receipt of"the price by the publisher—.

purchaser.

any bookseller, or will be for-
xpress charges to be paid by the

JOHNSON’S
Anodyne Lmlment.

Uy ANY OTHEY

For Internal and Externnl Use,
Pamphlet free. 1. S. JOHNSON & CO., Boston. Mass,

] 2 PHOTOS (lxxzx)copiea from yours25e.
V.BARTHOLOMIW, WALLINGFORD, CONN,

R nn-nn Prings, Bovsiope, Gold Bavel, Fasey Ghape and Ae-
LQUR et e i
FREE lLarge list of Sea Shells, Indixn Relics and
Curios. NuveltyCu Box V, Cumlmﬂnl"mn.o.

'Ew clnns 2. M:‘:m. he, LARGEST SANPLE BOOK
aine aun e ouvsiope amd
e ettt BUCKEY E CARD 0O Loty il

YOUNG |’e0|l|r cun muke nmuv-) We uhm\ them
how. Write w.. Nov. T. W, Co., Oswego, N. ¥,

82%%%
vusnlnerou

ewellyn, & Co., Seattle, Wash.

aget Sound catechism and
lu chief city BEAT‘TL
Send stamp to Eshel

500 SCRAPEER AT
ILES INSTANT RELIEF. Cured in 18
days. Never returns. Nopurge. No Salve.

No mpposlmn REMEDY MAILED FREE Addh—u
REEVES, Box 3200. New York City,

RS S5 temggle Seak L VENUINE Guld Bevsed

CARDS e e e
CARDS &=
THE DIFFERENCE.

“ WHAT’S the dxﬁerence between a prohibi-
tlon and an old toper?”

hy, the latter is full of drams and the
Eormer of scruples.”—Kate Field's Washington.

Jerses & Full Agts. cutt, 10 . menpl booky
Oradle of all 2. Nooe
GLOBE CARD o Bor Cons-

ONLY A DREAM.
Counuc‘ron (shaking him vigorously)—
“Ticket, sir!
SURBURBANITE (partially rousing hxmself)—
‘“‘Fot heaven's sake, get up and build it your-
self! This is Sunday !—Chicago Tribune.

ANXIOUS TO PLEASE.

EMPLOYER—“ Your first duty will be to post
this led er.’
LERK (rnther too rendlly) “ Yessir;
where shall 1 send it? "—Pick Me Up.

A DIRE THREAT.

SNOOPER—“I'm afraid we'll lose young
Harris. He's a very ca%nble man, and we are
not paying him much. 'm afraid some other
firm will temp him away.

SWAYBACK—* Just tell him if he accepts
another situation, we'll dsscharge him on the
instant.”—7he Epoch.

HEAVY WORK FOR BOTH.

MRs. SIDON—* I've been shopgmg all day,
am just ready to dle, 1 am so tired.”
R. SIDON—** S0 a|
MRS. SmoN—“Goodness' what would make
you tired?”
MR. SIDON—*‘The bill that came to the office.
—New York World.

—THE—

ARGOSY BIND

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

FRANK A. MUNSEY,

155 EAST 23d STREET, N. Y.

Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla.
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% HONEST SOAP.
The Testimony of Hnlf-a-Century.
i [ Indisputable Evidence of Superiority,

From Dr. lIEl)WOOD, Ph.D., F.C.S., F.1.C., Professor of
Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmaceutical Society
of Great Britain,

5 BEING authorised by Messrs. PEARS to purchase at any
and all times and of any dealers samples of their
Soap (thus ensuring such samples being of exactly the
same quality as is supplied to the general public) and to
submit same to the strictest chemical analysis, I am en- %
abled to guarantee its invariable purity. =
My analytical and practical experience of PEARS' SOAP B
now extends over a lengthened period—NEARLY FIFTY ‘%
)
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Sarsaparilla
CURES

SCROFULA

Price, - - - = = $100.
With Cushion Tires - $105.

YEARS—during which time—
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BALL BEARINGS, INTERCHANGEABLE PARTS, GUARANTEED

DO NI TN
oo 4 gt

T have never come across another Tollet =
M Soap which so closely realises F T
my ideal of perfection. é s c A A R R H
Its purity is such that it may be used with perfect confi- \ CATALOGUES, FREE: :
dence upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin— i_- [
EVEN THAT OF A NEW BORN BABE.” 4 RHEUMAT' SMI

»;ll

THE HARTFORD CYGLE CO., HARTFORD, CONN.
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DONALD KENNEDY e
Of Roxbiry Mass; Bays:| 8 Suggestions fir Xmas mocking BIRDS -z

domestic animals can obtain 3
Strange cases cured by my Medical Dis- Amateur Photo Outfits } Instructive. CANARIES =i books, on their ml-

Pt dastrious person of cither sex. Even beginners are
covery come to me every day. Here is one of | Scroll Saws Amusing. PARROTS ¥ h::fﬁ:h‘;f“h e ey from 85 (o $10 e aar: “All ages. You can do m‘;;wk and 1
Paralysis—Blindness—and the Grip. Nowhow | Magic Lanterns Inexpensive. HORSES & lsis Froxsriziys Cattle Powder, T s s s A Soe how PREE ey

does my Medical Discovery cure all these? FREE by mail, by Dr. FRONEFIELD, FRE|
I don't know, unless it takes hold of the Hidden | 8end stamp for Il Catslog of above goods, DOCS & coyws "o 00 N. 84 S B2 Halioie & Cons Box 1808, Poriiand. Ma
Poison that makes all Humor. THE JOHN WILKINSON CO. a Ph

VIRGINIA CITY, NEVADA, Sept. oth, 18r. 209 & 271 State St., Chicago. In replying to this adv. mention The Argosy.
Donald Kennedy--Dear Str: 1 will state my

case to you: About nine years ago I was paralyz-
ed in my left side, and the best doctors gave me !
no relief for two years, and I was advised to

S - " —y

try your Discovery, which did its duty, and
in’ a few months 1 was restored to health. R
About four years ago 1 became blind in my left ‘%’m

eye by a spotted cataract. Last March I was SCOSR ’ ALGUHOL AND TOBAGGU CURS

taken with La Gri pe, and was confined to my N Harmless and Certain Prenrﬂpﬁon sent
bed for three mont! At the end of that time, FREE to wives or friends of inebriates,
as in the start, then it struck me that your or Tobacco users A marvelous sucosss in
Discovery was the Lhing{fior me; so I got'a Bl even advanced cases. Inclose stamp, Can

2
bottle. and before it was half gone I ‘was able to be given secretly in coffee, ete,
gotomy work in the mines. Now inregard tomy BN Dr. HIRAM COOK, 12 Park Row, New York.
eyes, as I lost my left eye, and about six months 3 4

FOR THE SURE AND SEGRET GURE IIF THE
Tasteless.

ago my right eye became affected with black
spots over the sight as did the left eye—perhaps
some twenty of them—but since I have been
usm your Discovery they all left my right

ut one; and, thank God, the bright light JAN UARY N U MBER BOYS, WATCHES FREE
oF heaven ia ‘once 'more making its appearagcs . e T T

in my /eff eye. 1am wonderf !ily astonished at Genuine Silver Boy's Watch GIV \
it, and thank God and your Medical Dis= ll t t fa) uli nrde;ln of our ('e)ellxmted 'l'(‘;en: %rgﬂ‘r%n‘:n l}}nkn
cover N R d s b' I d Powder. OW's your time to get orders among yo

¥a Yours truly, HANK WHITE. ow ea - u er us ra e L neighbors and rriends and pmcugre a beautitui ﬁlllllll

Case Silver Watch! We wantall the readers of T3
ARGONY to et upclubs und procure a FINE SILVE

Wateh  For full partienlars address:
DEAF lnvublHAD 'i‘.“sﬁs cukm The complete novel is by William Murray craydon, “THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA €O.,

P. 0. Box 289, 31 & 33 VESEY STREET, N
i TEW ; s : A A
Wiy by F. Hisoox, "'“ ""“’""’"“ gnd is a stirring tale of Russian adventure and romance, entitled : e et

There is ease for those far SRILNEWATER OR MILK,

gone in consumption—not THE HOUSE OF ORFANOFF E P P s ? S

recovery—ease. GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

There is cure for those not Among the illustrated papers are Journalists and Journalism in New
far gone. York, by Frank A. Munsey; Heirs to European Thrones, by R. H.
s tion— . | TithErRINGTON; The Home and Home Life of Chauncey M. Depew,
There is preseasn bet by Marrie SHErIDAN ; Famous Artists and Their Works: 1. —Marcus LABELLED 4 LB. TINS ONLY.

ter than cure—for those who |gtone, R. A., by C: Stuart Jonssox ; Edwin Booth—His Art and Per-

are threatened. g sonality, by Morr1s BACHELLER. CFO
Lét s send youa book oa In addition to the foregoing the number contains a choice variety of short stories, N OF
poems and editorial matter. E SA FEr
CAREFUL LIVING and Scott’s l

Emulsion of cod-liver oil, Price 26 Cents = - = Subscription $3.00 a Year.
Clubbed with THE ARGOSY, both periodicals, $4.00 per Year.

ev.en % FERTAS only a little Every reader of THE Axrcosy should have a complete file of MUNSEY'S
thin. MAGAZINE.  The January issue is the fourth number.

Free.

FRANK A. MUNSEY, Publisher, 155 East 23d Street, New York.
Smrr&Boww-.C‘lummt,unSouhsthAvm‘, o S - SR OVERMAN WHEEL COMPANY,

New York, RN
y ruggistk lsion of cod-li @ :,Wﬁ K< CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS.

“ourd Seps Scoir 3 R ok gz m\ . “‘&b‘ . BOSTON. WASHINGTON. OENVER. BAN FRANCISCO:
30 A. G. SPALDING & BROS., SPECIAL AGENTS.

I druggists everywhere do. 1.
CHICAGO. NEW YORK. PHILADELPHIA.

Children Cry for Pitcher’s Castorla. :
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