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The Mystery of the Seven Gars.

BY T. S. HARNEY.

STILL vividly recall sitting next the driver of
the leading wagon of the train that took our
family out to Utah thirty

four years ago. Fortunately,
the remembrance of the hard-
ships and suffering of that tedi-
ous journey of many weeks is
spared to me ; but my mother,
time and time again, used to
recount the incidents of that
memorable pilgrimage, and nev-
er fail to express her wonder-
ment—to say nothing of her
gratitude—thatsuchalittlechap
as [ should have ever survived
that experience. "

It took some months, I be.
lieve, to make the journey from
Ohio te Salt Lake City. ‘The
transportation was done by a
long train of Conestoga wag-
ons that Eastern folks only sce
in old pictures nowadays—
those long, deep bodied wag-
ons with canvas hoods their
whole length, supported on
bellying hoops that swayed
like a balloon in a gale of wind
at every jolt.

It was bad enough on the
prairie sections with the beat-
ing sun, the lack of water, and
the fine, sharp dust that rose in
clouds from the parched ground;
but it was worse, far worse,
when we approached the rug-
ged ways in the Black Hills or
had to traverse the sterile des-
erts of the far West.

Not until thirty years after
did I have occasion to come
East again, and then, what a
difference! Instead of taking
a northern route, by which we
made our pilgrimage, I came
straight across Colorado by the
Denver and Rio Grande Rail-
road. The way was even more formidable than
the first one;it traveled over wilder and grander
and more desolate country—but one had but to sit
Tuxuriously, almost, in his railway coacl while
modern mechanism drew him at lightning speed
over and out of the stifling deserts or dragged him
up and over the most stupendous mountains and
through the grandest scenery of the world, as T am
ready to believe.

It is of the first stage of that journey, on the line
of railway that I have mentioned, that I wish to
speak. Through one stage of it I rode in the cab
of the locomotive, the better to see and appreciate
the thrilling features of that Colorado country, and
I heard a yarn from the engineer that illustrates

some of the dangers and possible horrors of that
travel, which is worth repeating.

The Rocky Mountains run north and south
through Colorado in the middle of the State, and
the railroad plunges into them and over them along
one of the most marvelous causeways in the world

—an ever living mon-
ument to the engin-
eering science of the
century,

16, 1892,

mountain sides, and seven times in all does it pass
over itself in the effort to reach the giddy heights
above at easy grades, I say * easy grades:" I
mean, comparatively easy, for the usual grade
there, four feet in every hundred, isitself remarka-
ble, while on some branches of this many armed
toad, which taps innumerable
and scattered mines, the grade
is all the way from four to
sewen feet in one hundred.

To make a bed for the rail-
way through this eanyon the
solid rock along the little tor-
rent had to be blasted out, foot
by foot, and, at one point, the
danger and difficulty of this was
so great that the tracks were
run overa short bridge that was
suspended by chains from the
apex of two iron rafters joined
like aninverted A, the twoends
of which were planted in the
solid granite walls of the op-
posing sides of the gorge.

All this had to be surveyed
as a first step, and that was a
terrific undertaking for the
engineers, rod men, chain men
and laborers. At some points,
my friend of the locomotive
told me, the surveyors found
the gorge so impassable that
they had to do their instrument
work swinging in mid air, low-
ered from the top of the canyon
a thousand feet or more,

This information [ gathered
while riding on the engine, and
I have since seen it corrobor-
ated in a remarkable book re-
cently published, on ** Ameri-
can Railways,” But here i1s a
true story which I have never
seen in print, though it cannot
have failed to get into the news-
papers at the time the tragedy
occurred,

Qur train had scaled the lof-
tiest heights of the mountain
pass and we were at that point
where the passenger, traveling
on the highest brink of the can-
yon, can look down the vertical
line of the facing wall, down,
down over half a mile! The
rails lie within a few feet of the

At the portals of the
Royal Gorge begin
the walls of a fearful s
chasm—a canyon
whose walls run
straight up, at some points over five thousand feet
high. The road runs into the canyon, whose bot-
tom is the bed of a brown roaring mountain stream.
The railway constantly ascends and, leaving the
canyon, it turns and twists in an open valley. cross-
ing it and recrossing it, winding gradually up the

THE CARS HAD SHOT LIKE A CANNON BALL FAR
OUT INTO THE BLACK ABYSS.

edge of the chasm, and the
realization of one's nearness to
death and eternity is thrilling.
At the point [ speak of, we met
a straight line grade of seven miles in length,
Here the road descends, the walls of the canyon,
decreasing in height until, at the end of the seven
mile straight, a curve is met where the sheer fall
is only about a thousand feet—just think, oxly
three times as high as Trinity steeple.
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A through freight of thirty cars loaded
with grain from Denver to Salt Lake
City, was coming up from the East some
few years since. On this train were the
conductor's caboose and scattered over
it, several brakemen, ready to jam the
brakes down at the first sharp signal
of the locomotives far ahead. It was
night when they reached the curve that
turned them into this long, straight
grade, and they began the labored as-
cent amid a scene whose utter desola-
tion and loneliness is softly cloaked by
the darkness of the night.

The heavy, almost human puffing of
the straining engines reverberated down
the straight rock sides of the canyon,
further and further as the train
mounted higher, and that was the only
sound that broke the silence of those

“ bare, rocky fastnesses.

At last the grade was mastered, and
the train stopped as usual in a safe
place for inspection or water or fuel.

It usually required five or ten minutes
for the conductor to come forward to
compare notes with the engineer. That
time passed and no conductor appeared.
The engineer went back to find him; he
could not be found. What could have
become of him? Had he fallen off in
the darkness and been dashed to atoms
below?

It seemed to the engineer that the
train appeared to be shorter than it
should be. He counted the cars—
twenty three! He was sure he had
started with thirty; he consulted his
way bill—tAirty cars and seven were
missing!

When the light came he ran an engine
back over the road—down the seven
mile grade, around the curve, miles
further on. The seven cars had not
been seen or heard of. The track was
carefully examined;the rails wereintact
at all points, and no mark was found to
indicate where the cars had jumped the
track, if indeed that was the case. In
fact that was the only theory that could
account for this mysterious disappear-
ance of seven cars, a conductor and
three brakemen, suddenly swept from
the face of the earth. Yet there was no
sign left to mark the point of disappear-
ance.

For two weeks search was made in
the bottom of the canyon, but not a
single trace was found. The search was
abandoned and the tragedy became a
sad and mysterious anecdote of rail-
roading.

Months afterward a solitary pros-
pector was crawhng over the bowlders
at the bottom of the further side of this
canyon. Suddenlyin a crevice between
huge masses of fallen rock he came
across a single railway truck. The point
of the disaster was found. Some iron
work scattered far and wide, a few
splinters of wood—and that was all that
remained of the seven cars and their
contents, excepting some blades of
wheat that sprouted from a few cran-
nies by the stony bed of the rushing
stream.

Then it was seen that somewhere on
the seven mile grade the twenty fourth
car had broken loose; the seven had
darted like lightning down the incline,
striking the curve at the bottom, the
cars had shot like cannon ball far out
into the black abyss and had fallen
down a thousand feet with a fall so ter-
rible as to be ground to dust that left no
trace.

And of the poor men who met a mer-
cifully instant death, their only tomb-
stone was a car truck.

THE HAND THAT SHOOK THE PRINCE'S.
MORRISON—' Have you mnoticed how
Stivey Winthrog always wears a glove on
his right hand? i
ANSON—* Ya's. He met the Prince of
ales and shook hands with him in Lon-
don, last summer. Hasn't washed his hand
since. Has to keep it gloved."—Life.
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MOUNTAIN PINES.
SEE, on the mountain top afar,
‘Those lofty pinnacles that reach
So near to heaven that a star
Burns like a taper bright in each.

There, changeless all the season through,
That green cathedral lifts its spires,
The first to catch the morning dew,
The last to hold the sunset fires.
‘Within its aisles no sound is heard
While summer’s service decksthe nave;
Its altar knows no priest; no bird
Sings from the emerald architrave.

But when, wrapped in her shroud of snow,
Beneath the roof lies earth asleep,

A mournful music, measured, slow,
‘Wakes in the summit of yon steep.

That solemn dirge of winter brings
The heart to pondernthoughts divine;

It is God's harper strikes the strings
Stretched on the forest harp of pine!

~—FRANK DEMPSTER SHERMAN.

[(This Story begum in Number 469.]

A SPLIT IN THE GLUB;

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

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

CHAPTER XX—(CONTINUED.)
ON BOARD LA LIBERTAD.

“ ES; and that would be all the
more reason we should catch
the schooner,” responded the

ranchman.

The Ulysses was quickly under full
speed on her way back to the city, and
instructions were given to the chief en-
gineer to ‘‘hurry her,” that the least
possible time might be lost in starting
another pursuer after the schooner.

Fortunately the revenue tug was met
coming down the harbor after Marshal
Guard, and though it was now rapidly
growing dark, they had no difficulty in
identifying her by her signals.

The marshal hailed ker, and instructed
her captain to follow, overtake and
capture, the Stars and Stripes at all
hazards.

““Why not let us go with him ?" inter-
posed Uncle Dick, meaning himself and
Brandon.

«It would do no good, Dick. They
will surely overtake the schooner, don't
you worry,” replied the marshal. ‘‘ Be-
sides, I want your assistance in a little
matter this evening.”

« What is it?" asked the ranchman,
trying to quell hisanxiety and tobelieve
his friend's assurance.

¢ One of my deputies is on that tug
and the other is absent. I have instruc-
tions to seize that steamer, La Libertad,
and I want to do it this evening if you
will permit me to swear you in as deputy
to help me.”

« All right,” asserted Uncle Dick, who
did not object to the noveity of an ad-
venture. **Can Brandon go with me "

¢t Certainly; we'll need a little extra
display of force.”

“* Now, Guard, tell us how you un-
covered this man Carbine,” added the
ranchman.

The marshal breifly related how he
had received information of the ship-
ment of a large amount of ammunition
to Brownsville by the insurgents’ sym-
pathizers; how he had gone there, and
discovered that the contraband goods
had been cleared on the schooner
Stranger, Carbine, master, and how he
bad learned, from a fisherman, of the
wreck of the Stranger on Lagoon
Island and the transfer of her cargo.
the next day, to the Stars and Stripes.
Judging from the description of the
commander of the war vessel La Inde-
pendencia, and later, captain of the La
Libertad, as given by the deserter on
the coal barge, who insisted his name

was Felipe Fernando, the marshal was
positive that the war vessel’s comman-
der and Captain Carbine were the same.
To support this conclusion, he called
attention to the fact, as given by the
deserter, that the captain of the La
Libertad had gone off soon after the
fatter's arrival in the harbor on some
mysterious mission.

When the marshal had finished, the
three indulged in much speculation as
to what Captain Carbine would do with
the schooner and her cargo if she should
possibly elude the revenue brig.

“1 don’t think 'you need have any
anxiety about the boys,” concluded
Guard. ‘It is no doubt as the two
deserters state—that Carbine intends to
put the yacht’s cargo on La Liber-
tad when she comes out, but, as we
know, he'll not have the chance. Fail-
ing that,he will no doubt cruise about till
he meets the man of war and transfers
it to her. This, too, we know is doubt-
ful, as the tug will surely catch him.
So we have his guns spiked all around.
No matter what he does,I am almost
sure he has no intention of going to the
Bahamas, or even near Cuba, for a
Spanish war vessel would be sure
to nail him and swing him to the yard-
arm; and I'm equally sure no harm will
be done to the boys.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” added
Uncle Dick, as he thought of Ralph's
recklessness and love of excitement,
then the possibility of the injury or
death of Fluster, whom he might after-
ward discover was really his son, oc-
curred to him, and increased his
anxiety.

In response to a question from his old
friend, concerning the name of the de-
serter the Ulysses had picked up,
Uncle Dick briefly related the story of
his lost son and the recent develop-
ments concerning him. After express-
ing his surprise at the revelation of the
ranchman's marriagé. Marshal Guard
tendered his sympathy, and repeated
his assurance that the schooner would
be overtaken. If the deserter was on
board of her, as they had some slight
reason to believe he would be, the re-
venue tug would bring him back with
the others.

It was dark when the Ulysses reached
the vicinity of the judges’ boat, which
was still at anchor awaiting the return
of some of the yachts.

Before any questions could be asked
concerning the strange conduct of the
Stars and Stripes and the Ulysses, Mar-
shal Guard, with Uncle Dick and Bran-
don, went on hoard the official’s steam
launch, which had been waiting for him.
The deserter was left on the Ulysses, to
be taken up to the city.

The launch was headed up the bay,
and in a short time was alongside La
Libertad. Before disembarking, the
marshal handed each of his companions
a pistol, which they stowed away out of
sight, and he affixed to the ranchman's
coat a silver badge, similar to the one
he himself wore.

After being hailed, they steamed
alongside a landing stage, and mounting
the steps, were soon standing on the
steamer’s deck.

An officer met them, who said he was
the commander, and gave his name as
Erben.

Marshal Guard stated his errand, and
with considerable surprise and some
agitation he could not conceal, the offi-
cer led the way to the cabin.

Here the marshal produced and read
his documents of authority, and took
possession of the steamer in the name
of the United States government, which
prohibited her leaving port until form-
ally released.

Captain Erben did not permit the
action without protest, but when it had
been done he treated his visitors court-

eously, and placed his cabin and three
staterooms at their disposal.

‘“Thank you,” said the marshal; ‘*but
I won't remain with you tonight. I
have to return to the city, and will leave
my deputy and his assistant in charge."

In a few moments he had gone, and
Uncle Dick and Brandon looked about
them before going to bed. What they
saw then, and after they had retired to
their staterooms, was not calculated to
make them satisfied with their situation.
Could they have known what was going
to happen, they would have backed out
and insisted on being put ashore while
they had a chance.

CHAPTER XXI.
THE SAILING OF LA LIBERTAD.

“ DON'T know as I like this busi-
ness, Uncle Dick,” remarked
Brandon, after the departure of

Marshal Guard, as he cast his eyes curi-

ously about the cabin of La Libertad.

‘“Suppose the captain of this vessel

should take it into his head toup anchor

and carry us off with him?”

The officer of the steamer, who had
given his name as Erben, and who
claimed to be her captain, had gone out
a few minutes before.

‘“He wouldn't dare do that, Bran,”
laughed Uncle Dick in a low voice. *I
know other nations haven't that respect
for our government that they ought to
be made to have, but it’s all our own
fault, as long as we won't improve our
miserable excuse for a ravy. But this
fellow isn't going to defy our authority
right in one of our own harbors.”

‘ By the way, does this officer declare
himself the commander of this vessel,
when we know from the marshal's story
he is noshing of the kind. and why didn't
the marshal question that statement?”
asked the nephew.

“ Of course the officer has an objectin
passing for the skipper, and I suppose
Guard did not think it in the line of his
duty to reveal that he knew differently.
But you can rest assured that this
steamer will not turn a blade of her
screw till she is released by the mar-
shal.”

‘“ Ah, gentlemen,” exclaimed Captain
Erben, as he entered the cabin at that
moment, * as the evening is young yet,
I fear you will find it irksome waiting
till bedtime. Won't you join me in a
glass of wine—I have some rare old
Amontillado sherry—and a cigar after-
wards?”

“ Thank you, captain, you're very
kind,” replied Uncle Dick, in tones of
assent. ¥

The captain of the Cuban touched a
bell, and in a few minutes a decanter of
wine, with glasses, and some cigars,
were deposited on the cabin table by a
dark skinned attendant.

Uncle Dick partook of the wine and
lit a cigar, in which he was joined by the
commander, but Brandon refused both.
The young man could not help looking
with suspicion on the drink so promptly
proffered, though that was not the
reason he had declined, for he never in-
dulged in liquor of any kind and never
used tobacco in any form.

Captain Erben became very loqua-
cious, and seemed to exert himself to
entertain his visitors. Though he
talked on many topics, he took particu-
lar care to avoid a discussion of the
troubles in Cuba, and of the mission of
his two guests.

Then he proposed a game of cards,
but as the ranchman cared to play noth-
ing but whist, and Brandon did not play
at all, the game fell through, and the
conversation was continued in a desul-
tory way.

‘“Whenever you are ready to retire,
gentlemen, the two forward staterooms
on the port side are ready for you,” fin-



ally remarked the captain, when he had
noted signs of sleepiness in the eyes of
the other two, especially in those of
Brandon.

© Thank you,” returned Uncle Dick,
rising and stretching his arms, *“Idon't
know but what it is time to turn in. I'll
smoke a cigar and take a turn on deck
first, though. Will you go with me,
Brandon 2"

Brandon made his answer by rising
and stepping toward the cabin door.
‘There was no drowsy look in his eyes
then; in fact, they appeared to be un-
usually wide awake.

The ranchman deliberately bit off the
end of a fresh cigar, and lighting it,
turned to follow his nephew.

** I—er—you will find a pleasant place
to sit or walk on the starboard quarter,
under the awning, Mr. Morton,” said
Captain Erben, an odd expression, pos-
sibly arrogance and disappointment on
his face, as his visitors, with their backs
toward him, passed through the cabin
door.

T tell you, Uncle Dick, they're up to
something on this schooner,” said
Brandon in an excited whisper, hardly
waiting till they were fairly out on
deck. *We've just done what that
captain didn't want us to do.”

“I guess not,” laughed Uncle Dick.
““You're looking for an exciting adven-
ture, Brandon, and are bound to have
it
* He didn't make himself so agreeable
for nothing,” insisted Brandon. * Peo-
ple don't generally treat the minions of
the law, as they are called, with such
<ourteous hospitality, when they are
performing their duties. I tell you he
didn’t want us to come on deck.”

* Ol yes they do, Brandon,” returned
the uncle, carelessly; ‘‘but we'll look
around and see if there is anything to
:support your conclusion.”

They sauntered forward, glancing
keenly about them in the light of anum-
ber of lanterns, two lashed to the fore
siirouds, and several near the foremast.

A group of men were clustered down
under the bulwarks in the waist, who
they decided were the members of the
watch on duty, and a larger number
were scattered about the forecastle,
standing and lounging in various at-
titudes.

As they advanced, some of the men,
who  were moving about, brushed
.against them, and glanced up with cu-
riosity into their faces.

**A good many men, don’t you
think ?" whispered Brandon, at a favor-
.able opportunity.

“Not too many—not more than
forty,” replied Uncle Dick cautiously.

‘* There's a cannon,” continued Bran-
don in low tones, nodding toward the
port bow; ‘‘and I declare there's a
stand of arms about the foremast.”

A closer inspection revealed a small
steel cannon, hardly as large as those
-on the Stars and Stripes, and a number
of muskets and carbines in a rack.

“That cannon doesn't indicate any-
thing—a great many vessels carry one
—but this looks more like business,”
said Uncle Dick, as they stopped near
the arms about the mast. ‘‘However,
I don't think we need have any fear
.about being carried off, and we might
as well turn in."”

Though he tried to believe as his
uncle did, Brandon was apprehensive
that something was going to happen,
and was so nervous he could not go to
sleep when he sought the berth in his
stateroom.

His room was an end one, on the port
side, in the forward part of the cabin,
and a square window opened from it
toward the waist of the vessel.

As it was a warm night this window
was up, and Brandon found a sort of
fascination in watching through it
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(which he could do from his reclining
position in the berth,) the forms of the
men as they moved about in the dim
light of the lanterns.

Even when his nervousness had worn
off in some degree, this occupation still
kept him awake for some time.

Just as he was finally dozing off in
utter weariness, the window was dark-
ened, and a face peered in and was then
almost instantly withdrawn. Brandon
awoke with a start, hardly able to de-
cide whether he had been dreaming, or
had really seena man's face at the open-
ing.

But he was wide awake now, and
watched the window with staring eyes.
If some one had looked in, why were
they watching him so closely, he asked
himself? There was certainly some-
thing going to happen, he decided, and
his old uneasiness returned to him in in-
creased fold.

He had hardly reached this decision,
when a face unmistakably 474 appear at
the window, and its owner glanced
keenly about the darkened stateroom,
as Brandon could detect by the shining
whites of the fellow's eyes.

Brandon was decidedly startled, but
he made no movement, and had the
presence of mind to half close his eyes,
that the watcher should not see he was
awake.

As soon as the face disappeared, he
sprang softly out of the berth, and
quickly arranging the bed clothes in the
rough semblance of a human form, he
hurriedly pulled on his trousers and
took up a position in a dark corner
nearest the window.

He had just done this, when he heard
a commotion on deck, and deciding it
was a favorable opportunity to recon-
noiter, he peered cautiously around one
side of the window frame.

He was just 1n time to see four figures
follow each other over the rail, on the
side where the landing stage and steps
were situated. The foremost one car-
ried a small box, with a handle on the
lid like a medicine chest, and was evi-
dently an officer, judging from his cap;
the others had the appearance of lands-
men.

When Brandon had fully noted them,
mentally deciding that they had just
come on board from a small boat, and
wondering who the late visitors could
be, he let his eyes wander about the
deck between himself and the fore-
castle.

He was fairly fascinated by what he
saw, and if the fellow who had been
watching him had appeared at the win-
dow then, 1t is doubtful if he would
have made a move to conceal himself.

The deck was swarming with people,
and it did not require a close inspection
to convince him that there were twice
as many men there as there had been
earlier in the night. But the number
of men did not startle him so much as
the fact that most of them were armed
with cutlasses and revolvers, while
others were employed in hoisting a
steel cannon out of the forward hatch,
three of which he could see were already
put in place on carriages.

To say that Brandon was tremen-
dously excited, would be putting it
mildly. He fairly shook with nervous-
ness at the startling discovery, and his
first thought was to acquaint Uncle
Dick with what he had seen.

He hurriedly pulled on his coat and
reached for his shoes, sinking to the
deck to put them on.

While he was doing this, he heard
footsteps on the deck outside near the
window, and a voice which said:

“Did you bring the pilot off with
you?"

‘* Yes, he's in the waist talking to the
first officer, and trying to back out of
the job.”

‘““He is?” responded the first voice,
with a soft laugh; *little good it will
do him. We might as well get under
way without further delay.”

I knew it,” gasped Brandon, under
his breath, as the voices moved off out
of hearing ; **we're in for it.”

He quickly got his shoes on, and slip-
ping tou the stateroom door, opened it
carefully on a crack, and looked cau-
tiously into the cabin. Though the
swinging lamp was turned low, there
was light enough to show him that the
apartment was deserted.

Opening the door swiftly and noise-
lessly, Brandon tiptoed to the door of
the stateroom next to his, which was
occupied by the ranchman.

Fortunately the door was not locked,
and he lost no time in getting into the
room and closing it after him.

The ranchman was sound asleep, and
Brandon reached into the berth and
shook him, saying at the same time, in
a thrilling whisper:

*It is [-Brandon—Uncle Dick. Get
up, quick; there's a crowd of armed
men on the deck of this steamer, with
four cannon mounted, and she is going
to get under way at once.”

Uncle Dick was instantly wide awake,
and out on the deck, as he asked:

‘“How do you know this, Brandon ?”

Brandon hurriedly told what he had
seen and heard, and by the time he fin-
ished the ranchman was dressed. Then
the latter opened the door saying:

“Come on, we'll see what this means.”

They passed into the cabin, but they
had hardly taken two steps toward the
door leading to the deck, when it was
opened and Captain Erben, followed by
the man with the box Brandon had
already seen, and two others, entered.

‘“What is the matter, gentlemen?"
inquired the captain, showing clearly
he was surprised, though his words did
not indicate it. Do you find trouble in
sleeping? Maybe the cabin is too
warm.”

“I understand you have an armed
force on board and intend to put to sea
at once,” anncunced Uncle Dick, pro-
ceeding at once to business.

‘“Indeed,” returned Captain Erben
coolly. **May I ask if you and your
assistant are armed?”

As he concluded he exhibited a re-
volver, and the men who had followed
him into the cabin did the same.

There was no help for it, and Uncle
Dick and Brandon handed over the re-
volvers which the marshal had given
them, and which they had brought with
them from their staterooms.

“Yes, Mr. Morton, we're going to
sail, and we'll have to take you along
for a short distance,” continued the
Cuban captain, as he took the pistols.

‘“What does this mean, Captain
Erben?” demanded the ranchman
sternly.

“ See! this is what it means,” returned
the other, with a significant motion of
his finger about his neck, to indicate a
hangman's noose; ‘1 have contraband
goods on board, and this is life or death
with mel"

CHAPTER XXII
CAPTAIN CARBINE SHOWS HIS HAND.

HE crew of the Stars and Stripes
lost no time in obeying Ralph
Morton's order to get under way,
after the discovery by Jack Neil that
the revenue tug was approaching from

the direction of the harbor.

The fasts were cut loose from the
outer gabion, and in very short order
the schooner wore around, and was fly-
ing before the stiff breeze which was
still blowing. Her course was straight
out into the Gulf, at right angles with
the trend of the coast.

Right here, we wish to assure the
reader that we do not approve of
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Ralph's seizure of the Stars and Stripes,
or of his hazardous venture, contrary
to the wishes of his skipper and the
other members of the yacht club. But
we are compelled to tell the events of
this story just as they happened, and
must admit that if it hadn’t been for
this same action of the ‘* uneasy spirits™
we would not now have any story to
tell, and could just as well place right
here the word ** finis.” Ralph was after-
ward willing to acknowledge that, for
some reasons, he was sorry, and for
others, he was glad, he had engaged in
the enterprise.

Slightly chagrined that he had not got
rid of the obstinate skipper as soon as
he thought he would, Ralph returned
with Manly to the cabin for a moment,

-with his thoughts full of another matter.

Fluster was left on deck talking to the
stranger who had been taken off the
gabion. Ralph's curiosity had Dbeen
aroused by the words the latter had
whispered to him, which had prompted
him tolet the man remain on board, and
he wished to see and talk to the stranger
at the earliest opportunity.

“I'm with you in body, if not in
spirit,” laughed Manly, seating himself
when they reached the cabin.

‘“Yes; but not for long, Frank,” re-
turned Ralph. ‘ We'll put you ashore
so you can get in a landsman'’s bed be-
fore midnight.”

‘“Then you'll join me, old fellow,”
chuckled the skipper captive.

‘““ Why ? What do you mean ?"

““You'll never be able to run away
from that tug, and we'll all go back to-
gether.”

“I guess not; even 1f she catches
us they have no authority to hold us,”
declared Ralph boldly, though there was
not a great deal of confidence in his
tones.

“You'll find that Uncle Dick or the
fellows have had no trouble in fixing up
a charge which will hold you,” added
Manly.

“That remains to be seen,” said
Ralph, for the want of amore undaunted
reply.

He was really worried, for he did not
see how it was possible for them to elude
the revenue tug.

‘“Mr. Morton, may I beg of you the
favor to untie these cords,” spoke up St.
Cyr. ‘They are far from comfortable,
and as it is pleasanter to be at liberty, I
beg to inform you that I cast my lot
with you."

‘“ Oh, you do,” laughed Ralph; * that's
very kind and considerate of you, Mr.
St. Cyr."

** Very well; there you are,” he con-
tinued, as he cut the exquisite's bonds;
‘“but you can't remain below, as you
might be induced to liberate the
skipper.”

* What do you take me for ?” demanded
St. Cyr, in fine scorn. ‘‘ Have I not told
you I was with you?”

“Take you for what you are, my
hearty,” chuckled Ralph. *Up you go
on deck now."”

The exquisite was about to ask fur-
ther what he meant, when Ralph mo-
tioned him peremptorily up the steps.

When St. Cyrreached the deck, Ralph
followed and closed the cabin slide after
him.

Darkness had by this time begun to
settle over the Gulf, and some of the
crew were putting the signal lights in
position. The tug astern had already
displayed her red and green lights, and
judging from these, Ralph saw that she
was considerably nearer, and no doubt
gaining on them. The sight of the other
vessel's lights instantly suggested to
him a plan to elude their pursuer, which
he immediately put into effect.

“Take in those signal lamps, Jack,
and put them out,” was his order to
young Neil.
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This was quickly done, and he con-
tinued, as he again took his place at the
wheel, relieving Barry Oakes:

¢ Get something from the cabin,
Barry, to shade the binnacle lamp.”

Barry quickly brought an old coat
from the cabin, and it was wrapped
about the binnacle in such a way as to
leave the smallest possible hole through
which to see the compass. Only a slen-
der spear of light came through the
opening, which could not be seen a few
feet away from the wheel.

‘“ Now, then, fellows,” remarked Ralph
with satisfaction to those about him
when this arrangement was completed,
“we'll show those on the tug a Yankee
trick. We can see by their lights ex-
actly where they are, and they could do
just the same with us. Well, as the
night gives every promise of being a
very dark one in a few minutes, I'm
going to double back on our course and
pass her, just like Brer Fox does ashore,
when he doubles on his trail. We'll
then follow the coast to the eastward,
while the tug will no doubt keep on
straight out into the Gulf unless those
on board of her find out their mistake.
By that time we'll be so far away they
can't see us."”

A chorus of approval greeted the un-
folding of this stratagem, and Captain
Carbine said admiringly:

“You're a genius, young man. If
these Cubans had a few like you they'd
be worth more to them. than additional
vessels and soldiers.”

“I'm afraid they’ll have to get on
without me,” laughed Ralph, pleased at
the compliment; and he added:

*Now, fellows, I don't want a light of
any kind made on board, or any loud
talking, and when we come about see
that as little noise as possible is made
by the shifting booms and tackle. Sound
travels far on the water, you know.”

Ralph's directions were followed im-
plicitly. The crew talked in whispers,
though they did not have much to say
to each other, as they were too intently
occupied in watching the pursuing tug,
and waiting for the moment when they
would pass her going in the opposite
direction.

As Ralph had said, the night gave
every indication of being a dark one.
The clouds, which had accompanied the
strong northeast wind all day, were still
scudding across the heavens. They
hung low, with black shadings under-
neath, as though they were the fore-
runners of a rain storm, and there was
no moon to pierce, with its beams, the
light rifts between them.

Though the tug continued to gain on
the schooner, it was soon so dark that
nothing could be seen of her but her
lights. Then, feeling confident their
movements could not be seen by their
pursuer, as they displayed no light,
Ralph immediately put his ruse into
effcct. He lost no time in doing this,
because ne feared that, if the tug was
allowed to get any nearer before making
the move, those on board of her might
be able to see the schooner's great white
sails through titie darkness, or hear the
noisc made by coming about.

 Haul in your sails slowly,” whispered
Ralph to Barry, and the order was
passed to the crew.

As the sheet ropes were pulled cauti-
ously through the blocks, with little or
no noise, Ralph threw the schooner's
head around to port.

The sheets were made fast, and the
schooner darted off, making a great
deal of fuss with the water as she ca-
reened over and piled the broken foam-
ing waves in front of her.

Her course was now at an acute angle
to that of the tug. The latter being on
one leg of an isosceles triangle, the
Stars and Stripes being on the other
one, going in the opposite direction,
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with the apex at the point where the
schooner came about, and the base on
the coast, it follows that the nearer the
two vessels approached each other per-
pendicularly, the further they got apart
horizontally.

After the schooner came about, and
until she was well on her way on the
back track, Ralph closely watched their
pursuer. But the tug did not change
her course, which indicated that those
on board had not heard the noise of the
shifting sails, and did not suspect the
pursued ones had doubled on their
course.

She kept on straight out into the
Gulf, and Ralph waited ir some anxiety
and uncertainty till the schooner should
pass the point where the two vessels
would be directly opposite each other.
He was not so sure that they would be
far enough away so that those on the
tug would not hear the noise the
schooner kicked up in the water as she
beat to windward.

The crew of the Stars and Stripes
needed no word of caution to remain
quiet, for they were as much interested
as the sailing master, and hardly ex-
changed a whisper. Captain Carbine,
too, did not say a word, but watched as
intently as the rest the progress of the
tug. .

The schooner reached the danger
point, and it seemed to those on board
that the boiling, foaming waves on their
lee sounded like a young Niagara. But
she went sweeping by, the tug's green
light disappeared, then her red one, and
finally nothing could be seen of her but
the swinging white light at her stern.

‘“ We've done it,” exclaimed Ralph,
with a sigh of relief, ‘*and you can tell
‘em good by, fellows.”

‘Mr. Morton, that was very neatly
done,” exclaimed Captain Carbine,
grasping Ralph’s hand. ‘It takes a
Yankee to beat the world.”

“ Yes, so England and several others
have found out,” laughed Ralph.

Ralph gave up the wheel to the mate
again, and as soon as the light on the
tug was hull down with the water, and
had all but disappeared, the schooner’s
signal lights were replaced, and a lamp
was lighted in the cabin.

As it was long past meal time, one of
the crew, who had volunteered as a
cook, began to prepare supper from the
limited supplies on board; for none of
the vessels of the club ever started ina
race without a small quantity of pro-
visions, such as coffee, tea, crackers,
dried beef, and other easily prepared
viands.

They had more than once found this a
wise provision, for during the progress
of a regatta they werc often delayed, or
met with some disaster which kept them
out late, and made the food very grate-
ful to the ravenous young gentlemen.

While the mecal was being prepared
Ralph passed the word for the stranger
who had been taken from the gabion to
be sent to him.

Captain Carbine followed him there.
Ralph did not like this, as he wished to
speak to the stranger about a matter he
did not care that the captain should
overhear. However, he decided that,
as soon as he had learned something of
the man himself, (which he had no ob-
jection to the captain hearing.) he would
request the skipper of the Stranger to
retire. '

Captain Carbine seated himself at the
head of the cabin table, almost under
the swinging lamp, while Ralph took a
chair at one side of it. Frank Manly
was half reclining on a cushion secat
back of him.

“You're the only one of us who will
sleep in a landsman's bed tonight,
Frank,” remarked Ralph with a smile,
as he turned his head over his shoulder
and looked at his skipper.

‘““How's that? Where's the tug ?”

* Out of sight,” began Ralph, butas a
figure just then descended the cabin
steps, and the sailing master saw it was
the stranger, Manly did not receive the
explanation he was no doubt anxious to
hear.

The man stepped forward in the cir-
cle of light cast by the shade on the
swinging lamp, and raised his cap,
which he held in his hand, to his fore-
head in salute to those at the table.

Then, with staring and wide opened
eyes, he fell back a step, as if inclined
to retreat up the cabin stairs, and ex-
claimed:

** Captain Mauzum!”

‘“What do you mean?” demanded
Ralph with curiosity, and some sur-
prise.

‘“ Him,” responded the man, as if he
already regretted the involuntary dec-
laration, and he raised a trembling fin-
ger in the direction of Captain Carbine.
‘ He is Captain Manuel Mauzum.”

**Who is Captain Mauzum?” contin-
ued Ralph quickly, glancing toward the
captain; but he saw on the latter's face
only a look of mild surprise.

**He is the captain of the Cuban war
vessel La Independencia, and lately in
command of the insurgent steamer La
Libertad,” was the astonishing reply.

“Is this true, Captain Carbine?”
asked Ralph skeptically, but still some-
what startled, as he turned toward the
captain.

‘“The man is on the wrong tack,” re-
plied the latter with a careless laugh.
“I never heard of Captain Mauzum be-
fore.”

“You must be mistaken, my man,”
remarked Ralph to thestranger. ** What
makes you think he is Captain Mau-
zum ?"

** Why, because he looks like him.”

¢ What is your name and how do you
happen to know Captain Mauzum ?”
asked Captain Carbine.

‘** Felipe Fernando,” was the prompt
reply; and, after some hesitation, he
briefly added what the reader already
knows—that he was one of the crew of
La Independencia who had been
transferred to the hold of La Libertad;
that he had deserted from the latter,
and that, after he had been picked up
by a steam yacht, he had been put
ashore at Bolivar Light, at his own re-
quest, as he hoped to get aboard of
some outward bound vessel from the
jetty.

*“And what do you know about my
uncle's son?” asked Ralph promptly,
when the man had finished, though he
had been intensely interested in the
fellow's story.

Fernando hesitated again, and glanced
at the others present in a demurring
way, as if he did not want them to hear
what he had to say.

“I beg your pardon, Captain Car-
bine," said Ralph, who had asked his
question of the deserter without think-
ing of the captain being present, ‘* would
you kindly retire on deck for a few min-
utes? This man says he has some in-
formation of importance to my uncle.”

“ Certainly,” replied the captain, ris-
ing and stepping to the companionway;
but, unobserved by the others, he cast a
keen and menacing glance at the de-
serter.

He had hardly disappeared through
the slide at the head of the steps, when
Fernando grasped Ralph by the arm,
and said, in a thrilling whisper:

““That man is Captain Mauzum, for
all he denies it so well, and he's up to
no good here. How does it happen he
is with you?" :

Still skeptical of the truth of the as-
sertion, Ralph briefly told of the wreck
of the Stranger, and the arrangement
made with Captain Carbine to convey
her cargo to Galveston. He then added,

as an explanation of their present po
sition, an account of the scheme of him-
self and friends to seize the schooner
and carry the cargo to Nassau, thus.
getting a thousand dollars for the ser-
vice and the coveted cruise in the bar-
gain.

‘*“Whew!"” whistled Fernando, which
meant either amazement or a pprehem
sion, for it seemed that what could be:
seen of his brown, weather beaten face,
through his beard, was a shade paler.
** You and your friends are in for it, an®
there are lively times ahead for you.
That stuff in your hold is no more rock
and mineral than it is blue mud. 7%ose
boxes are full of cartridges and other am—
munition for carbines and rifles.”

‘‘Impossible!” gasped Ralph, spring—
ing to his feet and thoroughly startled.

*It's easily proven,” suggested Fer--
nando. ‘‘A hatchet, and a little work
on one of the boxes with it, will do the:
business.”

Ralph did not wait to say more, but.
started for the deck intent on satisfying:
himselt as to the nature of their cargo.

Though he was as startled and fright-
ened as Ralph was at what he had
heard, Manly could not help calling
after the latter, as he went up the stepsz

*“I told you so, and now I hope yow
are satisfied.”

Ralph heard the words, but they pro-
duced no impression on him in his pres-
ent excited state; but, as he remem-
bered them afterward, he said he could
forgive Manly almost everything but his.
crowing, croaking ‘I told you so.”

Without saying anything to his
friends, Ralph hastened to the galley,
and securing the axe there, and a lan-
tern, prepared to descend the fore
hatch.

‘‘ What are you going to do, Mr. Mor-
ton ?” asked Captain Carbine, as Ralphv
was about to remove the covering to-
the hatch.

“I'm going to move some of those
boxes that are bumping against the-
cabin partition,” answered Ralph read-
ily, who felt justified in the deception.

“Do you need an axe to help you?'™
demanded the captain, quickly and
keenly.

Ralph was disconcerted, and before-
he could think of a plausible reply, the
captain went on:

‘*No, you do not need an axe to move-
them, but you do need it to open one of
them. I'll save you the trouble by tell-
ing you what you will find.”

‘“What? " asked Ralph, amazed that
the other should understand his inten~
tions, and hardly knowing what to make
of his cool demeanor.

“You will find munitions of war,” was-
the startling, though corroborative,
declaration.

** What!” gasped Ralph, now tremen~
dously excited. ** What do you wean?™

“I mean just what I have said,” as-
serted Captain Carbine calmly, with a
steady, determined ring in his voice.
‘“ Are you as ready as ever to make that
thousand dollars, and put the stuff oo
board La Libertad, for that's where it
goes instead of to Nassau?”

‘It will never go there with my
help,” answered Ralph boldly. ** We'll'
put back to Galveston as fast as we can
get there.”

* We'll see, young man,” said the cap~
tain, drawing a revolver and cocking it.
‘“If you dare to change the course, or
give an order to do so, somebody wilk
get hurt. I'm captain here now.”

‘‘Help! Stand by me, fellows!”
shouted Ralph, gripping the axe, and
swinging it over his shoulder in a defi-
ant attitude.

Captain Carbine leveled the revolver
at the sailing master, and there was a
look of stern determination in his eyes
and on his face.

(70 be continued.)



A PRECIOUS TALISMAN.
“THERE'S not a cheaper thing on earth,
Nor yet one half so dear;
"Tis worth more than distinguished birth,
Or thousands gained a year.
fit lends today a new delight,
*Tis virtue's firmest shield;
And adds more beauty to the night
Than all the stars can yield.

dt maketh poverty content,
‘To sorrow whispers peace ;

1t is a gift from heaven sent,
For mortals to increase.

4t meets you with a smile at morn,
It lulls you to repose;

A flower for peer and peasant born,
An everlasting rose.

A charm to banish grief away—
To snatch the brow from care ;
“Turn tears to smiles, make dullness gay,
Spread gladness everywhere.
And yet 'tis sweet as summer dew
That gems the lily’s breast ;
A talisman for love as true
As ever man possessed.

“‘What may this wondrous spirit be,
With power unheard before—
“Thischarm, this bright amenity?
Good temper—nothing more.
Good temper—'tis the choicest gift
That mankind homeward brings,
And can the poorest peasant lift
To bliss unknown to kings.
—Newsdealer and Stationer.

(This Story began in No. 466.)

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

Awuthor of ** Boy Piomeer Series,” ‘* Deerfool
Series,” etc.
CHAPTER XXXII.
ALL TOGETHER.
RIGHAM EDWARDS stopped

short on hearing the signal of

Kenton, and he and his wife held
themselves ready to defend any attack
from the Indians, whom they knew to
o be in the neighborhood. Red Crow did
.a little thing which won the confidence
«f the couple, who could not help re-
garding him at first with some suspi-
<cion; he placed himself directly in front,
with his bow and arrow ready for use.

The little party was not kept long in
suspense. From among the trees strode
the athletic figure of the famous scout,
who, at that time was in his magnificent
prime. Directly behind him, walked
*Wharton Edwards and Larry Murphy.

At the sight of her son, the mother
forgot everything else. Dropping her
rifle to the ground, she ran forward with
the exclamation:

‘ Wharton! my darling boy!”

O mother, my dearest mother!”

The lad, equally forgetful, flung aside
tis weapon and met his beloved parent
more than half way, throwing his arms
about her neck, while both wept with
joy. The father smilingly advanced,
and waited until the youth was released.
Then he clasped the boy to his breast
with a happiness and gratitude as deep
and all pervading, though it was less
demonstrative.

Larry stepped blushingly forward,
when the way was clear, and was
warmly greeted in turn by the parents,
for he held a warm place in their hearts.
He was a dutiful and respectful youth,
who appreciated the unselfish goodness
those people had always shown to him.

Even the grim, iron hearted scout be-
trayed a suspicious moisture of the eyes
at the affecting scene. He looked onin
silence, while Red Crow gazed off
among the trees, as though he saw
something that interested him. What
strange musings coursed through that
warped brain is beyond the power of
fancy to imagine.

““ This Jere looks sorter like a family
reunion,” remarked Kenton with a
smile when the first flurry was over; 1
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shouldn’t wonder now, Brigham, if you
and Margaret thar are summat glad to
see the younkers agin.”

‘‘Indeed I shall always thank Heaven
for its mercies. Wife and I did not
sleep a wink last night after we learned
how bad things looked, and mnothing
could have kept us from hurrying to
them.”

** And how about you chaps ?” asked
the scout, turning toward the two
happy boys.

*“ Neither of us can express our thank-
fulness,” replied Wharton; ‘ we have
seen a good deal of trouble during the
last few days, but our suffering all the
time has been about them.”

‘Yis,” added Larry with a sigh; it
was mesilf that had not only them to
think about, but Whart was on me
hands, too, and there was times whin I
was ready to give up entirely.”

.‘ Well, Simon,” said the head of the
family, ** we have had good fortune so
far, but I have had enough experience
to know that we are not out of the
woods yet.”

“Not by a long shot,” was the ex-
pressive comment.

‘““How do things look to you?"

“ Yer see that Blazing Arrer and one
of his varmints has gone ahead and are
across the clearin out yender. They
know that we have started to go round
this part of the trail with the idee of
comin’ back agin beyend whar they're
watchin fer us.”

‘ And they will try to prevent us do-
ing so?”

‘That’s it, and it's goin’ to be a tough
job, with the hosses to take care of.”

“T've been thinking lately that the
only safe plan is to abandon the animals
and push on ourselves.”

‘““ That will give us the best show,
thar’s no doubt about that, but I hate
powerfully to let the varmints get
ahead of us even as much as that.”

**You and I, Simon, have tramped
the woods long enough to know that we
must take things as we find them. It's
a hundred times better that we should
leave the horses than to imperil our
lives by keeping them with us.”

¢ The man as would deny them senti-
ments is a fool, but we hain't got to that
p'int yet.”

“I notice that the ground is much
more difficult toget over than where we
turned out to avoid the swamp. Both
the horses fell once or twice with their
loads, and I had almost reached the
conclusion that we would have to turn
back or abandon them. They are the
only animals I own and their loss would
be a serious one, but it won't do to stop
at that.”

‘While this fragmentary conversation
was going on, Arqu-wao, or Red Crow,
held his position as motionless as be-
fore, and seemingly occupied with some-
thing among the trees, invisible to the
rest. The boys'noticed that he assumed
his old attitude, which had caused
them so much uneasiners before.
But, inasmuch as there could be no
misgiving now as to his intentions, they
were certain that their former suspi-
cions were unjust. When he surrendered
to them in the early light of that break-
ing morning, he did so unreservedly,
and had done his best to serve them. It
was a great comfort to know this, but
how much greater would it have been
had they known it from the first.

He showed a quicker perception than
any of his companions suspected, for he
understood the doubt 1n the minds of
the ranger and the settler concerning
the horses. Turning about he said:

‘ Arqu-wao show way to settlement.”

“But we know the way ourselves,”
said Mr. Brigham kindly.

‘Show way for hosses.”

““You mean by the trail yonder; we
have come over that, but the Shawanoes

are on the watch, and we dare not fol-
low it.”

‘‘Arquo-wao show way for hosses—
Shaw'noe don't know—get dere quick—
Shaw'noe don’t see.”

The pioneer turned to the scout.

‘‘He means to say that he knows of a
route to the settlement different from
the regular trail, ovér which we can
take the animals in safety.”

“ That's what the varmint is drivin’
at.”

‘“ What do you think of it, Simon ?”

The scout significantly touched his
forehead and shook his head.

‘I know that, but he has done well
so far. He lives by himself in the woods
and must be more familiar with it than
any of his people. I'm inclined to be-
lieve there is something in what he
says."”

‘I haven’t much faith in a chap whose
brain is twisted hind side afore, but I
don't know as it will do any harm to try
it; leastways we've stood here longer
than we oughter.”

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
THE NEW ROUTE.

IMON KENTON had spent so many
years of his life in the woods, and
had been among the Shawanoes so

much that he spoke their language like
anative. The reader need not be told
that he was once a prisoner of the Shaw-
anoes and was condemned to death by
them, but was saved through the inter-
ference of the renegade Simon Girty, to
whom the scout had done a kindness
years before, This is the only instance
of the kind known of that miscreant.

It had also fallen to the lot of Kenton to
run the gauntlet, and he had had despe-
rate scrimmages without number fwith
members of that warlike tribe. His fre-
quent association with them, his compa-
nionship with the extraordinary but un-
fortunate Deerfoot, had given him a
mastery of the tongue used by those
people.

Kenton now turned to Red Crow and
addressed him in the language of his
tribe.

‘ Arqu-wao, tell me why you wish to
prove yourself the friend of the white
man."”

‘* Arqu-wao crept upon the pale faces;
they ran away with his canoe; they came
near his home, where the red and white
man must not come; Arqu-wao was
angry and sought to kill them; but they
went away; they did not hurt his canoe;
he followed them; he was about to kill
them when they slept, but they awoke;
they could have killed him, but they did
not; they spared his life; then the Great
Spirit whispered in his heart that he
must be the friend of the pale faced
youths; so Arqu-wao is their friend; he
will give his life for them.”

Kenton listened gravely to this singu-
lar statement. His knowledge of the
Indian charactar assured him thatevery
word was the truth. Red Crow did not
show by his words or manner that his
brain was not as clear as that of his
brother, Blazing Arrow. The probabili-
ty was that it was partially affected only
by the injury received years before. It
had led him to make a recluse of himself
and to indulge in some whimsical per-
formances. In other respects, as he had
proven, his cunning and ability were
greater than before. .

All doubt of hisloyalty removed, Ken-
ton proceeded straight to the business
he had in mind:

“ Today vou met your brother, and
you had a quarrel.”

The black eyes flashed.

“Blazing Arrow is a snake in the
grass, that bites when you are not look-
ing; he hates Arqu-wao; Arqu-wao hates
him; some time one will kill the other;
the Great Spirit has said so.”

*But you quarreled,” repeated Ken-
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ton, wishing to hear the explanation of
that wrangle.

‘* Blazing Arrow said to Arqu-wao
that he had turned against his people;
he said he had become the friend of the
white man, and he said he would kill
him.”

‘* And what did Arqu-wao do ?"

‘* He drew Ljis bow and arrow,” replied
Red Crow, with another flash of his
black eyes, ‘* but Blazing Arrow said he
would wait till he learned more; then he
would kill him.”

Kenton suspected this from what the
boys had told him, and he plainly fore-
saw that the fatal encounter must come,
sooner or later, between these brothers
who hated each other with consuming
hate.

‘“ You said that you know a better way
to the settlement, where we can take
the horses.”

‘ Yes—me know—me show,” replied
Red Crow with such haste that he un-
consciously dropped into English, which
he spoke ill.

‘“ Where isit?”

The Shawanoe pointed behind him and
almost in the direction of the lake, on
whose shore he made his home.

‘“Ober dere—not far—show de way.”

While Kenton believed in the truth-
fulness of the strange being, he was
disturbed by the fact that he him-
self had traversed this section so many
times that he was familiar with every
portion, and he could not recall any part
answering to the description of Red
Crow. He feared that while his inten-
tion was honest, the thing itself was
only a figment of the Indian's brain,
and that he was liable todraw them into
greater difficulties than before.

If this should prove to be the case, it
would be better to abandon the animals
at once, for the remark of Mr. Edwards
about the forest being most difficult of
passage was true. Not only that, but it
grew worse until it became absolutely
impassable for any quadruped as large
as a horse.

The plan the scout had in mind was
that of the whole party returning with-
out delay to the block house and waiting
till the danger pgssed. Inasmuch as
there was no call for haste on the part
of the pioneer in reaching his home,
this unquestionably was the better
course to adopt. But Kenton was curi-
ous to learn something more about this
new route, for he saw that if it proved
an actuality and was unknown to the
Shawanoes, it was sure to be of vast
value to himself and other rangers who
were compelled frequently to pass back
and forth between the.two points. So,
after a little more unimportant talk, he
added:

‘“ Well, Arqu-wao, we will follow you.
Show the way.”

It will be remembered that when the
pioneer and his wife set out with Red
Crow to find the boys, they left the twa
horses behind them. It was useless to
bring them back over the route that had
cost the animals so much labor, and
which would necessitate the whole thing
being done again. In order to carry
out the plan of Red Crow, it was neces-
sary to go to where the horses were or
to bring them back to the party.

Kenton asked him which should be
done, and he replied that they were to
await him where they were while he
brought the beasts to them. Accord-
ingly the company assumed new posi-
tions on the ground, Wharton sitting
close to his mother.

Before Red Crow left the boys re-
stored to him his knife and tomahawk,
so that he was as fully armed as before.
The Indian smiled in his shadowy way,
and showed that he appreciated the
confidence implied in the little act which
would have been performed before bad
it not been overlooked.
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When the Shawanoe was beyond hear-
ing, Kenton said:

‘I shouldn’t be surprised if that var-
mint had trouble afore he brings them
hosses back.”

*Why so?” asked Mr. Brigham.

“ We've been talkin’ and actin' as
though thar warn't one of them varmints
in ten miles of us; but I haven't forgot
that Blazing Arrow knows why you
turned off the trail with the hosses, and
if he hain't gone back himself he has
sent some of 'em to larn how things are
goin." L

* Why haven't they appeared to us?”

*“We ain't in the hole they want to
get us into," replied Kenton, who, in ac-
cordance with the custom of those of his
calling, kept glancing to the right and
left, on the lookout for the first ap-
pearance of peril. ‘‘They may have had
a peep at us, and they will keep an eye
on our movements, but they're more
likely to watch the hosses. They ain't
fur off, Brigham 2"

*“Noj; I'didn't go far with them.”

““Has Red Crow had time to reach
the spot 2"

“If he kept up the gait with which he
started, I should say he is about there.”

“Now, don't speak till I give the
word," said Kenton, in a low voice, ** but
listen with all your ears.”

The entire party assumed attitudes of
intense attention, and were rewarded
sooner than they anticipated. Amid
the profound stillness a sudden sharp
twanging noise reached them, followed
instantly by a smothered, gasping cry,
and then all was still.

The party looked in one another's
faces. No need of any one speaking a
word, for all knew what those awful
sounds meant.

Red Crow had driven an arrow into
some dusky thief with such swiftness
and force that he had no time to utter
the proverbial yell of his race when he
sank to the ground.

*Thar must have been only one of
‘em,” quietly remarked Kenton, ‘‘or
thar would be more of a rumpus. He
has started.”

The sound of the animals laboring
through the bushes and among the
trees was plainly heard, and a minute
later Red Crow appeared, leading the
pioneer’s horse while that of his wife
followed close behind.

It was agreed that no reference
should be made by any one to the trag-
edy that had taken place so near them.
They waited for Red Crow himself to
tell the story, but, though he was ques-
tioned quite closely he never told a
word.

¢ Arqu-wao,” said Kenton, in the
Shawanoe language, ‘‘ you have a single
tongue; you are a good Indian; now
lead the way; we believe in you and
will trust you to the death.”

For the first time since the Shawanoe
had joined them, his painted face gave
evidence of emotion. He stood for sev-
eral seconds with his eyes fixed on Ken-
ton, who calmly confronted him. He
was on the point of speaking and once
the boys who were studying his counte-
nance with curious interest, observed a
movement of the thin lips, but he
changed his mind and no words escaped
him.

Turning abruptly away, he held the
bridle rein of the pioneer's horse in one
hand, and with his long bowin the other
began moving through the wood, which
route may be roughly described as half
way between that just followed and the
course of the trail nearest them.

The work for a time was as hard as be-
fore and the animal showed so much
reluctance that in addition to the tug-
ging at the rein by the leader, he re-
quired some vigorous prodding from his
master before he could do his duty; but
ere long a pleasant fact became appar-
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ent to all: the wood was so open that it
was a comparatively easy matter for all
to advance. If it should remain thus,
they could push on with little more
trouble than that encountered in travel-
ing over the trail itself.

Of course, nothing was easier than for
the Shawanoes to follow the footprints
of the party, and it was to guard against
any surprisc of this kind that Kenton
remained some distance behind the
others.

CHAPTER XXXIV.
THE LAST HALT.

ITHIN the following half hour a
\/ pleasant surprise came to the
little party.

“My gracious!” exclaimed the pio-
neer to his wife, **do you see that, Mar-
garet ?"

He pointed to the ground between
them as he spoke and she ncdded her
head with a smile.

‘*We are traveling over a trail,” he
added; “ Red Crow is keeping his prom-
ise; he knows what he is doing.”

It was the truth. The path was
faintly marked, but it was unmistakable
and all knew the meaning. They were
approaching one of those open spaces,
known as **salt licks,” which are quite
numerous in Kentucky and Ohio. Natu-
rally they are the resort of animals, who
thread their way over long distances to
the spots, where the brackish moisture,
oozing through the ground, affords a
taste of the mineral which is as indis-
pensable to beasts as to human beings.

The bears, deer, buffaloes and other
inhabitants, journeying toward one
common point, gradually form paths
through the forest, into which addi-
tional brutes turn, adding to the dis-
tinctness of the trails, which sometimes
radiate outward from the common cen-
ter like the spokes of a wheel, until they
gradually lose themselves in the woods,
as the brutes diverge from the route,
whose individuality becomes lost like
the course of the streams in the sandy
wastes of Africa or the barren regions
of the Southwest.

By and by the path was as clearly de-
fined as the trail connecting the settle-
ment and the block house. A short dis-
tance further and they arrived at the
lick.

The favorite time for the wild ani-
mals to visit these places of refresh-
ment is early in the morning, but when
our friends arrived there, a huge wolf
was lapping the ground, on the other
side. They caught but a single glimpse
of him, when he skurried off among the
trees, vanishing in a twinkling.

The sight was a singular one, with
the ground worn smooth as the floor of
a barn by the licking of multitudinous
tongues and its moisture glistened in
the sunlight as if it had been oiled.

The horses showed their appreciation
of the luxury by stretching out their
necksand eagerly applying their tongues
to the saltish surface. They were
allowed to do so freely, and a few min-
utes later Kenton joined them. His
handsome face expanded with a broad
grin and he surprised all, especially the
recipient of the compliment, by slapping
Red Crow on the shoulder.

‘*Arqu-wao, you're a powerful good
chap, and here's my hand on it!"

The Shawanoe, rather gingerly, al-
lowed his palm to be almost crushed in
that of the scout.

‘*He's doin’ jes' what the varmint said
he would,” added Kenton, addressing
the rest of the party; ‘if nothin' don't
happen, he’ll land us at the settlement
all right, but we're going to be fol-
lered.”

‘*Have yvou discovered anything?”
asked Mr. Brigham.

**Not as yet, but they won't let us

slip away in this style without some
kind of a rumpus; we mustn't stay here
too long.”

Red Crow was of the same mind, fof
he tugged at the rein of the leading
horse, who was reluctant to abandon
his feast, while the pioneer had to work
as hard with the other before he would
leave the spot. The lick was skirted
and another trail ¢aken on the other
side, so that the journey was continued
in substantially the same direction as
before. Inasmuch, however, as this
path must soon dissipate itself, there
was some curiosity to know what their
guide would do when the point of van-
ishing was reached. Not a member of
the party. however, felt distrust of his
ability and loyalty to them.

Kenton, as before, fell to the rear, for
there was every reason to believe that
whenever the Shawanoes chose to make
a demonstration, it would be from that
quarter. As anticipated, the path grew
fainter as they progressed until it was
hardly perceptible, but the wood re-
mained open and progress was compara-
sively easy.

For some minutes before this the
whites had been sensible of a dull roar-
ing sound, which at times was quite
distinct, and then sank again beyond
their power of hearing.

‘1 believe that is the stream where
Larry and I had so much trouble yester-
day and last night,” said Wharton to his
father.

* Undoubtedly you are right.”

“ I wonderwhether he intends we shall
cross it."

*If he does he knows the way.”

I guess we will not, for you know
the regular trail doesn't take the other
side.”

* But if he means to follow a new
course to the settlement it may be neces-
sary.”

The afternoon was well along, and
none of the party had eaten anything
since early morning. All were hungry,
but though there wasa substantial lunch
inthe packscarried by the horses, no one
spoke of it. They were too desirous of
getting forward while the opportunity
was theirs to pay any attention to their
appetites.

They had not yet reached the torrent
which was now close at hand, when Red
Crow halted the animals and said to the
pioneer:

“Wait here—Arqu-wao go head—won't
stay long—want to see.”

Mr. Edwards bowed his head, signify-
ing that it should be as he wished, and
the Shawanoe was off in a twinkling
before Kenton, who was hardly out of
sight to the rear, could come up. He
soon appeared and inquired what had
taken place.

*Thar's trouble,” was his emphatic
comment.

‘ How can you know that ?” asked the
pioneer with slight impatience; * you
haven't seen anything.”

“ We're not far from where the younk-
ers had the row yesterday; the lake
isn't more'n half a mile up stream, and
the reg'lar trailain’t that fur off in tother
direction.”

“Don’t you think Red Crow is acting
wisely ?”

“No one could do as well. Itain't
that, but I told you we wouldn’t reach
the settlement without a rumpus. He
means to take us across the gorge. The
other varmints may not know the course
we've took, but they'll be smart enough
to 'spect that we'll try to cross at this
spot, and some of 'em will be on the
watch thar as sure as you're born. Wait
hyar whar ye be till I go ahead and larn
how things stand. I think Red Crow is
likely to need me.”

The words proved true sooner than
the sagacious scout suspected.

(70 be concluded.)

TOMORROW,
“ THERE is an island full of pleasant places.
For which men hunger as the day grows

old,
And thitherward they turn with lifted
faces,
Longing to rest them in its blessed fold.

“ No grief, they say, may steal within its
border ;
There hurt wounds heal them swiftly of
their smart;
While sweet forgetfulness doth stand as
warder
To still the aching tumults of the heart.

** There, too, today's brief joys shall have
great increase,
And allits longings shall find blessed gain,
‘While to the toiler there shall come sweet
surcease,
For, lo! this island knoweth naught of
pain.”
Then one whose life had felt the fevered
throbbings
Of great wounds gotten in the day’s swift
tide,
Turned, and gave eager question, touched
with sobbings,
Unto the mighty chorus at his side :

“ Where is this land for which with strong
persistence
The men of every age and clime do long ?"”
And swift in answer, full of sweet in-
sistence,
Uprose the strident echo of a song :

* Behold the island that is void of sorrow,
And for whose shelter men have long
made quest,
We have not seen, but it is called To-
morrow—
The land within whose borders there is
rest.”
—Harper's Weekly.

THE MONITORS.

N March gth, 1862, the great ram,
Merrimac, lay in Hampton Roads;
she was on the point of seizing

the two ships which the day before she
had fsuccessfully battered into submis-
sion, when there came gliding in from
the sea a most curious little vessel. It
looked like little more than a plate deck ,
on which was a circular tower and, after- {\
ward, some one appropriately spoke of
it as a Yankee cheese box on a raft.

The story of the fight on that day be-
tween the Monitor and the Merrimac is
one of the most sensational events in
this country’s history and is familiar to
every boy in the land. Tt is mentioned
here to remind them of what has been
said in a previous paper—that this de-
vice of the late Captain Ericsson gave
the suggestion that has modified the
navies of the whole world. In every
cruiser and battle ship of today are
details of armor or other construction
evolved from hints derived from the
original Monitor.

This country has chosen well to pre-
serve, with wide modifications, the type
of the little giant of the Roads. The
type is an armored vessel of exception-
ally low free board (deck very close to
the water line), with an impenetrable,
circular revolving turret and with al}
the other essential parts of the vesseb
below the water line. The * cheese box
on a raft " isan apt description of the
type.

Five modern monitors were ordered Fy
to be built for harbor defense and one, 3
the Miantonomoh, has been completed.
It is a craft 260 feet long and little more
than two feet of the hull appears above
the water. This hull is protected with
an armor belt of steel plates 7 inches
thick, within which and below the deck
are all the powerful machinery, the
stores of fuel, a swarm of hardy men
and their quarters.

Above the smooth deck appear the
two circular turrets, protected by steel
armor plates 11 1-2 inches thick and fur-
ther protected by their circular shape,
the effect of which is to make projectiles
glance off on striking.



In the center of the deck rise a mili-
tary mast, a smoke stack, skeleton
bridges, mountings for rapid fire guns
and other such light works, all of which
might be shot away without seriously
impatring the effectiveness of the
monitor.

In each of the two turrets are iwo ten
inch breech loading rifles, making four
in all. These terrible engines of war
are long (about 3o feet) slender, built up
guns and will throw a five hundred
pound projectileseven miles effectively
or can drop them, by elevating the
range, in a city thirteen miles away.

The two guns in each turret are separ-
ated by a partition dividing the com-
partment into two portions; if by chance
a projectile should strike the small port
through which the long muzzle of the
gun protrudes, it might destroy that
gun, but the dividing partition would
protect the other.

The turrets revolve on the deck so
that each pair of guns sweeps the whole
horizon; the revolving of the turrets
and the aiming of the guns is effected
by tremendous hydraulic power, and all
the machinery of this formidable vessel
is bewilderingly complicated, but per-
fect in its action and the product of the
most modern and talented invention.

The two pairs of great guns are not
her only battery. There are besides two
six pounder and two three pounder
rapid fire guns, two Hotchkiss revolving
cannon and two Gatling guns.

The duty of these monitors will be to
protect the harbors—but not only to
block the approaches; they are meant to
sally out to meet an approaching fleet
and endeavortodestroy or drive off such
vessels as have no need of coming very
mear to a city in order to destroy it.

Being sunk below the waterline, the
monitor is additionally protected by her
watery element; there is little in range
for the enemy’s guns to destroy while
she herself is provided with terribly de-
structive engines of war, and, like the
little Monitor of Hampton Roads, should
be able to cope in safety with a much
larger foe.

FEATS OF DARING.

PROBABLY the most astonishing feats in
the way of swimming are performed by the
soldiers of the German army in what is
known as the *swimming drill.” It is per-
formed in uniform, and the instruction is
givenv under the direction of lieutenants,

y under officers. It begins with the regu-
lar practice of the swimming strokes, the
pu?xl being supported meanwhile b{ the so
called * fishing rod.” When he haslearned
the movements well enough to be able to
support himself above the water, he begins
to swim on a loose line. Lastly comes the
exercise of falling from high ‘places into
water, which is pictured here.

The above paragraph, from the New York
Press, does not begin to explain the daring
and danger of the last feat it mentions.
The illustration that the Press publishes
shows a stage fully twenty fect above the
water from which soldiers fully accoutered
with helmets. knapsack, boots, guns, etc.,
allow themselves to fall, keeping the body
rigid through the descent and turning over
and over before striking the water. The
principal expertness lies’in their ability to
so regulate their position in falling that
they will strike the water without injury
and in acquiring such self control that they
can meet the shock and still emerge without
losing gun or helmet, or any other portion
of their trappings.

MUTATIONS OF BURNT CORK,

THE celebrated lisping and stuttering
minstrel, George Thatcher, writes an article
for the New York Hor/d on minstrclsy,
that reveals to us for the first time that his
method is a character sketch in imitation
of that celebrated humorist, Ward. Mr.
Thatcher's sketch of the history of the min-
strels is interesting to read.

Shortly after the war negro minstrelsy
had a great vogue, both North and South.
Old time minstrelsy was introduced to the
stage in sketches as a reflex of the absurdi-
ties of plantation life. The eccentricities of
the slaves were always a fruitful sotirce of
comedy, and the pathos of slave songs <np-
plied the sentiment ; but as managers called
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for burnt cork novelties, burnt cork artists
next gave black face imitations of promi-
nent public men, the name of the man thus
burlesqued or imitated gave a point or rea-
son for the existence of the sketch ; thusthe
stump speaker of negro minstrelsy was
instituted.

So it was I abandoned jig dancing and
the darky sketch in favor of a black face
imitation of Ward, that has brought me a

reat deal of money, and it is in that mono-
ogue that the public of today best know
me, though there are but few who know its
origin.

1 have been identified with negro min-
strelsy since the early days, and have
seen the artistic representation of the natu-
ral plantation darky, with his pathetic or
comic song, sung to a banjoaccompaniment
and his unique, comic and oftentimes athle-
tic dance, evolve into a black automaton,
dressed in an impossible Louis XIV dress
pushed on to the stage to mechanically ex-
ecute a dance.

With each of these innovations I have
observed the admirers of ‘'negro minstrelsy
grow numerically less. The larger organi-
zations, in spite of added numbers to their
ranks and the increased outlay for special
features, find they do not draw the money
they formerly did with a great deal less
expense and for obvious reasons.

hough minstrelsy itself has lost its grip,

it has many distinguished graduates. Even
Edwin Booth himself has plunked the
banjo, but, for truth's sake, [ believe he

never did so outside of an amateur exhibi-
tion ; but Tom Keene was a song and dance
man.

EARLY HISTORY OF DOLLS.

THE dolls that our sisters cherish and
which perhaps we ourselves have played
with in our younger days have, like every
article of commerce, served to put bread
into the mouths of the poor. We print ade-
scription of how some of these are made and
where, taken from the New York duzn.:

It isan open secret that Santa Claus brings
the greater part of his vast stock of Christ-
mas toys from Europe, Germanyv being his
favorite collecting grounds. But he en-
courages American industry in a few direc-
tions, notably in cheap mechanical toys.
The tin railway trains and tin horses and
steamboats that run when wound up with a
key are made in great quantities in Brook-
lyn by machinery, and the cast iron toys of
the same descri{)liun are made principally
in New York. When he desires an expen-
sive mechanical toy, however, he goes to
France for it; to Saxony for his Noah's arks
and all the other carved wooden toys; to
Nuremberg for his tin trumpets, and magic
lanterns, and to Thuringia for histoy China
tea sets.

Far more important than all other toys
are the dolls, and nine dolls out of ten are
little German girls. In whoie districts of
Germany the country people spend the
winter in making dolls, tilling their fields in
summer. he cheap wax doll, commer-
cially known as ‘‘composition wax,” such
as may be bought at retail in this country
for twenty five cents, furnishes perhaps the
best idea of how dolls are made. A ‘‘mod-
eler,” who has nothing further to do with
the making of dolls, makes plaster of Paris
models of the styles of heads and limby
most in demand, and sells them, singly or
in sets, to the peasants whomake the dolls.
There are all sorts of faces among the
models—pretty girls, smiling boys, old
women, negroes, and crving babies.
Throughout the winter father, mother, and
all the larger children unite in makin
papier mache casts from these models, eac
cast being, of course, an exact counterpart
of the models, but thin and light, and gray
in color.

‘The legs and arms are dipped in flesh
colored paint, and the painted shoesare put
on with brushes. These various parts, to-
gether with the head, are fastened toa cloth
body stuffed with sawdust, and dolly goes
off to the factory, where the most artistic
work is done. er limbs have the proper
tint, her body is as true to nature as neces-
sary, but her head is still bare, her cheeks
are gray, and her colorless eyes express no
intelligence.

An expert workman in the factory, hold-
ing dolly by the feet, dips her head and
shoulders for a moment in melted wax, and
she emerges from the bath the composition
wax doll of commerce. When she is suffi-
ciently dry she passes into the hands of a
girl operator, who quickly paints the pink
tinge upon her cheeks. Another girl adds
the blue eyes, still another the eyebrows
and eyelashes, and so she goes through the
hands of a row of girls, one girl for each
tint. Flowing locks of mohair are fastened
to the head, and dolly is ready to emigrate
to America.

The wooden stables, kitchens, groceries,
butcher shops, and the familiar Noah's arks
are all ma. by hand in Saxony. What
wages these simple carvers make may be
judged from the fact that small Noah's
arks, containing more that a score of carved
animals, can be bought at retail for five or
ten cents. Even in cheap Saxony the peas-
ants could not live by this industry alone.
They have some other calling, and on win-
ter nights the whole family gather about
the blazing fire and carve out miniature
lions and elephants. The children of thes:
families often develop peculiar ability in
making particular animals. One boy may
make good horses and camels, while a
younger brother may far excel him in the
carving of lions and tigers.

*So remote,” says the German manufac-
turer, “‘are many of the German districts
where dolls are made, that it is often neces-
sury to send men out on six or eight hour
journeys to get the heads and limbs, and in
summer they can hardly be had at all, for
then the doll makers are at work on their
farms.”

TWO TRADES CONTRASTED.

A LOCAL Maine paper tells this story
about a certain Lije Walker, widely known
in that State as a swapping horse jockey
and pre-eminent in the possession of that
peculiar talent which has made the down
East Yankee famous in literature the world
over.

Just to give his boy an idea how to get
along in the world * Lije” started from
home one day on foot with nothing in his
pocket but a jackknife. He was absent
just one week, and returned driving a pair
of horses harnessed into a top buggy.
Hitched to the rear axle was another horse
and a cow, while ahead was a dog. * See
how your pap does it?” said * Lije"” to his
son, as he gazed at the time of day from a
handsome watch. For a fact, he had got
the whole turnout for his jackknife and
swapping the proceeds into one thing and
another.

We are indebted to the holiday pano-
rama of a metropolitan dry goods store
for calling to mind an old children’s tale
from the German, which is strangely in
contrast to the above and has a moral of its
own.

Hans, having served out his apprentice-
ship. receives from his master aj lump jof
gold as a reward and starts homeward over
the mountains.

He meets a stranger on horseback and
buys the horse with his gold. But Hans
finds he cannot ride; so, when he meets a
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farmer dragging a large and squealing pig
by a cord, Hans gladly exchanges his horse
for the pig, and proceeds, much relieved.

But if any of THE ARGOSY readers have
ever tried to lead a pig by a cord tied to his
hind leg, or in any other way, they will ap-
preciate why Hans was glad to exchange
that prize for a fat goose that he met on the
road struggling in the arms of a farmer.
@ But the goose proved heavy and restless,
and the way was still long ; so Hans eagerly
accepted an offer of a whetstone for the
plump bird, and, free as the air, he com-
pletes his journey and arrives at his home.
Only one thing remains to weight his mind.
What shall he do with the whetsigne? He
has no knife, and it is useless. © Happy
thought! He thrusts it down the well, and,
at last free of all his burdens, Hans is truly
happy and thankful for his good luck.

The bright reader will not failto see the
moral,

SARCASM AND REPARTEE.

THE name of Mr. Henry Labouchere, the
English Zterateur and politician is sufh-
ciently well known in this country to make
an anecdote of him attractive. He 1s par-
ticularly remarkable for his caustic wit and
bitter sarcasm on occasion, and the [ or-
cester Light recites the following examples:

Many of Labouchere's mots have been
recorded. Oneor two will bear repetition.
Once, in the House, he referred to the con-
duct of some political opponent as bein,
“unworthy of a pettifogging attorney,” an
being called upon by the Speaker to with-
draw this unparliamentary expression, did
so, declaring that he was glad of having an
opportunity of retracting it, ‘“‘as it wasa
great injustice to the attorney.” So, again,
on being informed that a wealthy noble-
man had bequeathed a very large sum of
money to the church, he remarked that
‘it was the largest insurance against fire he
had ever heard of."”

On another occasion he was visiting a
parvenu, who had a very exclusive library
of the newest books. Labouchere had taken
down one of these volumes which had never
known the paper knife. The parvenu said:
**Ah, you see, I am surrounded by my
friends!” pointing to the books. “Yes,”
replied Labouchere, “‘and I am glad to see
that you haven’t cut them yet.”

RACE NO RESTRAINT,

‘THE chance to excel that everybody pos-
sesses has often been spoken of by THE
ARGosY and the following college note from
the New York 7ribune gives another of the
countless illustrations of the fact.

The Amherst football team this year is
said to be the strongest in the history of
the college. This is largely due to two of
its members, Cagtain William H. Lewis,
and William T. S. Jackson, both of whom
are colored men and natives of Virginia.
Since Lewis has been in been in Amherst he
has™been the recif'ﬁn of many honors.
Last year he was e ed to represent the
junior class in the College Senate, and he is
the president of the Hitchcock Society of
Inquiry. He is a good student and a fine
speaker and has recently been chosen as a
commencement orator. Jackson is also a
good student as well as athlete, and is very
popular with the boys. Another first class
colored football player is W. A. Johnson, of
the Massachusetts Institute of Technology.
He is one of the brightest students of the
institute, and his unassuming ways and
Fleasant manners have made him a great

avorite with his fellow students.

ARTIST (to cowboy)—** Please turn your right side to me,
I want to draw your gun.”

Mr. Broncho Bob.

SKETCHING IN TEXAS.
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**No yer don't !
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Yer can’t git the drop on me that way—

nobody draws this gun but me ! "
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ANOTHER NEW SERIAL.

In next week's number of THE ARrGosy we shall
begin the publication of

LUKE FOSTER'’S GRIT;
OR,
THE LAST CRUISE OF THE SPITFIRE.
By EDWARD STRATEMEYER,

Author of * True to Himself,” ** Richard Dare's
Venture,” elc.

This is a story with brisk, lzvely movement and
Plenty of incident, both on sea and shore. Luke
Foster has a hard time of #t, but he does not lose
heart and the account of the way in which he
triumphs over his enemies makes a narrative
which we are sure our readers will veote to be
one of the most interesting we have ever printed.

THE FOUNDATION OF LIFE.

HE progress of the world—the whole human
activity, past and to come, are nothing else
than *“hope,” when reduced to their lowest

terms. It is the inspiration of life.

We work in the hope of advancement or at least
of a continuance of our income and the necessaries
it supplies. We go into business for ourselves in
the hope of increasing our means and becoming
wealthy ; wealth attained, we invest our surplus in
the hope of the enjeyment of its luxuries in com-
fort and security.

Cities are built on hope ; enterprise is hope ; am-
bition is hope ; and he who does not hope becomes
the suicide.

The exile to Siberia loses all hope and would be
grateful for death instead. But even in that hard
life the brighter days are hoped for when it is dark
and—the greatest example of all hope — a glorious
eternity, after a life of labor and strife.

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

THE NEWEST METAL.

T has been announced that the specifications for
the dome of the great City Hall of Philadel.
phia, have been changed so that, instead of cast

iron, aluminum shall be used.

This is suggestive of the fact that there may be
elements of the earth that remain for us still to
conquer and convert.

It is within only a few years that metallurgists
have known how to separate aluminum, which is
never found alone but always in combination with
other elements. Then for a long time its separation
was found to make it too expensive a metal for
very wide use ; but as its splendid qualities were
discovered, it was found well worth consideration
and experiment.

The principal value of aluminum is its extreme
lightness ; thus, substituting it for cast iron as al-
ready noted, reduces the weight of the structure to
the extent of four hundred tons.

It possesses almost as great a malleability as
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gold and silver, and is very like the latter in color
and appearance. It is not corroded by exposure to
air as is iron, and its substitution in the dome
means that it will not need the periodical coats of
paint that would have been necessary to protect
the iron from the gnawings of rust.

The metal is now being widely used, especially
as an alloy for other metals, but ten years ago it
was hardly known outside the chemical laboratory.

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

INCREASE AND DECREASE.

RECENTLY published work, aiming to be a

census of the avorld shows that, while Asia,

the largest of the continents has the largest

population (825.954,000), Europe, the smallest, is

second in rank (357,379.000), and moreover has the

greatest number of people to the square mile of
territory.

Europe finds one of her greatest drawbacks in
this crowded state of her popula-
tion ; with g4 people to the square
mile as against only 8 to the mile in
the Americas, it is no wonder that
Europe is endeavoring to unload
her indigent and her criminal clas-
ses on a country where their squalor
and their misdeeds will not affect so
many people in the same acre.

Some day the keeping out of
foreigners is going to be a live poli-
tical issue. We always have wel-
comed, as we always shall wel-
come, the foreigner who comes to
these shores carrying with him his
art or his handicraft to soberly in-
crease his own wealth and the
country’s too.

But wholesale, indiscriminate im-
migration is not useful now as it
may have been when thousands of
miles of wilderness needed to be
opened and cleared by the pion-
eer. Since those early days the
character of the immigration has changed almost
completely. Foreign governments now ** assist’
their undesirable battalions to leave their shores.
America has well been called the dumping ground
of European poorhouses and, what was a generous
asylum for the oppressed has now become the prey
of the pauper. To such we shall some day shut
our doors.

LOOKING DOWN
N a clear day recently, the editor of THE
Arcosy made a trip to the observatory of
the highest office building in the world and
looked down on the great city from the height of
three hundred and ten feet or thereabouts.

Even from such an altitude the end of the city
could not be distinguished. The solid mass of
brick and stone of the thousands of buildings
stretched away miles and miles until they became
indistinct and the eye confused.

The streets looked like deep ruts, like lines drawn
in the sand with a sharp stick ;: and the people in
the square immediately below looked like black
ants teeming over the earth and hurrying to and
fro as earnestly as do those little creatures.

The observer himself, high up above all these
and still seeming to himself as large as life, looked
down on these dwarfed creatures and realized
more strongly than ever what little powerless
things men were (himself included) in contrast to
the great earth, the mighty works and forces of
nature and the infinitely stupendous power that
animated and directed all of his kind.

Man to man, an individual can be great or small,
according to his mind’s power and his works: but
man to nature and God--the contrast is belit-
tling to man and cannot be better appreciated than
from the high places.

HON. STEPHEN B. ELKINS,

SECRETARY OF WAR.

HE new Secretary of War, the Hon. Stephen B.
Elkins has risen to the place of Member of the
Cabinet from the straitened circumstances of

a boy working his way through college.

He was born in Perry County, Ohio, in 1841. At
the age of thirteen he was put into a store, and he
worked a year behind the counter for his board and
clothing. At fourteen he was sent to the town school,
where he was qualified for college, and entered the
University of Missouri. ”

The war came, and with it came also financial re-
verses to his family. Mr. Elkins was thus cut off from

STEPHEN B. ELKINS.

all financial aid. He nevertheless managed to work
his way through the law school, gaining admission
to the bar in 1864.

Conceiving the idea that New Mexico was a prom-
ising quarter in which to pursue his profession, he
went thither that same gear. But a very large portion
of the population were Spanish speaking people, and
ignorance of that langunage loomed up as a formidabie
obstacle to his progress. Mr. Elkins set to work to
acquire Spanish and was master of it in a year.

e invested his savings in land, which he saw was
sure to increase greutly in value, and these invest-
ments were the foundation of his fortune. His ad-
vancement in his profession and in the general esti-
mation of his fellow citizens was very rapid, and in
two years we find him elected to the Legislature of
the territory and appointed attorney general. He
was soon appointed U. S. Attorney for the territory,
and was more than once chosen as its member of Con-

Tess.

e In Congress his intellectual strength,” says one
who knew him well, ** his hard sound sense, his gen-
erous nature, and high minded personal worth won
him the friendship of the best men of all parties.
This high regard, won by force of his own liberal mer-
its, he has constantly kept, and it has changed only
to be brightened by the lapse of time."

From the time of his arrival in New Mexico, Mr.
Elkins has asserted his claim to success by meeting
squarely and triumphing over every obstacle, by the
ability he showed in his practice at the bar, and the
clear and far sighted judgment that guided the in-
vestment of savings.

Later on he acquired some very extensive mining
landsin West Virginia 4nd is, besides, a leading di-
rector in many enterprises.

He has in no sense been known as a political office
seeker or wire puller, though his connection with na-
tional politics has at times been veryclose. Itwas he
who managed in 1884, the memorable campaign of Mr.
Blaine, of whom Mr. Elkins is a warm personal
friend. It is further stated that the very cabinet
office to which he has just been appointed was
offered to and refused by him monti ago.

He is a very thoroughly educated man, an accom-
plished linguist, one of the most widely read of Amer-
icans in general literatyre, is always well upin cur-
regtlscience, and has in every respect the tastes of a
scholar.



MOONLIGHT.
SWEET calm of lake and sky,
sSoft gloom of coming night,
Peace gently waits upon
The coming radiance white.

And lo! from darkened hills
‘With mystic meaning fraught,
With silver flood of light,

The miracle is wrought.
—TEMPLE.

[ Thix Story begnm Jast week. |

BATTLING WITH FORTUNE.

BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.,

Author of ** Norman Brooke" "' Or Steeds of
Steel" ete.

CHAPTER IV.
A SPLIT IN THE FAMILY.

HE silence in the library was
T sharply broken by the clang of
the front door gong, and pre-
sently the maid came up to
announce ** Mr. John Gray,

from East Bridgewater."

* You must go down and
see your uncle and prepare
——" began Mr. Gray, but
he got no further.

“1 wasn't going to stand
on ceremony with my own
flesh and blood if it was New
Year's Day,” cried out a
bluff voice in the doorway,
and the hale looking owner
of it strode into the room
and slapped his brother on
the shoulder. * Why, How-
ard,” he went on, as the
latter turned and looked up
at him, “you haven't
<hanged amitein two vears.
How are you and all the
little ones? DBless me, this
young man isn't Russell, is
it? Why, he'sall of a head
taller than my George, who's
just the sameage. Living
in the country don't seem to
<o so much for a boy after
all. But as I was saying, 1
just told Smanthy I was
bound to come down an'see
you on the first of the year,
Nellie, she says, ' Pa, don't
you know it ain't fashion-
able to call on New Year's
Day any more.' So I told
her then of course I wouldn't
bring her along. Ha, ha. [ had her
there, didn't I{ But what's the matter?
‘What are you looking so sober about?
And where's Agnes ? "

Mr. John Gray sank down on the near-
est chair, breathless from his fast talking,
while the brother took the opportunity
to say, ' Russell, go call your mother.”

When the two entered the room three
minutes later Uncle John was wiping
his forehead with a red dotted handker-
<hief and muttering, ** I never heard the
like! I never heard the like!

“Of course you can't keep your posi-
tion down to the store, Howard," he
said, after he had greeted his sister in
Jaw. ' But then,” he added the nextin-
stant, ** you must have a heap of money
saved up out of that big salary of yours.
You ought to almost be able to live on
the interest, I should think."

‘“No, John," replied his brother. ‘I
have just had Russell helping me go
over my accounts. When all outstand-
ing obligations are met there won't be
five hundred dollars left."

“W—h—a—t?" Uncle John's amaze-
ment was so complete that he could not
Tecall any of the exclamatory expres-
s1ons with which he was usually in the
habit of emphasizing his speech. He
fell back in his chair and let both hands
drop limp to his side for an instant.

** What are you goin' to do?" he asked
in a weak voice, Then, before any reply
<conld be given, he went on, his tones
growing stronger as he proceeded:
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* But this is what | wanted to warn you
against, Howard. I knew you must be
livin’ beyond your means when 1 came
down here five years ago and seen the
painters a putting cupids and posies
all over the parlor ceiling and heard
what it cost to keep to keep a box at one
o' them operas Agnes was so fond o
goin’ to.”

**But, John," Mr. Gray here broke in,
] haven't been living beyond my
means. My salary was amply sufficient
to caver all these things you mention,
enough to permit me to set aside several
hundreds each year besides in pre-
miums on life insurance. Could I count
on being struck down in this sudden
way 2"

* But you've been extravagant, How-
ard, you must allow,” persisted Uncle
John. “1 don't want vou to feel no
worse than what you do anyhow, but

way of puttingit. T think both our boys
can be more useful to us at home."

Uncle John sprang up from higchair as
if a firecracker had been set off underit.

“This then is the return my genero-
sity meets with!" he exclaimed. * It's
for this I've risked Smanthy's high
words when I go back and tell her I've
offered to take one of your brood. Very
well, Howard., You've made your own
bed, and now you can lie in it. I'm done
with you. Remember that," and drop-
ping his hat on his head there and then,
the irate old man stamped out of the
room and down the stairs. The next
minute they heard the front door bang
behind him.

“I'm afraid that's rather a poor be-
ginning of our new life, my dear," re-
marked Mr. Gray, * but I couldn't stand
to hear him speak about work in which
you had had a hand in that way.”

“1 WASX'T GOIN' TO STAND ON CEREMONY WITH MY OWN FLESH AND BLOOD,"

the truth they say is always wholesome.
And now I suppose you'll be wantin'
me to help you?"

*I haven't asked you for any help,
John," said Mr. Gray quietly. His wife
had taken up her station close by his
chair and was stroking gently the hair
in which it seemed that gray locks had
obtruded themselves during the night.
Russ sat there by the desk, feeling that
this was a scene at which ordinarily he
ought not to be present. The recollec-
tion that his father had just confided in
him made him feel old, and once he
turned his head to glance in the mirror
behind him to make sure that he still
looked the same.

“Itell youwhat I'll do, Howard,” went
on Uncle John. * I'll take—yes, I'll take
one of your boys off your hands."

“ Oh, John!"™ This from Mrs. Gray,
while her husband shivered slightly, and
Russ wondered whether his uncle had
himself or Bernard in mind.

“Of course it'll be some expense to
me at first, the Bridgewater farmer
went on; “but then I ain't goin' to let a
few dollars stand in the way of my doin’
my duty to my own flesh an' blood. An’
then I can get some satisfaction out of
him in killin’ in him the extravagant no-
tions he's got into his head from your
bringin'—"

** There, that's enough, John," sud-
denly broke in Mr. Gray firmly. * Your
offer may be well enough meant, but
you have chosen a very unfortunate

“ Don't fret over it, Howard. Wecan
be independent yet. I think this very
scene has strengthened me. I am sure
there will be o way opened to us in
these sad straits. I havealready thought
of one."

“ And what is that, Agnes?”

“To take in some boarders here."

“ My dear, I would never consent to
your making a slave of yourself for other
people in that way, Besides thereisno
room." =

*Oh, we can manage that, Howard,"
went on Mrs. Gray cheerfully. Since
the break with Uncle John she had
seemed to have fresh courage infused
into her. * Bernard can go in with Rus-
sell. We can give up this room and—"

“Youmust count on my beinga paying
boarder, too, mother,”" Russ put in. “1I
mean to find something to do at once.
I'm going right over to the Stebbinses’
now to see if they know of an opening.
That is, unless you want me for some-
thing, father."

“ No, my son; you have already light-
ened my load wonderfully.”

Russ went up stairs for his coat and
then hurried off. There was nothing
like looking trouble straight in the face,
he reflected. To be sure, no amount of
contriving to give the family an income
would restore sight to his father, but
already Mr. Gray's spirits had been im-
proved. Action was the great panacea,
and at the thought Russ quickened his
steps.
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Although the sun shone bright, the
air was cold and a brisk wind was blow-
ing. Russ was crossing Columbus
Avenue, his head bent, thinking deeply
on how he should break the news to
Jack Stebbins, when he was suddenly
startled bty something that flew past his
face, just escaping hitting him in the
side of the head.

It was a derby hat, and the next in-
stant its owner came dashing up in pur-
suit of it. Russ, too, turned and gave
chase, but before they could reach the
flying headgear, it bad been blown tn-
derneath the wheels of a carriage, which
crushed it as flat as the traditional pan-
cake, and then went rolling on, its driver
quite unconscious of the damage he had
done,

CHAPTER V.
WHAT CAME OF LOSING A HAT.

RUSS was the first to
reach theruined hat,
He picked it up and
held it toward the owner
with a smile which it was
impossible to repress. He
recollected afterward that
it must have been the first
time he had smiled since he
had entered his home at
midnight.

1 wish I had seen it
sooner,” he said. * I might
have been able to catch it."

‘Oh, thank you just the
same."

The other was smiling,
too, but as he took the
shapeless mass of felt in his
hand and looked it over, the
smile faded quickly. He
was a good looking fellow,
apparently about twenty
three, with a small mustache
and a crispclean look about
him. He was dressed very
neatly, and as he talked,
kept one hand on his head
to keep his hair from being
ruffled by the wind.

I hope you don't live far
away."

Russ said this after notie-
ing that the other remained
standing in front of him as
if expecting him to make
some further remark or sug-
gestion about the mishap.

‘* That is just the trouble,” the young
man hastened to explain. ‘I live in
Philadelphia. 1 just came over to New
York for the day. [ was going to call
on a lady in Seventy Eighth Street. I
suppose there aren't any hat stores
around here; or if there were, they
would be closed today. And I don't
like to go about without anything on my
head.”

Russ recollected two extra hats of his
own at home. He had been rather ex-
travagant in that line of late.

“1 live just around the corner,” he
said. ** If you like you can come around
and see if one of mine wouldn't do.
Here, try this one for size."

Russ pulled off his derby and handed
it to the young stranger. It fitted him
perfectly.

‘You are very kind," he said, ‘‘and I
will avail myself of vour offer on one
condition: that you will let me pay full
price for the hat."

Russ was about to protest at this, but
suddenly recollecting the altered for-
tunes of the family, checked himself and
said instead: ** Well, I will be fair about
it and let you give what you think it is
worth."

‘* Perhaps you would rather I should
not take this one. Yousaid something
about going around to your home."

“Yes; if you don't mind coming up to
my room I can give you a choice of
three."
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“T'1l come gladly,” and the other
passed the derby back to Russ, who at
once led the way to the Gray residence.

‘I hope you are a fair sample of all
the New York fellows,"said the stranger,
as they walked along, ** for I expect to
live here after this week.”

¢ Oh, do you?"” exclaimed Russ.
“You'll find New York a pretty nice
place. Here we are,” and he opened the
door with his key.

** This is a queer sort of adventure,”
he said to himself, as he preceded the
Philadelphian up the two flights to the
third floor. ‘¢ Still, I'm only doing as [
would be done by. But [ suppose now
if a wagon was to crush my hat I'd have
to nave it blocked out some way and
keep on wearing it.”

**My, what a pleasant room you
have!” exclaimed the stranger, as Russ
threw open the door of his **den.” *I
hope I get as nice a one. Do you hap-
pen to know of any good boarding
houses about here?”

Russ was fishing in the closet after
the hats, and when he heard this ques-
tion he dropped the box he held and
faced about as 1f an electric charge had
caused his movement.

** What did you say ?" he asked.

He had heard the question perfectly,
but a sudden idea had seized him, and
he wanted time to consider it.

I said do you happen to know of any
pleasant boarding houses in this neigh-
borhood ?" repeated the other, picking
up a book from the table and reading
the title on the back. * As I told you
I'm going into business in your town
next week, and expect I'll have to rely
on the advertisements in the newspa-
pers for a stopping place. You see, I
know only a few people here.”

Russ wished he would go on talking
longer. The thought flashed into his
mind that possibly this fellow might
like to board with them. Still he knew
absolutely nothing about him, not even
his name. In these circumstances it did
not seem exactly prudent to suggest
such a thing. And yet Russ hated to
let a chance of helping along slip
through his fingers. He picked up the
hats and then stood silent, thinking
deeply. This gave the other one op-
portunity to continue, which he did, as
follows :

“ Of course I know of any number of
good hotels. My friend, Andy Wither-
bee—" .

“Why, do you know Andy?” ex-

-claimed Russ.

“Of course I do,” was the reply. “I
ought to. We were classmatesat Prince-
ton. Is he friend of yours?”

*Not a friend exactly, because he isa
good deal older, but he's very intimate
at our friends’ the Stebbinses.’”

‘Oh yes, I think I've heard him speak
of them. Isn’t there a young lady in the
family ?”

‘*Yes, Mollie, and I believe—"

Here Russ stopped short, while his
eyes twinkled.

*So did 1,” laughed the other. ** But
Andy's gone to Germany fora year or
two. By the way, did you ever hear
him mention Hal Stewart?”

Russ shook his head. *‘But, then, as
I told you,” he added, *I didn't know
him so very well. He has probably
spoken of you to Jack, Jack Stebbins; I
was going over to see him when I met
you."

“That reminds me that I ought not
to detain you longer. Let me see,
which hat am I going to take?”

Russ extended two out to him, one in
either hand. He chose the black You-
mans derby and put 1t at once on his
head, while he thrust one hand into his
trousers pocket and drew out a five
dollar bill.

“*No, I shan't take all that,” objected
Russ. ‘*That was the cost of the hat
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when it was new. [ have worn it three
months. Two and a half will be plenty
forit.”

** Give me the change then if you
insist.”

* I haven't it here. Come down stairs
and I will stop in the library and get it.
And while T am about it T will ask my
mother if she can tell you where to find
that boarding house.”

On reaching the second floor Russ
told his companion to go on down and
wait for him in the parlor. He himself
burst into the library with the exclama-
tion: **Can somebody change a five
dollar bill for me ? I've made two and
a half.”

**What do you mean, Russ?” asked
his sister, who had been reading the
paper to her father. ‘How have you
earned money on a day like this? Was
that Jack with you? Why didn't he
come in 2"

**No, it was a fellow from Philadel-
phia. He's down in the parlor now. I've
just sold him one of my hats. He's
heard of Jack, though, and is a sort of
chum of Andy Witherbee's, By the
way, mother, he wants a boarding
house in New York. Can’t I ask him to
come here?"

By the time Russ had finished the
family were in a profound state of aston-
ishment. He was requested to explain
himself more in detail, and when he had
done so Mrs. Gray decided that as single
young men were the most desirable
lodgers, she would permit Russ to see
what arrangements he could make with
the Philadelphian about coming. His
acquaintance with the Witherbees was
a sufficient guarantee of his respecta-
bility. So, highly elated at the swift
progress he was making at helping
along, Russ descended to the parlor and
amazed the young man waiting there
by telling him that he could have the
room he had just seen, with board, for
twenty dollars a week.

*“Ican? Do you really mean it?” he
exclaimed. ¢ Why, I didn't know——"

“No, nor we didn't either till last
night,” Russ interrupted him to explain.
‘“You see my father has had a terrible
affliction befall him: has lost his sight,
and we all have to do something. I was
just going over to the Stebbinses’ to
see if they knew of anything for me. So
you would like to come here?”

“Of all things. Will you be ready
for me by next Monday evening ?"

“Oh, yes. You know the name, don't
you—Gray? I'm Russell. We shall ex-
pect you Monday then.”

They had reached the corner of Co-
lumbus Avenue again, where they shook
hands and parted.

CHAPTER VI
A MYSTERY.
“ HAT was pretty sudden, wasn’t
it?”

This was the thought that
passed through Russ’s mind as he con-
tinued on his way to the Stebbinses’.
And yet there seemed to be no reason
why the whole thing shouldn’t turn out
to be all right. To be sure he would
have to give up his room and go in with
BRernard on the fourth floor. But then
he must accustom himself to being in-
convenienced now.

“That Stewart must be well fixed, to
be able to pay twenty dollars,” was his
next reflection. ‘I wonder what busi-
ness he's in. Perhaps Jack will know.”

It was Jack who opened the door for
him as his hand was on the bell.

“1 was just coming around to see you,
Russ,” he said, as they shook hands.
“You poor fellow, what an awful blow
you've had! Percy dropped in and told
me about it a few minutes ago. He had
it from Bern. Can’t anything be done
for your father?”

Russ shook his head.

““He is very brave about it," he said,
“and we all try to be for his sake. But
it is going to make a great difference to
us every way, Jack. Of course he will
have to give up his position at the store
and—and I'm going to quit school and
find something to do. Do you know of
anything 2"

**You quit school, Russ! I didn’t re-
alize it would mean all that. It seems
so terribly sudden. Why, it was only
yesterday Mollie and I were talking
about Clair La Farge. You've seen him,
haven't you, Russ? He lives down at
the Ecuador and has been blind since he
was eleven. Mollie said it seemed as
though we ought to have invited him
for last night, but I told her I didn't see
how he could have enjoyed it. And
now to think his—his affliction comes
home so close to us. But come on up to
my den, where we can sit comfortably
aud discuss that opening you want to
find.”

As they entered Jack’s cozy apartment
Russ was reminded of the disposition
that had been made of his own. »

** Oh, Jack,"” he said, as he seated him-
self in the upholstered steamer chair,
1 must tell you of the change that's
going to take place at our house. We're
to have a boarder next Monday, and
he’s going to take my room. I ran
across him in the queerest way. He'sa
friend of Andy Witherbee's—Hal Stew-
art.”

““You don't say so!” exclaimed Jack,
much surprised. ‘ A Princeton fellow.”

‘““Yes, and seems to be awfully
pleasant,” and then Russ proceeded to
describe the episode of the lost hat.

““You don't mean to say Hal Stewart
could wear your hat!” exclaimed Jack.
“ Why, man, his head is twice the size
of yours, I was going to say. His curls
stand out fully two inches.”

** His curls!” cried Russ, now amazed
in his turn. ‘Why, what are you talk-
ing about? This fellow’s hair was per-
fectly smooth.”

*“ What color was it 2" asked Jack sud-
denly.

**Dark brown, I should say. Why,
what is the matter?”

For Jack was moving his head decid-
edly from side to side, with his lips
tightly closed.

“That's never Hal Stewart then,” he
said. ‘ His hair is light yellow and
curly. I've seen him several times
when I used to go over to Princeton to
commencement with Mollie.”

Rush looked blank and not a little
anxious.

“Who is the fellow then ? ” he wanted
to know. I feel sure he told me his
name was Hal Stewart. There can't be
two of them, can there?”

¢ Hardly, and both classmates at
Princeton, without my having heard
something of it. Did this fellow say he
knew me?”

«He said he'd heard of you, and he
mentioned Mollie, too. It's very queer,
and I don't half like it. Still, I don't
see what reason he could have to de-
ceive us. I believe I'll write and ask
him to explain. Or no, I won't; I
haven't his address. Tell me something
more about your Hal Stewart. Where
does he live?”

“In Chicago, I believe. He's in the
belting business out there. But how
about a business for you? It's too bad
father has retired, or he might take you
in. What line do you want?”

«¢Beggars mustn't be choosers’,”
quoted Russ. ‘I don’t seem to havea
bent in any one special direction.

“Yes, you have; in oratory. Didn't
you just take the prize for declamation?
Now I wonder if we can't find something
right in that line for you.” Jack thrust
his hands into his pockets and walked
to the window, where he stood looking
out into the street for an instant or two,

as if he expected to find what he wante@
there. And he did.

He had seen a carriage stop at the
great mansion at the corner, and the
footman spring down from the box to
open the door for a lady, who handed
him first a Skye terrier to hold and then
allowed him to assist her to alight. She
was dressed in the most expensive furs,
and as Jack watched her ascend the
steps he slapped his thigh with emphasis
and turned to Russ with the exclama-
tion:

‘* There, my boy, I believe I have you
provided for!”

*“Where? On the window sill?"” in-
quired Russ with a smile.

““No, with Mrs. Kirkpatrick.”

‘ What, that woman everybody says
is a little—" and Russ completed his
sentence by tapping his forehead signifi-
cantly.

“Yes, but she isn't crazy, only queer.
And maybe she is a genius, after all.
I've read somewhere that some man
thinks the ability to write stories and
plays is only the result of a diseased
condition of the brain, a sort of lunacy,
you know.”

‘“ But what sort of post could you get
for me with Mrs. Kirkpatrick?" Russ
was just at present so absorbed in his
own fortunes that he had no interest in
discussing the astonishing view of
authorship Jack had just quoted.

“I'll tell you. Mother calls there,
you know, and the other nightat dinner
she was telling us some of the queer
things Mrs. Kirkpatrick says. You've
heard about her play writing fad, of
course. That's lasted longer than her
poetry and novel fever. She goes to
the theater nearly every night, and has
started work on a five act tragedy.”

‘“Well, but where do I come in? I
don't see yet.”

‘¢Curb thine impatience, fair youth,”
as Mrs. Kirkpatrick would say,” re-
sponded Jack. ‘‘To proceed: She was
telling mother about this, and was say-
ing that she wished she had somebody
with her who could speak the lines as
she wrote them, so that she might know
how they’d sound on the stage. Some
one with elocutionary ability, she meant.
She tried her maid, but nearly had a fit
at the way she murdered the thing.
Now why won't you be just the person
for her?” .

‘“Nonsense! *What do I want with
that boy ?’she'd say,” and Russ laughed.

¢ Nothing of the sort. Come over
there with me now and show her what
you can do. She knows me, or if she
don't she'll remember the name on my
card and let me in for mother's sake.
And I can tell her mother told us about
her need. Come on; we'll strike while
the irons hot, and who knows but she
may make you her heir yet.”

Two minutes later the boys were
crossing the street.

(70 be continued.)

A WATERPROOF LIGHT.

‘WOULDN'T it be convenient some time to
have a light in your pocket? Not a match
that rain might put out, but a glow that
will resist dampness and last long enough
to enable you to take out your watch, for
instance, from under several thicknesses of
coats, and sce what time it was. A cor-
respondent of the New York Tribune tells
how to procure such a light.

Put some heated olive oil into a small
bottle, drop in a piece of phosphorus, cork
it up securely and put it in a safe place.
Any time the cork is removed for a few
seconds and then replaced, a ?O\\'erf‘ul light
will be given out by the bottle, which will
last several minutes and be again renewed
at any moment by pulling out the cork.
A more convenient device for finding a
house or a number in a street where there
are no lights could scarcely be devised, as
it will give off its light on the stormiest
night, and if it gets out of order can always
be got into shape again by aid of a little
warmth. The mixure once prepared will
last for some weeks with but a reasonable
amount of care.



A WORD OF ADVICE,
CURLED up and sitting on her feet,
Within the window's deep embrasure,
Is Lydia ; and across the street
A lad, with eyes of roguish azure,
Watches her buried in her book.
In vain he tries to win a look,
And from the trellis over there
Blows sundry kisses through the air,
Which miss the mark and fall unseen,
TUncared for. Lydia is thirteen.

My lad, if you without abuse,
Will take advice from one who's wiser,
And put your wisdom to more use

Than ever yet did your adviser ;

If you will let, as none will do,

Another’s heartbreak serve for two,
You'll have a care some four years hence
How you lounge there by yonder fence.
And blow those kisses through that screen
For Lydia will be seventeen.

—T. B. ALDRICH.

[7Ais story began in Number 474.]
DIRKMAN’S LUCK.
BY WILLIAM D. MOFFAT,

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

CHAPTER VIIL
CONTAINING SOME LIVELY INCIDENTS.
ARK stared at the constable in
1 silent consternation. That af-
fairs might become serious he
had fully appreciated when he made up
his mind to keep silent, but that he
would actually be arrested as an incen-
diary he never for a moment dreamed.
Some explanation he was sure would be
made—something would occur to smooth
matters over. Consequently he stood
there fairly aghast with astonishment
at this summary action of Amberg's.
The constable left him little time to
collect himself.

‘*Hurry now. I've no time to waste,”
he said, placing his hand heavily on
Mark's shoulders.

Mark shook himself loose.

“I'm not going with you. Ididn't set
that barn afire, and you've no business
to arrest me.”

*Oh ye didn't, eh? And yer not goin’
with me—well, we'll see about that,”
and Amberg seized Mark by the collar
with a grip that settled down on his
neck as if it had come to stay.

Amberg was a heavy, powerful man,
and found little trouble in dragging
Mark along. The latter's blood was up,
however, and he was determined not to
yield himself to brute force.

‘“Let go my collar,” he cried. *“If
I've got to go with you [ can walk along-
side of you decently. I'm not a sneak
thief.”

The constable said nothing, but tight-
ened his grip.

“Say, let go my collar. Do you hear?
1 tell you I'll go with you.”

Amberg gave a snort of contempt.

« I guess ye will go with me—and ye'll
go the way I choose to take ye too, do
ye understand that, ye young rascal ?”
he said, as he gave Mark's neck a rough
shake.

This was more than Mark could stand.
An old trick of the small boys on the
Bowery suddenly occurred to him. In
an instant he whirled his head and body
around under Amberg's arm, stooping
as he did so, and catching the constable
by the ankle with his right hand. The
quick twist of his body wrenched his
collar from the grasp of the constable,
while a sharp tug on the latter's ankle
tripped and threw him. The trick was
over in half a second, and almost before
Amberg could realize what had hap-
pened, he found himself sprawling on
the ground, and his captive making off
at full speed.

The constable, however, was by no
means a slow man, in spite of his weight,
as many a culprit had found to his
grief; and only a moment sufficed to
bring him to his feet. With a coarse
oath he set off in hot pursuit.
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Mark, who had about fifty yards start,
made straight up the road with the in-
tention of striking off into the fields at
the first opportunity and giving his
heavy pursuer a little exercise in fence
climbing.

A short distance ahead stood a house,
and as he reached the gate he noticed
that the front door stood ajar. Scarcely
knowing why he did so, he whirled
around through the gate, and dashed
into the hall.

Some one stood just behind tke door
as Mark ran full tilt against it. There
was a crash, a scream, and a thump,
and a pail of whitewash went rolling
across his path, fairly deluging the hall
floor with its contents.

Without waiting to see what the dam-
ages were, Mark leaped over the pail
and kept right on through the hall
Finding no door open and handy, he
flew up the stairs, taking in the steps
three at a time. At the second story he
stopped, not knowing where to turn
next. With heart beating cxcitedly, he
leaned over the balustrade a moment
and listened.

‘* Mercivul 'eavens, what struck us!”
groaned a voice in the hall below. Be-
fore another groan could be uttered
there came a terrible thumping on the
front door, which, luckily for Mark, had
swung to, closing and locking itself.

‘*Open this door—quick, quick—open
this door before I smash it!" roared the
constable outside.

‘* Mercivul saints!” cried the voice in
the hall. ‘ There comes another one,
and I thought the worst was over.
What be ye a-wantin’ to do? Every-
thing’s busted to flinders now—"

“Let me in—let me in, I tell you,”
bellowed Amberg.

**Who be ye, anyhow ?"

The answer was a loud imprecation,
and the door shook and rattled under a
shower of blows.

‘“Mercivul ’eavens!”
voice in the hall.

In the few seconds that had elapsed
Mark had been able to decide on a plan.
Tiptoeing down three steps to the
landing, he reached up and seized the
sill of a window which opened out on
the roof of the back piazza, and which
happened to be open.

Drawing himself quickly up, he crept
out on the roof. Then he turned and
closed the window. As he did so he
could see down into the front hall.
There on the floor in a pool of white-
wash an inch deep, sat a large, stout
Irish woman gazing stupidly at the
front door, which shook violently, but
sturdily resisted the frantic efforts of
Amberg to break it in.

*She’s in no hurry, thank goodness,”
said Mark to himself as he hurried along
the roof, ‘‘and if that door will only
hold out, I'll get all the lead I want on
the old Dutchman.”

The roof was not high, and it was an
easy matter for Mark to drop down to
the ground. Then, turning off to the
left, he made for a paling fence some
distance away. Climbing this, he ran
along the other side, stooping so as to
conceal himself. In this way he soon
reached the woods that lay to the east
of Medford.

Once under the cover of the trees, he
felt safe, and paused to rest. No
sooner had he gained his breath than a
sense of the absurdity of the whole thing
burst upon him. It had not seemed
particularly amusing a short time be-
fore, but now that he felt safe from pur-
suit, he sat down on a log and burst
into a hearty laugh. The recollection
of the old woman in the hallway and
Amberg hammering on the door ex-
cited his risibles to such an extent that
it was several minutes before he could
bring himself to a serious thought as to
what he was to do next.

exclaimed the

‘¢ ‘Mercivul ’eavens,’ but it's rich,” he
exclaimed, as his laughter somewhat
subsided. ‘* All the same I don't see
that it has helped me much, for what
shall I do now? 1 can't go back to
Medford after playing high cockalorum
with the constable. They'd have it in
for me hot and heavy now. I'll have to
tramp it back to New York and begin
all over again I guess. It don't look as
if I was likely to make much of a suc-
cess at this town—accused of being a
thief first day, and arrested for barn
burning before the week's up. I'm no
good here; something must have hoo-
dooed me. Now what could it have
been? Let's see, who did I meet first?
Why it was Miss Patty. That's more
like a mascot. I ought to have made a
good record from the beginning.”

At thought of Patty, Mark grew more
serious.

** She and Duncan have done a lot for
me. They've stuck to me right through.
I'd bet ten to one they don't think me
bad no matter what Miss Betty has said.
I—1I hate to think of sneaking off and—
and not saying a word to them. And
then the old colonel. He believesin me,
too, 1 know. What would they think
when they find out that I gave the con-
stable the slip and ran away? Why,
confound it, there's only one thing for
them to think—that I was guilty and
didn't dare face them. I believe, after
all, I was a fool to run away from Am-
berg. He couldn’t have held me long.
The truth, or part of it, would have
come out some way—while now—well
now everything is against me. The
colonel couldn’t say a word for me.
Duncan would give me up as a bad lot.
Even--even Miss Patty would think
that I was—Oh, this is getting worse
and worse!”

Mark knit his brows and sat for sev-
eral minutes in silence, tearing ner-
vously at a piece of bark which he held
in his hands.

Then, with sudden resolution, he
sprang up and threw the piece of bark
away.

“I'll go back to the colonel,” he said,
and set his face toward the town.

CHAPTER IX.
A CONFESSION.

OLONEL MORGAN was standing
at his library window, his hands
behind him, his eyes fixed

thoughtfully on the gravel walk that
skirted two sides of the house. So ab-
sorbed was he in his reflections that he
did not hear the library door open, nor
the footsteps that sounded close behind
him.

‘* Father.”

The old colonel turned in startled
surprise.

“Why, Herbert, you here.
hear you enter.”

Herbert showed evidence of unusual
excitement. He was breathing hard as
if from running; his face was flushed;
his manner uneasy.

“Well,” said the colonel.
the matter?”

Herbert lowered his eyesand spoke in
a nervous, rapid manner.

“I came in to see if—if young—if
Ware was here.”

‘“ No, though I expect to see him here
soon. He went out for a walk. He has
been gone nearly an hour, so he may be
here any minute.”

Herbert braced himself as if ke had
something difficult to say.

‘““Father, I'm afraid—he won't come
back.”

Colonel Morgan's expression changed-

‘“t*Won't come back'—what do you
mean?"”

¢« Well, I mean that he has gotten into
trouble. Somehow or other fthe story
has been started that he set fire to the
Otises' barn—"

I didn’t

‘“ What's
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* Who says so?" exclaimed the colo~
nel angrily.

**Well, Amberg for one. I met him
on the road just now, and he is in a ter~
rible state—"

‘* Amberg is a clumsy, stupid dough-
head,” interrupted the colonel, pulling
fiercely at his beard.

*I know it, father, but it's too late to
convince him that he is wrong. He's
after Ware now to arrest him—"

‘* Wha-at!” cried the colonel staring
at his son.

“Yes, and the worst of it is, he's had
his hands on Ware already, but lost
him. He met him down the road and
tried to arrest him. Wareslipped away
from him, and now he's hunting for him
again. As soon as he saw me he began
togoon ata terrible rate. He seems
to think we are somehow responsille for
the whole thing—I suppose because we
took care of Ware. He says—"

*“Why confound that lubberly Dutch-
man!” cried the colonel, his fiery tem-

pergetting the better of him. *‘I'll have
him kicked out of his place. I'll have
him— Well, go on, go on. What did
he say?”

‘*He said that if he laid hands on
Ware again he would fix him so he
couldn't slip away—that he would see-
him into State's prison if there was a
law in the land—that he would find him
if he had to search a year, and that if
he couldn't find him anywhere else, he
would search our house—"

ttt Search our house,’ will he?” The
colonel's face was flushed scarlet.
““That clumsy lout search our house?
Well—well, just let him try, that's all,”
and the colonel gulped and tried to be
calm.

There was an instant's pause.

‘ Herbert,"” said the colonel impera-
tively. * Go find Amberg at once and
tell him I want to see him—"

Contrary to his invariable custom,
Herbert made no move t> obey his fath-
er's commands.

The colonel looked at him in sur-
prise.

* Did you hear what I said?"

““Yes, father, but there's something,
else I want to tell you first."

‘* Well, out with it—and hurry.”

‘*Ware didn't set that barn afire.”

‘I know it."

Herbert looked startled.

‘“Why, father, you know it?—You
mean that—"

1 mean that I am convinced that
young Ware did not set that barn afire.
Circumstances are somewhat against
him, I know, but I am sure he 15 inno-
cent. I believe he knows the true
cause, though, and for some reason or
other is concealing it.”

* Father, I know the true cause too—"

“ Youl"

“Yes, sir. I can't keep still any
longer. I know what set the barn afire,
and I know why Ware will not tell about
it. He is a noble, unselfish fellow, and 1
don’t want him to get into trouble for
he is not to blame for—"

‘‘But the cause—tbe cause!” ex-
claimed the colotel. **What started
this fire.”

** An explosion, just as Ware said. He
would not tell any more because he did
not want to get us boys into trouble.”

“You boys!™ gasped the colonel
‘“What had you to do with it2"

‘ Everything. You know our socicty
called the B.O.S. Well, we had
planned for some fun that night. We
were going to initiate Teddy Binks as a
new member, and we wanted to make
the ceremony very impressive, so we
got some red and green lights. We had
often used the Otises’ barn for meet-
ings, and had a secret entrance at the
back, where there was a board leose.
We meant to be very careful that night,
and if we had thought there was any
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danger of explosion we would never
have attempted to use the powder.
How it happened none of us can tell.
All of a sudden, without any warning,
the stuff blew up and scattered all over
the floor. We were so frightened that
we got out as fast as possible, and then
when we found out how serious a mat-
ter it was, we were afraid tosay any-
thing.”

“Why, you good for nothing young
rascal!" cried the choleric colonel. * Do
you mean to say that you have been to
blame for this thing and have let that
innnocent boy shoulder it all without
saying a word."”

“No, sir. You are unfair, father. I
did not know that he was suspected un-
til this morning, and I have come at
once to tell you the truth—"

** But the boy has been here four
days—you have heard the talk.”

[ kuew that ne was in the barn
when the fire broke out—you told me
that, but I did not know that he had
seen us there and knew what caused the
fire. I supposed that he had probably
been sleeping until the fire awoke him.
{t was not until yesterday that I found
out that he knew we were at the bot-
tom of the trouble. I stepped into the
room while you and Duncan Otis were
talking with him. He saw me and rec-
ognized me—and he made up his mind
at once that he wouldn't give us away.
It was spiendid of him, and—"

‘“ Well, why didn’t you tell the truth
ast night then, and save him from dis-
grace?"”

**Well, father, perhaps I ought to
have done that. But, you see I ‘didn't
want to do it unless I had to, and it
seemed to me that the whole thing
might blow over. I was sure that you
didn’t think Ware was guilty, and I
thought it would all quiet down in a
little while. Butas soon asI met Am-
berg this morning, and found that the
trouble was getting so serious, I came
right back to tell youall about it. Ware
has done a mighty square thing for us,
and he shan't suffer for it if I can
help i.—"

The colonel's feelings at the moment
would be hard to analyze. He was glad
to think that his impression concerning
Mark was correct, but it by no means
pleased him to have the blame located
so near home.

**Well, you can't help it,” he said in a
disgusted manner. * Yesterday was
the time to speak. What can you do
now ?"

“Do!" exclaimed Herbert. * We can
g0 to the town authorities, if it is nec-
essary, and give ourselves up. I am
ready to do anything—to go through
anything to prove the innocence of the
fellow who sacrificed himself to save us
from a scrape.”

Though the colonel scowled fiercely
as he fixed his glance on his son's
flushed face and kindling eyes, there
was an almost irresistible desire stirring
in the old soldier’s breast to seize the
boy in his arms and give him a good
hug.

But his face showed no signs of soft-
ening.

It is too late,” he said severely.
““Where is Mark now ? Probably miles
from here by this timne, carrying with
him a painful impression of our ingrati-
tude. I was ready to do almost any-
thing for him—to show him in every
possible way how I appreciated his ser-
vice to me. He has been driven away
in disgrace like a chicken thief. He has
not even the little money he had when
he came. He will have to tramp his
way somewhere else and make a fresh
start. If he falls amongst bad people
and suffers by it we will be to blame.
We could have given him a good start
in life—which is only what he deserves.
Instead of that we allow him to be

»
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hounded down as a criminal—and all
because you could not tell the truth
promptly. If you had spoken yesterday
all trouble might have been prevented.”

**Father, I—1 am sorry. I should
have spoken yesterday, I know, but
somehow I couldn’t. Forgive me. I
meant everything for the best.”

‘“Forgive you? Yes, when you have
done what you can to repair the injury.”

1 would do anything gladly—but
what?”

*Find Mark Ware and bring him back
here. He cannot have gone far. You
may yet catch up with him. You must
find him if it takes two weeks.”

‘* But—but suppose he can’t
found?”

‘* When you have brought Mark Ware
back here and made it right with him,
we will talk of forgiveness—no sooner,”
said the colonel firmly.

‘“Then you must forgive him now,
colonel,” said a voice close behind them.

Both father and son started with sur-
prise.

In the doorway leading to the lawn
stood Mark, his hat in his hand, a half
mischievous smile on his lips.

CHAPTER X.
EXPLANATIONS.

OR a moment the colonel could say
nothing. He glanced first at

Mark and then at his son. Fancy-

ing he detected a peculiar significance
in the smile which both of them wore,
his suspicions suddenly became aroused.

“Confound you two young rogues,
you've been playing me a trick,” he
cried, shaking his fist at each of them in
turn.

¢« Trick, colonell” answered Mark in
surprise. ‘*What trick?”

‘ You've trumped up this whole thing
so as—so as to—to"—the colonel hesi-
tated, not knowing exactly what to say
next.

“No, father,” said Herbert. ‘ What
I told you is all true. There is no trick
about it. Mark's coming in just now
was merely an accident —though a
mighty lucky one for me.”

 And has Amberg really been trying
to arrest you? " asked the colonel, look-
ing at Mark.

The latter laughed.

‘Yes, sir. He tried real hard, too,
but with the help of a house, a big Irish
woman, a pail of whitewash, a door
with a spring lock, and a back window,
I managed to give him the slip.”

The colonel and Herbert looked puz-
zled, but Mark hastened to explain, and
his story was listened to with great in-
terest and amusement. Explanations
then followed from Herbert and the
colonel, for Mark, of course, knew noth-
ing of the former’s confession. His de-
light may be imagined when, just at the
time that everything looked blackest,
he suddenly found all the doubts and
misunderstandings dispelled.

“ [ was sure I recognized you yester-
day,” he said, clasping Herbert's hand.
‘“And it's an out-and-out square thing
of you to come out like a man and tell
everything. But why did you do it?
Wouldn't it have been better all around
to have kept still 2"

‘* And let you into a lot of trouble be-
cause of our scrape ? No, sir,” answered
Herbert emphatically.

‘Oh, I could have stood the racket all
right. If the worst had come, I had
nothing to lose. But you—well, what
will you do now? I'm afraid you're in
for it."”

“T'll look out for that,” said the col-
onel. ‘‘And I'll have matters straight-
ened out mighty soon, too. Now that
the facts are known there is no ground
for criminal suit. The fire was caused
by an accident—due to thoughtlessness,
carelessness, prankishness, anything
you choose to call it—but it won't start
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a lawsuit between Miss Otis and me, you
may be sure. We are too old friends
for that. I'll stand responsible for all
damages, and have the whole matter
hushed. There won't be any trouble on
that score.”

‘“But how about Amberg?" asked
Herbert anxiously.

‘““There's where 1 might have ex-
pected trouble if he had succeeded in
arresting you, for the whole town would
then have known about it. But luckily
you slipped out of his hands. Stupid as
Amberg is, he isn’t likely to tell anybody
how he got tricked out of a prisoner. I
can quiet him easily enough. He has
now no claim on Mark, while as for you,
Herbert—well, he isn't likely to push
matters in that direction. I can stop
his mouth soon enough—but there's no
time to be lost. There's no knowing
how soon the story will get around
town, and I mean to choke it off if I
can. Just leave this whole thing to me.
You two boys stay right here, while I
look up Amberg. He’s the first one to
see. Then I'll go to Miss Betty Otis and
explain matters there. I'll have the
whole thing straightened out and be
back in time for lunch.” »

While the colonel was talking he was
hurrying about the room getting his
cane, hat, and gloves. By the time he
had finished talking he was ready to go.

‘““Don't leave the place while I am
gone,"” were his last words as he opened
the door. ‘It would be betterand safer
for you to wait here until I have seen
Amberg.”

A moment later, the colonel's erect,
military form was seen passing the last
tree neur the street cormer, where he
became hid from view.

‘“Well!" exclaimed Mark, taking a
long breath. ‘' If thisisn't the luckiest
turn of the ivories I ever saw. It was
only half an hour ago that I was making
up my mind to clear out and try my
chances in some other town or go back
to New York.”

“I'n mighty glad you didn't,” an-
swered Herbert heartily. ‘ Father
would ncver have forgiven me if you
had—and for that matter I would never
have forgiven myself. I ought to have
told him the whole story yesterday. I
wish I had.”

‘“ What's the difference? It's all right
now—and as for the constable, well that
was regular sport.”

Herbert burst into a laugh.

I would have given a good deal to
have seen old Kate Brannigan sitting in
the whitewash,” he said. *'I'll take you
down some time and introduce you to
her. She's a regular character here. If
you want to have some fun just call her
*Kathleen Mavourneen' once. You
want ten yards start though before you
say it, for that's one of the few things
she won't stand.”

‘* Why, she didn't seem to have much
fight in her this morning,” said Mark.

*“Oh no. She's all right—as good
natured as you can find 'em, but the
boys have rubbed ‘' Kathlcen Mavour-
neen’ into her so she can’t stand it. If
Amberg had only called her that once
he would have had no trouble in getting
that door open. The trouble would
have been after the door was open.”

While chatting, the two boys had
stepped out on the side piazza, and
seated themselves on the steps, looking
out over the lawn toward the east.

“So you are the Grand Master,"” said
Mark, glancing at his companion with a
quizzical smile.

1 cannot discuss that subject with
vou. I am sworn to secrecy,” said Her-
bert with mock solemnity and with a
twinkle in his eye.

*“Well, I guess I know a good deal
already," laughed Mark.

““You were a witness of mysteries
you had no right to see. We trust to

your honor not to tell anything about it,
and I know you can be trusted. As for
talking about our society and its doings,
it is our strict rule that our members
shall make only one answer, and that
was the answer I made you.”

‘* Oh, all right,” answered Mark good
naturedly. There was a brief silence.
Then Mark spoke again.

** There's the way I came up this
morning,” he said, nodding his head to-
wards the woods that lay half a mile
away. ‘It was down in those woods
that I made up my mind to come back.
How different it would all have been if
I had gone the other way.”

“ Yes,"answered Herbert, ‘“and you'll
feel the difference all the more as time
goes on. Father intends to be a good
friend to you. He will do all he can to
give you a good start here, I know; and
he can do a great deal more for you in
that way than Mr. Meeks could. No-
body can prove himself a better friend
than father. He's the kind to stick by
you through thick and thin.”

“I'm sure of it,” exclaimed Mark fer-
vently. *‘Idon't half deserveall he has
done for me already. I don't know how
it is that all this luck should come to
me. It pours in from every side. 1
can't understand it. An hour ago I
thought I was in a terrible fix, but even
that turns out handsomely for me. No
matter what I do I seem to draw a
trump card every time. It is regular
out-and-out ‘ Dirkman’s luck'."

* ¢Dirkman's luck',” repeated Her-
bert. ‘* What is that?"”

‘*Why, of course you have heard of
Dirkman?”

Herbert shook his head.

Mark looked at his companion in as-
tonishment.

‘*Never heard of Dirkman!
you're joking.”

‘‘No, I'm not. Whois he?”

*“Why, Dirkman is the most cele-
brated criminal in New York State.”

**Well,” answered Herbert with a
smile, “I don't see that that is any
reason why I should know him.”

‘“Yes, but you must have heard about
him—you must have read about him in
the New York papers.”

Herbert shook his head again.

‘“Idon't often see the New York pa-
pers,” he said. ‘‘But never mind. Tell
me about him."”

‘“Well, as I said, he is the. most cele-
brated criminal in the State, and all be-
cause he's so slippery. He's been up to
everything nearly, except murder, and
they can never get him into prison. He
slips out of it some way every time.”

‘Can't the officers catch him ? "

‘Catch him? Yes, lots of times, but
the trouble only begins there. They
can't keep him. The queer thing about
him is that, criminal as he is, it seems as
if some spirit or other was looking after
him. We used to say in New York that
it was some demon who was keeping
and nursing him for a grand crash in
store for him later on. However that
might be, the law never seems to be
able to hold him. One time they thought
they had him safe in prison. A big
thunderstorm came up; the lightning
struck the prison and burned out the
bars of his cell—never hurt him a bit—
only stunned him a littlee. When he
came to, out he chhmbed, and they didn't
catch him again for ayear. Another
time he was shut up in an old shanty of
a jail and it caught fire. The keepers
had to open the doors, and while every-
thing was all mixed up he got away.
Once when he was caught two officers
handcuffed him, and started out with
him in a carriage for New York. On the
way the horse got frightened, ran
away and threw both officers out of the
carriage. Then the horse ran on and
carried Dirkman somewhere out into the
country. Somehow he got rid of his

Oh, say,



handcuffs, sold the horse and carriage,
and no one heard of him again for a long
time. Sounds funny, doesn't it2"

«¢ I should say so,"” said Herbert witha
long whistle.

«Well, I could spend a whole day
telling you stories about him—some of
them you wouldn't believe, but they're
all true. We used to be so in New York
that we would swallow any yarn we
heard about Dirkman. I don't believe
you could make up anything queerer
than some of the things that really hap-
péned to him. His name got to be a
regular byword with us boys, so when
anybody came in for a regular windfall
we used to call it * Dirkman’s luck.’”

¢ It means about the same as ‘blind
luck,’ or * bull luck,’ then," said Herbert.

¢ VYes, just about the same, but * Dirk-
man's luck ' seemed to mean more to us
fellows.”

¢« Did you ever see Dirkman ?" -

¢ Yes, three or four times. I met
him once face to face on the Bowery,
and it scared me nearly half to death.
You see I'd heard so much about him
I'd got in the way of thinking he was
some sort of a devil. I was pretty
young then, but I think the sight of him
now would give me a kind of a chill.”

** What did he look like?" Herbert
wanted to know.

¢ Oh, he was a strong, muscular fel-
low, though not heavy—well built, with
smooth face, black eyes and curly hair.
I couldn't forget him. He might have
been handsome but for the bad look in
his face. He must look worse by this
time, for he is over fifty years old now.”

*Well, I understand now what you
mean by ‘Dirkman’s luck,’” said Herbert,
“put I don’t think you can call your
luck exactly a windfall. You deserve
every bit of it.”

«I'm not so sure of that,” answered
Mark, ‘‘ but if your father will only give
me the chance, I'm going to try and de-
serve it some time—"

¢ So here ye are, ye slippery young
cub!” grated a harsh voice just beside
the boys. ‘-Ithought I'dfind ye here.
Now we'll see whether ye'll get the best
of me this time."

The two boys sprang totheir feet in
alarm.

Before them stood Amberg, angry
and belligerent, his hand grasping his
heavy stick in a threatening manner,
and an ugly expression on his face that
boded ill for Mark.

(70 be continued.)

BULLS, BOARS AND BEARS.

IN reading English fiction dealing with
the times gone by, every one has doubtless
wondered more or less at the sometimes
absurd names tacked on to public houses.
A recently published book entitled ‘* Names
and their Meaning,” interestingly explains
many of these and we subjoin an extract
from it.

Perhaps everybody does not know the
meaning of those tavern signs which on
their face appear only grotesque or fantas-
tic. Chief among these are ‘**The Cat and
Fiddle,” a perversion of * Caton le Fidele,”
in honor of Caton, the faithful Governor of
Calias; *“The Bag o’ Nails,” of “The
Bacchanals,” in reference to Pan and the
Satyrs ; “The Goat and Compasses,” of the
Puritan motto, *“God Encompass Us,”
“The Iron Devil,” of ** The Hirondelle,” or
swallow ; * The Bull and Mouth,” of ‘‘The
Boulogne Gate,” in compliment to Henry
VIII, who effected the siege of Boulogne
and its harbor in 1544 ; * The Lion and Key,”
of “ The Lion on the Quay,” a house bear-
ing the sign of ** The Lion,” and situated
by the water side, in order to distinguish it
from other * Lions,” in the same port ; * The
Catand Wheel,” of ** The Catherine Wheel,”
the instrument of St. Catherine’s martyr-
dom ; “The Bully Ruffian,” of “The Belle-
Tophon,” the vessel on board of which
Na‘)oleon surrended his sword to Captain
Maitland after his defeat at Waterloo; and
“The Blue Pig,” a mere modification of
*The Blue Boar.” ‘‘The Pig and Whistle,”
isa very old sign, the term * whistle "’ be-
ing a corruption of *‘wassail,” and “ pig”
the old English for a bowl or cup. Surely
there could be no more fitting s‘ign for a
tavern than that which suggests the drink-
ing of healths.
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BLISS.
HE was a little negro
And sat upon the fence,
He hadn’t any father
Nor any mother, hence
He was a little orphan
And hadn’t any sense.
He thought the earth a circle,
But flat as any floor;
Was sure it scarce extended
Beyond the river shore ;
And thought the stream the Jordan
Which Israel passed o'er.
He knew the sun at twilight
Just put himself to bed
Underneath a coverlet
Of purple, blue and red;
Except on stormy evenings
When he used black instead.
He b'lieved the stars in heaven
‘Were blessed angels’ eyes
“ A-peeping froo the openin’s
Ter see who steals de pies”—
At least so said his auntie,
And she was very wise.
And then he thought his conscience
The throbbing ’'neath his ribs
That beat so fast and loudly
‘Whenever he told fibs,
‘Which was often, each one prefaced
By *“True as eber yer libs!"”
And he was sure Elijah
Would come for him some night,
And take him in a chariot,
All glorious with light,
To a sweet and happy country
‘Where every one was white.
He was a little negro
And sunned him on the fence,
He hadn’t any knowledge
Nor any money, hence
He was supremely happy—
Each has his recompense !
—The Independent.

A Fight With a Herd Horse.

BY FRANK W. CALKINS.
s VER hearn tell of a herd hoss?
A reg'lar old band leader that'll
round up a band o' hosses on a
range an’' keep 'em there, an' keep
everything else off fer years?”

The speaker was a companion of an
afternoon’s horseback ride on the
Wichita prairie in Northern Texas. He
had been for some years an Idaho cow-
boy, but now, though still a young
man, was a prosperous sheep owner on
the ** Wichita range.”

Our conversation had turned, natur-
ally, upon scenesand events connected
with his wild mode of life. In reply to
this question, I said that I had heard
and read often of the band leader of the
South American pampas and of our own
plains in early times, but I expressed
also a lively curiosity to hear more.

“I reckon,” said he, ‘‘that most

. everybodv's hearn of ’em ’mong the

reg’lar wild hosses, but they have 'em
out in Idaho with the range hosses, big
stallions an' geldins, that'll jest knock
the spots off'n any sort of mustang that
ever run a band of wild uns. Yaas, an’
they keep 'em a purpose fer herd hosses
too, an’ it don't need nobody to go
lookin’ after t4eir bands, I tell ye.

“It's mighty techy business fer
strangers or strange critters to go foolin’
round one o' them fellers. I've had a heap
of trouble 'ith 'em, an’ ter tell the truth,
stranger, I'd jest about as leave take a
fair showin’ 'ith a half dozen Apaches as
go in single handed fer a fight 'ith one
o' them herders.

* Lord, how they will fight when their
dander’s riz, an't don't take but a
mighty leetle ter rise it neither. Jest
you sail in onct an’ try a kitch at one o'
the band with yer lass' an’ you'll find
you've got the boss hoss on yer-hans’
mighty suddint.

‘ He'll come down on yer like a lan’
slide off'n a mounting, an' you've got
ter shoot er git. Ther ain't no other
way. Can't rope him, ye see, cause he's
always comin' at ye. Ye'd jest orter see
one o' them fellers out on one o' them
sage plains when he's a roundin’ up his

band an’ standin’ off strange critters an’
keepin' 'em outside.

‘' 'Pears like Satan himself jest gits
right plumb 1nside their skins on sech
times. They'll rush their own bandds
tergether like mad, make 'em huddle, er
knock ‘em out o' time, an’ then they'll
rare an’ pitch after that stranger hossin
the maddest, infernalist sort of way you
ever hearn tell of. Sech kickin' an’
snortin’, an’ snappin’ o' teeth, an sech a
blaze of eyes'll mighty soon take the
sand odt o’ the strange un, an’ he'll
show a clean pair o’ heels if he's gut'em
an’ skip’out o’ that fer greener pastures,
as Solomon says.

‘*Then ye'd orter see one of'em a
takin’ his band ter water. They always
have one pertic'lar place ter water, an’
they never goes nowhere else. The
creeks up in that country are gen'ly
putty well down in deep cuts with rough
country 'round 'em. Wal, twict a day,
gen'ly mornin's an’ evenin’s, less it's
powerful hot, when they go midday,
you'll see the band pintin’ fer their water
hole.

** The old herd hoss'll be from fiftytoa
hundred yards in the lead, prancin’
along, mane an’ tail up, an’' comin’ down
stiff legged an’ bouncin’ up agin, like
the 'arth was a rubber ball with patent
springs inside.

‘*Every leetle ways the old chap'll
come down on all fours an’ plant hisself
solid fer a minute an’ throw up his head
an’squeal an’ snort, an’ the rest of 'em’ll
foller suit till the whole country 'rqund
‘'em is just crazy with the racket.

** That's the way they work down to

their waterin' places, and then wien
they've drank their full they'll wheel
about an’ scamper away like the wind
till they're up high an’ dry on the range
agin.
** Reckon I'll have to tell ye, stranger,
of a little fracus't I had 'ith one of
old. Gilman's boss herd hosses. *‘Old
Gil," as we used ter call'im, is a big
cattle man up in the Snake River coun-
try, the same as I punched cows for the
six year't I spent there.

* He had six or seven hundred head o’
hosses 'long of his cattle, a runnin'in
half a dozen different bands on the sage
plains atween Snake River an’ the Lava
Beds, an’ he used to say't he made more
money outer them hosses twic't over'n
he did on the same pile o' money put in
steers. They tuck keer o’ theirselves,
ye see, an’ there was never any bother
‘ith 'em cnly in the brandin' season.
But the steers an’ cows tuck two dozen
punchers, an' kep' 'em agoin’ lively most
o' the time.

“But what T was goin’ to tell ye 'bout
was in the fall o' '73, when I was a youn-
ker of eighteen, not much more'n fryin’
size, but I'd gut a wire age (edge) put on
me by four years o’ hard ridin', an’ was
considered a rather husky chap fur bein’
so young.

‘“Twas durin’ the June round up one
summer an’ [ an’about a dozen other
boys wus'ith the bossat our old summer
camp on Snake River, nigh the Crazy
Buttes.

“The steers was terribly scattered,
an' as it was brandin' season we had
plenty of hard ridin’, an' hard work too.
We rid down more'n a dozen ponies in
less'n that many days, and hosses wus
gittin’® mighty scarce ‘ith us, when I
rode up to the shack 'bout ten o'clock
one forenoon 'ith a played out hoss an’
found the boys all away an’ jest one
pony left, an’ that belongin' ter our
boss.

‘*He wus a good one, but I know'd I
couldn’t have him, not fer long, so the
only thing left fer me wus to make a
break fer the nearest band an’ ketch a
fresh one fer myself.

“T know'd where they ranged, 'bout a
hundred an’ fifty of 'em, way up a sage
plain, west side o' the Buttes. The band
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was run by a big black geldin''ith one
white eye. Old Thunderbolt we calle@
him. He wus quietan’ peaceable enough
so long as you didn't try ter meddle 'ith
any of his band, but the minute he saw
you was after one of 'em, he'd turn on
you ugly an' vicious as a grizzly, an*
there wasn't a man in the outfit but wus
mortal afeard o' goin’ alone after one o”
his herd. But they didn't 'low no
foolin' in Old Gil's camps, an''twas come
ter time er git the grand bounce, so P
jest saddled the boss's pony, done me
up a snack o’ biscuits an' bacon an’' lit
out.

**A leetle after noon I sighted the
band; 'twas 'bout a mile off, feedin' quiet
an' easy. I gutouto’ the saddle, blowed
my pony a bit, eat my snack, an’ then.
rode down to'rds ’em.

“When I gut within a couple o' hun.
dred yards Old Thunderbolt throwed
up his head an’ give one snort, looked
at me a minute an’ then went on 'ith his,
feedin'.

** That was jest his style, quiet enoughe
so long’s you didn’t go foelin’ round any
of his band.

‘“ The herd wus scattered over a con~
siderable strip o’ ground, an’' I made up
my mind in a hurry jest the plan I was
goin’ to foller, that is, if I could make it
work.

‘“'Way round on the out age o' the
band, an’ clean opposite to whar Old
Thunderbolt was feedin’, I'd sighted &
buckskin cayuse, a lightnin’ good pony
that I'd rid the year afore. I know'd
mighty well that six months o’ fine range
had gut him up 1n good shape fer work,
an’ there wasn'ta better cow ponyin the
bunch.

* Well, my plan was to cut him out o*
the band by a quick dash, an’ then run
him off. I knowd Old Thunderbolt
'ud give us a mighty close race; but ye
see, the liveliest hoss in the world can't
run at his best gart an’ fight too, an’ if ¥
could jess keep the cayuse a-goin’ tily
he gut off the range, my game was won,

*“So I rid 'round the band sort o' care«
less like, as though I was goin’ to pass
'em all, an’ whenI gut pretty close to
the buckskin, I run out my noose an*
made a suddint dash in 'tween him an*
the main body o' the band. But he
wouldn't cut worth a cent, not him; he
jest flung up his heels an’ whipped right
across in front o’ me.

“‘Twas a terrible reckless trick, ¥
know; but he wur so close in front o' me
that I couldn't let the chance shp, so §
jest let the noose fly out in front o’ him,
entangled one o' his fore legs, tovk a di/l>
welt 'round the saddle horn’ an’ landed
Mr. Cayuse on his back on the ground.

‘*Afore he knowed what had hap.
pened, fairly, I was down on him with
one knee on his neck an’ slippin’ a extra.
bridle onter his head.

‘* When I gut that done I let him rol}
over, an’ as he struggled ter his feet 1
mounted his bare back—thar wasn't
time ter slip my saddle onter him, I'd
gut ter be up an’ a-goin.

* Wal, I jerked the critter back on his:
haunches, an'the slack noose shipped
off'n his foot, an’ away went the boss
pony fer camp, draggin’ the rope after
him. Ididn't worry 'bout him, not &
bit.

‘“'Bout that time I heered a fierce,
shrill snort, an' a tremenjous clatter o™
huffs, an’ lookin’ up Isaw Old Thunder-
bolt comin’ down on me like a lightnin®
express behind time, an’ not moren-
forty yards off.

] turned the buckskin's head in a.
hurry, an’ stuck my spurs into his
flanks, an’ then—wall, that rascally
brute went back on me—he jest pitched
up onter his four legs quick'n you coulc¥
say Jack Robinson, an' I slid over his-
head like a shot off'n a hot shovel, an”
turned a neat little summerset an’lit ony
my back, jest as I'd thrown him a min-
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aite afore—no saddle, nothin to hang to,
see.

‘“ Well, Mr. Cayuse jerked away an’
skipped, an’ then I looked up to find
<01d Thunderbolt reared up on his hind
feet a pawin’ the air over my head 'ith
his front ones, an’ snappin’ his jaws till
his teeth cracked like the click of a
double spring trap.

“It 'peared like his hair an’ mane
$8tood straight up on end, an’ his white
eyes bulged out big as a earthen plate;
but I reckon I was considerable excited.
I jest had time to make two or three
-quick turns an’ roll out o' his reach, as
the old black spanked his big huffs
‘down right where my head was.

“I jumped to my feet as he reared to
strike agin, an’ felt fer my pistol. I'd left
Wit in the saddle holster, like a crazy
dunatic.

‘Wasn't no use runnin’; there wus jest
one chance left for me, an' I took it
wmighty quick. T made a jump straight
fer the old hoss, an’ as he struck down
at me, [ dodged to one side, maie an-
-other jump, grabbed both hands into
his mane, an’ swung myself up on his
‘back.

‘I reckon there never wus sech a sur-
‘prised horse afore. He'd never been
backed.

* He stood stock still for a minute, an’
then he lit out a terrific squeal, made
two or three plunges, an' then cut loose,
lit out, as the poet says, fer parts un-
&nown.

“The band had huddled up ina bunch
at the first dash he made, an' now the
whole bunch turned loose an’ came clat-
terin’ along right to the leader’s heels.

‘ Wall, stranger, that was a leetle the
wildest ride I ever took!

¢ Old Thunderbolt was scared, fer the
first time in his life, I reckon, an’ the
way he got down ter bizness an’ rattled
across that sage plain was a caution to
snakes, I tell ye.

“* The worst o’ the matter wus, that he
pinted straight fer the head of a creek
that came down from the mountains,
"boeut two miles away, an’ the ground
was all cut up with gullies an’' draws,
an' ditches a puttin’ into the stream.

* Thar was nothin’ ter save me,
though, but ter stick to my seat er be
<hopped inter mincemeat under the
huffs o' the snortin’ mob behind. But
I wus willin’ to take some resks, an’
wighty happy to ride in that crazy fash-
ion on Old Thunderbolt’s back, 'stead
©' being smashed ter a jelly under his
huffs.

* My ride didn't last long, though, fer
the very first cut we come ter, a ditch,
“bout fifteen feet deep an’ the same in
width, the old black failed to connect.
He reached t'other bank all right, but
“twas a reg'lar wash out, caved under,
an' ashe didn't get a good footin’ fer his
hind legs, over we went in a cloud o'

_ dust, rollin’ ter the very bottom.

“How I got ter the bottom o' that
ditch 'thout bein’ killed is more'n I can
tell ye; but I did. Ilitabout ten feet be-
low Old Thunderbolt, strikin’ on my side
an' shoulder.

*I wusn't hurt much, and I knowed
enough to whop over and crawl back
lively under bank to'rds whar the dand
wwus a-comin' from, an’if I hadn't done
it jest as I did, I'd a been smashed flat-
ter'n a slapjack in a minute.

I couldn't begin ter describe what
€ollowed. Them horses wus on a stam-
pede, an’ nothin’' was agoin’ ter stop
‘em.

‘ They went flyin’ over my head, one,
two, three, a half a dozen at a time,
shootin’ across the sky like big, live
rockets, some of 'em strikin' the oppo-
-site bank all right, an’ others rollin’ back
heels over head, inter the ditch. Even
back where I was agin the fust bank, I
had a desprit lively time keepin’ out o'
the way of 'em, fer some of 'em came
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clean back kerwhop agin my side, an’
the air was so full o’ dust I could hardly
see. But it didn't last long, an’ when
thé last one was across, I saw that the
ditch was alive with horses, some goin'
up an’ some goin' down ter find a outlet,
an’ some of 'em scratchin’ straight up
the bank where they'd rolled down.
'Mong the last was my buckskin 'with
his bridle still on.

‘*Well, I made a dash fer that cayuse,
an’' scrambled up beside him—ye see
they'd caved an’' tumbled down that
bank t1ll 'twas consid’able more slantin’
than at first, an’ give a slim chance for
a foothold—and when Mr. Pony reached
the top I wus there, too, an’ had him by
the bits.

‘“ He stood as meek as you please while
I mounted, an’ never offered ter buck
when I rode up an’' down the ditch ter
take a look at the bottom.

““There was one dead hoss, broke
his neck in fallin’, another so badly hurt
he couldn't rise, an’ several that limped
bad.

‘I watched the lame ones through till
they'd all scrambled out one place or
another, an’ then I rode back ter camp,
crossin’ the ditch up nigh its head.

‘The next mornin’ me an’ four o' the
boys went out an' killed the hurt hoss,
au’ then hunted up the band an’ roped
six fresh ridin’ ponies while Old Thun-
derbolt stood an’snorted an' looked on.
He was never known ter tackle a man
afteg tbat, an’ the next year a young
cream stallion whipped him out an’ took
his place.”

AN IMPRESSIVE ADVERTISEMENT,

A QUAINT old book of many score pages
published many years ago, devotes a large
part of its space to queer and catchy ad-
vertising dodges that had been employed
to expedite the nimble sixpence. Com-
petion, so much sharper in these latter
days, is still more fertile than formerly in
expedients to attract notice and impress
the mind.

The following advertising device de-
scribed by the New York Tribune not only
drew trade by the tempting offer of a prem-
fum, but made that premium when given
still leave a striking advertisement behind
the wearer at every step he took.

*‘ We have a shoemaker in our town,” says
a Quebec man, ‘ whose business in selling
overshoes has been ruined by a hustling
rubber house, and who, this winter, to get
even, had a great ogening sale at which he
gave to every purchaser of shoes a pair of
overshoes, upon the soles of which was his
advertisement reversed so that at every
step the wearers take through the snow
they leave his advertisement neatly printed
in their tracks. The effect is magical and
powerful. You can scarcely look at the
snow any place in Quebec without seeing
footprints with this man’s name glaring
boldly from them.”

THE DOG'S CHUM,

PERHAPS the experience of some of our
boys may be able to corroborate the follow-
inz statemer:, made by Our Animal
Friends.

Did you ever notice what an affinity
exists tween boys and dogs, asks an
observer. When dealing with new ac-

quaintances a dog approaches men with
respectful attention, women with dignified
tolerance, little children with kindly for-
bearance ; but when a dog meets a boy for
the first time it is a case of ** we are brothers™
on both sides at once. The dog swaggersup
to the boy with a confident. cheery air,

uite sure he has met an equal and an ally.

he boy catches the dog by the ears or tail,
with a perfect belief that the comradeship
of spiritual affinity will act as an effectual
muzzle.

Be it true or mot, there is certainly a
class of bovs from which our metropolitan
dogs instinctively shy—the newsboy and
the gamin. To these the dog too often
furnishes a hilarious diversion—the old
story of the affinity between a dog's tail
and a tin can.

ANOTHER MAILED HAND,

ANOTHER cruiser has been launched; it
has been known as No. g, but is now the
namesake of the city of Montgomery,
Georgia. Below we give part of the de-
scription of her as published in the New
York Herald.

The Montgomery has no armor whatever,

and the onlyﬁprotection she has, except such
as her coal affords and her conning tower,
is a light steel deck, starting below the
water line at the s and curving up-
ward amidships. This deck is eleven six-
teenths of an inch thick on the slopes, nine
sixteenths on the level of the machinery
and six sixteenths at each end. This deck
is intended to give protection to the
machinery, magazines and steering gear
against machine gun fire only. It would
not resist even the heavier raénd fire guns.
‘The conning tower is of 2-inch mild steel.

The ship’s chief dimensions are:—Length,
257 feet; extreme breadth, 37 feet; mean
draught, 14}4 feet. At sixtéen knots an
hour maintained speed with the larger
coal supply, she can steam about eight
days: at ten knots an hour she can steam
37i« days before her coal gives out. She
will be rigged as a two masted schooner,
spreading about six thousand three hundred
feet of canvas.

The battery will contain two 6-inch and
eight 4-inch rapid fire breech loading rifled
guns, the former throwing projectiles
weighing 100 pounds each and the latter 36
pounds each. One 6-inch gun will be
mounted amidships on a central pivot car-
riage on the forecastle and the other on the
poop, each hm’ing a train of about 270 de-
grees. The 4-inch guns will be mounted on
the main deck, four on each side. The ex-
pectation is that about five aimed shots a
minute can be fired from each 6-inch gun
and about ten from each 4-inch gun. On
either broadside at one discharge the whole
main battery will deliver three hundred and
forty four pounds of metal, and directly
ahead or astern one hundred and seventy
two pounds.

The secondary battery will contain four
6 pound and four 3 pound rapid fire guns
and two 1% inch revolving cannon.

Two torpedo ports under the forecastle and
two under the poop will discharge torpedoes
abeam, and there will be onc in the stem
and one in the stern for discharging tor-

edoes right ahead or straight astern.

owell tubes and torpedoes will be used.

AN HONEST FELINE,

SOME of the tales of the exhibition of an
extraordinary intelligence by dumb animals
would be incredible were it not that per-
haps every one has had some few incidents
pass under his own notice. Here is one,
related by a correspondent of Our Animal
Friends.

Grimsel Grey is a young Maltese cat of
my acquaintance, the only pet of her master
and mistress, who are extremely fond of
her and have done everything  in their
power to develop her intelligence by kind-
ness and petting. By constant watching
they have attained a fair knowledge of her
disposition, and can generally understand

interpret her various moods, while she
displays a comprehension of their words
and tones whichat times is almost startling.
A short time ago she was breakfasting with
her master, and a plate containing several
pieces of raw meat was brought to him. He
gave her as much as he thought best, and
she appeared quite satisfied. After break-
fast he went to his library, and soon heard
Grimsel’s voice outside mewing ina pecular
tone. He called her, and she came nearer,
still mewing, and finally came into the
room carrying a piece of the meat left
from breakfast. She laid it down at her
master’s feet, rubbed against him, and
looked up in ixis face, plainly asking per-
mission to eat it. He was so much amazed,
that he went to his wife’s room to tell her
about it and Grimsel followed, with the
meat in her mouth, and repeated her request,
attering the same peculiar sounds, and rub-
bing herself against her friends. They
praised her, stroked her, told her she was
a good cat and might have the meat, and
not till then did she eat it.

BEWARE OF THE SHARK.

IF there is any doubt as to the man eating
properties and powers of the shark, the fol-
lowing ingenuous expression from the Bos-
ton Herald, hasanair of truth and sincerity,
even if ungrammatical, and would seem to
dispose of the question.

*Old Pedro,” of the Seaman’s Home.
Boston, apropos of the statement of Herman
Oelrichs that sharks could not bite, says:
“I heard it read in the paper that a man
uptown says sharks won’t bite. He was a
landsman as said it, of course, or he
wouldn't have made any such mistake.
Sharks won’t bite, indeed? Well, I can tell
him they will, 'cause I seen 'em do it,
I seen a shark clip off a man’s leg as
slick as you please, right off Marble-
head, and it wasn’t morethan fifteen years
ago either. 1seen a fellow have a tussle
with a man eater right down off Barnegat,
and the man lost a hand and a chunk of his
side. This man what said sharks wouldn’t
bite men claimed to have jumped into a
school of ’em, but I guess he dreamed that.

‘A shark is cowardly, of course, when
he's alone; but if there’s two or three of 'em
about you take my advice and don’t go
foolin’ with ’em. They'd fight a gunboat if
they wasriled, and 1 once see five of as big
sharks as you ever heard of jump right up
out of the water at a five ton smack. They
bites in southern waters more than they do
up here, maybe, but they bites up here just
the same, and if that man what claims to

know so much will take the adwice of 2sea-
man of more than fitty year, as has sccn
over twenty fellows eat up or mangled by
sharks, he won't jump inter a school of 'em
any more, 'less they’re stuffed.”

A TENDER HEARTED LAD.

THE point of view is everything. If you
want to be thoroughly sympathetic with a
friend in trouble you must put yourself
mentally in his place, so far as you can. It
is the same with those who wish to get on
well with children. Here is a hint in the
latter direction, culled from the columns of
a contemporary.

A little boy had his first pair of rubber
boots and could not be contented till his
mother went down to the brook with him to
see him wade.

With loving care he dragged a board
across the brook for her to walk upon,
while he waded beside her in the water that
came nearly to his boot tops. Suddenly, as
if he had just realized whatshe was de-
a woman in shoes. he
said with affectionate

prived of in bein.
took her hand an
earnestness:
‘‘Indeed, mamma dear, I will not wade
another minute where you can see me. It
must be too temptationy for you to bear."”
—_—

H K., New York City. Have you no phy-
sician? We are not licensed to prescribe.

P. M., South Amboy, N.J. *“ Making a
Man of Himself” is not published in book
form.

D.C. 1. No premium. 2. We make an-
nouncements on our editorial page as soon
as we deem expedient.

C. C.,, Worcester, Mass. We announce
our plans on the regular editorial page at
such times as we think expedient.

W. G. F,, Vergennes, Vt. We will be
glad to mail you any of Mr. Alger’s pub-
lished books, postage paid, on receipt of
$1.25.

G. E., New York City. 1and 2. New York
City. 3. Engineering is adequately taught
at Washington University, St. Louis, Mo.,
and University of Michigan, Ann Arbor,
Mich.

W. G., Chicago, Ill. 1. No premium. 2.
Russia having invaded Turkey in violation
of treaties with other powers, England and
France aided the Orientals in their defen-
sive war.

M.E. H., Hoboken, N. J. We cannot take
up space with the names of all the ships in
the Navy. Consultthe World Almanac. See
articleon * Our Navy” in No. 470, which you
seem to have overlooked.

G. H. H., Waterbury, Conn. Nothing ex-
erts magnetic power over paper, excepting
that bodies charged with frictional clec-
tricity will attract small bits of paper as
they will small bits of any other equally
light substance.

L. A. W,, Chicago, Ill. r. Why did you
not ask Zkem why they covered the founda-
tion with tar? Perhaps it was to protect
it from the effects of rain and frost. 2. The
story was not original with the publication
named. 3. Out of print.

UNCLE SAM, New York City. 1. Not pub-
lished in book form. 2. The monitor is
named after Miantonomoh, a sachem of the
Narragansett tribe of Indians. He suc-
ceeded his uncle, Canonicus, after whom
also one of the new monitors will be named.
3. Captain Boynton, we believe, equipped
in his swimming suit, managed to tow a
dummy torpedo to the side of the British
vessel, escaping the vigilance of the night
watch.

NavaL APPRENTICE, Milton, Pa. Naval
apprentices are boys who enlist to serve in
the navy until the age of twenty one. They
are taught to be sailors and can enlist in
the regular service after fulfilling their
indentures. Boys must be between fourteen
and eighteen, of perfect health and good
physique, and must be able to read and
write. Enlistment is made ‘at the receiv-
ing ship of any Atlantic Navy Yard,
on the training ship Michigan at Erie, Pa.,
and the Minnesota at New York. Parent or
guardian must accompany applicant. 2.
Address them at New York City.

MILITARY MATTERS.

YOUNG men over 15 years of age desiring
to join a first class Regiment Cadet Corps
can do so by addressing Geo. C. Crolius, 196
‘Warren St., Brooklyn, N. Y.
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Like Magic

Is the relief given in many severe cases of dys-
peptic troubles by Hood’s Sarsaparilla. Poss-
essing the best known stomach tonics as wellas
the best alterative remedies, this excellent
medicine gives the stomach the strength requir-
ed to retain and digest nourishing food, creates

A Good Appetite

and gently but effectively assists to natural
motion the whole machinery of the body.

Dyspepsia—Liver Complaint

“For twenty years [ have been troubled with
dyspepsiaand liver plaint. My bowelshave
‘been constipated, so that I had to take pills con-
tinually. I tried many different medicines to
no effect. Last spring 1 was recommended to
try Hood’s Sarsaparilla, and one bottle cured
me. My bowels are now regular, I have noliver
difficulty, and the dyspepsia has entirely dis-
appeared. Ican eatanything without distress-
ing me.

’ L]
Hood’s Sarsaparilla
was a God-send to me, for Isuffered continu-
ally.” J. B. HORNBECK, South Fallsburgh,
Sullivan Co., N. Y.

BEHIND THE TIMES.

HE stood and looked at the steam roller that
‘was working on the asphalt.

“ Great thing, isn’t it? " asked a bystander.

4 Great nothing!’ was the reply. ** Youmust
be powerful slow in these parts.  Why, out to
Slam Center they’d shoot an engineer that
couldn’t go faster’n that.” —Washington Star.

CONSUMPTION CURED.

An old physician retired from practice, had
placed in his hands by an East Indian mission-
ary the formula of a simple vegetable remedy
for the speedy and permanent cure of Con-
sumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma and all
Throat and Lung Affections, and all Nervous
Complaints. Having tested its wonderful cur-
ative powers in thousands of cases, and desir-
ing to relieve human suﬁ'ering, I will cend free
of charge to all who wish it, this recipei
German, French or English, with full direc-
tions for preparing and using. Sent by mail,
%y addressing with stamp, naming this" paper,

. A. NOYES, 820 Powers’ Block, Rochester, 1\?e V.

EXCITING EXPERIENCES.

WHALING in lapland is among the earliest
adventures of youth.—Binghamton Republican.

STRANGE TALES.

IN these days of chemical
has often found that blood
Courter.

i the i
will tell.—ZLowell

COMPARATIVE IMPROVEMENT.

PAT had been suffering with a severe and
prolonged attack of the grip.

“Well, Pat,” said a friend, meeting him on
the street, ** I hear you’ve been having a pretty
hard time of it.”

“ Faith an’ I have,” said Pat. “An’it's the
right name they give to it, too, for when it once
takes holt of a man it’s no mind to let go. It
took thraa weeks to fale better after I was in-
toirely well."—Harper's Bazar.

TRUE GRATITUDE.

WE took out an accident policy last Monday
and had the good fortune to break two of our
legs ten minutes afterwards, for which we will
get $ac0.—Billsville Banner.

TWO DESPERADOES.

was a great desperado in mY dai."
aking his

“YES, I
said the reformed train robber, sh

WELL PHRASED.
“THAT was the stroke of a master hand,”
said the boy when the school teacher punished
him.— Washington Star.

HE GOT THE JOB.
“ HAVE you an opening on your staff, sir?”
asked a man as he entered an editor’s office.
“'\'Nhnt department would you like to work

I think I could make a great success of the
¢ Answers to Correspondents.’”’

‘“Have you ever conducted such a depart-
ment?”

* No, sir.”

‘“Then on what do you base ?'our belief that
you could do that sort of work?"

“ ] have spent several months in
the questions of a four year old chi

“I'think you'll do."—//ome Guard.

dalgswering

STILL, NOT SQUARE.
I DON'T believe the earth goes round,
Despite what books declare—
I'm sure it don’t go round ; because
I never get my share.
—Puck.

THE REAL THING.
PATIENT—" Doctor, 1 fancy, somehow, I've
got a touch of the gout.”
DoOCTOR—* Fancy, my dear sir! If you had,
you wouldn'’t fancy—you'd know.”—Comic.

head sadly and with much humility. ‘I once
held up a'whole train load of p erssingle
handed and alone.”

“That was quite a feat,” said the retired

auctioneer, with a dreamy, faraway look in his
eye, ‘‘but I once knocked down a whole rail-
road.”’—Chicago Tribune.

HARD HEARTED THIEVES.

SYMPATHIZIjig FRIEND —* Your loss by that
burglarg was certainly very heavz. but you
know what the poet says : ‘Into each life some
rain must fall.”’

MRs. DE LUGE (weeping)—** Y-e-s—and the
mis—miserable thieves even took my um-um-
brella.”—Puck.

SHOCKED AT THE EVIDENCE.
UDGE—** Well, officer, who is this person and
what is she charged with?"”
OFFICER—"* Sure, it's the ‘Magnetic Girl’
yo}l;‘l" I;Dnor, and she’s charged with electricity.”
—Puck.

ALL HE WANTS.

ALL that the stranded actor asks is that
people will give him a show.—Puck.

A T TR0

Munsey's Magazine

JANUARY
Now Ready.

NUMBER.

Superbly lllustrated.

The complete novel is by William Murray Graydon,

and is a stirring tale of Russian adventure and romance, entitled :

Now Ready.
BOUND VOLUME TWELVE OF

7 he Argosy

Contains seven Serial Stories by
Willlam D. Moffat,
W. Bert Foster,
Matthew White, Jr.,
Gilbert Campbell,
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.

EVERYMoTHER

Should Have It in The House,
Dropped on Sugar, Children Love
totake JOANSON’S ANODYNE LINIMENT for Cmnxlx.CoId..

ps and Pains, Re-

Bend %. mamp for the LARGRIT SAMPLE BOOK of
gonuina hidden name,sllk fr12ge. eavelops aad calling sarde

e
NEW CARDS ===z s

o 3 A D
500 SCRAPEFVE # o e FREE

PARDER & CO., MUNTOWESE. CONN.

ILEs INSRTANT RELIEF. Cured in 1§
days. Never returngs. Nopurge. No Salve.
No suppository. EMEDY MAILED FREE Address.
J. H. REEVES, Box 3290. New York City, N. Y.

cARszﬂ.-.-n'uu.;n;: :_.:;-._nm:’m.uu-n
dden Name, Harele ney Kigs Cards vt
B he 3e, mamp, & NTBLAIR, LACEYVILLE, G

450 Bam) Verses, &c. Full Apta. outfit. 16 ‘o,
CARDS Emmsmt R ety
=

ot, all 2. Nows
GLOBE CARD Cu., mzkw-hmh Ocoa-

TH ORGAN quickly learned, Easy method,
ten cents. Harmonica catalogue iree.
WILLARD R. JILLSON, Syracuse, N. Y.

A DAY SURE! ®2.15 samples Free.
Horse owners buy 1 to 8. 20 other speci-
alities. E. E. BREWSTER, Holly, Mich.

DEAD CERTAIN.
CLIENT—' What makes you so certain that
you will be able to break the will?”
LAWYER (in a whisper)—*1drew it.”—Aew
York Herald.

—THE—

ARGOSY BINDER

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

FRANK A. MUNSEY,

155 EAST 23d STREET, N. Y.

THE HOUSE {OF ORFANOFF

Among the illustrated papers are Journalists and Journalism in New
York, by Frank A. Munsey; Heirs to European Thrones, by R. H.
TiTHERINGTON ; The Home and Home Life of Chauncey M. Depew,
by MatTiE SHERIDAN ; Famous Artists and Their Works: I.—Marcus
Stone, R. A., by C. STuarT Jornson ; Edwin Booth—His Art and Per-
sonality, by MorRis BACHELLER.

In addition to the foregoing the number contains a choice variety of short stories,
poems and editorial matter.

Price 26 Cents = = = Subscription $3.00 a Year.
Clubbed with THE ARGOSY, both periodicals, $4.00 per Year.

Every reader of THE Awrcosy skould kave a complete file of MUNSEY's
MAGAZINE. The January issue is the fourth number.

FRANK A. MUNSEY, Publisher, 155 East 23d Street, New York.

¢ Bound Volumes of THE ARGOSY e

HE bound volumes of THE ARrcosy 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., IL., 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 VIL, VIIL, IX., and X. cost 82 agiece, and contain
from 710 to 864 pages, with serial stories 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 throuih any bookseller, or will be for-
warc}led on receipt of the price by the publisher—Express charges to be paid by the
purchaser.

FRANK A. MUNSEY, Publisher, 155 East 23d St. New York.

<Children Cry for Pitcher's Castoria.
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HONEST SOAP.

The Testimony of Half-a=-Century.

I?Gdrs Soap
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With Cushion Tires -

$100.
$1083.

BALL BEARINGS, INTERCHANGEABLE PARTS, GUARANTEED

CATALOGUES FREE.
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THE HARTFORD CYCLE GO., HARTFORD, CONN.
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Amateur Photo Qutfits
Scroll Saws
Magic Lanterns

3 Suggestions for Xmas

BSend stamp for Ill. Catalog of above goods,
THE JOHN WILKINSON CO.
269 & 271 State Bt., Chicago.

| YOUR NAME om-sorE——
H‘LoVELYGA'I‘I)M 1 IURG LACR PT Ar‘l;EN'l‘ POUN«

iih tho Now and .""m“w"‘a‘sﬁ ® OLEANINOS
with the " Hont 8 O
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Instructive.

Amusing. make 100 PER CENT and win,

Inex: anglva AGENTS %748 CASH Prizes on my Corsets,
P o1 Belts, Brurhes and Medicines.

Sample [ree. Ter-
ritory. Dr. Bridgman, 573 B'way, N.Y.

LATEST BTYLE. Daveled ld
CARDS %5
ﬂﬂﬂAL ﬂAlD

8 A ESMEN YANTED o2

retail trade, Liberal salary

aud expenses paid, rorm

nent polhion Money advanced for wages. advertising etc. Por ful
ference address CENTENNIAL MFG. C0., CHIC, \UO.D-L

.+ Box ‘1.‘%‘“'?

CARDSE:

3o stamp for Bumple Book of all the FINEST
Latost Biyls Cards for 1892, Wo sell GENUINE GAHI)G.
NOT TRASH, UNION CARD 00.. COLUMBUS, OHIO,

7O FR e AR

Ahawhmnc

FREE.:

catalogue of watches, chaing
you cut thll mll. aod send to
, 31 College Pluce, New York.
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it N. 'l" Ph\\’lllTLl{ Co., lhmlon, Mass,

From Dr. REDWOOD, Ph.D., F.C.S., F.I.C., Professor of
Chemistry and Pharmacy to tlnr Pkarma«ut:ml Society
{ of Great Britain,
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
i—submxt same to the strictest chemical analysis, I am en-
abled to guarantee its invariable purity.
i' My analytical and practical experience of PEARS' SOAP
= now extends over a lengthened period—NEARLY FIFTY
E YEARS—during which time—
I have never come across another Toilet
i Soap which so closely realises
my ideal of perfection.
Its purity is such that it may be used with perfect confi-
dence upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin—
{ EVEN THAT OF A NEW BORN HABE.”
(e L e %g"‘"“""’""’"""&"‘"ﬁj
e e e e L AUALIALALAL
Of Roxbury, Mass., Says:
Strange cases cured by my Medical Dis-
€overy come to me every day. Here is one of
Paralysis—Blindness—and the Grip. Now how
does my Medical Discovery cure all these?
I don’t know, unless it takes hold of the Hidden
Poison that makes all Humor.
VIRGINIA CITY, NEVADA, Sept. oth, r&r.
Donald Kennedy—Dear Sir: 1 will state my
case to you: About nine I:enrs 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
try your Discovery, which did its duty, and
in' a few months I” was restored to health.
About four years ago I became blind in my left
eye by a spotted cataract. Last March I was
taken with Gri, pe. and was confined to my
bed for three mont! At the end of that time,
as in the start, lhen it struck me that your
Discovery was the thing for me; so I got a
bottle. and before it was half gone I ‘was able to
gotomy work inthe mines. Now inregard tomy
eyes, as I lost my left eye, and about six months
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 llcover{ they all left my right
ut one; and, thank God, the bright light
o besven is once more making its appearance
in my /lef? eye. I am wonderfull nstomshed at
it, and thank God and your edical Dis=
covery.
HANK WHITE.

Yours truly,

DEAF Y535 2.H0AD oises cynen

hen all remedies f
wly by F.H-wu.“li’-w.ﬂ.!. ‘Write for book

The casting out of the devil
of disease was once a sign
of authority.

Now we take a little more
time about it and cast out
devils by thousands—we do
it by knowledge.

Is not a man who is taken
possession of by the germ of
consumption possessed ‘of a
devil ?

A little book on careruL
LIVING and Scott’s Emulsion
of cod-liver oil will tell you
how to exorcise him if it can
be done,

Free. s

foo:f inecreases the flesh and
vous system, restores ene:

Nes:o-lYTth'n.Chmuu. 132 South sth Avenue,
or!
Yourdruumkeep- ott’s Emulsion of cod-liver
ruggists

oil—all di everywhere do. §1, the gennlne ey
»

CONSUMPTION,
COUGHS, COLDS, ASTHMA,
BRONCHITIS, DEBILITY,
WASTING DISEASES, and all

SCROFULOUS HUMORS.

new, rich and pure blood lE:’hct, mjuv‘lnates the whole

paration is far superior to all other preparations of Cod-Lb
Oll n%u mmy lmltamn,p:ul no equals. ’l'hg results following its
best reco! m“ernﬂnlona.

3 Mass. Send for
ist, Boston, Mass oI

ILBOR’S

COMPOUND OF

Pure Cod Liver 0il And Phosphates

It has required much lence and care to en-
nble the proprietor to combine the Oil and Phos—

LUNG DISEASESY

(]
% Prompt to act §
SURE TO CUREJ

0

TELEGCRAPHY.

Learner’s manual of complete instruction, with de
scripion of instruments. How toputu Telegraph
Lines, Electric Bells, Batteries, etc. Ry mail Free.
J. H. BUNNELL & CO., 76 Cortlandt St., N. Y.
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FARMERS o0 st mteon
Ho M EN i pigm::‘:c ol:lghb.n

RS
DOGC FANOIERSM.’:I{T:R.::
LOVERS OF BIRDS by Dr. Flnll-

Pa. Inventor of the oldest,
4 dogses freo, by

In replying to this adv. mention The Argosy.
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ustrious person of cither sex. Evtn beginners are eusl

rmm $5 to 810 per ds All sges. ¥ You can do the ..,4 Tive
home, wherever yol Can devote all mr um or spare time
only toit. We ‘natract and show Easy to lesr,
‘We start you. Write and learn all n*mm Addres
M. Hallett & Co., Box 1808, Portland, Maine.

u-vo wrmm to us yet? If you
i at once. Y 't
ul‘nl(omin'l)l}ln ou@nw

ur llustrated a nnbmu-m in the
u( iuue xgr month, of this puper.

PRINTING PRESSES

for thc MiLLion, from
$150up Asa money
earner and fun-producer
they are without a ryval,
Circular tree  Book of
type. cuts &c., 5 cents,

JOSEPH WATSON, 2> Murray Street, New York.

phates so that they would b
oughly efficacious togzelher. and ha has
S the only recipe by which this can be ac-
complished. Another important advan-
tage which the Pure Cod Liver Oil pos-
Sesses pr vad in this way, over the
plain cod liver oil, is the fact that be-
¢ sides adding largely to its
medical qualities it preserves
the oil pure and sweet for a
longer period than it can be
done in any other manner.
This fact alone would recom-
> mend this form of using the
Oil even if the ph(liphnﬁeh did
notalsoadd vastly to the heal-
¢ ing qualities of the prepara-
tion.  The perfect incorpora-
on of the phos-
hates with the cod
ver oil has only
'been accomplished
by the adoption of
the most perfect
rules of chemistry;
and a medicine
has been produced
which while it

BLOOD,
BRATN.

use
Be sure, '{ou Vsluaf'(mr hcnlth and get
ouly by D ll.lﬁ?lbto.

‘lustrated circular, Wi
drugglsts. 43

BOYS’ WATCHES FREE!

Genuine Silver Boy’s Watch GIVEN AWAY with
$20.00 orders of our celebrated Teas, Coffees and Baking
Powder. Now’s your time to get orders amowmg vour
ne!ghbnrn and friends und&rrocum a beautitul Honting
Case Silver Watch e wantall the renders ol THE
ARGOSY to get up elubs and procure a FINE SILVER
Wateh  For full particulars address

THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA «co.,
P. 0. Box 259, 81 & 33 VESEY STREET, N. Y.
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In replying to this adv. mention The Arzoly.

Children Cry for Pitcher's Castoria.
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