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CHAPER L
BERNARD BROOKS,

“YOU'RE a bad lot, Bernurd Brooks, I
don’t think I ever knew a wuss hoy,”

“Thank you. for the compliment, Mr,
Bnowdon. Let mesuggest, however, that
wuss is hardly correct English.”

The apeaker was Afteen years of
age, but as tall as most hoys of
saventeen. He had a bold, aggros-
sive manner, which he only
sumed with thosa he thought wero
hostile or unfriendly.

He could be a devoted friend, and
a loyal subordinate to one who
gained his good will. Mr. Snowdon
he did not look upon i friend,
though he had been placad in his
charge two months balors by a
cousin of his deceased father.

Ezekial 8nowdon, a man of per-
haps sixty, tall and with stooping
shoulders, colored with anger at
the boy's sarcastic words. He
elaimed to have bean educated at
a small Western college, and on
the strength of It had established
himself in the country and adver-
tised for private pupils at o low
rate.

Thess wera mostly young, and
not eompetant to sea his defleien-
eies, but Bernard was old enough
and well enough edueatad to par-
ceive and comment on them. This
graatly annoyed and angered Mr,
Snowdon. who felt that the boy did
not treat him with proper respect.

“Quit your impudence!” safd
Bnowdon with a vicious look in his
greenish hued eyes. “ I don't nead
no eriticisms from a whipper snuap-
per like you™

“1 intended it for your benefit,
Mr. Bnowdon,” said Bernard de-
murely. “Besides, you criticise
me. You enlled me a bad lot."

““And =0 you are, A wWuss—a
worse boy I never seen.”

" 8aw would be mars correct, Mr.
Snowdon.”

“Young man, yon'd better look
out. I won't sumbit to your aggra-
vating impudence. Besides, you
are ignorant of the fact that Chau-
cer and HBpenger use soey for saw.

em are my favorite poets, so it is not
strange that T should oceasionally make
use of their dietion.”

" Thank you for the information, Mr,
Spowdon. Idid not know that you had
such high aathority. I have read a little
of Chaueer and Speaser, and I nevar oh-
served the word you mention.”

“A little knowledge is a dangerous
Y.l:lns." remarked Mr, Bnowdon with dig-
nity. .

1 am sure you are agood judge on that
paint, Mr. Snowdon,” said Bernard with
demure face, so that his elder did not
eateh the eovert sarcasm.

“ T am glad yon give me eredit forsome-
thing,” rejoined the teacher. * Now you
hear what I eay, I won't have yon goin’
round with that Nat Barelay, as you did
last eveniog,”

“What's the matter with Nat Barelay?’

Ha was once a pupil of mine, and he
defled my authority, so Thad to discharge
bim." "
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* That isn't what he says, Mr. Bnow-
don,”

" What does ha say ?"

" Ha says that he found out yon didn't
know enough to teach him, and got his
fnther to take him away from your
sehool,"

* Then the hoy led,” said Mr. 8powdon,
1'd like to thrash him,"”

“1 dare say you would, Mr. Bnowdon,
but T don't think it would be exactly safe.
Nat wouldn't stand it,"

" He'd have to stand it, if T took it into
my head to chastise him.”

“It is bhecause he has poisoned his
father's mind against me by false and
mendacious charges and statements, I
can afford to look upon these with con-
tempt since my alma mater bestowed
upon me the honorary degree of P. D, at
the last commencement.”

“ What does P. D, stand for?”

" Doetor of Philosophy,” answered Mr,
Snowdon In alofty tone.

" Oh, I thought it might mean some-
thing else.”

" What " asked Mr. Snowdon suspi-
clously,

“I'M AFTER YOU, BERNARD BROOKS,” SAID MR. SNOWDON GRIMLY.

" If you hnd a serimmage, T'd het on
Nat,” sald the bold pupil.

" Do you consider serimmage a elassical
word ? asked Mr. S8nowdon with n sneer.

* Well, not exactly, I suppose you know
that Dryden uses it," said Bernard with n
bold flight of imagination,

Now Mr. Bnowdon was not suffielantly
versad in English classicnl writers to
know whether this statement was corract
ornot. 8o he equivoeated, to eonceal his
ignorance,

" Dryden is not nlways a correct writer,”
he added. *“ I never advise my pupils to
imitato him. But thatis neither here nor
there. I have told you that T don't want
you to go round with Nat Barelny.”

“Why not? T am sure he is of good
[amily. His father is a clergyman.”™

“ Tt is from respect to his father that T
did not chastise him when he was in my
sehool,”

" He says his father does not think
mueh of your seholarship.”

*“ Oh, it isnt material. Idon’t want to
display my lgnorance,” said Bernard
meekly.

"I nm glad yon are bacoming sensible.

Mr. Snowdon did not press the question
a8 he conjecturad that P. D., as under-
stood by Bernard, would stand for some-
thing far from eomplimentary.

“I am going to the pust offies, Mr.
8powdon. Can I do anvthing for you

“Yon may inquire if there are any lat-
ters for me,"

** All right, sir."

Bernard was abont to leave the room,
when he turned as if struek by a sudden
thought,

“May I inquire, Mr. Snowdon” he
asked, * what puthority you have for eall-
ing me “n bad lot "

*T hava the anthority of Cornelins Me-
Crncken, your gnardian.”

“Does he say T am a bad lot?” asked
Bernard. his brow contracting.

“Yeos he did,”

"

*“ When did he say it ?”

. ‘ In a letter I received only last week.”
: May I see the letter, Mr. Snowdon 7"
‘Yes.” answered the teacher, " if it will

give you any satisfaction.”

"It will give me satisfaction to know
exaectly how he expresses himsell in
spenking of me.”

Ezekiel Bnowdon opened his desk, and
took out a letter postmarked New York,

*There s the letter,” he said, handing
it to Bernard with n malicious smile.
" Out of regard for your feclings Thad not
Intended to show If to you, bhut since you
desire il, I feel that I shall not be
responsible for any wound your
pride may receiva™

Bernard did not answer this
rpeech, but taking the letter ten-
dered him opened und hastily read
it.

This was the letter:

Ezekiel Bnowdon, Esq.

Dear Bir:

I ami in receipt of your letter,
compluining of my ward, Berna

rooks. You say you find him dis-
respectiul and insubordinate, and
upon this ground you ask me to in-
crense the price 1 pay for his edu-
cation. I am gnite awere that he
is u bad lat. i?ou will do me the
iustiua toremember that in placing

iim under your charge I did not
soek to extenuate the boy’s faults,

Itold you that he was otstinate,

independent and headstrong. Yon

told me that you had had great
suecess in managing refractory
boys, apd wers willing to under-
take him. Under thess elreum-
stanees I eannot feel that I am
called upon to inerease the remu-
neration ngreed upon between us
in the first place. Bhould you find

him impudent 1 shall not ohject 10

your inflicting upon him such pun-

ishment—even castigation—as in
your opinion s may require. More
money, however, 1 eannot pay you,

s it draws heavily upon my re-

sources to pay the nmount nlready

agreed upon,
Yours respactfulﬁ'.
Cornelius MeCracken.

“Now I hope you are satisfled,”
sald Mr, Buowdon, as he received
the letter back.

I am satisfied that yon have nog
misrepresented Mr. MeCracken,”

*You see he gives me complate
nuthority over youn.”

“I see he does” returned Ber-
nard in a péculiar tone,

“May I ask, Mr. 8nowdon,” ha
added after a thoughtful pause
*whether my guardian ever told
you about how I was situated 7"

“In what way " .

“ As to money matters. Did he tell you
whether or not I had any fortune ?

* He said you had not.”

“Did he tell you that I was wholly de-
pendent upon his charity 1"

“"He gave me that impression, You
ought to feel very grateful to him for his
great hearted liberality in thus defraying
the expenses of o destitute orphan.”

" Probably I am as grateful as the oc-
easion requires,” rejoined Bernard grave-
1y. "I will inquire for letters for you.”

As the boy went out Mr, Suowdon looked
after him thoughtfully.

“T hate that hoy!” he murmured to
himsell. "It would do me good to flog
him, His guardian has given me leave
and I think that I will soon filnd an oppor-
tanity to availl myselfl of it.

CHAPTER TI,

BERNARD'S BOLDNESS,

ON his way to the post offlee Bernard
met Nat Barelay.



114

‘““Where are you bound, Bernard?”
he asked.

“To the post office.”

‘“How are you getting on with
Ezekiel 7

‘“There {8 no love lost between us.
He says Jam a bad lot. In fact he
says he never knew a wuss boy.”

Both boys laughed.

‘“What bad things do you do?"

‘"Associate with you, for one thing.”

“Has Ezekiel forbidden it?"’

“Yes."”

“Then perhaps I had better leave
you?"

“By no means. I don’t propose to
obey Mr. Snowdon in that.”

“Thank you, but I don’t want you
to get into trouble.”

‘“What trouble can I get into?”

‘““He may undertake to flog you."”

“Let him try 1it,”” said Bernard in
a significant tone. “What do you
think I would be doing? Did he ever
undertake to chastise you?”’

“No. He knew my father would
not permit it.””

“If he would whip his own son it
might do him good. Septimus is a
young imp. He delights in ill treat-
ing animals and young children.”

‘““There he is now! I wonder what
he is .up to.”

Septimus Snowdon was an I}
favored boy of fifteen with red hair
and freckles seeming like extensive
patches upon a face in which even
the most partial eyes could not have
seen a redeeming feature. He was
standing a little distance ahead, look-
ing up into the branches of a treein
which a terrified kitten had taken
refuge. Standing beside him was a
young boy of twelve who seemed to
be concerned for the safety of the
kitten. )

Septimus raised a large stone and
taking aim sent {t through the air,
alming at the cat. It came very near
hitting her.

“Den’t stone my kitty! remon-
strated Frank Fisk, the young boy.

“Stop your noise!” sald Septimus
roughly. “I shall stone her all I
want to.”

As he spoke he threw another stone
which just grazed the kitten's face
and elicited a terrified cry.

*““There, you bad boy, you hit my
kitty.”

“Who calls me a bad boy?’ de-
manded Septimus, with an ugly look
on his face.

“I did, and you are one, or you
wouldn’t throw stones at my kitten:"”

“I'll throw stones at you If you
like it any better.”

“You wouldn’t dare to.
father, and he’ '

“What would he do?"

“He’d stop you.”

‘“We'll see If he will.”

Septimus took a strong cord from
his pocket, and seizing the boy's
hands prepared to tie them together
in spite of his cries.

“What are you going to do?”’ asked
Frank in a tone of apprehension.

“I am going to give you a lesson,”
answered Septimus coolly.

Frank struggled to free himself,
but Septimus was too strong for
him. (

Nat Barclay turned to Bernard.

I'd tell my

“Shall we let him hurt little
Frank?’ he asked. %
“Not much.”

As Bernard spoke he strode tow-
ards Septimus who thus far had not
observed him.

“Stop that, you young brute!” he

said in an imperious tone. ‘“Do you
hear me?"’
Septimus turned quickly, and his

scowl became deeper when he saw
who had spoken to him, for if there
was any boy he hated it was Bernard,
who had interfered with him more

than once. )
“Yes,” he sald. I hear and I won't
do it.”

“You won't, eh?"’

“No I won't, and you'd better be
careful what you say or do, or I'll
tell pa, and then *

“And then what?”

“You'll get a flogging.

“That doesn’t frighten me much.
Are you going to stop?”’
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“No, I'm not,” and Septimus gave
an extra twist that’ made Frank
cry out.

Bernard concluded that the time for
remonstrance was past. He sprang

forward, and seizing Septimus in his °

powerful grasp tore him from his
young victim.

“T'll pay you out for this!" shrieked
Septimus, as he flung himself upon
Bernard.

Bernard had him on his back in
less than & minute

“Do you want any more?”’ he
asked, rather contemptudusly.

Just at this moment the kitten saw
a favorable cppertunity to escape,
and ran down the trunk of the tree.
As she was running away Septimus
caught sight of her, and his cruel
instincts were aroused. He seized a
rock and flung at her. Had it struck
the kitten she would have been seri-
ously hurt.

Bernard was fond of pets, and his
soul revolted at cruelty in any form.

“I see you can't be trusted, Septi-
mus,” he said composedly. ‘Nat,
come here and help secure him.”

“What shall 1 do?" asked Nat.

‘““Hold his hands.”

Nat Barclay complied with his re-
quest, and Bernard taking the cord
which Septimus had used on Frank,
quickly and securely tied the hands
of the young tyrant.

Septimus struggled and threatened,
but without effect. In less than ten
minutes he was securely bound.

““There,”” said., Bernard, ‘you are
safe for a short time.”

“Untie my hands, or I'll get my
father .to flog you!" screamed Septi-
mus.

“Perhaps you'd better.” said Nat
Barclay in a low voice. He was afraid
his friend would get into trouble.

“No, I won’'t. Septimus needs the
lesson. You need'nt worry about me.
Now we’ll go to the post office.””

The two boys kept on their way,
and Septimus, his hands tied, with
wrath in his heart, started for home.

Mr. Snowdon was just coming out
of the front door, when to his aston-
ished gaze was.revealed his son and
heir walking towards the house, with
his hands close together, like a pris-
oner in handcuffs.

‘“What does all this mean?’ he
asked in surprise. ‘““What have you
been tying your hands for?"

“I didn’t tie my hands,” sald Septi-
mus sullenly. ‘Do you think I am a
fool?"" :

“Septimus, you should not speak
to your father like this. If youdld
not tie your hands, who did?”

““Who did? That young loafer Ber-
nard Brooks. I want you to flog him
within an inch of his life.”

“Bernard Brooks tied your hands?”

“Didn’t I say so0?"

“But why did you let him do it?"

“How could I help it, when he
had ivat Barclay with him?” R

“Ha! so Nat Barclay was with
him?"”

‘“Yes he was.”

“I forbade him to assoclate with
that Barclay.”

“Much he cares for your orders.
When I told him you would flog
him, he laughed!”

“Oh, he laughed, did he?” said Mr.
Snowdon, much incensed.

“Yes, he doesn't care for you,” sald
Septimus, craftily fanning his father's
wrath,

“I'll learn him!" saild Mr. Snowdon,
shaking his head vigorously. ‘“He'll
see that I am not to be trified with.
But what did he tie your hands for?"

“Just cut the cord and I'll tell you.
It hurts llke all possessed.”

Mr. Snowdon drew a jack knife
from his pocket and severed the
cord. Septimus breathed a sigh of re-
lief. .

“See how very red my wrists are?"’
he said. *Pa, do me a favor.”

“Well, what is it?”

“Keep this cord, and let me tie
Bernard’'s hands with it.”

“A good ldea, Septimus. Now tell
me what he tled your hands for?”

“For just nothing at all.”

“There must have been something.”

“Well, you see Frank Fisk’s Kkitten
was up in a tree, and 1 was shying
stones at it. Frank made such a
fuss that I took out a cord and
thought I would tle his hands just
to give him a lesson. Just then those
two loafers came along, and had the
impudence to tell me to stop, just
as if they had any authority over
me. Of course I told them it -was

none of their business, and defled
them.”
“Very proper, Septimus. You are

only responsible for your conduct to
me.”

“Then Bernard Brooks made a sav-
age attack upon me, and getting Nat
Barclay to hold my hands, he tied
them. What do you say to that pa?”

“What do I say? That it was a
high handed and outrageous proceed-
ing.”

“Bully for you, pa! You express my
sentiments. Now what are you goin’
to do about {t?"

“I shall call the Brooks boy to ac-
count. He forgets that he Is under
my charge."

‘‘He seems to think I am under his
charge. Say, pa, you won't allow
your son to be insulted and trod upon,
will you?"

“No I wont, Septimus. For some
time I have been thinking that it
would be necessary to flog IBernard
Brooks, and now I have made up my
mind to do {t."

“Good, pa! You'll let
tackle him, won't you?"

“Yes, Septimus, I will.

me see you

1 can under-

stand the gratification it will give
you.”
“If you do that will pay me for

what he did to me.”

““IBut perhaps he won’'t come back,”
said Mr. Snowdon in an apprehensive
tone. “In that cuse I shall lose the
quarterly sum his guardian pays me.”

“You don't think he'll run away?"’
asked Septimus.

Half an hour later this question was
answered. Bernard was seen ap-
proaching the house, his manner cool
and composed. whfle he looked neither
troubled nor flurried.

CHAPTER II1I
BROUGHT TO BAY.

WHEN Bernard saw Septimus Snow-
don and his father standing in front
of the house he understood at once
from the expression of their faces
that trouble was in store for him.

“Well, sir,” sald Mr. Snowdoh
curtly, ‘“so you have come home at
last?" :

sir. There was no letter for

" you.”

“Ahem! I shall have to write a
letter to your guardian.”

Bernard shrugged his shoulders, but
did not think it necessary to say any-
thing, rather to the disappointment
of Ezekiel who wished to draw him
out.

“I find,” he said, -Nhat you "have
made an outrageous assault on my
innocent boy. What have you to say
in extenuation of your conduct?’

“Only that your innocent boy was
stoning a kitten, and bullylng a young
boy.”

“Even if he were,
was it of yours?”’

“It will always be my business to
protect children and animals from
being abused,” said Bernard warmly.

“You are a very Iimpudent boy!
Are you aware that the boy you as-
saulted is my son?"”

“I ought to be aware of it. There
isn’'t another boy in town who would
be guilty of such brutal conduct.”

‘““Are you goin' to stand that, pa?"”
asked Septimus, anxlious to precipitate
a conflict between Bernard and his
father.

“No, I am not,”
compressing his lips.
horsewhip.”

No command could have been pleas-
anter to Septimus. He ran into the
house, and soon reappeared with an
ordinary horsewhip with which his
father was in the habit of punishing
the pupils under his charge.

what business

said Mr. Snowdon,
“Get me the

* Snowdon.

He handed it to his father with a
malicious smile.

“There it is,
it on heavy.”

Mr. Snowdon did not immediately
proceed to make use of the whip.
Considering Bernard to be in his
power, he was disposed to play with
him as a cat plays with a mouse
of whom it is preparing to make a
victim.

“Do you know what 1 am going to
do, Bernard Brooks?' he demamnded
sternly. -

“‘Suppose you tell me,” said Ber-
nard quietly.

“I am going to flog you.”

“What for?"

“For assaulting my boy.”

“Why don't you let him do it?"

“Septimus, do you wish to chastise
Bernard with this whip, and sc pun-
ish him for his attack upon you?"

There was nothing that Septimus
would have liked better, but there
was something in Bernard's steady
look that made him think it would
not be prudent.

“I guess you'd better flog him, pa,””
he said after a pause.

“Very well, my son, I will."”

Whip in hand, Ezekiel Snowdon ad-
vanced upon his refractory pupil.
Bernard did not wait meekly to re-
ceive the punishment, neither did he
care to get into a fight with the
teacher. He turned and ran through
the back yard and down a lane lead-
ing to a tract of marsh which be-
longed to the Snowdon farm.

“He'll get away, pa!” said Septi-
mus.

“Try to head him off my son!"

Septimus who was in the path tried
to do so, but a swinging blow from
Bernard nearly prostrated, him, and
the fugitive kept on. Mr. Snowdon’s
blood was up. Brandishing the whip

pa!” he said. “Lay

.in his long and sinewy arms, he kept

his thin legs in motion, and pursuea
Bernard with as great speed as he
was capable of.

But Bernard had several rods the
start, and he was a good runner. He
kept on, occasionally looking back
to see what progress his pursuer was
making. *

“What does the boy mean by r:(p-
ning to the marsh?” thought T

“He is a fool. I shall
catch him there to a certainty.”

Bernard probably had views of his
own. Indeed- it is quite certaln that
he had a plan by which he hoped to
bring discomfiture upon his dignified
preceptor. He made straight for the
marsh, till he found his progress
barred by a wide ditch about half
full of slimy water. *

“Aha! the ditch will stop him,”
reflected Mr. Snowdon.

But no! Bernard poised himself for
an instant on the brink, and then
lightly leaped over, landing in safety
on the opposite side. Close behind
him was Mr. Snowdon. That gentle-
man felt impelled by the Impetus ac-
quired in running to follow Bernard's
example. But the ditch was quite
six feet across, and Mr. Snowdon,
though not over burdened with flesh
was stiffer in his joints than he had
been twenty years before, and this
operated against him. Besides it was
slippery where 'he started to jumps
and the result was that he landed in
the middle of the ditch where he
floundered in the miry water in a
woeful condition,

Septimus came up directly for he
was third in the race.

“Where are you, pa?’ he asked.

“Don’t you see where I am?" de-
manded Mr. Snowdon sharply. ‘Help
me out of this quagmire!”

Rather reluctantly Septimus extend-
ed his hand for his father’s hand as
well as his clothes were bedabbled
with mire, and Mr. Snowdon nearly
pulled him in, in his efforts to extri-
cate himself from the ditch.

“You're all over mud, pa!" said
Septimus, surveying the sorry plight
of his sire.

Just across the ditch stood Bernard.
he had come to a halt, and calmly
eyed his would-be captor.
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“It's your fault, you young
Tel!” cried Mr. Snowdon in a fury, his
wrath increased by the knowledge
that Bernard was as neat and clean
as when he started. “If it hadn’t been
for you I shouldn’'t have been in
this plight.” . :

““I don’t see how I could help it, sir.
You shouldn’t have tried to jump over
the ditch.”

“Why did you do it?”

I wanted to get away from you.”

“Jump back at once!” -

A smile stole over Bernard's face.

‘I shouldn’t dare to,” he answered,
“‘I might fall in as you have.”

““And serve you right! I order you
to jump.”’

“‘Suppose I do, and get safe over?"”

“I will flog you within an inch of

vour life,” said Mr. Snowdon rather
imprudently.
“That isn’t inducement enough,”

<aid Bernard. ‘I guess I had better
stay where I am.”

““You needn’t think you will escape
the whipping. You may put it off,
but you’ll have to take it sooner or
later.”

Evidently Mr. Snowdon thought it
best to put off punishing Bernard for
the present. He was so bespattered
with mud that it was necessary to go
home and change his clothing. Sep-
timus was very sorry for this decision, as
he had been looking forward with
pleasant anticipation to seeing Bernard
flogged. .

**You ain’t goin’ to let him off, pa,
are you?” he asked.

““No,” answered Mr. Snowdon with
a vengeful look. “The longer it's
put off, the harder I'll lay it on when
the time comes.”

Satisfied with this assurance Sep-
timus followed his father home. As
from time to time he glanced at the
figure of his parent he could not
help reflecting that Mr. Snowdon was
not a father to be proud of. He
never looked attractive, but under
present circumstances he looked more
unsavory than usual.

Left alone Bernard did not leap
back across the ditch, but taking a
course to the right emerged into the
main road about half a mile from
Mr. Snowdon’s house.

He took a short cut to the home
of his friend Nat Barclay, whom he
made acquainted with the eatastro-
phe that had befallen Mr. Snowdon.

Nat laughed—he could hardly help
it—as he pictured to himself the miry
and bedraggled condition of his old
teacher.

+I am afrald he’ll try to get even

with you, Bernard,” he said appre-
hensively.

“No doubt he would if he got a
<hance.”

«<But he can’'t help having plenty
©of chances as you live in his house.”

<But I am not going to live there
any longer, Nat.”

“What do you mean?”’

*I shall run away."”

“You won't do that, will you, Ber-
nard? What will your guardian say?
You have no one else to depend
upon.” .

“I don’t know."”

*“RBut this is serious, Bernard.”

“I have myself.”

“But what“can a boy of fifteen
do0?"

“He can support himgelf. At any
rate he can try. The fact is, Nat, I
don’t think Mr. McCracken a friend
of mine. I may go to him, and ask
4f he will make any other arrange-
ments for me. If he won't, I will
-make them for myself.”

“What will yeu do tonight,
nard?”’

“I will go back to Mr. Snowdon’s—
creep up to my room, if I have a
chance, get out a bundle of clothes,
and sleep in the barn. In the morn-
ing I can start early, and

*“Where will you go?”

“I don’t know yet.”

Mr. Snowdon was in the habit of
retiring early, and so were his fam-
ily. Generally at nine o’clock they
were in bed. hen . nine_ o’clock
<came he told Septimus to lock the

oor.

Ber-

‘‘But Bernard comes back?"’

“He can sleep out of doors for one
night. It will teach him a lesson.”

He didn't "know that Bernard had
already visited the house, made up
a bundle of clothing, and withdrawn
to the barn where he had found a
comfortable resting place on one of
the lofts of hay.

It was Bernard's intention to get
up early in the morning, and make
his escape before Mr. Snowdon or
any of his family were astir.

But a healthy boy, who is a good
sleeper, can not always fix the time
of awaking. For some reason Ber-
nard slept on till half past seven
o’clock. Septimus had occasion to go
to the barn, and discovered him still
asleep. He ran into the house in
great excitement.

“Pa,” he saild, *‘Bernard is asleep
in the barn. I seed him.”

Occasionally Septimus, though the
son of a teacher, made grammatical
mistakes. R

“Is he asleep?’ asked Mr. Snow-
don in a tone of interest.

‘“Yes, pa.”

“The Lord has delivered him into
my hands. I will not neglect the
opportunity to chastise *him.”

‘“He may wake up when you are
getting up.”

“I will take you with me to hold
the ladder.”

‘““He might stick me with the pitch-
fork,”” sald Septimus, who was a
coward at heart.

“Then I will take Bridget.” .

Bridget was the kitchen drudge.
She. was rather a stupid girl, who
stood in fear of her employer.

They went to the barn together.
Mr. Snowdon went up the ladder,
whip in hand, Bridget holding the
ladder. He mounted the opposite
scaffold, and prepared to cross to the
other, when Bernard who had been
aroused by -the sound of voices, made
his appearance cap in hand, and
asked composedly: ‘“What are you
after, Mr. Snowdon?"”

“I'm after you, Bernard Brooks,”
answered Mr. Snowdon grimly.

(70 be continued.)
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CHAPTER 1V.

A FEARSOME MOMENT.

BY a supreme effort Al recovered
himself in an instant. He remem-
bered that Marjorie was with him.

He opened the door and leaped down
from the wagonette. Going over to
the driver of the buggy, he inquired:

‘““Whereabouts was this murder

done?” :
. He held on to the wheel to steady
himself while he waited for the an-
swer. Of course he knew what it
would be; knew that the man would
say In a cave near the village of
Beechwood.

“In the house next door to mine,”
came the unexpected reply. ‘It was
a man Peterson had taken in as a
boarder. Tell me where I can find
the coroner in Harristraw, quick.”

But all Al could say was:

“In the house next to yours?”’

This he repeated twice, and then
added, so 4s to be thoroughly sure
that his mind had a right to feel
relieved:

“What sort of a looking man was
it that was murdered? Did he have
light hair and—""

“Thunderation, boy! it was Peterson

himself, I tell you. Where can I
find that coroner?”’

“We'll turn around and I'll find
him for you,” answered Al. “I guess

we can get over the ground faster
with our two horses.”

He sprang back into the wagonette
and ordered James to tugn around
and drive back into town with all

speed.
“Isn’t it horrible?”’ murmured Mar-

Jorie. *“Is he sure, Al, that the man
is really dead?”

“I don’t know. It's a great shock
to you, Marjorie. We'll stop and
leave you out at the parsonage the
first thing.” .

“I say, Al’"’ asked Max, ‘“have you
any idea where to find the coroner?”

“No; we'll go to Mr. Spence’s and
ask him. Where's that man in the
buggy? I forgot, if we leave him be-
hind, we won’t know whepse to send
the coroner.”

“I know, sir,”” interposed James.
‘“He said the murder was next door
to his house.”

“And where does he live, James?”
demanded Al with an eagerness that
the Inquiry itself did not seem fully
to warrant.

“On the main street in Beechwood,
sir, just after you pass the liberty
pole, It's on the left.”

An inaudible sigh of complete re-
lief escaped Al's lips. There was no
possibility then that the murdered
man was Arthur Seagrave.

The parsonage was soon reached,
and the boys said a hasty good night
to Marjorie, then on to Mr. Spence’s,
who was cashier of the First bank.
They caught him just before he went
to bed, and obtained from him infor-
mation as to the whereabouts of Mr.
Fillmore, the coroner.

The stop at the parsonage had
enabled the man in the buggy to
catch up with them and now they
were glad to turn the matter over
to him.

‘“Home now, sir?” asked James, as
the buggy rattled off down Grove
street.

“No, out on the Beechwood road
again,” replied Al

He and Max took their places in
the extreme rear of the wagonette,
so that the coachman should not
overhear their talk.’

“My heart went up in my throart,
Al,”” began Max, ‘‘when that man
told us a murder’d been committed.
I was sure he’d found Seagrave’'s dead
body in the cavern.”

“So was 1. I feel now as if I could
not treat that Seagrave carefully
enough. You know there's blood
poisoning and all that may set in
from a wound. I wish we hadn't left
him in that place so long.”

“Oh, he’ll be all right. Don't
worry. Did you think to bring any-
thing we can make a light with?”

“No, not even a match. How stupid
of me. Here's a grocery store. Let's
stop and get a supply.”

“What's the matter with buying a
candle at the same time?"

““The very thing.”

So a halt was made and the pur-
chases effected.

“Drive a¢ fast as you can, James,”
Al said when they took their seats
again.

‘“Where to, sir?"”

“Just beyond Squirrel Creek.
tell you where to stop.”’

‘“Yes, sir,”” answered James, but he
was evidently greatly mystified, for
he no doubt recalled the fact that
“just beyond Squirrel Creek’” was
where they had been apprised of the
murder.

The black d to feel lally
good tonight, and got over the ground
very rapidly. In less than ten min-
utes the planks of the Squirrel Creek
bridge were rattling beneath their
hoofs, and two minutes later Al
called out:

“Stop here, James.”

But neither he nor Max left the
carriage. They took a careful obser-
vation of the right hand side of the
road, and then Al said:

‘“James, do you think you could
drive the wagonette in among those
trees all right? There seems to me
to be room enough.”

“Yes, sir, I can, but how far do
you want to go?”

“As far as you can get, that is,
if you think there’s a chance to turn
around and come out again after we
get in.”

“If I can get in any place,
trust me for gettin’ out again.”

rn
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“All right. Go ahead.”

And in among the trees they went.

When James finally announced that
they could go no farther, they were
in sight of the mouth of the cave,
on which the moon beams poured
their brightest rays through a little
clearing in the woods.

“Wait here a few minutes for us,
James,” sald Al, as he and Max, can-
dle and matches in hand, left the
wagonette and advanced toward the
cavern.

They could see the coachman look-
ing after them, mouth and eyes wide
open.

“I suppose our doings tonight will
be all over town tomorrow,” observed
Al

‘“Why don’t you tell James to keep
quiet about it?"” suggested Max.

“I don't want to let him think I'm
doing anything I'm ashamed of. I'm
not, for that matter. Only I suppose
it does look a little queer.”

“Spookish to say the least,” addea
Max, with a little shiver as they
crouched down to enter the cave.

Al went first.

“‘Seagrave, oh Seagrave!” he called
out persistently.

‘““Hello, is that you, Hall?” came
the answer. “I thought you had for-
gotten all about me.”

“No indeed. Wait till we light the
candle we've brought.” ~

A tiny flame was soon kindled and
by its light the boys advanced more
rapidly till they halted beside the
mysterious stranger, who was lying
in the same position in which they
had left him in the afternoon.

“Can you walk?" asked Al anxlous-
ly.
“Can I? Just give me the chance
to stretch my legs and see. But first
tell me whether the coast is clear
outside?”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Is there anybody hanging around
the mouth of the cave? You know,
for your own sake, we want to keep
this business as quiet as possible.”

“There’s nobody there but our
coachman. I'm satisfledr if that's
what you mean.”

“Oh, all right. Start ahead.”

“But don't you want help?” )

“Not I. I've had a good long rests
yeu see.”

Al and Max turned around and pro-
ceeded to make their way out, fol-
lowed by Seagrave. °

“Here's that gun,” sald Max, as
they passed it. ‘“What shall we do
with 1t?"

‘“Leave it here, for all of me,” re-

plied Al. “I've no cause to want to
cherish it.”
James’s eyes looked as if they

would pop out of his head when he
beheld three persons emerge from the
cavern where he had seen only two
go in.

“Oh, this reminds me of home,”
sighed -Seagrave, as he sank back
into a corner of the comfortable
wagonette, with his eyes resting on
the liveried coachman.

“Back to the house.as quickly as
you can now, James,” was Al's order.

Seagrave sat with closed eyes, his
head resting against one of the
standards of the wagonette. He was
evidently not in a mood for talk.

In fact he said not a word during
the entire drive back. Only when
Al announced that they had arrived,
and he opened his eyes and saw the
house he murmured: “Just the
place.”

CHAPTER V.

MAX’S SUSPICIONS TAKE DEFINITE SHAPE.

THE instant they stood in the hall,
with the front door closed behind
them, a great change came over Sea-
grave. He seemed to cast™his dull-
ness aside as one would a garment
suitable only for out of door wear.

“This is comfy!’ he exclaimed,
sinking down on the soft cushioned
divan that formed a window seat
opposite the nook under the stairs
where a great fireplace gave things
a cosy look.

“I should think it would be a great
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improvement on that spooky cave,”
remarked Max, who had a reputation
for never hesitating to say the things
that came into his mind. ‘“What un-
der the sun did you want to stay
there for all the time you did?"’

“Getting up my courage to tres-
pass on your friend’s hospitality, as
I am doing now,” laughed Seagrave.
“Isn’t that as good a reason as any?”’

“That reminds me,” broke in Al
““You must be hungry.” .

‘“Hungry!” exclaimed the other.
“Try me on something and see how
a famished man eats.”

“I beg your pardon,” exclaimed Al
“I ought to have thought of that be-
fore,”” and he hurried off in the di-
rection of the kitchen.

As soon as he had gone, Seagrave
turned to Max with:

“Does your friend live.in this spa-
cious mansion all by himself?"”

“Oh, no, indeed,” Max made haste
to explain. ‘“His mother is away at
the seashore, and Mr. Hall has just
been called out of town on busi-
ness.”

“What a chump 1 am for telling
all this,” he said to himself the next
instant. “If he means anything
crooked, he’'ll know now the coast
is clear.”

“I trust Mr. and Mrs. Hall will
not object to .their son taking in a
perfect stranger in this way,” Sea-
grave continued.

“Oh, no, I guess they won't mind,”
returned Max, adding, after a sec-
ond's pause: ‘“I'm the only one who
might object.”

“You? Well, you have the virtue
of frankness at any rate. And why
should you object?”’

“Because Al and I have all our
plans laid to start for the World's
Fair on Monday. Of course if you
are here he can’t go.”

‘“Well, you are a refreshment,
yvoung man, in these days of con-
ventionalities.”

‘““Maybe it was rude In me to talk

that way to a fellow who Is Al's
guest, but you see, I've been looking
forward to the Fair all summer. It
would come rather hard to be cheated
out of it now. It wouldn't be any
Qm to go alone.”
"“*Reasoning on that basis. you
ought to have twice the enjoyment
out of two companions that you
would get out of one.”

“What do you mean?’ asked Max,
looking blank.

And at that instant Al returned.

“I mean,” went on Seagrave, in-
cluding both boys in his glance, ‘‘that
I should be only too happy to go to
Chicago with you.”

Al looked at Max, as if mutely de-
manding from him the meaning of
this.

“Oh, I really mean it,”’ continued
the young man. “But as I'm too
hungry to explain on an_ empty
stomach, I'll gilve my young host an
opportunity to tell me that he has
found me something to eat.”

“Yes,” returned Al “If you will
step out into the dining room, I can
give you a scared up meal, which may
be satisfying if it {8 not very
picturesque.”

Seagrave looked up quickly as Al
uttered the last word. Then he
thrust his hand through his arm
and said:

“Do you know I like you amaz-
ingly. It's very easy to overlook a
little thing like being shot at, in a
fellow like you.”

Seagrave seemed determined that Al
should not forget the unpleasant epi-
sode that led to their acquaintance.

He was hungry. There was no de-
nying that fact. And yet he did not
attack the cold chicken ravenously.
His table manners, even under these
trylng circumstances, were those of
the polished gentleman.

“I say,” began Max, the irrepressi-
ble, when he saw that the other's
appetite had been in a measure ap-
peased, ‘“before you go on to explain
about that Chicago business, T wish
you would tell me why you went into
that cave.”
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“Why, my dear fellow,” exclaimed
Seagrave, “I thought I explained all
about that before you took me out
of ft!"

‘No, sir, you didn't,”” responded
Max, shaking his head at him.

“Well, we shall have plenty of time
to talk over that when we get on
the train. Oh, yes, I forgot you
weren't present, Mr. Hall, when the
proposition was made that I accom-
pany you to the World's Fair. You
see I wouldn’t think of incommoding
you and Mr. I've really for-
gotten his name.”

“Max’ll do,” interrupted that young
gentleman bluntly.

“You and Mr. Max, so, as I am
sure you wouldn't care to have me
out of your sight during this critical
period, I° will fix matters all right
by going with you. Now don't say a
word; it will be no sacrifice on my
part I assure you I haven't seen
the Fair yet and to do so in the
company of two such bright young
men, would only enhance the pleas-
ure. And now that this matter is
settled may I ask where you are
going to put me for the night. My
wound is much better, but I think
I should retire as soon as possible
and get all the rest I can.”

“But’ are you sure you don't want
the doctor?’ asked Al anxiously:

“Not for worlds,” returned the
other. “I think too much of your
peace of mind for that.”

“If you will come up stairs then, I
will show you the room you can oc-
cupy. It adjoilns my own, which
Max will share with me, so that fif
you should need anything In the
night, you have only to knock.”

They all went up stairs together,
where Seagrave insisted on shaking
hands for good night with each of
the boys. Then the latter returned
down stairs, Al explaining that he
must see to the locking up.

But when they reached the hall,
Max threw himself full length on the
divan, and with his chin propped up
by one hand, looked steadily at A1,
who had taken a rocker by his side.

“Well?” finally sald Max, when the
silence had lasted almost a full min-
ute. “What do you think now?”

“I don’t know what to think,” re-
plied Al, moving uneasily in his chair.
“*He's certainly a very strange fel-
low."” )

“He's more than that, I should
say,”” rejoined Max. “He's mighty
peculiar. Fancy his telling you that

it was I propused he o to the fair
with us.”

“Why, didn’t you suggest it to him
while I was out in the kitchen?" ex-
claimed Al

“Well, I should say I didn't. He
suggested it himself. I wonder if he
expects you to pay his expenses.”

“That's what I've been asking my-
self. But 1 wouldn't do it for one
thing, and I couldn't for another."”

“And where’'s his valise?” went on
Max. “He can't go to Chicago very
well with nothing but the clothes
on his back.”

“He's very well dressed
did you notice that, Max?"

““Yes, and the diamond and sap-
phite in his ring. But I'm positive
he didn’t tell us how he came to be
in that cave.”

“So am I. And that's a very im-
portant thing for us to know."”

“Say, Al!" Max sat up suddenly,
an inexplicable expression of horror
on his face.

“What is it?"

Max leaned forward and grasped
his friend by the knee. But he did
not speak at once. He first glanced
up at the stalrway above them, as if
to make sure that Seagrave was not
leaning over the bannister, listening
to them.

Even though he saw nothing, he
seemed not to be satisfled. Rising,
he beckoned Al to follow him, and
led the way out into the dining
room, now dark and deserted.

Here he motioned for Al to sit
down In the furthest corner, and
then, with a hand on either shoulder,

though,

he bent over and sald in the most
guarded tone:

‘“Have you forgotten ubout that
murder, Al1?"

“No. What of {t?”

“Doesn’t your mind jump at any
conclusions?”’

“What do you mean?" Al started
in a way that showed he had some
glimmerings of that to which Max
was leading up.

“I mean just this: Why doesn't
everything point to the fact that
Seagrave is the man who did it?”

CHAPTER VI
MIDNIGHT EVIDENCE.

“IT can't be possible,” was Al's ex-
2lamation In response to Max's sug-
sestion that Arthur Seagrave was
concerned in the murder of which
they had heard that night
sides, how could he do it when he
was In the cave all the time?"

“We don't know when the murder
was committed,” returned Max. “He
may have done it In the afternoon
before we found him, and hidden
himself in that cavern to escape the
consequences. Don’t you remember
how anxiously he inquired whether
anybody was around or not before he
would come out? Yes, and then he
walted four hours, till darkness came.
I tell you, Al, it looks mighty sus-
picious to me.”

“But I wouldn't be even suspicious
about such a dreadful thing as that
until I had more facts on the other
side of the case.”

“What do you mean by that, Al?"
“I mean that we ought to find out
whether they know who murdered
this man Peterson. They may have
the man jailed already.”

“How are we going to find that
out though?”

“That’ll be easy énough to do in
the morning. Particulars of the
crime will be all over town by then.”
“In the morning!” repeated Max,
in strongly accented astonishment.
“He may murder us in our beds be-
fore then.”

“What good would that do him?"
asked Al, who as Max became ex-
cited, grew calmer himself.

““Well, you can never tell what a
fellow like that will do. I'm posi-
tively afraid to go up stairs.”

“Nonsense. You never heard of a
man murdering three people in onc¢
day, did you?” .

“No, I can't remember that they
have, though I suppose it's becn
done.”

“Well then, if Seagrave has killed
Peterson, it isn’t likely he’ll add to

his crimes by making away with
us. And if he hasn't killed Peterson,
I don’t see.that we can regard him
as dangerqus.”

“Then you think he’s all right and
that there’s nothing queer about
him.”

“By no means. I think there are
a good many queer things about him.
His wanting to go to the Fair with
us is one of the queerest.”

“Well, I must say, Al
very complimentary to
and Max smliled.

“There, old fellow, it does me good
to see that relaxing of the mus-
cles. I'm sure you're not going to
say again that you’ll be afraid to go
up stairs.”

“Oh, I suppose If you can stand
it I can, but what are you going to
do about that Fair business, Al?
Are you going to let this fellow go
with us?”’

“I don't see how I can help his
going on the same train. The rail-
roads are open to all who have the
price of tickets.”

“Then you won't pay his fare?"”

“Of course 1 won't, for the best
of reasons: I can’t. You know father
left me only enough money for my
own expenses.’

“But what if Seagrave insists you
shall do this?"”

you aren't
ourselves,"

“How can he inﬁls(" He has no
claim on me."
“He evidently thinks he has by

the persistent way in which he keeps

“Be-"-

bringing up that wound you pgave
him.”

‘““Oh, I had almost forgotten about
that,”” and a brief shadow fell over
Al's face. ‘But I don't see how he
can hold me by that when 1 was
perfectly willing to tell my own
father or yours all about it. But
come, don’t you want to go to bed?"

“If you still think it wouldn't be
the wisest thing to prowl about town

‘and find out who murdered Peterson

first.”

“No prowling for me.
sleepy.”’

“All right, on your head be it if we
wake up In the mornlng and find
ourselves all dead corpses.”

Al turned out the lights, saw that
the doors and' windows were all
properly fastened and then the two
boys went up stairs.

All was quiet in Seagrave's room.
Max stepped softly to the connecting
door and turned the key in the lock.

Both ‘he and Al were very tired. so
they did not linger over their un-
dressing as they- usually did. Neither
did they indulge in much talk after
their heads touched the pillows.

What little they did have to say
was about the Falr, and the next
thing Max knew he seemed to be in
the midst of a free fight in the
Dahomey Village in the Midway.
The blacks were going it tooth and
nail. Wild screams filled the air, and
became finally so shrill that Max
awoke.

Somehow he was not surprised to
find that he had been dreaming, but
he was amazed to discover that the
screams still went on.

He rubbed his eyes to make cer-
tain he was awake and then realized
that the cries came from the next
room—that occupled by Seagrave.

He sat up In bed in a cold per-
spiration. Al was still  sleeping
soundly beside him.

He was on the point of awaking

I'm too

him when he discovered that the
cries were intelligible.

He listened and heard:
“Don't—don’t. It wasn't I—1 tell
you. I wouldn't do such a terrible
thing. Won't you believe me?”

That was c¢nough for Max.

“Al, AL"™ he cried softly. shaking
his bedfellow with no gentle hand.
“Get up quick. Seagrave is confes-
sing to that murder.”

Al resisted at first the attempt
to rouse him, he was so tired out by
his exciting evening, but finally he
was broad awake and listening with
Max to the sounds that came from
the adjoining room.

“There, won’'t you believe I was
right now?' exclaimed Max tri-
umphantly and proceeding to get out
of bed.

“What are you going to do?"
manded Al

“‘Get dressed. You don't suppose 1
can sleep any longer next door to
a man like that.”

Al made no reply, but he, too, got
up, and going over to the burean
started to strike a match.

Max grasped his arm.

“Don’t light the gas,” he cried in
an awed tone. ““You don’t want him
to know we're up. I cap see to get
dressed in the dark. Here, I'll ralse
this shade, and let in some of the
moonlight.”

But Max didn't raise the shade;
the cord slipped out of his hands
and the thing raised itself with the
rush and whirr that only the spring
roller can display.

Max was so terrified by the noise
that Al actually laughed out. But
he kept putting on his clothes neves-
theless.

The cries in the next room would
subside for a while, then break out
afresh.

“Now of course you'll come right
over to our house,” sald Max, as
they were pulling on their trousers.

“What, and leave things here?”' ex-
clalmed Al

“What do ‘ou propose -to do then?"”
went on Ma

“Walt here whlle vou go and rouse

des



up Coroner Fillmore and find out
what he knows about the Peterson
murder. Or, if you prefer to stay
here instead, I'll go.”

“Oh, no thank you. I'll go.”

“But mind you,” Al continued,
“you are not to say a word about
your suspicions of Seagrave unless
what he tells you warrants you in
doing so. I can trust you for that,
can I, Max?” .

“If you really wish it, Al
verily believe that man has
witched you.”

“I don’t want to see injustice done.
I'll go down now and let you out.”

“What time is it?” .

Al held his watch, in a ray of moon-
light.

“Quarter to two,”
“You're not afraid to go,
Max?"

“I'd be more afraid to stay here.
I don’t think it's right for you to
do it. Why don’'t you come with
me?"”

“Because I don’t think it would be
right for me to leave the house under
the circumstances.’

“Well, I'll hurry all I can, and if
things are as I think they are, r
bring a policeman or two back with

But I
be-

he announced.
are you,

me.

Quietly the two descended the
stairs, Al let Max out by the front
door, and then, leaving it unlocked,
returned up stairs.

He wondered at his own calmness,
for the case agalnst Seagrave now
looked very black indeed.

( 70 be continued.)
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CHAPTER XXIX.,
FIGHTING WITH FIRE.

THE savages cautiously advanced.
When within a few yards of the
cabin they paused. Their voices
could be Heard in animated discussion
for a moment or more, then they

rushed forward in a body.

They headed straight for the en-
trance to the hut, and George saw
It was their intention to.break down
the door. He stepped back, and held
his rifle ready to fire.

“They’'ve made up their minds to
force an entrance,” he said quickly.
“When they reach the door we rhust
fire a volley through it. Don’t hes-
itate, but blaze away.”

At that moment the blacks could
be heard close to the cabin.

It was not likely the door, heavily
barricaded as it was, would yield to
the first onslaught, but George had
no intention of allowing them to
reach ft.

“Now,” he cried, *fire!”

The boys responded promptly, and
the simultaneous report of the mus-
kets was almost deafening. The hut
was at once filled with smoke and
the smell of burnt powder, but they
were too excited to heed it.

There was a series of unearthly
yells from the blacks, and the in-
tended attack came to an abrupt
end. For the second time they re-
treated in wild confusion, leaving two
of their number lying dead on the
ground.

George approached 'the door and
looked through the bullet hole. He
had no trouble in doing this now,
for the bullets had carried away con-
siderable of the wood, and there was
an aperture in the door almost large
€nough to put his hand through.

The enemy had halted at a safe
distance, and were engaged in talk-
ing and gesticulating vehemently.

“I don't think® they'll try that
agdn,” sald George, “but reload as
quick as you can so 'as to be ready
‘for "em 1f they should return.”
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But it was evident the blacks had
got enough of it, and had aban-
doned the idea of breaking down the
door. They would try some other
plan, however, and George watched
them attentively, not allowing a move
to escape his notice.

For a long time the savages re-
mained inactive, and the occupants
of the cabin began to hope they would
depart without any further hostile
demonstration. ,In this they were
disappointed, for suddenly the sav-
ages scattered, and began gathering
small pieces of wood and branches
which they threw in a heap on the
ground.

“They’'re- gathering brush and
wood,” sald George from his post
of observation. “Wonder what they
intend to do with it?”

“Light a fire likely,” said Will.

“I don’t eee what good that'll do
‘em,’”” continued George, ‘‘unless it is
to give us a better view of 'em.”

The next few minutes, however,
proved that his brother was right.
The blacks presently had a large pile
of material collected and soon after
a bright blaze flared up.

The savages were thus brought out
in full view and George was able to
count eleven of them. They were
flerce and wild looking, and the
youth shuddered as he reflected what
their fate would be should the.abori-
gines succeed in capturing them.

But what they intended doing with
the fire was a question that puzzled
him greatly, and, when he saw them
take several arrows from their
quivers and thrust them in the blaze,
his amazement was increased.

“Well, I'll be hanged if they aren’t
burning up their arrows,” he cried.
‘““What the mischief can be the mat-
ter with ‘em?”

The next move oOf the savages
brought the truth to his mind in
strong and terrible reality.

“This is awful,”” he cried.
going to set the cabin afire.”

For, at that -instant the natives
had quickly drawn the arrows from
the blaze, adjusted them to their
bows, and sent a volley toward the
roof of the hut, the sparks dropping
down like so many meteors as the
weapons sped through the air.

This was repeated several times be-
fore George recovered from the awful
surprise sufficiently to act.

“Come,” he shouted, as he saw
the enemy prepare for a repetition
of the maneuver, ‘“We must stop that
at once, or we'll be roasted alive.”

He stepped back from the door as
he spoke, and took up his rifle which
the other boys had Teloaded.

“Fire through the door,” he cried.
“It’'s the only thing we can do.”

He leveled his gun and pressed the
trigger, and his friends quickly fol-
lowed suit. A roar that jarred the
cabin was heard the next moment,
and part of the door was carried
away by the bullets.

Some of the savages were hit, as
could be told by the flerce yells of
rage and pain that came to the boys’
ears from their direction.

But it was too late to prevent the
designs of the enemy from being car-
ried out.

The blazing arrows had lodged in
the roof of the hut, and that portion
of it was soon in flames.

The fire spread qulckly, for the lim-
bers in the cabin were dry, and in a
little while the boys were surrounded
by a mass of flames.

Their doom seemed sealed, and the
exultant shouts of the savages as they

* witnessed the progress of their fiend-

fsh work made the night hideous.

The boys looked around to see what
could be done.

They were forced to act quickly,
for the burning roof would soon fall
down upon them.

“There’s only one thing we can do,”
cried Will, “and that is to unbar
the door, ‘rush out at the blacks and
die fighting."”

All agreed to this, and they were
about acting upon the suggestion,
when an idea, that offered at least

“They’re’

one chance of escape,
George's mind.

‘“Hold,” he shouted; ‘““the window.”

It was a small one in the back of
the cabin, but the youth thought it
would answer the purpose. :

“The savages are all in front of
the hut,” he continued. “We can
climb through the window, make a
dash for the proa and perhaps es-
cape. Come, we must hurry.”

He rushed to the window, quickly
unbarred and threw it open. An in-
stant later he had crawled through
and paused for the others to join
him. They lost no time in doing this,
and they had scarcely left the in-
terior, when, with a mighty roar and
a shower of sparks, the entire roof
fell in.

The wild yells of the savages were
awful to hear as they saw the mass
of fire fall into the hut, and the
fugitives started for the cove as fast
as they could run.

CHAPTER XXX.
AN UNEXPECTED MEETING.

THE whole region was brilliantly
illuminated by the.light from the fire,
and the boys expected to hear the
enemy start in pursuit each second,
but they were careful to keep the
cabin between thém and the blacks,
and were thus concealed from view
until a good distance had been cov-
ered.

They were more than half way to
the cove before the savages discov-
ered their escape, and, with yells
of chagrin and rage at the failure
of their scheme, they started in pur-
suit.

They quickly overhauled the fleeing
boys and the proa was still some dis-
tance away, when they came near
enough to use their bows. A volley
of missiles sped past the fugitives,
some of them barely missing their
bodies.

This was quickly followed by
another discharge, and an arrow
struck George’'s rifle, which fell to
the ground.

“Turn and fire at 'em,’” shouted the
captain. “We must do something to
check ‘'em.”

Their rifles had@ been reloaded be-
fore leaving the burning hut, and,
wheeling round they fired a volley
at the approaching blacks, stretching
one of them on the ground and caus-
ing the others to halt with cries of
fear. .

flashed into

“Now for the proa,” shouted
George. “It's our last chance!”
Regardless of all obstacles, they

plunged ahead again, and reached the
craft just as another discharge of

arrows from the pursuing savages

fell around them. .

In less than ten seconds the boat
was shoved Into the water, the sweeps
thrown into position, and the fugi-
tives straining every muscle to get
out of the cove before the saveges
could reach the place.

In this they were successful.

The open waters of the ocean were
reached by the time the savages ar-
rived at the cove, and when  the
blacks, running down the strip of
land that extended out into the sea,
came to the beach, the fugitives were
safe from all harm. The natives sent
a volley of arrows at them, but they
dropped in the water several yards
behind the proa.

“Safe at last, thank heaven,” ex-
claimed George. ‘But that was a
close call.”

“How the black fiends yelled when
they thought they were roasting us!”
said Edwin with a shudder.

“Well, we fixed three of 'em any-
how,” added Edgar.

They continued their work at the
sweeps, and the island fell rapidly
astern. The burning cabin could
still be seen, but it was by this time
almost consumed and the flames be-
gan to subside.

Hour after hour passed, and at
last dawn appeared in the east. When
the sun came up the island could no
longer be seen, and the boys knew
they were many miles away from
Lone Island.
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The weather was beautifully clear,
but they suffered considerably from
the heat of the sun which beat down
upon them unmercifully. This, how-
ever, they did not mind, and were
anxious to have the weather con-
tinue clear until a ship could be
sightea.

Here again fortune smiled upon
them.

For two days the sun shone bright-
ly, and on the morning of the third
at an early hour a sail was seen,
and every effort made to attract at-
tention.

The signals of distress were ob-
served at last, and the vessel steered
toward them. In less than two hours
they were safe on board the Silver
Star, giving an account of their ad-
ventures to the officers.

While thus engaged two persons
came on deck from below, and a
moment later a familiar voice shouted
in ringing tones of gladness:

‘“‘Hurrah, boys, we meet again!”’

They turned quickly, to see ad-
vancing toward them with out-
stretched hand, a smile on his face,
a light of joy flashing from his
eyes the chum whom they had
mourned as dead, Tom Radcliffe.

Had the glowing sun from the
sky above suddenly dropped into the
sea before them, their astonishment
could not have been greater. Speech
falled them, motion deserted them,
they could do mothing, but stare at
the boy in intense wonder.

But this did not last long, for Tom
was soon shaking hands with each
in such a vigorous manner that their
scattered senses returned.

Explanations on both sides were
glven in detail, and not until Tom
had given a full account of his ad-
ventures since parting with the boys
on Lone Island could they realize
his escape from the awful doom they
imagined had overtaken him.

Captain Bolt was introduced and
warmly welcomed by the boys, who
coyld not thank him enough for
bringing back the lost one. The
captain disclaimed all credit, and de-
clared Tom was the one who had
rescued him, but this they would not
believe.

Well, the Silver Star dropped an-
chor at last in the harbor that was
her destination, and here Captain
Bolt bade them an affectionate. fare-
well, and hastened to rejoin his -
family, who he declared must have
abandoned all hope of ever seeing
him again in this world.

“I'll write to you,”” he saild at
parting, “and you must be sure to
let me know what your folks say
when you get home and tell your
adventures.”

The boys promised, and the captain
left them. Two hours later an ex-
press train was carrying them rap-
idly toward their home on the Hud-
son.

They reached there In due time, and
as may be imagined a profound sen-
sation was created when the story of
their adventure was told.

Captain Bower Insisted that he had
many times regretted his consent to
the voyage since their departure, for
he had a premonition that something
would happen and the sequel proved
he was right.

However, he was rejoiced to have
his sons home safe and well again,
and when they asked him to have
a new yacht built to take the place
of the Golden Gale he gave the order
at once.

“But no more voyage to England
alone,” he declared. ‘‘Mind that.”

The yacht was finished in due time,
and named after the lost one, which,
by the way, was never heard of.

Many years have passed since then,
and the boys are prosperous men of
middle age, but the adventures of
those times are still fresh in their
minds, and they often entertain their
friends with an account of some of
the thrilling situations through which
they passed while on Lone Island,
and among the savages.

THE END,
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A SUMMER PICTURE.

THE flelds are turned to tawny green,
And down the lane on either hand,
The tall mock orange thickets stand,

And blooming elder bushes screen

Shy brooding wood doves, and between

Low lacing boughs the sheep are seen
Across the pasture land.

‘Within the garden poppies spring,
And tangled sweet pea vines have spun
A rosy tissued web, and run
Along the orchard fence, to cling
Beneath the trees where robins sing,
‘While to and fro the mowers swing
Their scythes athwart the sun.
—EVALEEN STEIN.

[Z/is Story began in No. 560.)

Lester’s Luck.

BY HORATIO ALGER, ]JR.,

Author of “Victor Vane,” “Chester Rand,’
“Ragged Dick Series,” elc.

CHAPTER XXX. (Continued).
A STAGE RIDE IN MONTANA.

“I DON'T know what I shall do,” said
the schoolmaster. ‘‘ My health had be-
become undermined by teaching and I
was advised to go West. I am ready for
anything that offers.”

‘‘What do you mean to do, my stout
friend?”” asked the Yankee, turnifig
to Hans Hoffman.

“I mean to open a‘saloon and eat-
ing house,” replied the German. “If
West Moultrie is a good place, I stay
there.”

“And you, my robust friend,” con-
tinued the Yankee, turning to the
dude, ‘‘what do you propose to do?"”

The young man smiled. He didn't
take offense at being called robust,
although the description seemed Ilu-
dicrously inappropriate.

“I don't know,” he said. “I am
only going out to see the country,
don't you know?"

He was looking at Hans Hoffman
as he spoke, and that worthy gentle-
man appeared to regard the ques-
tion as put to him.

“No, I don’t kxnow,” he replied.
“What makes you ask me if I know?"
“I don’t know, don’t you know?"
“Then if you don’t know who should
know, since the matter regards your-
self® It was the ex-schoolmaster
who -spoke. “You must excuse me,
my young friend, for remarking that
your use of language is open to ob-
jection. I think a serles of lessons
would improve you in that respect.’”
The dude did not answer, but rais-
ing a single eyeglass he looked at

his Interlocutor curiously.

“I suppose we all have our little

peculiarities,” said the Yankee mildly.
“Now suppose we give our names,
that we may know each other better.
My name is Jonathan Kimball, and
I hail from the White Mountains."

The dude again raised his eyeglass
and gazed with some curiosity at the
speaker.

“I have been to the White Moun-
tains,”” he said. “I boarded at the
Glen House all last summer."”

“I was raised only ten miles from
there,” continued Mr. Kimball. “My
father owns a farm in that region.”

“Then why didn't you become a
farmer?”’ added the dude.

“Because, my robust friend, I had*
a soul above potatoes. Farming is
hard work. I would advise your try-
ing it for a year or two. It would
make a man of you.”

“Oh, my gracious! I would rather
be excused, don’t you know?"’

“Suppose as you have the floor, you
give an account of yourself.”

““There isn’t much to tell, don't you
know? My name is Clinton Living-
ston Howard Van Hoffman.”

“I am Hans Hoffman.” said the Ger-
man, in a tone of interest. ‘I think
we may be relations, ain’t t?”

“I scarcely think it lkely,” re-
turned the dude with a smile. “My
family have lived In New Yerk for a
hundred and fifty years.”

“I suppose it is my turn,” said the
ex-schoolmaster. ‘“My name is Ly-
curgus Brackett, and I taught a coun-
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try academy in Massachusetts till
lately.”

“My name is Lester Gray,” said
Lester. “I was born in the country,
but have lived for a few months in
the city of New York.”

There was no time to say more.
The coach drew up suddenly, and a
man wearing a mask pulled open the

stage door. He Rheld a revolver in his
hands.
“Gentlemen,” he said, I am sorry

to disturb you, but I want your
money and valuables.”

CHAPTER XXXI.
BILL BRAND, ROAD AGENT.

THE passengers looked with star-
tled faces into each other's eyes.
They had talked of the road agent,
but his coming took them by sur-
prise. The only one who seemed
comparatively indifferent was the
dude.

He gazed calmly ot the road agent,
and said, ‘“‘Oh, now, you're joking,
don’'t you know?"

“You'll find out whether I'm jok-
ing, you tailor's dummy!’ rejoined
the agent with a glance of contempt.
“Come ncw, I can’'t wait all day.
Here, you Dutchman, give me your
mcene;

“Oh!"” groaned Hans Hoffman in a
lugubrious tone, ‘“‘what will I do if
you take my money?"

“That is nothing to me,” said the
road agent impatiently. *“First you
can hand me your watch.”

Herr Hoffman had a gold watch,
purchased in Chicago, which he val-
ued highly. It was the first gold
watch he had ever owned. He drew
it forth with a groan, and tendered
it to the highwayman. As the road
agent reached over to take it, some-
thing unexpected happened.

Mr. Van Hoffman, the dude, sat
at the end of the seat and was there-
fore the nearest to the road agent.
Seizing the moment when the latter
was off his guard, he knocked the
revolver out of his hand, planted a
blow in his face, and in an instant
had leaped from the stage and borne
him to the ground.

Such an attack from such a quar-
ter almost paralyzed the robber with
surprise, and overwhelmed the other
passengers with wonder.

The Yankee was the first to recover
his presence of mind.

“Well done, my Jobust friend!" he
exclaimed. “I'll take a hand my-
self.””

He sprang through the open door
and went to Mr. Van Hoffman’s
help.

“Hold him!" he cried.

“I mean .to,”” answered the dude
calmly.
And Indeed It looked like it. The

road agent was on his back with the
dude pinning him down with his
knees pressed upon his chest. The
robber was struggling frantically, and
as his opponent was so light he
might have succeeded In dislodging
him, but for assistance. However, the
Yankee took a hand as h& promised.

“We must tie him,” he sald, “‘and
carry him to West Moultrie. Here,
Dutchy, come and sit on him while

.I tie him securely.”

Hans Hoffman was not a fighting
man, but he was ponderous, and had
great staying powers. He sat down
on the chest of the road agent and
remained there in spite of the pro-
testations of the robber that he was
in danger of being crushed.

Jonathan Kimball drew a stout
cord from his pocket and pro-
ceeded to tie his wrists and feet.
While he was doing it he did not
observe that the revolver which had
been knocked out of the agent’s
hand was lying within his grasp. He
stealthily put out his fingers to grasp
it, in which case the tables would
have been turned most decidedly, but
Lester saw the movement, and
springing forward secured the wea-
pon. The road agent scowled men-
acingly.

“I'll get even with you some day,
kid,” he said.

In ten minutes he was tled strong

and fast and taken into the stage,
an involuntary passenger.

“That’'s a good job done!” said the
Yankee. ‘“My robust friend, we owe
our deliverance to you. I wish pub-
licly to apologize to you. I thought
you a dude and a fop, but you have
shown yourself a man. I really
didn’t think you had the courage or
strength to kill a mosquito, but—""

‘“You have found out your mis-
take,” interposed Van Hoffman with
a smile. :

‘““You're brave enough; in fact you're
one of the bravest men I ever met,
and where in thunder did you get so
much strength? Why, you delivered
a blow like a blacksmith.” .

“Feel of my muscle,’
Hoffman quietly.

The Yankee clasped the arm which

said Van

the dude extended, and his face
showed his astonishment..
“Your muscle is like iron!" he ex-

claimed. ‘‘Where did you get it?
‘Were you born s0?"

“No, I fancy I was not unlike
other babies, but I have been for five
years a member of the New York
Athletic Club.”

“I thought I had a pretty fair mus-
cle myself, but {t doesn't compare
with yours. Gentlemen, I move we
present a vote of thanks to our
robust friend for his manly conduct.”

The vote was passed unanimously,
but the road agent did not appear to
sympathize with the others. |

“By the way, my adventurous
friend,”” said the Yankee, addressing
the captive, ‘‘are you the notorious
Bill Brand, of whom we have all
heard?”

“I am BIill Brand,” was the sulky
reply, “but I'm almost ashamed to
say so.”

“*Why is that?”

“It's disgraceful to be done up by

a thing like that,” and he looked
toward Mr. Van Hoffman, who re-
turned the gaze placidly. “I'd as

soon have expected to be whipped by
that boy."”

“I shouldn’t like to have vou tackle
me,” sald Lester. “I never belonged
to an athletic club.”

“He couldn't have done it If I
hadn’t been taken by surprise. Un-
loosen this cord, and I'll do him up
in fifteen seconds.”

“I don't think you could,” said
Mr. Van Hoffman, ‘“‘but I don’t care
to try. It would be too much trou-
ble, don’t you know?"’

“Where are you going to take me?"
asked the road agent sullenly.

“To West Moultrie,”” answered the
Yankee, who acted as spokesman for
the passengers. o

“Then they'll hang me to the
branch of a tree. I once robbed the
bank, or tried to, but only got away
with a little plunder.”

“That boy is going to take a place
in the bank."

“Is he? I wish all the officers were
like him.”

“It would be a good idea to put in
our robust friend as cashier. He
would know how to take care of
you.”

“Give me a chance for my
pleaded the captive.

“What do you want us to do?"

“Untie this cord, and let me go.”

“Perhaps you would like us to give
you back your revolver also?"’

“Never mind about that. Buteven
if you give it to me I will let you
alone. I'll promise never to Interfere
with any of the present company, no
matter where I find them.”

“You are very kind, but I don't
think we can accept your very con-
siderate proposal. You are very
pleasant and agreeable when your
feet and hands are tied, but it would
be rather a rash experiment to give
you your freedom."

“I give you my solmen promise.”

“The promise of a man like you
counts for nothing. You may as well
make up your mind to stay as you
are.”
The road agent subsided into sul-
len silence. He saw that the Yankee,
though courteous, was inflexible, and
that further entreaties were useless.

life,”

“If I only had my revolver,” he
groaned.

“What would you do?"

“Kill every one of you and him
first,” returned the robber fiercely,

- pointing to Van Hoffman.

“My robust friend,” said Mr. Kim-
ball, *“ and when I use that term I
beg to say that I mean it. You
didn't tell us what you intended t»o
do when you reached West Moultrie.”

“Because I didn't know, don't you
know?"” sald the dude languidly.

“I think you had better set up for
a thief taker. I think you would
make a good sheriff."” -

“It would be too much 'Duble,
don't you know?"’

‘““You're about the strangest manl
ever saw. Why, I would have =saiil
the boy could lick you in a fuair
fight, and now— well, T don't think
I'd like to tackle you myself.”

“I wouldn't mind trying, don’t you
know?"

“No; the only good match for you
i8 your Dutch namesake, Mr. Hans
Hoffman. I'd llke mightily to see a
wrestling match between you two.
What do vou say, Mr. Hoffman?"

“I don't want to fight,” interpos-d
the German hastily. “I haven't any
practice.”

“I'll tell you how you could win.
You would only have to fall on him.”

*“I object,” said the dude. ‘‘Besides
my stout friend is possibly a relative,
as he has himself suggested. I think
we shall have to give it up.”

“We have had fighting enough for
one day,” said the ex-schdoimaster.
“We ought to be thankful that we
have been saved from a great peril.”

“Our friend, Mr. Brand, probabiy
sees nothing to be thankful for.'

While this conversation was going
on, Lester was the only one who ob-
served that the captive was quietly
working to release his hands from
the cord that bound them. He had
almost got them free, when L.estsr
called the attention 6f Mr. Kimball
to the fact.

The Yankee sprang to his feet. anl
despite a desperate struggle succe:ded
with the help of Mr. Van Hoffman in
securing them again.”

“It was a close shave,” he =ali.
“But for you our friend Brand woull
have been a free man, and—

“So he will be yet!' sald the road

agent fiercely. ‘“As for you, you
young kid, I'd like to twist your
neck."” ‘

Lester wgs no coward, but In spite
of his courage he could hardly help
shuddering as he met the malignant
glance of the desperate man whose
one hope of esc.pe he had frustrated.

Two hours later the sound of
wheels was heard.

“It is the return stage,” said Jona-
than Kimball, putting his head out of
the window. )

CHAPTER XXXIL
A MOUNTAIN TRAGEDY.

THE drivers of the two stages came
to a stop to exchange the usual greet-

ings.
“What's the news?’ asked stusx-
driver No. 2.

“Only that we were held up by B:ll
Brand,” was the answer.

“You don't say?’ ejaculated
other driver. “Did he get much.”

“You can ask him. We've got him
in the stage.”

the

“You have taken him?" asked the
second driver in amazement.

“Yes. You can look at him if yuu
like.”’

Ry this time the passengers of th:
second coach had learned the surpris-
ing news. It excited them as migzht
well be supposed, for Brand was no-
torious through all that region.

““Hold up, driver!” said one of the
passengers. "I want to get a =sight
of that scoundrel.”

He got out of the stage and his
fellow passengers followed him.

He was a slender man of perhaps
forty, quiet in appearance but with a
stern look about his eyes. He was
not a man that one would wlllingly
offend.

He came to the door of the stage



in which Bill Brand was confined,
and peering in he met the glance of
the captive. 'The bandit quailed when
he met that stern glance, though he
didn’t remember ever having seen the
man who looked llke an avenging
Nemesis.

““Take him out! Let us all look at
him,’”" he said in a tone of authority.

Two of the passengers, the Yankee
and the ex-schoolmaster, seized the
prisoner by the arms and drew him
not very gently from the stage.

“What's all this for?" growled Bill
Brand, looking from one to another.
“Am I a wild beast that you make
a show of me?"

“You are worse than a wild beast,”
said the passenger from coach No. 2.
“You have the form of a man and the
heart—no, the spirit of a flend.”

“What have I ever done to you?’
demanded Brand, not without sur-
prise at the flercey intense tone of
the man who had taken upon himself
the office of judge. ‘I never saw you
before.”

““What have you done to me?’ re-
turned the other in a deep tone, thril-
ling with emotion. “I will tell you.”

He paused and the attention of all
was riveted upon the speakers. They
felt that the first scene of a tragedy
was about to be enacted.

“‘Listen, friends,” began the speaker,
turning and fixing his burning glances
upon the faces of those who sur-
rounded him. “A year ago today a
stage was passing over this very
road. Among the passengers was a
young man of twenty-five, a brave,
spirited, generous hearted young fel-
low, who had just come from his
home In the East at the Invitation
of a brother much older than himself
to try his luck in Montana. When
thls man rode up and at the point
of a revolver demanded that all
should surrender their valuables to
him my brother was the only one
who offered resistance—

‘“‘What?" he crled, ‘shall ten men
submit to one? Are we all cowards?

‘‘With that he rose and was about
to throw himself upon the robber—
this man Brand—when the flend de-
liberately shot him through the heart.
‘You don’t know Bill Brand,’ he
safd.”

The outlaw listened to this speech,
and his face became livid. The tone
of the speaker was stern, pitiless,
and he foresaw only too plainly what
it portended.

“Is’ this true, or is it not?’ de-
manded the passenger sternly .
“He was a fool,” said Brand. “If

he had been quiet I wouldn’t have
harmed him.”

“That young man, friends, was my
brother,” said the passenger—‘‘my
youngest brother. I had sent for
him and I was waliting to receive
him. When I heard that this fiend
had deliberately taken his life, I
vowed that some time or other I
would pursue his murderer to death.
I swore that I would be revenged
upon him and rid Montana of a pest.
Now—after, a year—he has been
thrown {into my power. My poor
- brother was not the only one whom
he has sacrificed, but it is for his
murder that I ask that he be given
into my hands.”

There was a silence. The passen-
gers looked into each other’'s eyes.
All were Impressed, even the prisoner

himself whose face changed, and
seemed to indlcate fear,
“What would you do?” he cried

hoarsely. “Would you kill an un-
armed man?”

“Shooting 1s too good for you,'"
sald his judge. “It is.an honorable
death—the death of a soldier. You,
criminal and outlaw, deserve another
death. Is there a rope to be had?’
and he looked at the two drivers.

“Here 18 one,” said driver No. 2.

“Don’t hang me! Shoot me!”’ said
the prisoner in a voice tremulous
with fear.

“You deserve to hang!’ -was the
pitiless answer.

There was no opposing volce. Half
a dozen strong men dregged the
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trembling captive to a position under
the extended branch of a tall tree,
the noose was made and adjusted,
and ten minutes later, Bill Brand,
the notorious desperado, was hanging
lifeless *from the stout limb.

“Willle, you are avenged!” mur-
mured the brother, and overcome by
his emotion he would have fallen if
strong and frlendly hands had not
lifted him up and borne him to the
stage again,

CHAPTER XXXIIIL
ONE THOUSAND DOLLARS REWARD.

THE passengers reseated them-
selves in the stage from which Brand
had been taken. All were grave, and
Lester's face was pale, for with his
Imaginative temperament he did not
find it easy to forget the terrible
scene which had just been enacted.

“It was awful!” sald Jonathan
Kimball, breaking the silence, ‘but
I don’t see what else we could have
done."”

“I don’t believe in capital punish-
ment,” remarked the schoolmaster.

“You wouldn’t have let him go free
to rob and kill others?"”

“I would have put him in prison for
life.”

‘““He has been in prison before, and
broken out, while he was awaliting
trial—so at least I have heard. The
man had no redeeming bHoints. He
was an enemy of his kind, and de-
served to die. So far as I had any
part in his execution I feel no com-
punction. What do you say, my
robust friend?"”

. “I agree with you,” responded Mr.

Van Hoffman. ‘“He might have shot
me, don’t you know, like that young
man we heard about.”

‘““And he might have ridden away
with all our valuables. Our friend,
Mr. Brackett, would hardly have
liked that.”

‘“No I can’t say I should,” said the
ex-schoolmaster. ‘‘Theoretically I am
opposed to capital punishment, but
in the present instance, considering
the desperate character and dark
deeds of this man Brand, I am not
sure but it was expedient to hang
him.”

“By the way,” sald the Yankee, “1

‘understand that a prize has been set

on the head of this Brand, and his
captor {s entitled to a reward of a
thousand dollars. To my thinking
our robust friend is entitled to it.””

“No, thank you,” said the dude,
shrugging his shoulders. *“I would
rather not take it, don’t you know?”

““Then you ought to have the right
to say where it shall go,”” suggestea
Kimball.

‘““Has any driver ever been killed by
this outlaw?”

“We will refer the matter to our
driver.”

‘“Yes,”” answered the driver. “Tom
Green, a pal of mine, was shot in
his seat last year. because he
whipped up his horses and tried to
get away."”

“Did he leave a family?”

““Yes: he left a wife and two chil-
dren.”

‘““Are they poor?”’

‘Yes, Mrs. Green has to take in
washing to support herself.”

‘““Where does she live?”

“In West Moultrie.”

“Then, my robust friend, you will
do an act of kindness if you claim the
reward and hand it over to this poor
woman."

“I*ll do {t,” sald Mr. Van Hoffman
promptly.

“And we'll all bear witness that
but for you Brand would not have
been captured.”

“I don't llke to take it—It's blood
money—but if it goes to the poor

.woman, that will make a difference,

don’t you know?"’

It may be stated here that the
suggestion, so happily made by Mr.
Kimball, was carried out. There was
no difficulty from the unanimous tes-
timony of the stage passengers in
making it clear to the authorities
that Mr. Van Hoffman was entitled
to the reward. He no sooner received

it than he made it over to the widow
of Tom Green, much to her relief.

And now there is nothing more to
record about the stage ride. There
were no interruptions, and at the
schedule time the stage drew up in
front of the chlef hotel in this mining
town. The editor of the West Moul-
trie Times, for the place boasted a
weekly paper, was on hand to In-
quire for news. When he was told
of the capture and hanging of Bill
Brand, he clapped his hands in ex-
ultation.

“I'll have out an extra tomorrow
morning,” he said. “T'll get a bulge
on all my contemporaries. The West
Moultrie Times shall be the channel
through which all Montana shall
learn the fate of the notorious des-
perado, Blll‘ Brand. Who was the
brave hero who put an end to his
career?"”

“My robust frlend here,” sald
Jonathan Kimball, pointing to the
dude.

“Is that straight?”
tonished editor.

““Yes; we can all certify to that.”

““Have you a photo about you?”’
asked the editor respectfully. “We
should like to have your picture at
the head of our article.”

“No,”” answered Mr. Van Hoffman
in horror. “I couldn’t think of it,
don't you know?"

“But I ought to have some plc-
ture?”

“Then,”

asked the as-

sald the Yankee, ‘‘publish
a picture of our Dutch friend here.
His name s the same.”

“I have my tintype,”
Hoffman flattered.

“‘Give it to me,” sald the editof.
‘“You look like a match for Bill Brand
or any other outlaw.”

The next morning the Times ap-
peared with a sensational account of
the capture and execution of Bill
Brand, headed by a picture of Hans
Hoffman. The artist had managed
to Impart to the stout German face
a flerce expression quite out of char-
acter with the good nature of the
prospective saloon keeper, but such
as might be expected from the captor
‘of Bill Brand.

“What will Katrina say when she
sees that?” sald Hans complacently.
*‘She will be proud of her husband,
nicht so?”

CHAPTER XXXIV.*

LESTER ASSUMES OFFICE.
WEST -Moultrle was a representa-
tive Western town, the chief part of
it lying in one long street, on which

said Hans

stood the bank and the principal
business houses. The bank was a
one-story brick building standing

about midway of the street, next door
to the post office.

Early on the morning after hisar-
rival Lester presented himself at the
door, and asked to see the president.
He was invited into a room in the
rear, and was greeted with a look of
inquiry by a small man with carroty
hair, and insignificant features. This
was Lewls Hancock, president of the
bank. )

“What 1s your business,
man?’ he asked.

“I bring you a letter from Mr. Seth
Compton, of New York.”

The president extended his hand for
it. He put on a pair of glasses, and
read it through with deliberation,
looking up from time to time and sur-
veying Lester through his glasses.

“Hum—ha!” he said, “Mr. Compton
sends you out here to take the post
of bookkeeper?”

‘““Yes, I believe s0.”

‘“You seem to be only a boy.”

“Yes, sir: I am only a boy.”

‘“How old?”

““Next month T shall be seventeen,’

‘‘That is young—very young for a
bookkeeper of a bank. Have you ever
served as bookkeeper before?”’

“No. sir.”

“What then are your qualifica-
tions?"*

“I have studied bookkeeping at a
commercial college in New York, with
fpec'l.al reference to bank bookkeep-
ng.

young
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“That may be, but theory won't
make up for inexperience. Our pres-
;m bookkeeper is & man of twenty-

ve.”

Lester did not fe2l called upon to
make any comment on this statement.

“He has filled the place for four
years.”

“Yes, sir.”, .

“Now we are called to supersede
him and put in a boy.”

‘“Perhaps you had better write to
Mr. Compton, if you object to the
change. I understand he has a con-
trolling interest in the bank.’

“Hum-—yes,” the president admitted
unwillingly.

“He wished me to represent him
here.”

“Couldn’t he find an older person
to send?”

“I have'no doubt he could.”

““Have you known him long?”

“A few months only.""

“How did he happen to have so
much confidence in you?"’

““He has employed me in his stock
purchases.”

“Has he been successful
way?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know that the present
bookkeeper Is a cousin of mine?"

‘“No, sir.”

“And it seems hard that he should
be superseded by a schoolboy.”

“I am not responsible for this, Mr.
Hancock.”

“I suppose as Mr. Compton owns a
controlling interest I must make the

im that

“change.”

“I shall be glad if the present book-
keeper will remain for a couple of
weeks and employ me as an assist-
ant. In that way I shall get an in-
sight into the business.”

“No doubt it would be convenient
for you, but we can't afford to pay
two salaries.” )

“That I8 not necessary. I will work
for nothing for two weeks, and you
can pay the present bookkeeper his
usual salary.”

“Hum; I shall not object to that
arrangement,” said the president more
graclously. “I will go and introduce
you to Mr. Niles at once.”

“Excuse me, Mr. Hancock, but have
you had no letter from Mr. Compton
notifying you of my appointment?”

“Well, yes, I did receive a letter to
that effect a few days since, but I
naturally thought he would send out
an experienced man, of say thirty
years of age.”

“I asked because I wished to know
if Mr. Niles had any notice of his
being superseded.”

“Yes, I mentioned the matter to
him. Follow me, Mr. Gray.”

Mr. Niles, the bookkeeper, was a
young man not wholly unpreposses-
sing. He had a dark complexion,
with dark hair and a face agreeable
but weak.

“Jullus,” sald the president, ‘this
is Mr. Gray who is sent out from
New York to succeed you.”

“I am sorry to take your place, Mr.
Niles,” sald Lester.

“I am sorry to have you do so,”
responded Niles, but his manner was
pleasant. “When do you wish to en-
ter upon your duttes?"’

“Mr. Gray proposes to work with
you without salary for two weeks
till he gets to understand our meth-
ods. You will be pald as usual.”

‘“Very well, I am agreeable,’” said
the bookkeeper, who evidently was
glad of the reprieve. ‘“You can leave
Mr. Gray with me, and I will-take
care of him.”

He was as good as his word, and
Lester, who had expected a different
reception, was much relieved to find
himself on such agreeable terms with
the man he was depriving of a place.

The method of bookkeeping in prac-
tice at the West Moultrle bank was
by no means intricate or difficult to
understand. At the end of two days
Lester ‘felt competent to take charge
of the books, but he retained for
two weeks the subordinate position
of assistant. .

(70 be continued.)
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Another name will next week be
added 1o our splendid list of new
Sfall serials.

Kit Cummings’ Sloop,
BY CHARLES F. WELLES,
s the story of which the opening
chapters will appear the coming
week. The scene islawd along Long
Island Sound, the movement is brisk
and the adventures of the sort in
which boys most delight. "

A SUGGESTION TO THE CITY BOY.

THE boy who lives in the country gen-
erally knows pretty thoroughly the region
about him. He has tramped through the
woods until it is impossible to lose him in
them; explored the brook to its source;
can tell you the easiest path to take to
reach the top of the hill, and just how far
it is to the next village in any direction.

But how -much does the city boy know
about his euvironment? He is usu-
ally only familiar with those streets
through which he is accustomed to walk
or ride when bound to school, business.
the park, or a railroad station. Of taking
a stroll for exploring purposes he very
seldom thinks.

And yet some very interesting sights
may be seen in a stroll through any city,
by one who has watchful eyes and a re-
coeptive mind. Then the borderland of
the town affords a fruitful fleld for study,
to note just where the country gives way
to the encroachments of brick and mortar,
to discover the point at which the docks
cease and the natural beach of the river
once more asserts itself,

If a boy can ascertain which part of his
city was flrst settled and then go there
and see how many of the original houses
are left, he will find an additional fleld of
pleasurable exploration.

The Argosy at Three Dollars for two years
costs less than three cents a week. See stand
ng notice at the head of this column,

INDIAN NAMES TO THE FORE.

Next Saturday, October 21, has been
selected as Manhattan Day atthe World's
Fair. THE ARGosY does not mention this
fact because it beli that this c i
outweighs in importance all the other
special dates which have been set apart
at the great exposition, now so near its
close. We simply wish to draw attention
to the name under which the celebration
is to be held. It is Manhattan, and not
New York City.

It may be urged that this selection of
nomenclature is due to the fact that there
has already been a New York day at the
Fair, in honor of the entire State, but we
believe not the avoidance of repetition, so
much as a desire to honor the Indian title.
had its weight in determining which term
should be used.

The prophecy was made some years back
that the time would come when New York
would take the name of the island on
which it stands. It may be that this pre-
diction is in the course of fulflliment.
There is a movement all over the country
in favor of the Indian n' mes which were
originally attached to localities when the
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whites settled them. These names are
certainly the most appropriate ones for
the sites they describe, especially when
they replace titles borrowed from E;?g-
land, as tbey would in the case of New
York and Boston, which may yet be known
as Shawmaut,

And there are precedents for cities as
large as these changing their names, Con-
stantinople being one of them.

MUNSEY'S is for the people, all the peopiej
with something for every one—a story, a poem,
an illustration, biography, descriptive or his=
torical sketch, or something else. Nonewll lay
it down without feeling repaid for turning its
pages and lingering thereon according to his
taste. MUNSEY’S s forsale everywhere, price
10 cents. Subscription, 8| a year.

AUTHORSHIP AGAIN.

SoME weeks ago THE ARGosY printed an
editorial in the form of n query as to the
reason the voeation of authorship exer-
cised such a charm upon the boyish mind.
One or two readers have written to ex-
plain, but without doing much more than
reassert the fact that the fascination ex-
ists.

From the tone of one of these letters we
fear that the writer believes the path of
the successful author to be strewn with
roses; that he has only to sit down at his
desk, pick up his pen, and ideas will come
without any further trouble. This is so
far from being the case that probably the
most celebrated writers are the hardest
working ones.

Thackeray, for instance, wrote and re-
wrote, even on his shorter productions,
He studied carefully over lines, phrases
and words, and when a change was made
it was always in the direction of simpli-

ty.
5 This is where young authors make their
greatest mistake. They seek for big
woods and stilted phrases, thicking thus
to hide their youth. Itis the very device
that exposes it.

BO;HOOD FRIENDSHIPS.

ONE of the pleasantest features of hoy-
heod is its friendships. And what loyal
comrades two chums are! How they will
stand up for each other through thick and
thin, and how sometimes one will suffer
unjustly that the other may be spared!
How much moreisit a pity then that time
should rob this enthusiasm of its s pirit.

For men, alas, seldom stick by each
other as they did when they were in their
teens and the whole world was before
them with a glamor over it that made
comradeship seem knightly and bearing
one another’s burdens partake of the
heroie.

Cherish fondly then your friendships,
boys. Resolve each that you will be fully
worthy of the regard the other has for
you, and in this way you will bo able to
forge those hooks of steel that will not
break when the blows that descend right
and left in the battle of life, fall upon
them.

; THE GAMBLING CRAZE.

IT is a sad, but undeniable fact that the
rage for gambling is increasing in this
country -to an alarming extent. Notice
how frequently you see groaps of news-
boys on our city streets, their papers for-
gotten for the time while they pitch pen-
nies and wateb for the side they have bet
on to come up, with cupidity in their eyes
that makes them old before their time.
Pool rooms abound and now a new de-
vice, to administer to the craze for taking
chances, is about to be put on the market.

This is an automatic nickel in the slot
machine arranged with the flgures of
half a dozen race horses, so adjusted that
none can tell which will reach the goal
first when the machinery is set in motion
afresh.

Don’t try to get something for nothing,
boys. If you are successful somebody
else must be unfortunate, and it is a sad
blunter of the sensibilities to fatten on
another’s woes. ‘

But this is by no means the worst fea-
ture of the deplorable business. Itis the
desire to try your luck *just once more”
that ruins many a life that once was full
of promise. This is not fiction but fact.
“Playing the races” has brought scores
and scores of young men to destruction.
Exercise your manliness and say no,
when you are tempted.

The Indian of Today.

have become so
accustomed to
hearing of “boo-
mers” in these
later days that we
have almost lost
i sight of the fact

J that they are in-
terlopers as well. That is to say, inter-
lopers from the Indians’ standpoint. Of
course the red men are indemnified by
the government for their lands, which
these sume *hoomers” are to seramble
for, but as the original owners of the soil
see the stretch of territory which bears
their nume cut down strip by strip, it is
scarcely to be expected that they will ac-
cept the situation with complete equa-
nimity.

Slowly but surely the Indian is befng
crowded out. It used to be “‘erowded
West,” but now that portion of the ceun-
try is so thickly settled that there is na
longer any room for him in that region.
So it is now “ erowded out,” which means
in among the whites, where he does not
seem to thrive as when he had the prair-
ies for his stamping ground. Be this as
it may, the race is undeniably dying out,
affording another example of the “sur-
vival of the fittest.”

The Portland Oregonian not long since
recorded the death of an old squaw, the
lust surviving member of the tribe of
Rogue River Indians. Of the Narragan-
setts, living on a reservation in Western
Rhode Island, only a handful now re-
main. It is the same story with the Pe-
quots and the Mohegans. The latter live
in the woods on the bank of the Thames
River, three miles south of Norwich, Con-
necticut, while the Pequots are masters
of a rugged tract, about a square mile in
area, at the foot of Lantern Hill, in the
same State, near the towns of North
Stonington and Ledyard.

There is one tribe of Indians that is in-
creasing in numbers. These are the
Navajos, who are in possession of the San
Juan country, in the wastes of Arizona
and New Mexico. The tribe now numbers
more than 20,000 souls. The reader may
recall Lthat there was talk of an outbreak
by the Navajos last spring. But this was
wholly the fault of the whites, one of
whom killed a young Navajo without
provocation.

Probably there is no other tribe now ex-
tant, in which the original customs of the
American aborigine can be studied to
better advantage than among the Nava-
jos, who aresometimes called the Bedouin
Arabs of America. Last year the state-
ment was made by a retired army officer
that the time will come when the Navajos
will go on the warpath, and that when
they do, the fight will be a terrible 6ne.
They are a strong, healthy race. innured
to hardship, and zealons of their rights.
Itis said that when a Navajo buck thinks
he has been wronged by the whites, he
will march to the nearest fort entirely un-
attended, state his grievances in the pres-
ence of the armed soldiers about him and
demand redress. In battles with other
tribes of the Southwest, the Nnvajos have
always been victorious. For this reason
the Utes both hate and fear them, and

would prove useful allies of the whites in

case of war.

But in 1859-60, the Navajos met with dis-
aster at the hands of Kit Carson, the cele-
brated scout. who headed the troops sent
against them. Their villages were sacked
and they were-driven to the hills, where
hunger finally brought them to terms.
They were then ordered off to Southern
New Mexico, but begged so earnestly to
be allowed to return to their former home,

that the government finally allowed them
to do so, and a new treaty was signed in
which the tribe had many rights and
privileges granted them.

For the warning of any boy who may be
thinking of going West to compare the
Navajos with the bloodthirsty savage of
the dime novel, we will add that the re-
servation is guarded by several hundred
police, every one of them Indians ap-
pointed by the agent, who capture all un-
anthorized intruders, take everything he
has, even to his last remnant of clothing.
and in this airy condition turn him loose,
to get home as best he may.

Like all savages, the Navajos are super—
stitious. A correspondent of the New
York Herald who went among them early
this year, tells a singular instance of this.
Game, it seems, is not very abundant and
consequently the Nuvajo is always hun-
gry. “Yet. in spite of this, superstition
prevents him from eating the.fish which
are plentiful in the San Juan river.
Rather than eat Nsh a Navajo will die of
ssarvation, This superstition, as [ learn-
ed, is based on the idea that the spirits of
the women go into the fish when the for-
mer die, and as they hold women in great
contempt. they fear to touch the fish. In-
deed, their feeling in this matter seems to
be loathing.

*‘I remember one day when a party of
elderly and important Navajos visited a
trading post that they called for a can of
peaches. It was opened for them and a
spoon, unwashed from its last use. was
handed to them. One spoon is considered
quite enough for half a dozen Indians,
and they use it alternately without any
formalities as to cleansing. This particu-
lar spoon had been used by a Mexican or
cowboy on a can of salmon. When the
senior Navajo placed the first mouthful of
peaches in his mouth he detected the
flavor of the flsh, and at once spat the fruit
out With agitation expressed in every
lineament he smelled the spoon and then
passed it to one of his waiting compat-
riots. The latter took a sniff and then
threw the spoon on the floor with disgust,
exclaiming, ‘ Piscado! No bueno.’ (Fish!
Bad.’) The Indians were at a murderous
point of anger, and were only conciliated
by elaborate assurances that the affair
was an accident. The unfortunate who
had taken the spoon in his mouth was ab-
solutely nauseated.”

Going from the Southwest to the North-
west, we flud a strongly contrasted con-
tion of things prevailing with the tribe of
Ceeur d’Alenes, whose reservation is near
the Washington .and Idaho State line.

ere, according to a recent census, there
are 501 Indians, 44 of them Spokanes. Of
these there are 88 school children, and
many of the 138 families own what is
called a “Sunday house,” in addition to
their regular habitations. These special
dwellings are only occupied on Sundays
when the Indians attend service at the
mission.

The Ceeur d’Alenes are reported to be the
wealthiest Indians in the Northwest.
Some of them have as much as $5,000 on
deposit in bank. The tribe was paid
nearly $500,000 last year by the govern-
ment for a portion of their land which was
thrown open for the settlers, With some
of this money the Indians built houses,
barns, windmillg, or bought horses, farm
implements, and so forth. They are con-
sidered to be good farmers and take very
readily to civilized customs.

In regard to this willingness to conform
to the ways of the white man, it seems
that it is at the head and feet that the
Indian holds.out the longest. Boys who
have had tho advantages of school and
collego training, and have for years worn
the garments of the * pale face,” on going

ack among their fellows, let their hair
zlrow long again, and while sticking to all
the other parts of civilized dress, will dis-
card leather shoes in favor of the easy,
pliant moceasin of their youth.
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DAME NATURE'S BOOK.
DaME Nature has her book, and oft,
‘When days are growing brief,
She with a wetted finger turns
A sere and yellow leaf.

The Closed Door.

BY AGNES C. COPLEIGH.

AS the last notes of the song died away,
<drowned by the rattle of the heavy drays
in the street without, the singer swung
about on the piano stool and looked ex-
pectantly at the little fat, old man whose
sharp, twinkling eyes peered out at the
world through gold rimmed spectacles.
‘The eritical listener sat at the office desk,
hidden from the street by the instrument
at which the visitor was seated, in one
corner of the great piano wareroom.

The youth at the instrument, whose
baritone had, but the moment be-
fore, fllled the large room, was hard-
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ris curiously and noting the evident dis-
appointment in his face.

“ Why. if you think it worth it, I.should
like to bringiit out,” replied the Myouth,
hesitatingly.

“So you want it published, eh ?” Mr.
Conrad said thoughtfully.

“Yes—that is, Ijhoped to find a pub-
lisher—"

“That’s all right, Mr. Atwood,” inter-
rupted the old gentleman. ““ We will pub-
lish it if you insist—shall be glad to, in
fact, and give you a royalty, foritisreally
a very pretty little song. But, in your in-
terest I say it, don’t do it ! Ha, you donot
understand me? Well, let me explain.”

He whirled about in his chair and
tapped the desk sharply with his fat fore-
finger.

“It is this way, Mr. Atwood. We pub-
lish—say flve hundred copies; we intro-
duce it to those dealers whom we can

“The best and most successful way
would be to have the piece sung—sung by
some one who is now in favor with the
people. For instance, if Madame Dori
should sing that—she is giving a series of
concerts here now—the popularity of the
song would be assured. People would
want it. We ¢ould have upon the cover
* As sung by Madame Dori.” Ach ! it would
take then,”

“But Madame Dori is the great con-
tralto—how could I ever persuade her to
sing niy little song ?”

“Ach! how indeed?’ responded Mr.
Conrad thoughtfully. “You have no ac-
quaintance who could introduce you?
Well, howefer. I would hold you out no
hope that a singer of the madame’s class
would sing your song. But try some one
who is in favor.”

But Harris felt hopeless.

“Do you know a single person in the

musieal world ?”
Harris slowly shook his head,

ly more than eighteen, but the ear-
nestness and feeling he had putinto
the rendering of the song had quite
eliminated the appearance of diffi-
dence which usually characterizes
the efforts of young amateurs like
himself, in the presence of stran-
gers.

When ne had commenced the song
he was woefully conscious of the
several salesmen and visitors who
had all ceasedstheir conversation
and turned to listen; but as he pro-
gressed he wondered at his own
temerity and knew, when the song
was finished, that he had'never put
such feeling into his notes in his life
before. The salesmen and visitors
went back to their bargaining, and
heturned toward Mr. Conrad, eager-
1y awaiting the critic’s deeision.

The little man rubbed his hands
together enthusiastically and fairly
beamed at the young composer.
Mr. Conrad was a German, and in
moments of. excitement spoke
quite brokenly.

“ Ach Gott! Mr. Atwood. your
song is goot—very goot indeed; but
it needs a contralto to bring out the
best there is in it. Madame Dori
should sing that. Your voice is not
bad, however, Mr. Atwood.”

* I wrote it for a contralto voice—
my sister sings it better,” responded
the youth, flushing with pleasure at
the eritie’s praise.

“* And you say your sister supplied
the words? They are goot—truly,
Mr. Atwood, you are a talented fa-
mily indeed Bntitis the musicthat
is most taking. The words to these
songs matter little—it is the air that
pleases the public. Yes, itisa good
song, but what do you intend doing with
- (v

The young composer’s hopes dropped
suddenly to zero. Mr. Conrad’s praises
had been so genuinely enthusiastic that
he had expected he would at once make
au offer for the composition.

Since childhood Harris Atwood had been
what the people of Coneway called
““music mad.” His father had spent
more money on his musical education
than he had on other departments of
dlearning, and since Mr. Atwood’s death
Harris had devoted all his spare time as
well as what little money he could save,
to the same end.

Fortunately Mr. Atwood had been able
to give his son an instrument, and a flne
-one, too. and at the piano Harris and his
sister, Bessie, had spent the happiest
hours of their lives, This little song was
by no means the flrst of his compositions,
but it was his best, and the young musi-
<ian’s heart had glowed with pride and
happiness at Mr. Conrad’s praise.

He had been used to the enthusiastic
<commendation of the ** little mother ” and
Bessie, and even of the wonderful ap-
plause of the neighbors, who understood
stock raising and farming mnch better
than they did music; but he knew well
that none of their criticisms were to be
relied upon. But Mr. Conrad—he knew
what would please the public and would
e able to judge of the true merits of the
piece. Tothis end Harris hdd come down
+to the city and introduced himself to the
dittle German,

“* What do you propose doing with it ?”
wepeated the gentleman, peering at Har-

AN

‘““NO NEED FOR THAT, FRANK,'

reach ; they display them in their win-
dows along with dozens of others—mind
you, no better than yours, perhaps, and
some not so good, but better known.
The people nefer heard of you before.
What follows? Your little song remains
unpurchased, only a few people aver
knowing how sweet a thing itis. What is
the result? We get our money back—
something more perhaps, for we would
not begin to pay you a royalty until we
had—and you would get next to ndthing.
Further, you would be little if any better
known and might just as well have not
had it published. And why is this, you
ask ? Because, my young friend, you have
not opened the closed door !”

“The closed door ?” repeated Harris, in
perplexity.

*“Yes, sir : the door which shuts a young
and unknown composer out from success.
You have not reached the public. Mr.
Atwood. oblige me by opening that door,’
he fsaid peremptorily, pointing to a door
at his right.

Harris arose and approaching the door,
seized the knob ; but the door refused to
open.

“Nefer mind breaking the lock, Mr. At-
wood,” exclaimed Mr. Conrad, with a fat
laugh, as Harris began to exert some
muscular energy upon the obstinate door.
*It is locked, and I haf the key here.
That is an object lesson. The public are
beyond that door, let us say: the door is
closed; you might have your song pub-
lished fifty times and it would not have
reached the publie.”

‘“How can the public be reached ?” eried
the young composer, disappointedly.

brightening up, he said:
“There is one person, I re-
member. He boarded at our
house for a fow weeks last sum-
mer—a young man he was who
said he traveled with. or for, a
-3 concert singer, I forget which.”

Sl
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The wagon was going too fast for suc
a crowded street, and in turning the cor-
ner the driver was forced to pull back his
horses almost upon their haunches to
keep them from running down a light
phaeton direetiy in front of him. The
horses swerved to one side, the express
wagon slewed around the curve on two
wheels, and amid the shouts of the passers
by the pyramid of boxes and packages
toppled over into the street with a great
erash.

In the phaeton, to which a great, high
headed bay was attached, seemingly all
out of proportion with the earriage, was
seated a single occupant—a lady who
handled the lines as though she was a
good " horsewoman, but whose slight
frame and small hands looked entirely
inadequate to the management of the
animal. The crash of the fallen mer-
chandise frightened the bay and with a
snort of terror he sprang forward, twice
his length at one bound, the erowd separ-
ating from before him with terrified
shrieks, thus increasing his fright.

-The street was crowded with vehicles
and in another instant there would have
been a bad accident had not a lithe figure
sprung out from the walk and throwing
one arm over the horse’s neck, with the
other hand on his bit pulled the

SAID THE LADY.

“ Some recent acqusition to the concert
stage, doubtless,” said Mr. Conrad mus-
ingly. **But perhaps he might help you.
Do you know where he is?”

“I have his card at my hotel. He puts
up somewhere in this eity, I believe.”

“Well, Mr. Atwood,” said the music
publisher, rising and pulling down the
top of his desk to show that the interview
was over, “see what you can do about
this before you have the song published.
You will be in the city a day or two yet?”

*Yes, sir.”

“ Just leave me your address then, and
before you'go home, come in and see me
again. And remember that the ‘closed
door’ must be opened before you gain
anything like snccess.”

Harris left the warerooms with a feeling
of despondency. He had hoped so much
from the composition, and here Mr. Con-
rad, who ought to know, had gone so far

‘as to even advise him not to publish it!

How could e ever persuade a concert
singer to place his poor, unknown, still
unpublished song. in her repertoire ? The
idea was preposterous,

He tucked his music roll viciously under
his arm and plodded on. He had better
go back to Coneway and give pianoforte
lessons to the village children instead of
wasting his time«lown here in the city.

But just at this moment there occurred
something which interrupted his des-
pondent thoughts. He had gone not quite
six blocks from the warerooms of Conrad
& Fontaine when, around the corner just
ahead of him, dashed a heavy wagon be-
longing to one of the great express com-
panies, piled high with bales and boxes.

bay’s head down to his breast and
stopped him. .

As he clung to the sunorting beast
Harris Atwood showed that there
was plenty of strength in his hands
if he had spent most of his life at
the piano. He understood horses,
too, and in a few moments quieted
the bay sufficiently for its driver to
control it. Then he stepped back to
the sidewalk and discovered that his
music roll had disappeared.

He remembered its flying out from
under his arm as he sprang for the
horse, but it was nowhere in sight,
either beneath the horses’ feet in the
street or upon the sidewalk. Some
light fingered individual in the crowd
had doubtless appropriated it.

“ They won’t get much for their
pains,” thought Harris bitterly, as
he hurried away to escape an in-
quisitive reporter who had been on
hand. *I wonder what they will do
with my song? Fortunately I have
the first draft of it at home and hoth
the air and words are drummed
pretty thoroughly into my head.
8till, I don’t know as it matters.
According to Mr. Conrad, it won't
do any good to have it published, so
what does it matter where it has
gone ?”

He went back to his hotel, casting
envious eyes on his way at the great
posters on the billboards announc-
ing the series of concerts by the prima
donna, Madame Dori. He had intended
going to hear her that very eyening, but
his disappointment of the afternoon had
made him too miserable to enjoy it, so he
went to bed instead. All night he dreamed
of hopelessly beating at that closed door
which was the barrier between the public
and himself.- =

The next.morning, with little more hope
than he had felt the night before, he
hunted out Frank Tillman’s card from
among a number of others in his valise.
Tillman bad seemed a pleasant enough
fellow, what little he had seen of him the
summer before, and had praised his play-
ing enthusiastically; but Harris doubted
greatly if he was in a position to help him.

The address was that of a private hotel
in a very nice quarter of the town and he
went forth to seek it with no very san-
gquine expectation of finding his man.
Doubtless, at this season of the year, Till-
man was on the road.

As he passed through the office the
clerk called to him,

*“Mr. Atwood, here is a boy with a mes-
sage for you.”

With considerable surprise Harris went
forward and took the note from the boy.
The bearer disappeared at once and Har-
ris broke the seal and read the note with
the liveliest curiosity, Itran thus:

My dear Mr. Atwood:

Bravo! You have done nobly. Brin
the song to me this morning at ten and,
if we can come to a satisfactory agree-
ment, as I sincerely hope we can, we will
put it upon the market at once.

Sincerely yours,
Joseph Conrad.
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* What nnder the sun—"

Harris went back into the office and sat
down in the nearest chair. What could it
mean? Had the music publister taken
leave of his senses ? What had become of
his song since he lost it the afternoon be-
Jore?

“ Well, I'll go and see him,” he thought
after a Second reading of the note; “but
what I can-do without the score I don’t
see. Any way, I shan’t hunt up Tillman
now.”

He had hardly left the hotel lobby, how-
ever, when he heard a quick step behind
him and felt alight tap on his arm.

‘“ Well. it is a coincidence, though I don’t
see how you knew it,” returned Harris,
laughing and grasping the hand the other
stretched out to him. *I was just think-
ing of you and had decided not to look
you up as I had planned—at present, at
least.”

“Well, I like that!” cried Tillman, who
was a cordial fellow, with an easy, agree-
able manner, and a face which by no
means showed his twenty four or five
‘yem. He was, in fact, quite boyish look-

ng.

‘*But it s doubly a coincidence because
I was thinking about you, and had I had
the least idea you were in town, should
haveihunted you up. Asit s, now I have
found you, you must come up to my,
rooms. They’re not far off.”

« “ButI've an engagement at Conrad &
Fontaine's at ten—"

‘* And it’s only nine now—there’s loads of
time yet. My place is right on your way
down town. too.”

Tillman slipped his haud under Harris’
arm aad led him away.

‘“Tell me about yourself—what are you
doing in town ?” he asked.

* Well, I camo in to see about having a
plece published.” o
* **Oh!” exclnimed Tillman, and looked
at him quizzically. “ And where i8 your
viece? I don’t see your musicroll. Let's
have a look at it.”

*I can’t, for I've lost it. I went to see
Mr. Conrad and played it for him yester-
day and he liked it; but he advised me to
wait and have it introduced to the publie
and made popular upon the concert stuge
before having it published. I thought of
you. Mr. Tillman, and remembering that
you were in that—er—business—that s, I
knew you told us you were manager for
alady who sang, and I didn’t know but
you might be able to help me in some
way. Unfortunately—or fortunately, just
as you look at it,” Harris continued with
a rather embarrassed laugh, “Ilost my
music roll containing the score last night,
and to cap the climax, and to add to my
sore perplexity, I received this note from
Mr. Conrad this morning.”

He passed over the note for Tillman to

read.

“Iehould sny as a guess, mind you—
that your.loss of the music was fortu-
nate,” returned Tillman gravely. Then
he read the note.

‘Ha! ha! ha!” he broke out in a mo-
ment, without any apparent cause for his
hilarity, slapping Harris on the shoulder.
*This is too riéh. Come on; you must go
over to the Aldine and see—er, .well, let me
introduce you to somebody.”

And Harris, in great bewilderment, fol-
lowed. The Aldine was a fine private
hotel, and Tillman took his visitor directly
to the nicest suite of rooms in the house.
In the little anteroom they saw anelderly
French woman. ,

*Is the madam engaged?” Tillman
asked.

** No, monsieur.
woman replied.

“That’s good,” said the young man, who
seemed to be at home in the apartments,
and opening another door he beckoned
Harris to follow him.

* Now put on your most engaging smile,
my boy,” he sald, with a chuckle, noticing
Harris’s embarrassed face.

“ But—" began the young composer;
but there was no time for words. He was
already in the room whose single occu.
pant reclined languidly in a deep seated
armchafr. '

At first glance ho recognized the lady
whose horse had cut up so badly the af-
ternoon before.

“ Madame Dorl, allow me to present my
young friend, the tulented composer of
the song vou sang with much success last
night. Mr, Harrls, Atwood!” exclaimed
Tillman gayly, leading him forward.

She is at liberty,” the
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“No need for that, Frank,” said the
lady, “for I am already acquainted with
him. Mr. Atwood, let me thankyou for
your prompt action in stopping Ceesar
yesterday afternoon, and also beg your
pardon for having used your sweet little
song last night; the latter was so pretty
that I could not resist the temptation of
singing it as an encore.”

Poor Harris was quite unable to master
his varied emotions for the moment, and
had Tillman not kindly come to the rescua
he would have feltlike a complete ass.
As {t was it took him some time to recover
himsellf.

According to Tillman, who took it upon
himsell to explain, Harris’ music roll had
found lodgment in Madame Dori’s phue-
ton when its owner sprang to scize the
affrighted horse, and Harris had so quick-
ly escaped from the crowd that the lady
was unable to restoreit to him.

Returning to her hotel, the madame
found the score of the unpublished song
in the roll, and seeing so much merit in
the composition, she decided to add it to
her repertoire for the evening. Tillman
had recognized Harris' name attached to
the music and had announced both the
song and the composer, a3 a change in the
printed programme, in a little speech
from the stage.

“ And that expinins Mr. Conrad’s note,”
said Harris slowly, beginning to take in
the full signiflcance of the result which
these occurrences had led to. *“ He must
have heard of it. Howr can I thank you,
madame, for your kindness ?"

“ Let it be as partial payment for pour
kindness in stopping Casar when he mis-
behaved.”

* But that—"

' We are quits, then!” laughed the ma-
dame gayly. giving him her hand. ** I shall
add your song to my list with your per-
wmission. Mr. Atwood; but I will let you

ave the score long enough to have it
published.

“I never hoped for the honor,” smil-
ingly receiving the music. “Idid intend
to look Tillman up, but I had noidea that
he was the great Dori’s manager.” .

“Pish!” exclaimed madame, with a lit-
tle shrug of her shapely shoulders.. *“ You
are like all the rest of them. I donot care
to he great—only to please,” and she bow-
od both young men out.

“1 feel as though you had been a great
factor in this, Tillman,” Harris said, to the
young manager.

“That’s all right. I dhouldn’t be ma-
dame’s right hand man. and therefore Le
able to assist you, If it did not happen that
she is my mother’s own sister, who went
to Europe some years ago to study musie,
married & French musician, and is now a
widow and bent upon doing all the good
possible in her native land with her voice.
Chance apparently has a great deal to do
with the ordering of affairs in this world,
and chance putit in my power to assist
you.” .

*“Call it rather Providence,” snid Harris
gravely. ‘“Now I will go to Mr. Conrad. I
have thoe key to that door. But how
strangely I got {t!” s

“What door?” demanded Tillman,
standing at the stop of the steps and look-
ing down upon him.

“The door which divides the young
composer from an appreciative publie,”
responded Harris, with mock dignity. “1
shall proceed Lo open the closed door.”

”»

TILL THE LIGHT WENT OUT.

AN odd use for candles by daylight was
formerly found in England and Scotland,
and in Bremen, until about ten yearsago,
they were the properties in the legally es-
tablished mode of nuction.

Every Friday afternoon a judge and his
secretary took their seats in the Old Ex-
change, attended by a crier and a servant
dressed in a flame colored coat, carrying
abox of tiny candles, each of which was
intended to :urn one minute. A candle
is lighted, gnd the bidding for the article
on sule begins. At eanch offer from a
would be purchaser the burning candle is
extinguished, and & new one is lighted,
and the property is only disposed of when
a candle burns itself out ere a fresh bid
has been announced by the crier. This
custom dates from medigval times, and
it is suid in Bremen that for five hundred
years sales have been held and candles
have been burned every Friday without
interruption.

THE ROSE AND THE LAKE.
A ROSEBUD grows upon  lakelet’s brim;
It overhangs the limpid water there
Which like a green framed mirror glis-

tens fair,
Scarcokl.'ippled by the dragon flies which
skim
Upon its surface. On the bush there
Rrows

A beautiful and fragrant wild red rose,
Its drooping stem just lifted from the

lake
Where oft the rose a timorous kiss doth
take,
For it enamored is of the blue sheen,
While the luke loves the rose of red be-
tween
Itself and the clear radiance of the sky.
** What loveliness thou hast; what ten-

der grace!”
The rose doth say. The lake protests:
“Not I,
'Tis but thy charms reflocted to my
face!”

—DEXTER SMITH.

[ This Story began in No. 505.]
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CHAPTER X.

A CHAPTER OF CRIPPLES,

“THERE now, old man,
easier?”

Herbert and Teddy Binks fixed
Mark comfortably in the big easy
chair, and set his left foot very care-
fully down on an adjoining chair,

“Yes, thanks,’”” sald Mark. “No
more bed for me. It's too much like
being sick. Now If you fellows will
do me the favor to put a piliow under
my left foot and leg so my knee won't
jump so with pam, I think I'll feel
pretty fair.”

‘‘Here, Teddy, I'll do it,"”" said Her-
bert. “You sit down and keep that
arm of yours quiet—hullo, come in!"”

A rap had just sounded, and the
door now opened and admitted Percy
Randall.

“Humph, two more cripples!” he
exclaimed as he looked at Mark and
Teddy. *It seems as if I see nothing
on the campus today but fellows
limping, arms in slings, and black
eyes. 1 just met Tracy Hollis, and
he has an eye on him like an oyster,
but fortunately no serious bruises.
Confound it anyhow, there ought to
be a rule keeping all football men
in thelr rooms out of harm's way un-
til after the games are over—how's
your leg today, Ware?"

“Mighty painful still,” answered
Mark. "I don't dare move it.”

“How did you get out of bed?"’

“Herbert and Teddy helped me over
here. I couldn’'t stay in bed all day.
I seem to feel better sitting up here.”

“Well, I'm glad to see you've got
youre. health back, anyhow,” sald
Tracy. '“Gosh! when we brought you
up here last night, I was afraid your
wind was gone for good.”

“So was I,”" rejolned Mark painfully.
‘“When 1 went down under the feet
of that savage gang I didn't know
whether I would ever come out alive.
I've had eleven or more men run over
me and fall on me in a football game,
and not mind it so much, but when
it comes to playing the role of a

is that

common stamping ground for 150
fellows—well, I'm not trained for fit,
that's all.”

“What did the doctor say?" asked
Percy anxiously.

Mark shook his head uneasily.

“He says my left knee is pretty
bad and—""

“Knee! Is
hurt?”

“Yes—strained, and from the way
it pains me, I should say a bad
strain.”

“Oh this s too bad!" exclaimed
Percy. ‘‘Why you may not be able
to get out for several days. A Kknee
is an awfully mean thing to heal.”

it your knee that s

All three boys looked blue, and re-
mained silent for several seconds as
if they had something disagreeable
on their minds.

“Yes—fully that long,” sald Mark
at length. “In fact—I'm afraid—well,
the doctor said it would be impos-
sible for me. even to go out befor:
that time, and that I would have to
use a crutch or a cane for a week or
80 after that.”

“What!"” exclaimed Percy springing
up in alarm. *“Do you mean that you
can't get about for a week? Why
this is simply awful! It can’t be as

bad as that!”

“I hope not, but that's what the
doctor said,” answered Mark rue-
fully.

‘““Oh, no—it can’'t be—it must not
be. Why, just think, the Haliford
football game is on for a week from
Saturday—ten days from now. Do
you realize that?” asked Percy, look-
ing at Mark piteously. :

“I know Iit—I know it repeated
Mark desperately. ‘“I've been think-
ing of it all day—ever since the doctor
left me this morning, and it makes
me simply wild, but what can I do
about it? I feel as badly as you do.”

“You can’'t—you can’t,”” said Percy
walking {impatiently up and down.
“When you have played for three
years to win the college champion-
ship, and have at last got a team
under you that you are confident will
do splendid work—the best teamn Bel-
mont has had in four years; and you
know that the whole college looks
with assurance to you, as captain,
to carry that team to victory—and
then you have one of your best and
most necessary players become dis-
abled—when you find yourself in a
fix like that, then you'll know how I
feel, and not before."”

Mark was too much distressed even
to notice the compliment that Percy's
words contained.

“Well, I feel badly enough, any-
how.,” he said. “I had set my heart
on playing, and now "

“Oh, why did you go into that con-
founded rush!” exclaimed Percy. in-
terrupting him. “You might have
known you would get hurt in some

way."”

“I couldn’t help it.”” answered Mark.
“I was right in it before I knew what
was going to happen. I wouldn't
have stayed out of it, anyhow. I'm
only sorry I was knocked out =
soon, and couldn’t have a hand in
the fight.”

“Now that's all nonsense!” «x-
claimed Percy. ‘‘What business had
you, a football man, in a class rush?
You ought to have known that the
college athletic interests are far
more Important than mere class in-
terestg—and stayed out of the muss.”

“What, stand coolly on one side
while those blamed sophs were thump-
ing my classmates! Well. I gaess
not,” answered Mark with spirit.

“Well, you'd have stayed out if 1
could have got hold of you in time—
or elgse you'd have had to thump me
first,”” said Percy with decision.
‘“Were there any class rushes in
your freshman and sophomore years,
Randall?"’ asked Herbert. .

‘“Yes, certainly—several of them.""

‘“Were vou In them?"

“Yes—I guess 1 was—right in the
middle too,”” admitted Percy. ‘‘Rut
that was different. I didn't get hurt.””

“Well, you were in luck then, that's
all,” sald Herbert.

Percy looked around .and saw the
three boys smiling.
“Oh, I know how it is,” he sail.

“I suppose there is no use talking
to freshmen about this sort of a
thing. I'm only an old post graduate,
and class affairs don’t concern me
any more, so I suppose I've no right
to judge you. Only {t’'s blamed—hard
—luck."

“No doubt of that, but I can only
make the best of it,” observed Mark.
“I'm not going to lie around any
longer than possible, and if there's
such a thing as curing myself in a
week, you can rest assured I'll do
it. I'd give anything not to miss that
game.”
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“See here!” exclaimed Percy, coming
to a standstill in his walking. “I'm
going over to the doctor’'s and see if
I can't get him to take a few days
off his statement. We've got to get
you in shape for that Halford game,
He may have exeggerated a little—
that's my only hope. I'll make him
tell me the exact and full truth.”

Percy caught up his hat.

“Good night now. Be very careful
of yourself, and help me all you can
by taking no risks.”

Percy had been gone hardly five
minutes when Tracy Hollis strolled
in.

“Come, join the cripples,” sald
Herbert. “Draw up and make your-
self miserable with the rest of us.”

“The sophs are making all they
can out of the rush,” sald Tracy
after he had inquired into Mark's
condition. “They are trying to con-
sole themselves for the loss of the
cane by bragging of the way they
cleaned us out at the cannons.”

“Well, you are a regular walking
advertisement for them,” said Teddy
Binks. “Why don't you put a pad
over that eye of yours?’

“That wouldn’t be any better—every-
one would know what was under ft.
Besides I'm not ashamed of my eye.
There are lots of eyes just as bad
among the sophs. A senior told me
this morning that-last night’s scrim-
mage was the roughest one he had
ever seen In college.”

“It wasn't a long one, but it was
red hot while it lasted,” sald Teddy.

“An& what a surprise party!’ ex-
claimed Tracy. “I didn’t know what
struck us till the muss was well un-
der way. Mark was completely off
his guard. He didn't have time to
turn before that advance body of
sophs lit Into us. You had a hard
time of it, Mark. Great Scott, but
I was frightened when I saw you
on the grass there, limp as a rag!”

“I guess I got off as well as I had
a right to expect,” said Mark.

“Has Percy Randall been in?”

*“Yes—just left here,” answered
Mark.

“What did he say?”’

“Well, I had to tell him what the
doctor said this morning—that I
would need about two weeks to cure
my knee—and he was very much
worked up about it.”

“He has gone over to the doctor's
to see if he can't get a better re-
port,”’ said Herbert.

“Poor Randall, he’s in hard luck
about his football men,’”” said Tracy.
“I've just learned more bad news.”

“What, anyone else on the team
hurt?” asked Mark quickly.

“No, not hurt—but it's just as bad
for the tegm. Didn't Percy say any-

thing about Greer, the junior who
plays right end rush?”

“No."

“Then he has probably not heard
the news.”

“What’'s the matter with Greer?”

“He got a telegram late this after-
noon saying that his father is dan-
gerously 111, and he has to leave for
home at once. Even if things should
turn out for the very best at home,
he will probably be unable to get
back here in time for the game.”

CHAPTER XI
THE NEW END RUSHER.

PERCY RANDALL got little satis-
faction from his visit to the doctor.

“It is a case of no seriousness—a
mere strain,” sald the doctor, ‘“but
the kneées, as you know, are awk-
ward things to mend, and &Vare will
have to be careful. As to his playing
a football game a week from Satur-
day, that is out of the question. He
would be foolish to attempt it.”

And that was all Percy could get
out of him. But he had not yet heard
all the bad news.

It was on his way back to his
rooms that he met with a practical
llustration of the old proverb that
“it never rains but it pours’” in the
form of Richards, who came to tell
him that Greer was called home.
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This was the last straw, and it com-
pletely broke Percy’'s temper. He re-
tired to his rooms, slammed his door,
and flung himself down to brood over
his hard luck. An hour of brooding,
however, was as much as Percy ever
allowed himself, so by nine o’clock
he was in Richards’' room, busily dis-
cussing the best and quickest means
of repairing his shattered teag.

The results of that conversation be-
came apparent the next day when
Percy and Richards scoured the cam-
pus and buildings at noon to find
Rogers.

“Greer would not be so severe a
loss if we could make something out
of Rogers,” Percy had said. ‘The
freshman has the stuff in him for a
grand end rusher.”

Rogers, who had been the idol of
his class since the cane fight, as well
as the center of all college Interest,
took his victory and the attention
he had won modestly and bashfully,
shunning as far as possible all pub-
Hleity, and receiving congratulations in
an awkward, embarrassed manner

that showed clearly how little he
cared for lionizing.
It was only under considerable

pressure that he would say anything
about the cane fight; and in what he
did say, he took but little credit to
himself. As for the masterly over-
throw that virtually decided the fight
for him, he disposed of that in his
customary country-like fashion.

“Oh, that wasn't anything to speak
of,” he sald in his slow, nasal tone.
“Nothin’ more'n jest like pullin’ up
saplings. You know how that is. You
jest get a good hold onto the strong
branches, put your whole back and
shoulders into it, give a thunderin’
yank, and up she comes, roots and
all. I had my man so I gouldn’t help
throwing him.”

It was no easy ‘matter, for Percy
and Richards to find Rogers. He was
never' at the college in the evening,
for, after the afternoon recitation, he
set off for his farm home without
delay, sometimes on foot, sometimes
on horseback—and that was the last
of him until eight o'clock the neéxt
morning when he turned up in season
for chapel.

The best time to find him was the
noon hour, and even then Percy and
Rlchards found it no easy matter.
By repeated inquiries they at length
traced him down to one of the back
campuses, where they discovered him
scated alone under a tree eating the
lunch he had brought from home in
the morning like a big schoolboy and
preparing his afternoon’s recitation.

“Hullo, Cincinnatus!” exclaimed
Richards, for that was the classic
name with which Richards had

dubbed his country protege, in mem-
ory of the old Roman who left his
plow to lead his people to victory.

Rogers nodded good naturedly to
his visitors.

“Want me?” he asked.

“Indeed we do,” said Richards.
“Can we join your picnic?"”

‘“‘Certainly—have a peach?"

“No, thanks, but we want to have
a talk.”

“No more flghts on hand, I hope.”

“No—no fights—something more im-
portant than cane fights.”

“All right, sit down.”

Percy and Richards dropped on the

grass.
“Can vou play football, Cincin-
natus?’ asked Richards.

“Don’t know—I never tried,” an-

swered Rogers.
“Will you try,
how 7"
“Yep.”
“Will you come down and practice
with the 'varsity this afternoon?"
“You want me to play with the

if we show you

'varsity?”’ asked Rogers, his eyes
opening.

“Yes."

“Sho’—go 'way,” and Rogers grinnea
doubtfully.

“Yes, we do. We want to try to
make a player out of you. We've
lost our .end rusher, Greer, and we’ve
got to flll the place right away. We

think you have the right stuff in

you.”

“Whereabouts?” asked Rogers
blankly.

“All over. Do you understand the
game?"”

“QOh yes—far as that goes, I know
all about the game—couldn’'t count
the games I've watched. But I never
played in a real game—never thought
I could.”

“Well, come down and try,
you?"' asked Percy.

“Oh yes—I'd jest as soon do that—
what time?”

“Half-past four. Don’'t fall now.”

And the result was Rogers saun-
tered into the football field promptly
on time, and took part in the day's
practice, to the great interest of the
many spectators, all of whom had
now learned of Greer’'s departure and
Mark’'s disablement, and were very
anxious for the future of the ’var-
sity.

A few days' practice ‘convinced
Percy Randall that he was not amiss
in calling Rogers out. The country
boy understood the game far better
than Percy had dared hope; while, as
for strength and endurance, he had
no need to prove that he possessed
both to an extraordinary degree. He
was a good, strong runner, an excel-
lent guard, and, in tackling, his arms
were as sure as the hand of fate.
What he needed was practical ex-
perience in the moves of the game
and a little more certainty in hand-
ling the ball—and this of course would
come with training.

As the days went by Percy grew
more and more confildent as regarded
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his new man, and by the middle of -

the following week, three days before
the Halford game, he declared that
he would not feel the least anxlety
concerning his right end rusher—that
he was likely to make even a better
showing than Greer could have done.

“All that worrles me now is the
lack of Ware,” he said to Richards,
his fellow half-back and confidant in
all football matters. “We will have
to do all our work in the Halford
game with our rush line, for I have
no confldence in Carr as a full-back.”

Carr was the substitute selected to
fill Mark's place in the Halford game.

Meantime Mark had improved dally.
He was kept in his room for three
days only, and then, for a week, he
had made his way to and from reci-
tations with a cane, the object of
general solicitude. Now that the cane
flght and inevitable rush had taken
place, and the affair had been thor-
oughly discussed pro and con, the
general decision of the college had
divided the honors, giving the fresh-
men warm commendation for winning
the first cane ever won by a freshman
class, and the sophomores credit for
an overwhelming victory in the rush—
and with this the matter rested.

Class feeling subsided for the time,
and every one turned his attention to
the coming football games. The loss
of Mark was keenly felt by all the
college men, for it left a weak spot
in an otherwise strong and efficient-
team. Percy Randall kept a careful
watch on him that he might not do
himself further injury.

The day before the Halford game
Mark, who had given up his cane two
days before, and was feeling quite
strong, was on the ball fleld and
started to kick the ball around with
the other men.

‘“Here drop that!” cried Percy.
“Don’'t you try to do anything to-
day.”

“Why it isn't my kicking leg that
was hurt. It's my left leg, and I
have the elastic bandage around my
knee,” sald Mark, who was simply
aching to play again.

“That makes no difference,” an-
swered Percy. “I don’'t intend that
you shall take any risks. An injury
now might knock you out for good
and all. You've got to miss the Hal-
ford game, and I'm reconciled to
that, but I don’'t mean to let you
miss the Park game three weeks from
tomorrow. So be careful and keep
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still till Monday next. Then you can
begin again with us.”

After all, as Percy had concluded
a day or two before, things might
easily have been worse for his team.
It was not Halford that he so much
feared, but Park college, always the
most formidable antagonist of Bel-
mont, and the one that Percy longed
most to defeat. It is true, rumors
had come from Halford that their
team was unusually strong this year,
but Percy was ready to face defeat
in that quarter rather than let Mark
try to play and so run chances of
spoiling him for the great event of
the fall—the game with Park college.

Percy’'s advice was wisely given,
too, as Mark found to his sorrow,
for in making his last kick that noon,
he felt his left knee twinge sharply,
and the next morning it was swollen
and stiff again. That frightened him
80 that he determined to take no such
chances agaih, and accordingly spent
the Saturday resting quletly in his
room. The team had taken a train
for Halford the night before, and were-
scheduled to play at two o'clock on
Saturday afternoon. That afternoon
Mark, Teddy Binks, Bobby Barlow
and several others spent in Mark's
rooms Impatiently awaiting news of
the game. Hgrbert Morgan was one
of a crowd of about fifty students who
went over to Halford with the team,
and he had promised to telegraph the:
results to Mark and the others the
moment the game was over.

It was a trying afternoon for the
boys assembleq there In Mark's room.
They tried various devices for passing
away the time, but they all ended the
same way—in a discussion concerning
the chances of victory, and in excla-
mations of impatience. As the hands
of their watches approached four
o’clock the suspense grew almost un-
bearable.

“There now!' cried Teddy Binks,
jumping up and throwing down a
pack of cards with which he had been
trying to play solitaire, ‘‘the game is
over—the score s settled—what is
it?—what is it?—oh, what is It, any-
how?""

A full quarter hour more elapsed
without news.

“I'm going over to the telegraph
office!” cried Teddy. “I can't stand
this any more,”” and he darted out
of the door.

A minute later and he came flying
back.

‘“‘Here’s the boy with the telegram,’”
he cried. ‘“‘Quick, open it—quick!"

Mark tore it open and read out in.
tones trembling with excitement:

‘“Score; Belmont, 12; Halford,
tie game. Will return on
o’clock train.”

CHAPTER XII
PERCY RANDALL'S GREAT RUN.

“AND mighty lucky we were to-
get off as we did,” sald Percy Ran-
dall that night, as he and several
others were discussing the game in
Mark’s room. “Halford hasn't had a
team so strong as that since I can
remember. I thought our goose was
cooked sure in the first. half when
Carr let the half-back run right
past him and make that second
touchdown. My heart was in my
throat. We had only 6 points to
their 12 at the intermission. Then
we went in and shut them out entirely
for the second half and made 6 more
points—""

“In the last ten minutes—think of
that,” interrupted Richards, “and the
points were made by one of the long-
est and best runs I ever saw. It gave
us a touchdown and a goal from it—
and those points were made by the
best football captain Belmont ever
had, and his name is—"’

“Come off,” sald Percy, “what
could I have done if the team work
hadn’t been so good. The rest of the
fellows ‘interfered’ so well for me that
I had a clear open fleld all the way—
the Halford men couldn't gef at me.”

“How was Rogers?” asked Mark.

“Splendid—never missed a tackle
and made two good runs,” answered

12—
seven



124

Richards. “Oh, there’s nothing the
matter with old Cincinnatus. He got
off his trolley several times, obnce
when we were trying that running
V trick during the first half, but this
was his first game, and he will know
what to do hereafter.”

“I have no complaint to make,”
:sald Randall. “I'm satisfled we have
a fine team, and as soon as we get
Ware back, I won’t be a bit afrald
to face the strongest team Park col-
lege can put in the field. We have
one big point of advantage too—they
don’'t really know the kind of game
we are going to play. There were
several Park men over at the game
today studying our play so as to get
points on us, but it will do them no
good. We played a rush line game
altogether today, for I had no confi-
dence in Carr, and so kept the ball
away from him as much as possible.

‘“Now, when we have Ware back we
will put up an entirely different game.
I'm going to let Ware kick at every
chance and usé the rush line chiefly
to guard and ‘interfere’ for him. So
there we are. The Park men will
be looking for the same kind of game
we played today and we will have
several surprises in store for them.
Moreover 1 intend to go over to
Berkeley next Saturday, and watch
Park play Halford, so that I can
learn something of their gtyle of
game. Oh, 1 don't feel at all dissat-
isfied with today’s game, all things
-considered, for Park is sure to beat
Halford next week, and then if we
can do up Park, the champlionship
will be ours.

“Now I must go over to my room,
for I have left old Cincinnatus over
there. He was goilng 'way out into
the country to his home tonight, but
I wouldn’t let him. I made him bunk
in my rooms. I suppose he will want
to rout me out at sunrise tomorrow
morning when the roosters begin to
crow, 80 I'm going to bed early to-
night.””

With that Percy took his departure.

““There now, I'm glad he's gone,”
said Richards, as soon as the door
was closed, 'for I want to tell you the
real truth about that game’ today,
and he wouldn't let me. Do you know
there was just one man that snatched
that game from the jaws of defeat—
and that man’s name is Percy Ran-
-dall. Ware, did you ever see Percy
play in a real game?”

““No—nothing more than the prac-
tice games,” answered Mark.

“Well, you know his style then, but
vou don't se2 it in full play. Percy
Randall is a perfect inspiration to a
football team. He's not one of those
captains that content themselves
with telling their men what to do.
He shows them what to do. He don't
say ‘Go ahead boys." He takes the
lead and says ‘Come on, follow me.’
Geewhittaker, what a leader he would
make on a battle field!'—but here,
I'm off my trolley now. I meant to
tell you about his big run today."

The dozen boys drew up nearer.

““As I told you, it was during the
last ten minutes,” continued Rich-
ards. “We were at our 40 yard line,
fighting hard, but almost ready to
give up all hope of overcoming Hal-
ford’s lead of 6 points. We had the
ball, and just as we put it in play I
heard Percy call out 4+—6—-2, and I
knew that meant the ball was to go
to him, so I moved over to support
him. Back came the ball an instant
later, and off he went around the
right end, I close behind him.

“The Halford end rusher made for
him first, but old Cincinnatus got in
the way like a good fellow, and ‘in-
terfered’ with the end rusher till
Percy got past him. Percy was going
now like the wind, the whole field
after him. I got up beside him, and,
with Cincinnatus running just in
front of me and just a little ahead of
Percy, we ‘Interfered’ in great shape,
keeping off all the Halford men for
thirty yards more. Then I stumbled
-on Percy's heel, T was pressing so
-close, and fell down.

“That left Percy with only Cincin-
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natus to support him. The old Roman
kept off the Halford rushers mighty
well for a time, but they soon got
too many for him, and so, as Percy
had left the rest of our team behind,
he had to make his own way. Then
came the sport. He shook off two
of them as If they were pupples, but
the third jumped and lit on his back.
That brought him down on his knees
and threw the fellow that tackled him
over his head.

“The fellow loosened his grip—
Percy staggered up, and on he went
like a hero. He was now way over
at the right edge of the fleld, and
three Halford men were directly in
front of him. He saw he couldn’t
get through there, so he stopped
short and wheeled over toward the
left.

“There we were, already up with
him, and ready to ‘Interfere’ for him.
He dashed along behind us, and, in
the shelter of our whole rush line,
which stood there like a wall and
kept all the Halford rushers off, he
completely crossed the fleld and went
around the left end of their line. He
then had an open field for twenty
yards, and there stood their full-
back waliting for him.

“I was with him again now, so
together we made for that fellow
lickety-split. I pushed him off for
several feet, but then he caught
Percy's arm. Percy was on the full
run, and dragged the fellow ten
yards. There were only five yards
more wanted now and it looked like
a dead sure thing, when Percy’'s foot
suddenly twisted, and down he went,

thump!
“My heart jumped up in my throat,
for the whole Halford team was

close on us now, and if they caught
up our cake would be dough. Well,
I wish you could have seen what
happened! When Percy went down,
the force of his fall shook off the
full-back, who had been clinging to
him, and started him rolling over
on the ground. Knowing he wouldn't
have time taq get up, Percy simply
kept right on rolling, and a second
later he rolled over the goal line and
had the touchdown. Just as he got
beyond the line, flve Halford men
fell on him. Gee whizz! If they
hadn’'t stopped him I believe Percy
would have been rolling yet.”

“Phew!" whistled Mark as Rich-
ards finished. ‘““But I'd like to have
been there! What a sight!

““Nothing like it! Percy is a per-
fect fiend when he gets started,’” sald
another one of the group.

And so till late into the night the
boys sat and discussed the game, go-
ing over the many interesting inci-
dents, and calculating the charces
of success in their coming struggle
with Park College.

Mark was considerhbly better by
Monday, and during the week his
knee troubled him less and less, un-
til by the following Saturday he had
almost ceased to feel concerned about
it. On Friday he had participated in
a full game with the scrub eleven,
and played with all his customary
snap, tackling hard and taking
rough treatment without suffering
any evil effects. Of course, as a pre-
cautionary measure, he continued to
wear the elastic band around his
knee, and, with that on, he felt quite
himself again.

On Saturday Park played Halford
on the Park College grounds, and
Percy Randall, accompanied by Rich-
ards, went over to see the game.

The results were just as every one
foresaw. Park beat Halford 12—, and
showed throughout superior strength
and skill. A

““All the same they didn’t make
any more points on Halford than we
did, you notice,”” was Percy's com-
ment on his return from Berkeley
that evening.

This year Park College was sched-
uled to play Belmont on the latter's
grounds. This Percy considered
another point in his favor, for the
backing of one’s own college is always
a moral advantage.

There now remained about ten days
more practice before the great game
came off, and those days were busily
employed by Percy and his team.
His satisfacfion and confidence in-
creased steadily as he found Mark
strengthen day by day and regain
all his efficltency, and Rogers im-
proving in skill and knowledge of
the game.

The last week passed fast enough
In training and practice. Friday was
a day of rest for the team, and Fri-
day night the whole college went to
bed with eager, anxious expecta-
tions for the eventful morrow, and
impatience for its coming.

(70 be continued.)
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OGLE WENTWORTH'S FATHER
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CHAPTER VIL
WHAT DOES IT MEAN,

“NOW,” said Mr. Quigley, as the
door closed behind Ogle Wentworth,
“we will proceed with the usual ex-
ercises. Master Stanton, you can go
to your seat.’”

But Mr. Green did not seem to be
at all satisfied, and desired that the
boy remain, as he wished to question
him. In spite of all Mr. Green's
cross-examining, however, Guilford
stoutly maintained his innocence.

At length Mr. Stanton grew impa-
tient.

“If you doubt my son’'s word, how
is he going to convince you? Every
accused person {is innocent until
proven guilty. I, will go with you
and search Guilford’'s room for the
other two pictures this Wentworth
boy spoke of if you wish. Will that
satisfy you?"

Neither of them saw the frightened
look on Guilford's face at this propo-
sition. His knees fairly smote to-
gether as his father turned toward
him.

“We'll clear this matter up. my
son,” he sald cheerfully. *Is there
anything locked in your room?"

I guess not,” replied Guilford with
downcast eyes, and the two men at
once took their leave, Mr. Green say-
ing as they departed:

“We will be back in a very few
moments, Mr. Quigley."”

As the door closed behind them,
the teacher noticed for the first time
how pale Guilford was.

“It has been a terrible strain on
you,” he saild pityingly, “but it will
soon be over. You look badly.”

Guilford made no reply for a mo-
ment, then he said falteringly:

“I don’t feel well at all. Do you
care if I go out in the air? It might
make me feel better.”

“Why no, my dear boy. Go, by
all means,”” sald Mr. Quigley. *Only
do not stay long, as your father and
Mr. Green will return shortly, and
there’s every prospect of something
very pleasant happening to you.”

Gulilford tried to smile, but it was
a ghastly attempt, and without say-
ing a word he went out of doors.

As he stepped out in the bright
sunshine, he fairly shivered.

“What will father say.” he mut-
tered, “if he finds the other two pic-
tures? Why didn't I destroy them?
It's just my luck.”

He walked uneasily back and forth
before the schoolhouse, calculating
how long it would be before his
father would return, and tryving to
contrive some scheme whereby he
might get clear of the consequences
of his falsehood.

But, think as he might, no way
of escape presented itself. and he
wandered about ailmlessly, bewalling
his hard fortune.

As for Ogle Wentworth, when he
left the schoolroom, he was in fully
as uncomfortable a frame of mind as
Guilford. He scarcely knew which

way to turn, and he stood for a mo-*
ment undecided, his fate flushed with
anger, his small hands clenched.

“I'd have had the prize,” he said
bitterly, as he pulled his cap down
over his eyes and walked away from
the schoolhouse, where he had
studied so hard for the past two or
three months. “I worked for it, and
now Guilford Stanton will get {t.””

Then he remembered what Mr.
Quigley had said about his father,
and his blood falrly boiled.

“Why is It,”” he muttered fiercely,
“‘that everything turns against me?
Other boys get what they deserve,
while I am blamed for what I am
not guilty of. I wonder what sort
of man my father was.'

Filled with contflicting emotions, in
which disappointment and anger
held the foremost place, Ogle walked
blindly along the street. Uncon-
sciously he made his way homeward,
and his hand was upon the latch
before he realized where he was.

For a moment he 'hesitated, then
he said in a spirit of desperation:

“Mother will know it, any way. I
may as well tell her now.”

He opened the door and
in. Mrs. Wentworth was
busily, and looked up as the
tered the room. .

The work dropped from her hands
as she saw his face. It was white
and drawn with pain or some men-
tal disturbance. He closed the door
behind him, and stood like some
hunted animal, not knowing which
way to turn. '

“Why, Ogle,” she said, ‘“what is the
matter with you? Are you sick?”

The white lips of the boy trembled,
and he muttered something in reply,
but Mrs. Wentworth could not under-
stand him.

She rose to her feet in alarm and
went quickly to where he stcod.

“My poor boy, what sent you home
at this time of day?’ she asked an-

walked
sewing
boy en-

xiously. “You have worked too hard
at your lessons.”
“Mother,”” he said, trembling as

though with ague, “my work hasn't
hurt me, and I would have had the
prize if it hadn’'t been for Guilford
Stanton.”

And then he told his wretched story
in a husky volce.

“It ifsn't any use for me to try to
do anything,”” he sald hopelessly,
after he had finished his recital.
“Will you tell me all about father?
Mr. Quigley spoke of him today as
a man of low character.”

It was Mrs. Wentworth's turn to
grow pale and tremble.

“Ogle,” she sald in a half sobbing
tone, “I wish you would not ask me
about him."

The woman sank into a chalr and
sat with clasped hands, looking help-
lessly at Ogle. .

“I suppose you have a right to
know,” she sald at length, “but if
you would only wait. Some time I
will tell you. It will be better when
vou are older.”

“I can bear it now,” replied the
boy firmly. “Don’t be afraid to tell
me. I can't feel much worse, and 1
want to know why every one flings
my father’s crimes at me. What did
he do—kill somebody?"

Ogle was shocked at the effect of
his words upon his mother. Her face
grew livid, her eves glared from their
sockets as though she were bereft o?
reason and her hands were pressed
upon her heart as if to still its wild
throbbings.

““Ogle! Ogle!” she gasped, ‘‘you are
right. He did—he did—I must not tell
you, Ogle, I cannot tell you."

She rocked to and fro and moaned
and sobbed, while the boy seemed
bound to the chair in which he sat.

A great welght rested upon Ogle,
and beside this partial revelation
all his former troubles became insig-
nificant and trifling. Then a desperate
feeling came over him, and he broke
the spell which had fallen upon him.

“‘Mother,” he said. and the sound
of his voice startled him, *'tell me the
whole story. It was not our fault,
at least.”



She sat decided for a
her lips trembling, and then she be-
gan slowly and almost indistinctly:

“You remember your father, Ogle?"

“Yes'm,”’ replled the boy, “I can
just recollect him.”

“You were a little more than four
years old when your father went
away,” continued Mrs. Wentworth,
her eyes flooded with tears, ‘“and a
kinder husband and father never
lived.”

She stopped, as though unable to

continue, and Ogle waited impa-
tiently.
The silence grew oppressive, but it

was suddenly broken by a loud knock
on the door.

Ogle answered the summons, and
stood face to face with Caleb Dodge,
who was breathing heavily, evidently
having been running at the top oY
his speed.

“Mr. Quigley—wants—you—to—come
quick as you can,” panted Caleb,
rubbing his flushed face with his
handkerchief. *“Hurry up.” -

“What shall I do?’ asked Ogle,
turning to his mother.

Before Mrs. Wentworth could make

answer, Caleb blurted out in short
gasps:

‘“Come, we haven’'t any time ror
fooling. Come on,” and selzing Ogle

by the arm he half dragged him from
the room before he falrly realized
what was taking place.

“It can’t be much worse than itis
now,” thought Ogle, as he quickened
his steps to keep pace with Caleb.

“I told Mr. Quigley I wouldn’t be
gone more -than ten minutes,” sald
Caleb, as they came to the school-
nouse, ‘‘and Mr. Green said he’d give
me half a dollar if I brought you back
in that time. He marked the time
down on this card with a gold pencil
when I left—I wonder if it was the
one he lost—and I've got two min-
utes to spare yet.”

Caleb looked furtively at Ogle as
he mentioned the pencil, and ‘saw his
cheeks redden quickly.

“He's got that pencil hidden away
somewhere,” mused Caleb, while very
different were the thoughts of Ogle.

“Does Mr. Green know that I have
Nis pencil?” was the question that
tortured the heart of the boy as
they entered the hallway of the
schoolhouse.

CHAPTER VIIL
VINDICATED.

“I CAN'T see, for the life of me,
Mr. Green, why you questioned my
boy so closely,” said Mr. Stanton. as
they came to the residence of the
latter. ‘“Now I'll soon show you that
Guiiford has no pictures hidden in
his room.”

Mr. Green made no reply, and they
entered the house and ascended the
stairs to Guilford’s room.

“Why what a lot of traps he has,”
sald Mr. Stanton, gazing about him.
“Where would he be most likely to
keep anything of that sort?’

“I should say in his desk,” replied
Mr. Green, who felt somewhat i1l at
ease. “I am sorry now that I con-
sented to this inwvestigation at all.”

“Nothing like seeing any one vin-
dicated, be it boy or man,” sald Mr.
Stanton. ‘“Now here goes for the
desk first."”

He tried to raise the lid as he
spoke, but it did not move.

“Zounds, it's locked,” exclaimed
Mr. Stanton, as he made another ef-
fort, *““That young rascal told me a
falsehood.”

He gave it a violent wrench. but
the desk, though of elegant workman-
ship, was evidently made for service,
and did not yleld.

Mr. Stanton's face flushed. He was
a quick tempesed man, and was apt
to do things hastily.

Casting his eyed about the room
they soon espied a pair of dumb bells.
Grasping one ‘of these he hastened
to the unlucky arucle of furniture,
muttering as he did s

“I'll teach him to tell me there’s
nothing locked in his room,” and, be-
fore Mr. Green could interfere, the
dumb bell crashed upon the lock.
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‘“There,”” said Mr., Stanton, “Idon’t
think he1l lock that again in a
hurry.”

He raised the lid as he spoke, and
began fumbling over the contents of

the desk. Then he stopped, raised "

his head and stared blankly at Mr.
Green; turned again to the desk and
lifted a plece of paper therefrom, on
which Mr. Green saw the plcture of
a parrot.

“There’s one of them,”
Green.

“Yes, and here's the other,” added
Guilford's father.

Mr. Green's face grew very grave.
“I am sorry we did that Wentworth
boy such an injustice,”” he said, but
Mr. Stanton took him up sharply.

“I am not half so sorry for him as
I am that I have reared such a young
scapegrace. I will not return to the
schoolroom with you, but if you will
send that hopeful son of mine home
I will give him a lesson he will not
forget in a hurry.”

Mr. Green merely bowed, and then,
remarking that he must hasten back,
took his leave.

After Mr. Green's departure, Mr.
Stanton paced back and forth across
the room a number of times, mutter-
ing as he did so:

“To think that boy would try to
deceive me! I'll teach him. I'll teach
him.”

As for Mr. Green, he walked back
toward the schoolhouse as rapidly as
his portly legs would allow, arriving
somewhat flushed and out of breath.

He found Mr. Quigley awaliting his
return with considerable anxiety.

“Well,”” sald the teacher, as he en-
tered the schoolroom, ‘your mission
was fruitless, was it not?”’

Mr. Green made no reply to the
query, but, after looking about the
room, 'said:

‘““Where is Master Stanton?"

“He went out to take the air,” re-
plied Mr. Quigley. ‘“He is entitled to
the prize, I presume.”

Mr. Green shook his head. “I am
sorry to say,” he said gravely, ‘“‘that
Guilford Stanton has been guilty of
a very wrong act. We found the two
pictures in his desk, just as described
by Master Wentworth.”

Mr. Quigley’s face wore a shocked
look.

“Poor Guilford,” he said, rubbing
his hands together. “I pity him.
How badly he must feel.”

“Yes,” retorted Mr. Green sharply,
“and we should have a little pity for
the Wentworth boy as well. Do you
remember the look that came over
his face when you told him he could
g0 home? Now, if you will please
send a boy after him you will be
doing me a great favor.”

Reluctantly Mr. Quigley complied
with this request and Caleb Dodge
was dispatched.

As soon as Caléb and Ogle entered
the schoolroom, Mr. Green approached
the latter, and, taking him by the
hand, said feelingly:

“My dear boy, there has been a
great Injustice done you, and I am
happy to congratulate you on xyour
completé vindication. You are enti-
tled to the prize, and I can truly say
that you have earned it. Use it as
you see fit, and may the thoughts of
this hour stimulate you to greater
exertions as the years roll over your
head.”

He pressed something that glittered
brightly into the trembling hand of
the boy, whose voice failed him as he
tried to respond.

Ogle looked at it, while his face
grew white and grave, as he thought
of the gold pencil hidden at home in
the old trunk.

It was a twenty dollar gold plece.

Then Mr. Green bestowed a similar
prize upon one of the girls, the lucky
recipient smiling and blushing with
delight.

The brain of Ogle Wentworth was
in a whirl during the remainder of
the session, and as he started for
home his’ heart at one moment beat
high with triumph and then sank
like lead in his bosom,

said Mr.

When he entered the humble room
that served them for both kitchen and
sittlig room, he found Mabel and
Gracle there. His mother turned her
eyes inquiringly upon him. Going
straight up to her he held out the
®old piece.

‘‘See, mother,”
prize after all.””

There was no exultation in his
voice, and his face was very grave.

Mrs. Wentworth's eyes grew misty.
“My poor boy,” she said brokenly,
“I am glad you have received your
just due. I expect great things of
you.”

A faint smile came into his face.

“Don’t expect too much, mother.
I'll do the best I can.”

The two girls were eager to exam-
ine the golden prize, and handled it
reverently.

“Wouldn’'t that buy lots of nice
things?” sald Mabel wistfully.

The child had not yet fully recov-
ered from her sickness, and she
yeurned for dainties beyond the
reach of her mother’s meager re-
sources.

“Ogle must get himself a suit of
clothes,” Mrs. Wentworth said has-
tily. “How fortunate that you should
win this great sum of money and all
the learning that you have acquired
as well.”

Meanwhile, Guiltord Stanton had
loitered - about the schoolhouse till
noon. He had seen Mr. Green return
alone, and rightly conjectured that
the pictures had been discovered.

“Why {s it,”” he muttered, *that
everything works against me so0?
Now this pauper will carry off the
prize and the honors of the school,
and Green will pat him on the head
and Quigley will grin and rub his
hands together, while I will get—'"

He paused and looked ruefully
about him.

“I don’t know what I'll get,” he
continued. “I wish I hadn’t made so

he said, “I got the

‘much talk about the prize. I'il be .

glad when it’s over."”

Then he saw Caleb Dodge come out
of the school house and hasten away
on a run and shortly after saw him
return accompanied by Ogle.

‘‘See the conquering hero comes,”
quoted Gullford bitterly.

He was in a very disturbed state of
mind, and wandered restlessly about.
When the scholars began to issue
from the door he watched his chance
to arrest Caleb.

“I suppose it's all up with me,” he
said lugubriously.

“Yes,” replied Caleb. “Your- cake
is dough, and no mistake. You
should have heard Ogle’s speech of
acceptance when he recelved the
prize. It was grand.”

“What did the prize consist of? A
dime or a nickel?’ asked Guilford.

“A dime!" repeated Caleb. ‘“Well,
I should say it was, and a good many
of them. It was a twenty dollar gold
ptece!”’

Guilford whistled. “Twenty dol-
lars!” he exclalmed, “what'll that
poverty stricken young scamp do -with
all that money? He'll think he's a
millionaire.”

“Perhaps he'll invite us out to a
spread,” sald Caleb soberly. *“I think
I'll cultivate him for a spell. How
are you going to settle this little
difference with your sire? He looks
as’ though he might be quite self
willed if he. took a notion.”

“That's a sticker, and I give it
up,” replied Gulilford. “I think,
though, that I'll hang around till
after dinner and then go home. Per-
haps father will cool oft dafter a
while.”

It went sorely against the grain of
Guilford to go without his dinner be-
yond the usual hour. for, above all
things, he enjoyed good lving.
But fear of his father was stronger
than his appetite, and he waited till
he felt sure that the coast was clear.

Slowly he ascended the steps and
opened the door; softly he crept up
the stairway and reached his room
with a sigh of relief.

“This is worse than the black eye
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I got,” he said, his hand upon the:
knob. He turned it, opefied the door
and walked into the room.

Then he started back aghast.

There sat his father!

“Well, my dear boy,” sald Mr.
Stanton slowly, “‘so you have returned.
at’ last to receive my congratula~
tions. I am exceedingly proud of
you.”

There was an ominous scow! on the.
man’s face, a peculiar grating sound
to his voice that struck terror to the
heart of the boy.

He strove to frame some sort of an
excuse, -but his tongue clove to the:
roof of his mouth.

“Don’t bother yourself with trying
to make a speech,” continued Mr.
Stanton. “Now I have been wonder-
ing what sort of a reward I should
bestow upon you. I am somewhat
averse to physical punishment, it is
too brutal and has no moral effect.
Consequently I must appeal to the
higher facultfes.”

He paused, and Guilford wondered
what was to follow. He had not long
to walit.’

“I have concluded to deprive you
of all spending money for the—space—
of—

He looked keenly at his son, and
the heart of the latter sank several
degrees below zero.

“For the space of three months."
said Mr. Stanton.

““Three months!” gasped Gullford.
‘“No money to spend on the Fourth
of July!"

“None whatever till three months
have expired,” replied Mr. Stanton
firmly, ‘“and I hope this little dis-
cipline may be of benefit to you.
Now go t your dinner, and don't
trogble yourself with thanking me.”

r. Stanton rose to his feet and
strode out of the room, leaving Guil-
ford half stupefied.

‘“Three months!” he said bitterly,
“and Ogle has twenty dollars to
spend. Three months! No ice cream,
no fireworks or bon bons! What am
I going to do?”’

A deprivation of this sort would
not have troubled Ogle in the least,
for spending money was a thing un-
known to him. But to the only child
of the wealthy mill owner it was a
matter of considerable magnitude, and
he forgot all about his delayed din-
ner for some little time till the pangs
of hunger roused him.

“Three months!”” he whimpered,
walking dejectedly down stairs.

(70 be continued.)
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CHAPTER XXXVI
FORESTALLED.

“I DON'T kelieve they’re thinking of
coming after us,” said Dick presently,
halting to catch his breath.

Harry stopped too.

“No, they're not,” he sald. “Their
attention i{s wholly taken up with the
horses. It will cost them a pretty
penny if anything happens to them.”

““Good, but what's to become of us
now? We're all of two miles from
Reeveport, and even if we weren't,
there’s no place that would take us
in at this hour of the night.”

“We must find a place to sleep
somewhere around here.”

“But how can we do that? Tired as

.I am, I haven’t any mind to roostin

a tree or curl up under a Bush.”

“I don’'t mean that we shall do
that. Let’'s circle about and get back
to the road nearer Reeveport. Then
we can probably find a haystack to
sleep under.”

“Well, I think I colld go that for
tonight, or rather what’s left of it
returned Dick. ‘“You must be about
ready to drop, Harry.”

“I am. Just show me a nice soft
place to sleep and I'll be right in.it.”

They found one some ven-rmlnutes
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later at the foot of a stack in Farmer
Risley’'s meadow.

“Let’'s go round to the other side,”
suggested Dick. ‘‘People can’'t see us
from the road then if we oversleep.”

He led the way, but suddenly halted
with a little cry. The other side wgs
already occupied.

Before Dick gave his cry he
stepped back, bringing one heel of
his shoe down on Harry's toe. Harry
-exclaimed at. this, and the two utter-
.ances combined, made quite a re-
spéctable nolse.

At any rate it was sufficlent to
awaken the sleeper under the hay-
stack.

He appeared to have the faculty of
adjusting his mind to the situation
instantly, or perhaps he was accus-
‘tomed to outdoor sleeping apartments.

“Oh, don’'t mind me, gents,” he
.sald. ‘‘This bed's a wide one; plenty
-of room for all, even if all of us are
minus a room.”

Harry knew the voice instantly. It
‘was that of one of the men who had
made prisoners of himself and the
small boys in the woods near Pod-
mons.

Naturally he was not anxious to
<come in contact with the fellow agaln,
unless he would reverse their former
positions and do so in the character
©of captor. But whether he and Dick
<ould succeed in making a captive of
the fellow was a debatable question.

At any rate, they were both at pres-
ent of one mind on one point, that
of the desirability of removing them-
selves to a distance that would not
place them on speaking terms with
the man who had pre-empted that
particular haystack.

“He evidently didn’t reco!nlze me,"”"
Harry whispered, when they Had
Teached the fence again. ‘“‘He’s made
no attempt to follow us.”

“Recognize you!” eféMajmed Dick.
“Why, is the fellow a friend of
yours?'

. “No, an enemy."

“You don’'t mean to say you know
who it'is?"

“Rather. Didn't you recognize the
fact before that I had on a coat that
didn’t belong to me?"’

“Well, I had so many other excit-
ing happenings to masticate in my
mind that I must confess I didn’t.
But where under the sun did you get
i1t, and what has that to do with our
trampish friend. I beg your pardon—
pal under the haystack?"

“Why, he’s. one of the men that
bound those Podmans boys and my-
self to trees. When I told you the
story before I didn’t have time to
explain that they had the impudence
to cut up my coat for thongs. The
one I'm wearing now belongs to Mr.
King, which reminds me that I shall
probably see him again when I take
it back, which won't be a very en-
Jjoyable episode.”

“And this #s one of the fellows!"
exclaimed Dick.

“Yes, and he’'s probably got #some
-of the booty they stole with him now.
‘That’'s why I don’t think it's exactly
right for us to go off and leave him
4n undisturbed -possession.’”

“Do you mear for us to go back
and tackle the man single handed as
it were?”’

“We could do him,
and L'

“Perhaps we could, but what would
we do with him after we had done
him? You must remember it is only
in stories that cord seems to grow in
the pockets of the valiant hero.”

“What's the matter with doing as

I guess, you

he did with me—slashing up his coat"

and tying him with that?”

“What'll we tie him to? The hay-
stack?’

Both boys laughed, for the first
time since Dick had gone In par-
oxylsms over the ducking under
Miss Griggson’'s window.

I'll tell you my plan,” sald Harry
after a minute. “It is to rouse Mr.
Risley, tell him about the thing, and
get him to help us.”

“Yes, we've had such success rous-
ing people tonight,” rejoined Dick.
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“Do you think it time we were dam-
pened down again?”

“But the Risleys may not be stch
sound sleepers as the others we have
tackled. Now I think of it, Mrs. Ris-
ley was in to call on Miss Griggson
the other day and I heard her tel-~
ling how much she suffered from
sleeplessness. Come on, we may be
able tc get them to take us in for
the night after we capture our man.”

“I'm right with you, with that end
in view.”

The two started off toward the
farmhouse. It was quite a substan-
tial dwelling, for James Risley ‘was
well to do. .

“Now I suppose we ought to com-
mence our operations under Mrs.
Risley’'s window,” sald Dick. ‘“But
do you know which that is?"’

“No, and I haven't yet decided
which form those operations shall
take. What could you suggest, Dick?"*

CHAPTER XXXVIIL
THE PRISONER IN THE CORN CRIB.

“WELL.” remarked Dick, in his dry
way, ‘‘most people, when they want
to gain entrance to a house, knock
on the door when there isn't any
bell to ring.”

“Oh, I thought it might be better
to throw a handful of dirt against
window panes.”

‘““Seeing that most of the windows
are open, there isn't a very extensive
glass surface for us to practice on.”

““Well then, suppose we begin on
the door?”

They started towards it, Harry
slightly in advance. He didn’t stay
there long, however.

He had not quite reached the door
stone when a black shape bounded
towards him with a savage bark.

It was the Risley watch dog.

Harry was in advance again, but

‘this time he was leading the retreat.

Dick lost no time in following him,
and neither stopped till they were

.outside the fence on the road with -

the closed gate between them and the
defender of the RIsley estate. The
latter sat on his haunches and pro-
ceeded to wake the echoes of the
night in the manner of his kind.

This continued for about five min-
utes, the two boys standing outside
the fence awaiting possible develop-
ments.

One presently presented {tself in the
shape of a white robed figure which
appeared at a second story window
over the front door and in a woman's
voice called out sharply to the dog:

‘“Be quiet, Tige.”

‘“Now’'s our chance, Harry," whis-
pered Dick, whereupon Harry raised
his voice and called out: ‘“Hello there,
Mrs. Risley!”

‘‘Help, help, James! Somebody spoke
to me,”” and the white robed figure"
instantly disappeared from the win-
dow.

“Now you've done it, Harry. She'll
think we're burglars suré enough and
‘James’ will come out with a4 gun.”

“There he i{s now. I can see his
black beard against his night shirt,
and I'm sure he hasn’t got any gun.”

The dog was quiet now and utter
peace btrooded over the scene, on

‘which the moon looked down reful-
gently.
“Pshaw, Miranda.” they could hear

Mr. Risley say. “What did you wake
me up for? There isn’'t anything the
matter.”

‘“Yes there 1s,” cried out Harry at
this point. “If you'll keep your dog
quiet Mr. Risley I'll come under your
window and tell you."”

“Sho,” who's that?’ exclaimed the
good farmer; considerably startled.

“Harry Atwin and Dick Stenhouse.
We've got something important to
say to you."”

“Oh, nothin’ but you two boys,”
sald the farmer. “What on earth are
you doin’ prowlin’ round honest folks’
houses at this hour of the night?"’

“Because there are dishonest folks
close at hand,” replied Harry, step-
ping inside the gate and lowering his
tone impressively.

Reassured by the voice of his mas-
ter conversing with the intrucders,

Dick.

Tige permitted the boys to advance
without offering them any>other in-
dignity than a sniff.

“Dishonest folks around,” repeated
the farmer. ‘“What do you mean?”’

“If you’ll get on a few clothes and
bring a gun and some rope along,
we'll show you.”

Mr. Risley promptly disappeared from
the window,

‘“We've scared him now,” sald
“I suppose we'll see him come
out in a minute or two, armed to
the teeth.”

The two boys talked to Tige while
they were waiting for his master to
dress.

Now that they had not the excite-
ment of action to keep their nerves
tense, they both realized how sleepy
they were. Indeed Harry could scarce-
1y keep his eyes open.

In about seven minutes Farmer
Risley appeared, an old shotgun that
would probably do more execution
in its rear than in front, in one
hand, and a coil of clothesline in the
other.

“Now where Is this vagabond?’ he
demanded, whirling about in a style
that sent Harry and Dick ducking
back and forth wildly in order to
escape being possible targets for the
old blunderbuss.

““He’s out in the meadow asleep un-
der the haystack,” replied Harry.

“And how under the moonlight did
you two boys come to discover him,
and how do’ you  -know he's dishon-
est?' went on Mr. Risley.

“We came to discover him,” sald
Dick, “because we were locked out
of our homes tonight and thought to
find a resting place under that same
haystack.”

“And I know him to be dishonest,”
added Harry, ‘“because 1 recognized
the fellow as belonging to a gang who
robbed a jewelry store this afternoon
in Podmans and then kept me tied
to a tree in the woods for half an
hour."

“Thunder’'n milk! what goin’'s on are
all these?’ exclaimed the farmer.

But they had now come within
sight of the haystack and Harry sug-
gested it would be a wise thing to
stop a minute and plan out a line of
attack.

“Plan nothin' !"” cried the farmer.
“I'll cover the fellow with my gun,
while you two boys rush in and bind
him with the clothesline.”

“But what'll we do with him after
he’'s bound?” inquired Dick, turning
his face so that only Harry should
see him smile.

Mr. Risley tilted his hat forward
and scratched the back of his head
reflectingly. 8

“] s'pose he might work himself
loose if we left him out here all
night,” he murmured “I tell you
what, boys. We'll put him in the
corncrib. It's empty now.”

“All right; now are you ready?”
said Harry.

“I'm not,” exclaimed Dick. *“I want
to have some sort of assurance first,
Mr. Risley, that you won’'t get Harry
and me mixed up with the tramp
if you have any occasion to shoot.”

“Jumping crickets!” exclaimed the
farmer, examining the gun. *“You
needn't be afraid. I forgot to load
the blame thing.”

Dick forgot the necessity for quiet
and laughed out shrilly.

“You've waked the fellow up now
probably,” sald Harry. “We'd better
rush in before he remembers where
he is.” R

“He seemed to remember that In
short order a few minutes ago,” re-
turned Dick, but nevertheless he fol-
lowed Harry on a run, each with an
end of the clothesline.

They dashed around the corner of
the haystack and fell on the pros-
trate form they found there like an
avalanche.

He had not been awakened by Dick’s
laugh, as it turned out. So the cap-
ture was not as heroic a one as it
seemed to Farmer Risley, who came
up an instant later to find the boys
winding the clothesline around and
around a trampish looking individual,
who swore at them lustily the while.

“Now where’'s your corncaib, Mr.
Risley?”’ inquired Harry.

“I'll show you,” responded the far-
mer. ‘Right this way, betwecn . the
road and the barn.”

He started to walk off, leading the
way, but Dick called after him:

“Hold on, we've trussed this fel-
low up so tight he can't walk.”

“Don’t untie him,” cried the far-
mer hastily, evidently in considerable
alarm.

“But we'll have to unloosen his
legs,” returned Harry,* or we can’t
get him away from here.”

“Maybe he's got a pistol In his
pocket,” suggested Mr. Risley ner-
vously. ‘““You'd better not.”

‘“He can’'t draw a pistol with his
leg,” rejoined Dick, looking at Harry
to know what they should do.

“‘If you'll come here and help us,”
the latter now called out to Mr. Ris-
ley, ‘““we may be able to leave him
as he is and lug him bodily over to
the crib.”

“All right, I'll do that,” answered
the farmer. ‘‘You're sure you've got
him fastened good and strong?"

‘“He's secure enough.”

“l wish we had a padlock for his
mouth,” added Dick, for the fellow
continued to abuse them all in the
most outrageous manner.

But he was utterly helpless in every
other respect, so that except for his
weight the three found little trouble
in carrying him to the corncrib.

“I'l drive over to Canterbury for
Constable Hooker the ftirst thing in
the morning,” said Mr. Risley, wip-
Ing the perspiration from his face
when the prisoner was locked up
safe.

“And I.owe you boys a lot of
thanks for helpin’ me secure the ras-
cal,”” he added. ‘‘He might have gone
through the house.”

““Oh, 1 don't belleve he had any
such intention,” responded Harry,
“But if you want to do us a favor,
we'd take it as a very great one if
you'd find us a place to sleep for the
rest of the night. There can't be
very much left of {t.”

‘“Come right in. You can have the
spare chamber. Miranda always keeps
it made up. She says If one of us
was to dle sudden, our folks would
have to come an' stay, an’ it wouldn't
be convenient then maybe to go about
gettin’ a room to rights.”

“That’'ll be splendid, Dick, won’t
it? Thank you very much, Mr. Ris-
ley."”

And, thus, at nearly two o'clock In
the morning of the next one, Harry's
eventful day came to an end, and he
and Dick sank quickly Into a sleep
8o deep that it held them till Farmer
Risley pounded on the door about
nine the next morning with the an-
nouncement:

“Here's Constable Hooker wants
somebody to Identify the prisoner.”

Harry and Dick sprang up with
alacrity, ashamed that they had
slept so long. They hurried into their
clothes and went out into the barn-
yard to find Mr. Hooker peering
through the slats of the corncrib at
the prisoner, who was regaling him
with some of the choice expressions
of opinion with which the boys had
been favored the night before.

“You seem to do an extensive busi-
ness in picking up shady gentry,
Harry Atwin,” was Mr. Hooker's
greeting to the young publisher.

“It's my misfortune rather than
my fault,” replied Harry. *I don't
seek them out, I assure you.”

.“T hope, Mr. Hooker,” put in Dick,
who did not like the tone In which
the constable addressed his friend,
“that you will have better success
in getting away with this fellow than
you did with Dan Miggs.”

To this Mr. Hooker did not deign
to make reply, but requesting Mr.
Risley to unlock the door of the
cornerib.,  demanded ¢of Harry that
he should tell him what the prisoner’s
name was.

“I don’t know,” answered Harry.

“Don't know?"'  repeated Mr.
Hooker. “Mr. Risley here told me
that you could identify the man.”

70 be comtinued.)



What He Was After.

TgE spirit of bartering seems inherent
in the human race. It is one of the flrst
ideas that oecurs to the savage when the
shipwrecked mariner is washed ashore on
his coast. But the champion barterer
would seem to be a product of civilization,
if we may rely on an item in the St. Paul
Pioneer Press.

“ Please, sir,” said a young man to the
foroman of a paving gang in Selby
Avenue, “will you give me one of those
round cedar blocks ?”

“Those blocks belong to the ecity, my
boy. If you are a taxpayer they are as
much yours as mine, but you don’t look
like a taxpayer. However, I'll give you
ona if you will tell me what you want it
for.”

“I want to cover it with carpet and
make a hassock.”

“What do you want of a hassock ? You
ain't a married man.”

*Oh, no, sir; but Icantrade the hassock
forabird cage to Mrs. Brown. Her bird is
dead.”

“But what do you want of a bird cage
without a bird ?”

*0h, I don’t want the cage; but I found
out that I could trade the cage for an
oxidized picture frame.”

“There it is again. What good is a pic-
ture frame without any picture ?”

“But Mr. Oliver has got a picture of
General Sheridan, and he said he would
trade me a hanging lamp for a good oxi-
dized frame for it.”

“Soit’s the lamp you want ?”

“No; I've got no particular use for a
lamp, but I ean trade a good hanging lamp
fora Persian rug, and I can trade the rug
for a Mexican parrot, and Tom Higbie
will trade me his banjo for the parrot.
8ee ?—it’s the banjo I'm after.”

‘School Life in China.

ScHOOLBOYS who are inclined to com-
plain of ‘the hard lines, as they consider
them, that fall to their share, should read
about the almond eyed learners in the
Flowery Kingdom and then rejoice that
they have such an easy time of it in com-
parison,

The Chinese school children have instil-
led into them at an early age habits of
hard, steady study. At the age of five a
boy begins his schooling. At daylight he
rises, and after dressing as quickly as
passible, he starts breakfastless to sechool.
He is assigned a task, and after it is com-
pleted he is allowed an hour for break-
fast; again, later, he has an hour for
luneheon, but he is at his study for nearly
twelve hours a day, seven days in the
week. All his time, when he is not recit-
ing his lessons, he is studying aloud at
the top of his voice. He is under the eye
of his master both in school and on his
way to and from sehool.

Thelad is tayght rudimental astronomy,
physics, and natural history, but greater
stress is put upon writing and his literary
studies, “ A Thousand Letters,” a poem,
is the study that forms the backbone of
his literary education. In it are taught
the duties of children to parents and all
such matters. Whatever the study may
be. history, classies, or science, every
l“e'gi_gn is learned and repeated word for

Light Bearers of the Sea.

THE forests and lawns of dry land are
not the only spots where living animals
are provided with natural illuminating
powers,

Away down in the dark depths of the
‘Ocean, says the Chicago Inter-Ocean, there
are living lanterns that are borne about
to light up the darkness. A queer flsh
<alled the ‘‘midshipmite” carries the
brightest and most striking of all these
sea torches, Along its back, under it, and
at the base of its fins there are small
disks _that glow with a clear, phosphores-
cent light like rows of shining buttons on
the young middy’s uniform. In this way
It gets its name ** midskipmite,” by which
oung sailors in the navy are often called.
These disks are exactly like small bulls-
ere lanterns with regular lenses and re-
fectors. The lonses gather the rays and
the reflectors throw them out again,
‘There is a layer of phosphorescent cells
hetween the two, and the entire effect is
:ise im!mmt as if made by some skillful op-

an.

Many other fish have *reflectors,”
many have “lenses,” but the **midship-
mite” is the only kind that has such
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splendid specimens of both. The fish is
8o constructed that when it is frightened
by some devouring sea monstér it can
close its lenses and hide itself in the dark-
ness. It can turn its lantern off and on
at will, and then it is always " filled ” and
ready when wanted.

Another mirine animal has a luminous
bulb that hangs from its chin, and thus
throws the light before it to warn it of the
approach of enemies. Still anotheriup-
holds a big light from the extremity of the
dorsal fin. Others again have constant
supplies of a luminous oil that runs down
their sides from the fins, making a bright
and constant light all around.

Most'of the jelly fish are phosphorescent.
These live far down on the very floor of
the ocean, where it is always dark and
gloomy. The dwellers in.these watery
depths are provided with lights of their
own shining bodies and fins, which {llum-
ine their home with a strange though no
doubt cheerful glare.

A Matter of Appearance.

“NEAT in appearance.” This was the
sentence that attracted onlr attention as
we were glancing over the advertising
columns of the morning paper. It was
included among the qualifications ot a
young man seeking employment.

First impressions are very important
ones, say what we will about their un-
trustworthiness. Clean hands, nails that
are not in mourning, neatly brushed hair
and shoes, all of these are of account when
a boy goes to an interview with a business
man whom he hopes will become his em-
ployer.

There is a vast difference between neat-
ness and dudishness. In fact the habili-
ments of the latter may be put on to con-
ceal the lock of the former, as a flaring
necktie could cover a rumpled shirt

hosom and a pair of kid gloves conceal

unwashed hands. .

Lack of personal neatness means one of
two things, either laziness or want of
thought, and no man of business wants
to hire a boy who is given over to either
of these traits. .

C. F. M., Findlay, 0. There is no. pre-
mium on the nickel cent of 1857.

C. H. N., Newport, Vt. There is no pre-
mium on the five cent piece of 1830.

C.C.P., White Plains, N. Y. Thereis no
premium on the silver dollar of 1878,

R. 8. B, Boston, Mass. We no_longer
purchase old volumes of THE ARGOSY. ~

F. M., New York City. The numbers you
desire will be(sent you on receipt of 55
cents. X

CoNSTANT READER, 8t. Louis, Mo. THE
ARGosY’s circulation extends over the en-
tire country.

F. 5. P,, St. Louis, Mo. We hope to print
a new serial by the .author named in the
not distant future.

A READER, Chattanooga, Tenn. The
story you mention cannot be republished,
as it has already appeared in book form.

READER, Albany, N. Y. We eannot sup-
ply you with any books by Optie and Cas-
tlemon in 25 cent form,

A READER, Peoria, Ill. The book about
which you inquire is published by Porter
& Coates, Philadelphia.

A. B., New York Citg. We have no cata-
logue of stories in book form. 2. The
nuumbers of THE ARGOsY containing
“Under Fire ” are out of print.

Youne MEN who would like to join to-
gether in starting a first class amateur
%n.per are invited to_communicate with

arry 'I'. Cook, 312 West 133d St., New
York City.

J. P. D., New York City. Yes. Frank A.
Munsey’s novel, “ A Tragedy of Errors,”
has been published in book form, and can
he obtained by sending the price, $1.50, to
this office.

W.B. L., New York City. We can give
you no information regarding the Hamil-
ton Cadets,or any other of the military
companies that were formed some years
ago on plans suggested by THE ARGOsY.

E. P., South Boston, Mass. ‘‘One_ Boy
%n a Thousand ” began in No. 519 and ran

hrough thirteen numbers—cost 50 cents.
Oliver Optie’s ** Always in Luek ” began in
the same issue and ran through fifteen
numbers—cost 60 cents.

J.A.B., Kansas. 1. Write to the Super-
intendent at West Point for the lnlorrl):a-
tion you desire concerning terms cf ad-
mission to the Military Academy. inclos-

ing stamp for reply, 2. Consult your
doctor about the crooked toe.

E. €. M., Elizabeth, N. J. 1. The natter
of the price for stories is a private affair

between the publisher and the autior, 2. \

The editor of Forest and Stream, New
York, ean xmswerlour last question bet-
ter than we can. Address him with stamp
for reply.

8. 8., Portage, Wis.

ber of stories that have appeared in THE
ArcosY from its start. 2. Yes, Harry
Castlemon had a serial in the first volume
of THE ARGOsY. 3. The numbers contain-
ing ** Tom Tracy ” are out of print.

A ConsTANT READER, New York City.
Mr. Moffat’s story, *“ Brad Mattoon” ap-
eared partly in Vol. XI and partly rn

ol. XII; the separate numbers can be
had for 55 cents, which is also the price of
the same author’s previous story, " The
Cri]m§0n Banner,” which appeared in

|
1. Life is too short /%
for us to taks the time to count the num- 7

Clifford Blackn\a

which soon cured him. I know it saved his
nglnélt not his ver

_Eyesight

“My boy had Scarlet
Fever when 4 years old,
leaving him very weak
and with blood peis-
oned with canker.
His eyes became in-
flamed, his sufferings
were intense, and for
weeks he could not ev
A open his eyes. I began

ving him HOO D’S
ARSAPARILLA,

life.” ABBIE F. BLACK-
888 Washington St., Boston, Mass.

assist d

HOOD'S PILLS are the best after-dinner Pills,
cure h and bil

ol. 2

H. 8. H.. St. Tom’s, Mo 1. No, Oliver
Optic is so far from being dead that he is
able to take an extended lrl[f‘ubrond e\'er‘{
summer. 2. See reply to F. S. P. 8.
very thrilling story by William Murray
Graydon beﬁam in the August number of
MunseY's MAGAZINE, single copies ten
cents.

G, T., New Haven, Conn. 1. For in-
formation about the Leather Clad Tales
(which were, to a certain extent, a contin-
uation of MUNSEY'S POPULAR SERIES), we
must refer you to the United States Book
Company, of New York. 2. You did not
complete your question regarding the
gltuthors mentioned, so we eannot reply to
it.

YerLvuaTs, Portage, Wis. 1. The two se-
rizls written by Judson Newwan Smith
for THE ARGOsY are “The Hermits
Tangle” and *‘ The Fate of Horace Hil-
dreth.” 2. The largest State building at
the World’s Fair is that of Illinois. 3.
The first story in THE ARGOSY was the
:slerial. “Do and Dare,” by Horatio Alger,

r.

F. B. You failed to send any address
with your MS. Yes. we ** deal in serials.”
If we can find a stirring, si)lrited story,
full of dramatic action, and helpful in its
tone without being “ preachy” in its style,
we are glad to buy it. But of course we

can never pass judgment on a story, long
or short, until we have had an opportun-
ity to examine it.

D. J. L, San Francisco, Cal. 1. The
numbers comprising Vol. V of THE AR-
Gosy are out of print, It is obtainable
only in bound form, price $5. Mr. Alger’'s
“Bob Burton” _appeared in this_volume.
His “ Chester Rand,” ran from No. 508 to
520 of Vol. XV, which will be maijled on
receipt of 50 cents, which may be sent in
postage stamps if you so prefer. 2. May
8, 1879, fell on Thursday. 8. We do not
pass upon the handwriting of our corres-
pondents.

E. B. H,, Charleston, 8. C. 1. An index
for any of the volumes mentioned will be
sent on receipt of two centstamp. 2. The
most northerly town in the world is Uper-
navik, Greenland; the most southerly,
Invercargill, the most southerly island of
New Zealand, although there is a settle-
ment called Porto San Julian, in Pata-«
gonia. 3. There are tuirty two post offices
in the United States bearing the name
Washington. 4. Cairo has the largest
population of any city in Africa, the census
of 1882 (the latest obtainable) ussmnlnf it
368,108, 5. send a paper weighing half
a pound would cost, to Asiatic Turke{. or
to U. 8. of Colombia, 4 cents. There is in
this case no special rate to publishers.

The Men

T who make fhé

New York “Sun”

A realistic sketch, giving a glimpse
into ‘the Sun office, together with ex-

cellent portraits of

Cuarres A. Dana, Editor in Chief.

Cuester S. Lorp, Managing Editor.

DaxNiEL _F.é(ELLOGG, City Editor.

Frankrin FyLes, Dramatic Editor.

Juriax Raven, A

W. J. CHAMBERLIN,

Epwarp G.

i the October issue of

L Star Writers.
Ricas, J

Munsey’s Magazine

On all news stands, or

from the publishers.

Price Reduced from 25 to 10 cents,
and from $3't0 $I. No middlemen,; no monopoly.

FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, 155 E. 23d St., New York. ~

EVERYBODY CAN DO IT. Send Twenty five subscriptions to MUNSEY’S
and we will give you, $5—Fifty, $10—One hundred, $20—Five hundred, $100.
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Down Goes the Price!

Bound Volumes of

MUNSEY’S I"MAGAZINE

Reduced from $2.00 to $1.00.

These are very rare books, beautifully bound in green and gold. Vols. VI,

VII, VIII and IX now ready.

FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY.

Postage 35 cents.

—
For USE

Piles, e
e POND'S
s EXTRACT
Wounds,

Chafing,

Catarrh,

Soreness,
Lameness,
Sore Eyes,
Inflammation, f
Homorrhagss,  accser wo-susemi

The Pot insulted the Kettle because the Cook did not use

[ The A d
SAPO LIO . rl\%ﬁzie??s Magazine

to one address, $2.50 a yea

Good Cooking demands Cleanliness. Sapolio should be
used in every Kitchen. .

I.ADIES 1 Wh‘l Drink Poor Teas ?

" hen you ;-:m zet the Best at
RT argo pricesin any Quantity,
iy ﬂN EEUR Dinner, Tea and Toilet Sets,
Watches, Clocks, Music Boxes,

Cook Books and nil Kindsof premi- w
ums given to Club Agents,

Good Income made by getting
orders for our celebrated goods.
For full particulars address
THE GREAT AMERICAN TEA CO,
31 and 33 Vesey St., N. Y

WORK_FOR US.

Ve

il BOUND -VOLUMES OF

If you nra wekm.x an honorable busivess in which all w
ersons of either sex, and all ages, make uumt pay all
Hn- mne t.hey work, write to us for particulars, All
succeed. Beginners easily earn $25 per week. We will e
bear all expense of starting you. .
TRUE & CO.. Box 1300, Augn-u. Me. ‘ y °

Old Stamps, and Columbus stamps
En in exchange for old coink, Confederate

bills. "Send your address in 10c Columbus envelope
and receive a flne old U. 8. rnppvr cent. JOHN P.
Coopkr, Red Bank, N. J., Lock 35.

ég;:;;g;;;ﬂrb;xgw,a“ FREE ' Volumes I, 1T and [ V are entively out of print.

mamma, they call Postseript. Can you
guess why ?”
amma—"' No, dear.”

ey -..mf Allfur 3. IVORY CARD 00., BAMDEN, COXN. pomE el g i ST

yLommy— Bedause her name is Adaline Volumes V, VI, VII, VII], IX and X are

A Natural Food ) very nearly gone.  Price 5.

Conditions o f
the system arise
when ordinary
foods cease to
build flesh—
there is urgent
need of arrest- ;
ing waste—assistance must
co%ne quickly, from natural be had _foyx $1.50 each.

Jood source. e e e et S M

hausted.  Price $4.

is a condensation of the life
of all foods—it is cod-liver

The stock of Volume XII 15 also almost ex-

Tommy—t Fher's § & ¢ oy, sehoa, Only three copies of Volume 11 for sale. Price §35. ?

Volumes X1, XIII, X1V, XV and XV can
 Expressage to be paid by

recerver. :
800“3 Emulsm“ e FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY. j

oil reinforced, made easy of
digestion, and almost as
palatable as milk. {

Prepared by Scott & Bowne, N. ¥. All druggist=

0222222292222 2%9 2% 22 2°
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