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CHAPTER 1.

HOPES IN THE BALANCE.
“It will be no harm to try it. If I
on't get it I shan't be any worse off
han I am at present.”

Lloyd folded his napkin hastily
rhile he was speaking and darted out
1to the hall after his overcoat.
“You won't get to town till nine,”
is sister Myra called after him. “All
1e New York boys will have
een so far ahead of you that
ery likely Streeter & Carr will
ave forgotten they ever ad-
artised for a clerk.”

“You are giving me a good
:nd off, at any rate.” lanughed
loyd; as he clapped on his
srby and flung open the door.
Good by.”

“You’ll be home to dinner,
loyd?”

Mrs. Abbott ran out and sent
1is question after herson just
afore the door swung shut.
“If T don’t get the place,”
as Lloyd’s answer. Thenthe
ate latch clicked and he was
T on a run for the station.
“Then I will go out and
ake soft vanilla custard for
assert,” said Myra. ‘‘Poor
sy, he’s so fond of it, and
3’1l want to have something
i take the edge off his disap-
sinted hopes.”

** You feel sure that there is
> chance of his getting the
wsition then?”

Mrs. Abbott looked at her
wghter anxiously. She could
>t bear to have her only son
snied anything on which he
1d set his heart, even if that
ymething was daily toil which
ould take him away from her
x days in the week.

“Just consider the case a
oment, mother, and you will
nderstand for yourself Lloyd
on’t get to the store till long
‘ter the choice has been
ade, and even if he should
» in time to be considered.
»¥s had no experience what-
rer in business.”

“But he is certainly neat in ap-
rarance, can speak German and
ves at home,”” faltered Mrs. Abbott.
““When they find that that home is
| Willoughby, I'm afraid that item
‘on’t weigh much in his favor.”
“Then you hope he won’t get it,
[yra, do you?”’

“I haven't said that. You know
wough that I am opposed to his
raving school this year.”

““But he is such a proud spirited
oy,”" interposed the mother. ‘“Just
ke his poor father. He cannot en-
ure to feel that you are contributing
» the support of the family, to his
ipport, now that he is sixteen and
ver. It is hard enough for me to
*e him go out and face the world so
pung, but I can understand per-
wetly how he feels.”

““Well,”” returned Myra, reflectively,
[ suppose¢ . tnd it hard to regard
i 4 in any other light than that of
1y little brother—'"
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“He is taller than you now, Myra,”
interjected Mrs. Abbott.

“Yes, I know he is, and very proud
of him I am and I like to work for
him as well as for you.”

“But that’s just what Lloyd doesn’t
want you to do, and for my part I
hope against hope that he’ll get that
place.”

Lloyd, meanwhile, had just caught
the express and was being whizzed
rapidly toward Hoboken. There were
a lot of people he knew on the train,
but he was rather shy of speaking to
them.

He had been very sensitive this
fall, especially since, in going through
the long tunnel one afternoon, he had
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HE HOLDS THE LANTERN CLOSE TO THE BOY'S FACE AND PEERS DOWN INTO IT, WITH A COLD,

opened that fall he had felt uncom-
fortable at the thought of Myra,
singing in church on Sunday and
glving lessons through the week to
add to the slender income which was
all the family had to live upon since
Mr. Abbott’s death three years be-
fore.

Now the matter had come to a
head. If people outside had begun
to talk, it was high time he should
act.

This was a week ago, when he had
been in to the city to buy a fall
suit. Ever since he had watched the
paper, on the lookout for a position.
And this Saturday morning, when he
was at liberty to go in and apply for

GLITTER OF SATISFACTION IN HIS EYES.

overheard Dave Hurd in the seat
ahead of him say to Ned Baker that
it seemed pretty unmanly in Lloyd
Abbott to lie down and be supported
by his sister, didn’t he think so.
Lloyd didn’t hear Baker's reply be-
cause he got up at once and went
into the next car at the risk of chok-
ing himself with smoke and steam
on the platform.

But he was so choked by his own
emotions that he cared not for phy-
sical discomfort. Both Hurd and
Baker he regarded as among his best
friends. They were all members of
the athletic club; had grown up to-
gether in fact. And now—

But had Dave turned against him?
Was it not the truth, what he had
been saying?

Lloyd was glad that he could ad-
mit to himself that the chief ele-
ment in the sensation he had experi-
enced on overhearing the remark was
not one of surprise. Ever since school

it he had chanced upon the advertise-
ment of Streeter & Carr, stationers
and booksellers, who wanted ‘“a
voung man as clerk, neat in appear-
ance, living at home and with a
knowledge of German."

The latter clause was what had es-
pecially insplred Lloyd with hope. He
had been studying German for two
years, and he felt that now he might
reap practical benefit therefrom.

“If only they haven't engaged
somebody already,”” he reflected.
When he reached New York, he

pushed his way rapidly past the
crowd and took an Elevated train up
town to Streeter & Carr’s store.

“I wonder what salary they pay,”
he said to himself. “I must remem-
ber that car fare here and commuta-
tion on the railroad is going to mount
up.”

He smiled to himself as he realized
the mood of “‘is going.”

“But won’t it be a triumph for me

if T_can go home and say I've got
1ite

He had long ago put away from
him any ambition he may have cher-
ished of keeping on at school long
enough to fit himself for a profession
or a position high up in the business
world. The duty he owed to his
mother and sister must be placed be-
fore everything else. Even now his
cheeks burned as he recalled Dave
Hurd’'s remark.

But here he was at the station
nearest to the Streeter & Carr store.
He looked at his watch—a handsome
gold one that had once belonged to
his father. It was half past nine.

It was five minutes later before he
reached the roomy and well
appointed book store, Evi-
dently the irm enjoyed a good
class of custom. There were
several ladies wearing hand-
some wraps standing about
the counters, looking over
Christmas eards, for the holi-
day season was well under
way.

A sallow faced young man,
with a very small mustache,
was telling them the prices,and
after waiting for an instant or
two, Lloyd said to him:

** You advertised for a clerk
in this morning’s paper. Is—
the firm suited yet ?”

* Just about, I should say.
Excuse me;—that, mada, is
fifteen cents.”

The young man turned his
back on Lloyd, not impolitely,
but simply at the eall of duty.

For one second Lloyd was
minded to wheel about and
walk out of the store. That
would certainly have been the
easiest thing for him to do.

But he lingered an instant to
look at a picture of * Chilly
Cupid” in a dainty white and
gold frame, thinking how he
should like to be able to give
it to Myra for her Christmas.
And in that instant something
happened.

A door at the rear of the store
opened and a portly gentle-
man, with a smooth, round,
reddish face issued forth. He
held a pair of gold rimmed
eyeglasses in one hand, which
he swung jauntily as he talked
to a youth of about Lloyd’s
age. who was with him.

Instinctively Lloyd felt that
boy was the clerk who was
about’ engaged.

“Happy fellow,” young Abbott re-
flected. ‘“How elated he must feel!

But somehow he did not look to be
entirely at his ease. He was a slim
fellow, wearing the latest shape in
neckties and with his hair plastered
down smoothly from a part in the
center.

But he was glancing about him ner-
vously, as though watching for some
possible evil to assail him. What this
was speedily made itself apparent.

“Culver,” said the portly gentleman
to the young clerk with whom Lloyd
had exchanged his few words, ‘‘just
hand me that last novel of Lindau's
will you?”’

Culver went over to the other side
of the store, and soon came back
with a book in his hand. Lloyd was
interested in the proceedings, and un-
der pretense of examining the holi-
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day display on the counter, still fur-
ther deferred his departure.

“Now,” sald the portly genileman,
opening the book and presenting it
to the young man, ‘‘just translate
the first paragraph on that page for
me. I'm a great fellow for practical
tests. A letter of recommendation
don’t mean as much to me as wual
I see with my own eyes and hear
with my own ears.”

The young fellow took the book
and looked at it as if under a spell.
His embarrassment was so great that
Lloyd really felt sorry for him.

“Well?" said the portly gentleman
with a touch of impatience in his
tones.

“I'm a bit rusty, you see,’” the
applicant stammered. ‘It takes a
little time for me to get into the
thing."”

“It will take you a long time then,
sir, to get into this store,”” and as he
spoke the portly gentleman repos-
sessed himself of the volume, and as
he added, “Good morning. sir,”
closed it with a slam that spelt end to
the interview.

CHAPTER II.
STARTING IN.

The fashionably attired young man
appeared dazed for an instant by his
summary dismissal. But he rallled
at once and seemed incllned to argue
the matter.

“I can read It all right, Mr.
Streeter,” he said, “after 1 once get
in the way of it again. And you

know you said I sulted you in all—"

“And I also sald ‘Good morning,’ "
Mr. Streeter broke In upon him
tartly.

He turned his back on the persist-
ent young man, and this bringing
him face to face with Lloyd, he
usked: “Are you walted on?"

““No; that is, I came to see about
that position, {if you are not
Looeedl”

“Here, can you read this?” and

Mr. Streeter opened the German book
at random and thrust it under
Lloyd’s nose.

Profiting by his predecessor’'s dis-
comfiture; young Abbott did not de-
lay to ask where he should begin,
but struck out at once at the first
paragraph on which his eye fell. He
did not translate it rapidly, but made
no pauses to say ‘‘er’” between the
words, and at the end of a couple of
sentences, Mr. Streeter patted him
gently on the shoulder and said:

“Very good. That will do. Now
come back into my private office with
me."’

“He's going to take me, he’s going
to take me,”” was the happy refrain
that now sang itself in Lloyd’'s ears.

There was a Jjarring note in it
though, as he caught the malignant
glance darted at him by the dis
carded applicant, who still lingered
in the aisle.

“But he has no reason to blame
me,” Lloyd told himself. ‘Mr.
Streeter knew nothing of me till he
had dismissed him.”

“Now then,” began the head of the
firm, when he had closed the door
upon them in a pretty little room
with pictures on the walls and a
stenographer at work with her type-
writer in a corner, “what is your
name?”’

“Lloyd Abbott.” .

“Good. I like that sort of name.
The Abbotts are of fine stock. T
shall expect great things of you.
Have you any recommendations from
your last employer?"’

“I never had any employer before,
sir,”” answered Lloyd. “I am in
school yet.”

“Ah so. One of our public schools
1 suppose?”

“No, sir. I live in Willoughby.”

“Oh, out of town, eh!” and Mr.
Streeter rubbed his chin reflectively,
not to say doubtfully.

““But I live at home,” JLloyd went
on eagerly. ‘“We own a house there,
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and there are any quantity of trains
a day.”

“Hum, yes,” returned the senior
proprietor. placing the finger tips of
his two hands end to end and rock-
ing them slowly back and forth. “We
require our clerks to be here at
elght o'clock in the morning.”

“I could take the 6:50 train and do
that, sir,”’ returned Lloyd.

*“And during the busy season upon
which we are now entering, we keep
open until ten In the evening.”

*“Yes, sir. Trains run out up to
midnight.”

“You are willing to put up with a
good deal, I see, observed Mr.
Streeter, ‘“‘for the sake of securing
the position.”

“Positions are not easy to secure
In these times,”” replled Lloyd sim-
ply. .

‘“Very true. Well, Mr. Abbott, I
like your name and I llke your looks.
You read German well, too. As to
your character, of course I know
nothing, but I think I will take you
on trust, and start you at six dol-
lars a week. Let me see, this is Sat-
urday. You can begin on Monday.
That is the first day >f our evening
opening. While this continues you
will receive nine dollars a week, the
surplus being for supper money. That
is all T think now."”

Lloyd picked up his hat.

“Good morning, sir,”” he sald, and
walked out through the store toward
the street.

He felt as though he were moving
on wings and yet as he passed the
counters he took time to glance
gratefully at the “Chilly Cupid” pie-
ture. If he had not stopped to look
at this, he felt that he would not
have obtained the position.

He puckered his lips to whistle a
gay little air as the door closed be-
hind him, but they fell apart when
he saw the youth of the German
flasco standing in front of the win-
dow.

He had evidently been waiting for
Lloyd, for now he came towards him
at ongce.

“Did he give you that position?”
he asked abruptly.

“Yes,”” replled Lloyd, wishing the
question had not been asked him.

He made as if to go on, but the
other fell into step with him and kept
along by his side.

“So you’'ve done me out of a job,”
the stranger continued:

“I don’t see that I have,” Lloyd
hastened to reply. “I heard Mr.
Streeter tell you that he didn’t want
you before he saw me."

“All the same, I don't stand as good
a chance of having him change his
mind as if he hadn’t hired you.”

“But he had to hire jomebody. It
seems to me that the only person to
blame is—"'

Lloyd got so far and then stopped.

‘“Go on,” broke in the other. “I
suppose you were about to say that
the only person I had to blame for
the way things have turned out was
myself. But it is all nonsense for
Streeter to be such a stickler on that
German business. He's a crank, any
way. Now if he’d taken me, I'd have
brought him a line of customers not
to be despised. How much trade can
you bring the store?”’

“I don’t know as I can bring any,”
Lloyd admitted without hesitation.
“I never thought of the matter in
that light.”” Then ne added: “I'm
sorry, of course, that you are disap-
pointed about losing the place. I can
understand how you feel, because I
thought I had lost it myself. One of
the clerks told me the matter was as
good as settled, and it was only by
chance I lingered in the store.”

Lloyd had now reached the foot of
the FElevated stairway and as he
started to go up, his companion
turned away, with the words:

“Oh, well, Streeter may be sorry
for this some day.”

Tloyd heard a train coming, and
ran up, two steps at a time. to catch

It. It seemed as if he could not get
back to Willoughby quickly enough
to tell his mother and Myra the good
news.

He looked at the other passengers
in the train and pitied them because
they had not just made an engage-
ment which would bring them in the
first money they had ever earned in
their lives. He wondered how long it
would be before Ned Baker and Dave
Hurd found out that he was going to
work. He felt llke leaving word of
the fact at their home, but knew of
course that this would >:ver do.

Well, the family were as amazed
as he expected them to be when he
made his grand announcement.

“It’s too bad though, Lloyd.” Myra
said, “for you to leave school. You
know there’s no real necessity of it.”

But he seemed so happy that she
had not the heart to protest more
loudly.

Mrs. Abbott did not take kindly to
the late hours’ idea, although she
did not in the least object to the
early ones, although the latter would
involve her rising before daybreak in
winter to prepare the breakfast.

“] would almost rather you would
board in the city during the busy
season,” she sald.

“lI wouldn't,” laughed Lloyd. “Why,
that would take all my earnings, per-
haps more. And really, there would
be more danger in going through the

city streets late at night than in
coming out here."
“But now you have to do both,”

returned his mother.

“Only for a little while, though.
Besides, now I am a business man,
and surely able to take care of my-
self.”

Lloyd did not sleep very well on
Sunday night, for fear of not waking
up In season Monday morning. He
had five minutes to walit at the sta-
tion, as it turned out, and feld very
important, mingling with the other
clerks on the way to their places of
business.

A slight sense of timidity, however,
assailed him when the 1llevated had
deposited him within two blocks of
Streeter & Carr’'s. The first day in
business is no less trying than the
first day at school, and when Lloyd
entered the store, without knowing
where he was to hang his coat or
what he was to do first, his sense of
elation was not so keen as it had
been on Saturday.

“Is Mr. Streeter here?’ he inquired
of the clerk to whom he had ad-
dressed himself on his former visit,
and who was sorting over some
Christmas cards.

“No,”” was the reply. “He never
gets here as early asihis—except
when we're late.”

This last was added with a smile,
which made things a little easier for
Lloyd.

“I’'m the—well, he's engaged ma,
you know,” he sald. ‘“Where shall
I put my things and what shall I
do?”

“You can put your coat in that
closet yonder,” was the reply. “As
to what you shall do, ask me some-
thing easier. Or no, there’'s a lady
just come in. Suppose you go and
walft on her. That'll nreak you in as
quick as anything. See if you can
make a sale.”

CHAPTER IIIL.
THE FIRST DAY AND AN ACCI-
DENT.

“Make a sale, eh!" Lloyd said to
himself, “as, with his overcoat still
on, he walked around to take his
place behind the counter in front of
which the lady was standing. *“‘How
can I do that when T don’t know the
price of a single thing? But never
mind; perhaps I'll find that marked
somewhere.”

The lady looked over at him a lit-
tle doubtfully as if uncertain, owing
to the overcoat, whether he was to
be considered as official or not. Then,
appearing to be reassured by Lloyd's

removing his hat, she leaned forward
and said in a confidential tone:

“Can you suggest a Christmas pres-
ent for a young girl of sixteen? I
have been giving her somethin3 every
year since she was six, and really,
my invention is quite exhausted.”

Lloyd was a little staggered, to say
the least. But he quckly reflected
that the request was, after all. not
an unreasonable one.

A book, I should say, would he
most appropriate,” he replied.

The lady gave him a withering
glance.

“A book!" she repeated. “If books
were like pearls, all about alike and
you had but to put your hand in the
pile and pull one forth, your sugges-
tion might be worth something.”

Poor Lloyd wished that he were on
the stage of a theater and that the
curtain would descend to screen him
from public view. But he determined
not to be downed by the first aat
back. So he came up smiling and
responded:

“If you have not a particular bock
in mind—" he had none himself.
but his eyve was glancing feverishly
along the titles of the volumes on the
counter as he spoke—‘‘perhaps this
would suit.”

He held up a volume of Tennyson's

poems, handsomely bound and beau-
tifully f{llustrated.

Rut the lady waved it away from
her with alacrity.

“Poetry!"” she exclaimed. *“I do not
wish to put sentimental nonsens:

into Gertrude's head.”

“Then T suppose the same objec-
tion would hold agalnst novels"”
returned Lloyd. “Here is something
very neat in the prayer book line.
Perhaps—""

“Young man!" broke in the custo-
mer, ‘“you are not aware that all our
family come of blue Presbyterian
stock. A prayer book indeed!’

Lloyd resolved to make one more
attempt.

‘“How would a volume of Spur-
geon's sermons then——"'

But once more he was interruptel

“My nicce is not a prig, young
man. Why, she would be insulted by
such a gift."”

Lloyd felt that he had played his
last card from the book pack.

“If you will step over to the other
counter,”” he sald, “you will fin!
some silver penholders, some handi-
some Ink stands. and other furnish-
ings of the desk which may prove to
be what you want.”

“I'll look at them,” sald the lady
in rather a curt tone, as though she
no longer had any faith in sugges-
tions made by this particular clerk.
Lloyd led the way unconscious that
Culver was closely observing him
But half way over his customer
stopped before the same picture of
“Chilly Cupid” that had attracted his
own attention on Saturday.

“This is pretty.” she salid.
is the price?”

Lloyd dodged quickly behind
frame and looked for a mark.
saw some figures scrawled
corner and replied:

“Two and a half.”

“T'll take it,”” said the lady prompt-
ly. much to the young salesman's
surprise, for he thought an oljection
to Tennyson on account of sentiment
would certainly extend to a pictured
reproduction of the god of love. Ru:
then it is the unexpected that hap-
pens, as it did on more than one side
of his case.

For when the picture
wrapped up and the lady had de-
parted with it under her arm and
TLloyd had gone with the money to
the cashler, Culver called out to him

““What
the

He
in one

had Tbeen

no customers being then in the
store:

“TI say, how much did you charz+
her for that picture, Newly?"

“Two and a half. Wasn’t that
right?"*

“No. Dead wrong. The bprice 1=

three dollars.”



‘“‘But two fifty was marked on the
Jsack.”

‘“That's all right. That's the con-
signment number—something we have
1othing to do with here; belongs to
the recelving department down stairs.
Why didn't you ask me about it?”

‘*Because 1 thought I knew and I
iidn’t want to bother you. But I'll
»ay the difference. That'll teach me
0 go slower next time. How am I
;0 tell the prices though if I can’t
s»+ly on the markings?"

“Oh, TI'll coach you a bit,” said
Tulver good naturedly, and he set
;0o work at once, explaining the
neaning of certain cabalistic signs
n the front of bcoks, on the back
»f pictures and across the bottom of
nk stands.

“I'm ever so much obliged to you,”
LLloyd said to his fellow clerk at the
conclusion of the *lesson.” ‘I sup-
>ose I'm awfully green. This is my
irst day in business anywhere."”

““Well, it's a good one on which to
segin.” returned Culver, glancing out
1t the driving rain which had just
set in. “No fear of a rush today.”

But if the storm was favorable to
[.Lloyd in one particular, it worked
1igainst him iIn another, for Mr.
Streeter was In bad temper, evidently
but there by this same rain which in-
erfered sadly with the success of
1ls grand holiday opening.

““Well, so you've come,”” was his
jreeting to Lloyd when at last he
wappened to notice his new clerk, as
1e was straightening some pieces of
yric-a-brac on one of the counters.

““Yes, sir,” said Lloyd, although as
L matter of fact his being there was
ielf evident and thus the remark
:alled for no reply.

““Well, see that you put in your
ime to advantage. Culver, show him
vhere the dust cloth is and let him
lean up that lot of books we had
wer from Boston last week.”

Now Lloyd was perfectly willing to
lust books, or even to sweep out the
itore, had this been required of him,
»ut he did not llke the Innuendo that
1e would ‘““loaf” if he got the chance.
Jowever, he knew that {t was not his
)lace to take exception to the man-
ier in which he was addressed, so
1o set about his new duties without
L word.

It had been clear when he left Wil-
oughby that morning, so he had
yrought no umbrella. Now he could
10t help thinking of the wetting he
would get going home that night.

““But a buslness man oughtn't to
mind a thing like that,” he told him-
ie1f, adding, with rather inconsistent
1opefulness: *“‘Besides it may stop be-
‘ore dark.”

It didn’t, however, and after a day
hat seemed to Lloyd interminable,
Vir. Streeter decided that he wouldn't
te2p open that evening and ordered
he closing of the store at six.

“*Which way do you go, Newly?"
aid Culver, as they put on thelr
vercoats.

“My name Is Abbott,” replied
Joyd, who, foolishly perhaps, ob-
ected to the term by which he had
wen addressed.

“‘Oh, everybody fresh {s Newly till
he next one comes along," retorted
‘ulver. “I was the last Newly, and
iaturally I don't feel inclined to let
he next chap off. But if you haven't
ot an umbrella and are going my
vay, walk along under mine, If you
ike.”

The invitation was not a very cor-
fal one, and besides, Lloyd could ill
wrook the other’'s patronizing tone,
‘or he looked to be little If any
1der than himself.

“I'm going around to the Fiftieth
itreet station of the Elevated,” he
aid. “That’s probably out of your
vay. But I've been brought up in
he country so I don’t—""

‘“Come along,” broke In Culver. “I
ake the Elevated myself,” and they
vent out together.

““Well, how do you like it as far as
ow've got?’ he went on, when they
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had reached the street. “The old
man was a terror today, wasn’'t he?
But now you know the worst of him,
that’s one comfort. Do you live on
the west side, too?"”

“No. I live out in Willoughby.”

“Oh, you do; I must get on your
right side, so that you'll invite me
out to spend Sunday with you next
summer.”

Luckily they reached the foot of
the down town stairway just at this
moment, so that Lloyd was spared
from the necessity of making a re-
ply to this rather fresh remark.

“I go this way. Thanks. Good
night.”” He called out the foregolng
in three quick sentences and sped up
the stairway.

He declded to get off at Eighth
Street and take a cross town car to
the ferry. This would keep him com-
paratively dry till he reached Wil-
loughby, when he would be home and
could change his clothes. Then he
could sit down at the cozy tea table
with his mother and Myra, and tell
them the experiences of his first day
in business.

How they would laugh over his ac-
count of the lady who wanted a
suitable present for her nlece Ger-
trude!

Even the locomotive did not seem
to go fast eneugh for him when he
was finally aboard the train.

How it was storming though! The
wind blew across the meadows with
a force that seemed almost sufficient
to overturn the cars, but by the time
Newark was reached the rain ceased.

The gale, however, appeared to in-
crease in fury.
“I'm in luck though,” thought

Lloyd, “to have the raln stop.”

He felt that this luck had deserted
him when shortly afterwards the
train came to a halt between stations
for some unknown cause.

“What’'s the matter?”’ the passen-
gers asked one another.

Lloyd got up and went out on the
platform. But there was nobody who
could give him any informatian here.

With boyish curiosity to know the
why and wherefore he sprang down
beside the track and started to walk
forward toward the engine.

“Perhaps it's a break down,” he
thought.

Just then the whistle blew twice.
Lloyd knew this was the signal to
go ahead. He turned to spring aboard
the nearest platform, but just then
tripped over a tie that was lying be-
side the track.

He scrambled up again as quickly
as he could, but when he had re-
galned his feet, the last car had just
flashed past him. He was left be-
hind.

But he took the situation very
philosophically. To be sure his over-
coat was on the car, but the conduc-
tor knew him and would keep it safe
for him. As for the Inconvenience of
being left by the wayside, Willough-
by was the next station, and Lloyd
knew a short cut through the. woods
that would bring him home within
twenty minutes.

So he started off, thinking that this
would be another experience to add
to his budget for the delectation of
his mother and sister.

The walking was pretty bad, how-
ever, and the wind was fairly how-
ling through the trees. But Lloyd
felt that he was nearly home now
and pald but little attention to either.

Suddenly there was a short, sharp
crack to his left; the next Instant
he felt a stunning blow, and then he
knew nothing at all. But with the
privilege accorded the author, we can
be present, although invisible, and see
what has happened.

Something pretty serious to all ap-
pearances. A half decayed tree has
succumbed to the pressure of the
wind, snapped off, and struck Lloyd
in falling.

There he lles now beneath it, his
white face turned toward the heav-
e‘g:."'l‘lme passes and still he MNes

Has he been killed or only severely
injured? Therd's no} one out here
to give him aid. And he is so near
home, too.

But what is this? A light coming
through the woods. Is help arriving
at last?

Yes, it {s a man with a lantern, and
he is coming straight toward the
spot where ILloyd Abbott lies. Now
he has seen him and hurries for-
ward.

He holds the lantern close above the
boy’s face and peers down into it.
But in his own there is neither pity,
nor the desire to help: only a cold,
cruel glitter of satisfaction in his
eyes,

(70 be continued.)
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CHAPTER XX.
THE NOCTURNAL SMOKER.

It was tobacco smoke. The spy had got
a whiff of it, and came to a halt just
in time. The fumes of a strong pipe
permeated the atmosphere.

Not a word was spoken now, for
there was no telling how near they
might be to the smoker. They had
halted under a large tree, and were
careful to crouch back in the shadow
of the trunk.

The detective drew his revolver and
peered cautiously around. He could
see nothing, but the strong smell of
tobacco did not die out.

There was a smoker somewhere
around, and he could not be far off.
The fumes appeared to emanate from
a point some distance In advance,
and in this direction the detective
strained his eyes.

He could detect nothing, neither
could either of his companions, who
were also looking ahead attentively.
At last he decided to go forward, and
reconnoiter,

“Walit here till I come back,” he
said, and the next moment he was
moving away through the gloom.

He passed sllently from tree to
tree, the smell of tobacco becoming
momentarily more pronounced. This
proved he was drawing near the
maker of it, and he advanced slower
and even more cautlously.

Another step or two, and the smell
was now so strong that the spy drew
himself in close to a tree trunk,
thinking that he was almost on top
of the smoker.

And so he was.

Chancing to turn his eyes to the
left, he almost betrayed his proximity
by the start he gave as he beheld a
little round speck of flre not more
than a dozen feet from where he
stood! It was the tobacco in the
bow!l of the smoker’s pipe as he sat
upon a fallen log puffing contentedly.

The fellow's face was turned
slightly to one side, otherwise he
must surely have discerned the

shadowy outlines of the spy as he
approached.

He smoked on, happily unconscious
of the enemy lurking so near, and
every time he drew on his pipe the
light from the tobacco in the bowl
flared up sufficlently for the silent
watcher to catch a faint glimpse of
his face. It was a villainous looking
one, and the officer could not pre-
vent a feeling of disgust as he
studled it. .

But what was the fellow doing
here? That was the question, and
one which the detective would have
given a good deal to answer satis-
factorily.

He did not appear to be giving
much attention to anything but his
pipe, the vigorous pulls on which
continued to Impregnate the atmos-
phere with a strong odor.

The spy soon found himself In
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something of a dilemma. He could
not decide exactly how to handie the
situathon. Meanwhile precious time
was passing, and the other side of
the mountains still a long distance off.

“Confound it,”” he muttered at last;
“I wish we’d taken another route.
This fellow would not have been en-
countered then, and this loss of time
have been avoided. What the dickens
shall I do, anyhow?"”

At the same moment the outlaw
suddenly arose. Knocking the ashes
from his pipe he slipped it into his
pocket, and strode away from the
log, coming directly toward the de-
tective,

With a low exclamation the officer
pressed close against the tree, and
the next moment the man was within
arm’s length of him.

Then  something occurred that
changed the whole situation in a
twinkling.

The outlaw stumbled and pitched
forward. He threw out his arms to
catch himself, and struck the spy
full In the breast, nearly knocking
him off his feet.

He uttered a yell of surprise and
alarm, which the officer quickly sti-
fled by dealing him a vigorous blow
on the head with the stock of his
revolver. It was the only thing he
could do, and, as the man sank down
with a groan, the spy turned to re-
trace his steps to the spot where the
boys were waiting.

In his haste he made considerable
noise, and the boys could hear him
coming while still some distance off.
They knew something unusual had
occurred, and were not surprised
when the spy rame up in an excited
manner.

“Give me a lift back here,”” was
his hasty salutation. “I’ve knocked
over one of the gang.”

He led the way back to where the
fellow was lying, and together they
proceeded to bind and gag him with
such means as came to hand. And
these means -vere decidedly limited.

The outlaw’s coat was cut into
strips and used for the purpose, but
there was some doubt in the detec-
tive’s mind as to whether they would
be sufficlently strong to hold him.
The risk had to be taken, however,
for although the officer- would have
preferred taking the prisoner with
them, their limited time would not
admit of it.

Extra attention was devoted to
properly adjusting the gag, for it
would not do to give the desperado
any chance of making an outecry.
This would draw the attention of his
friends, and the spy’s scheme would
be ruined.

By the time they had completed the
work the fellow mianifested signs of
returning consciousness. A
escaped his lips, and he moved his
body uneasily.

They had no time to waste un-
necessarily, however, and the detec-
tive urged an Immediate departure.

‘“We must leave him,” he sald.
“There's too much at stake to de-
lay longer."”

“Do you think he can break loose?"
asked George.

“I hope not. The deuce’d be to pay
if he did. We can't do anything
more, however. Come."

The rifle and revolvers of the cap-
tive were conflscated, and the party
started once more for the mountain
pass.

They pursued their way very cau-
tiously now, for it was impossible to
determine when another of the gang
would be encountered, and they were
aaxious to guard against surprise.

As a consequence their progress
was slowoer than before, and the
night was well advanced when they
finally reached the vicinity of the
canyon. Here !t was necessary to be
extremely careful.

They knew from what they had
overheard the outlaws say while con-
cealed on th~ rock that some of the
gang were In the pass, and the pos-
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sibility of running upon them was by
no means remote.

Then the fellows who had run off
the oxen were also somewhere in the
canyon, and the danger from an en-
counter with them was of sufficient
importance to demand attention.

In a little while the entrance to
the pass was reached.

CHAPTER XXIL
IN THE CANYON.

It was with somewhat uncertain
feelings that the detective led the
way In among the rocks and howl-
ders that lined the mourtain pass.
He was closely followed by the boys,
who, with every sense on the alert
and revolvers In hand, held them-
selves in readiness for any emersency
that might suddenly present itself.

The pass was a wide one, and they
picked their way through that por-
tion where the rocks were fewer in
number, as the possibility of being
attacked by a concealed foe would
thus be somewhat lessened.

The many bowlders offered excel-
lent opportunity for ambush, and an
enemy might lie in wait here without
being discovered until a volley from
their rifles should apprise the new
comers of their presence. Then it
would be too late to retreat, and al-
most impossible to offer a successful
resistance so that the importance of
guarding against such a calamity will
readily be apparent.

The three were very cautlous and
watchful, and carefully reconnoitered
every suspicious locality before pas-
sing it.

Ixf this way they advanced for
more than an hour. Nothing occurred
to cause alarm, and they began to
have hopes of reaching the other side
in safety.

The pass was not more than three
miles in extent, and half this dis-
tamrod had been accomptished. If
they were not molested for the naxt
hour they could complete the journey
without fear.

But it was not to be so.

There was a point just ahead where
the pass narrowed abruptly, the tow-
ering walls looming over it on either
side, dark and somber.

As they drew near this deflle they
were consclous of a feeling of uneasi-
ness, a sort of premonition that there
was danger ahead. Even the detec-
tive, usually cool and self possessed,
found himself growing nervous as this
dark and grewsome place presented
itself before them.

He presently called a halt, and
turned toward his companions with
the remark:

“Boys, I don’t know what Is the
matter with me tonight, but I feel
as if something is going to happen.
I'm sure all Is not right In that
blackness ahead. If it were possible
to climb the sides of the ravine and
go round it, I'd suggest doing so.

“My uneasiness is not a foollsh

whim. Whenever I feel this way I
can look out for trouble before long,
and that spot must be carefully in-
spected before we enter it. Wait here
till I come back.”
‘ He moved on, leaving the boys
standing under a large rock, the sense
of uneasiness steadily augmenting as
time passed.

One, two, three minutes went by,
but the stillness of the night was not
broken. The detective’s form had been
swallowed up by the darkness ahead,
and the boys were awalting his re-
appearance with breathless expect-
ancy.

Suddenly a sound was heard, not in
advance but behind them! The next
second footsteps were distinctly audi-
ble coming down the canyon.

‘““Hist!”" whispered George, raising
the hammer of his revolver; ‘“be
ready. We're in for it now I'm
afraid.”

They drew back close to the rock,
and the person approaching came
steadily on. A moment later two
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men, rifles in hand, passed close to
where they stood.

They had scarcely gone three yards
beyond the bowlder when there was
a bright flash ahead, and the sharp
report of a gun echoed through the
canyon. With a cry of surprise the
new comers sprang behind a rock
just as another shot rang out from
the defile in advance.

“The fellows have been attacked,”
the boys heard one of the men say.
“I thought at first the shot was at
us, but it's too far down for that. It
must bave been Jim and Bob firing
on them ox drivers. I was sure they'd
do it if they saw ’em.”

“They're a pair of fools to give
themselves away like that,” answered
the other angrily. “Now they'll have
to catch the fellows, or they'll es-
cape and squeal on us.”

The boys were sure these were the
men who had passed them while back
on the rock, for the voice of the one
was easily recognized. But what
should they do?

What did those two shots ahead
indicate? Had they been fired by the
detective, or by an enemy? Perhaps
the spy had been surprised and shot
dead In his tracks. If so it was dan-
gerous for them to remain here any
longer; if not how could they warn
the officer of the peril to be avolded
in his return?

The two outlaws concealed so near
would see him before he could have
any idea of the new peril, and he
would be riddled with lead without
having a chance to defend himself.

These thoughts passed rapldly
through their minds during the si-
lence that succeeded the report of the
guns, and though they realized the
necessity of assisting their friend
they were unable to decide how to
do fit.

Their own danger, too, was Immi-
nent. The enemy had only to cross
over to the bowlder that sheltered
them to be aware of their proximity,
aend {t was possible they might do
this at any moment.

Meanwhile the moments were pas-
sing, and no sound came from ahead.
The outlaws remained behind their
concealment, doubtless as anxlious to
understand the situation in advance
as the boys.

There was only one way to do this.
That was to go forward and investi-
gate.

The boys had no thought of doing
so, and the outlaws evidently did not
consider it judk+dous, though from
what they sald from time to time it

was apparent they had had it in
mind.
Suddenly another flash  flared

through the darkness, and another re-
port was heard. It was farther down
than the others had been, and seemed
to indlcate that some qne was steal-
ing through the narrow limits of the
pass followed and fired upon by a
concealed foe.

‘“We ought to go down there, Cas-
per,” sald one of the outlaws. “It
must be something serious. The
fel—""

At that moment another shot rang
through the ravine, followed by the
stern command:

“Halt!"”

This was responded to by the sharp
crack of a revolver succeded imme-
diately by a cry of pain. Then came
a yell of rage, another rifle shot and
—silence.

With a savage imprecation one of
the men stepped out from behind the
rock, and, leveling his rifle, was
about to shoot recklessly down the
canyon when his companion grasped
his arm.

“Stop, you fool,” he said, In a low
stern tone. “What do you want to
do?”

‘“Help the boys of course. Don't
you see there’s something wrong
down there?"

“Yes. That's no way to do though.
Let's go down. Come.”

This they were about to do when

the trembling notes of a bird sounded
on the air some distance below. It
was the same signal that had at-
tracted the attention of our friends,
and warned them of the outlaws’
presence while coming through the
woods a few hours before, and which
caused the two men to halt now
while one of them sent back a re-
sponse.

The signals were exchanged at in-
tervals for a few minutes, then some
one was heard coming up the gorge.
A moment later two forms loomed
through the gloom, and were chal-
lepged by the outlaws, who had
stepped out from the bowlder.

“Who comes?” was asked.

‘“Jim and Bob,” was the quick an-
swer. ‘“Is that you, Casper?”

“Yes. What's all that firing?"

“Somebody was sneaking through
the cut and we tried to stop him, but
he got away In the darkness. He shot
Jim here in the leg."”

The two men came up now, one
limping badly, assisted by the other.
Casper began swearing at them for
allowing the unknown one to es-
cape after he had fired upon them.

“Why didn't you follow him up and
shoot him, Bob?’ he angrily de-
manded. “Don’t you see the whole
gang are In danger mow. That de-
tective we've got back there in the
cabin likely has friends hunting us
out, and this fellow was one of 'em.
Confound your stupidity anyhow.’

““Go easy there, will you?' growled
the other. ‘“Jim was groaning badly,
and I couldn’t leave him. I thought
he was hurt more than he is.”

Casper would not listen. He con-
tinued to shower invectives upon his
companion, which the fellow took in
sullen silence. At last, however, he
stopped and asked:

“Did you see anything more of the
ox drivers while you've been here?”

“Yes. They've passed through the
canyon with the oxen, and I suppose
are on the other side now. We were
goin’ to stop 'em, but they seemed
to be goin’ about their business, and
we didn’t hinder ’'em. I don't think
they're sples.”

“Well, I'm glad of that. I don't
think they're sples either. It’'s a won-
der you had sense enough to let 'em
pass.”

“Oh shut up, will you?' said the
other in disgust. “We were on our
way now to warn you that we'd bet-
ter light out of this place, and that's
what we get for it.”

“Why had we better get out?’
asked the leader.

‘“‘Because we think that fellow who
passed us is an officer of some sort,
and he'll be back after us with a
posse.”

The rage of the counterfeiter at this
announcement was unbounded. He
bagan hurling epithets at Bob agaln
in a manner that made the boys
shudder as they listened.

“It's all your fault,” 'he raved.
“Why did you allow him to escape?
If we have to get out before we fin-
ish that queer, you'll hear from me
again, let me tell you that.”

“I don’t fear you, Casper, and you
know it,”” coolly answered Bob. “In-
stead of storming llke a fool that
way you'd better get back to the
cabin, and prepare to leave. It's get-
ting too hot for us here.”

few minutes later the men
moved away, coming directly toward
the rock that concealed the boys.

CHAPTER XXII
ON THE BACK TRACK.

As the outlaws approached the boys,
scarcely daring to breathe, shrank
close against the bowlder, silently
working their way around to the op-
posite side. They were sure they
would be discovered, and tried to pre-
pare themselves for the worst.

But the next moment the danger
was past; the outlaws had gone by
and continued up the canyon.

Evidently the information given by

Bill had disturbed Casper so that he
decided to act without delay. He re-
alized the danger he and his men in-
curred by longer remaining In this
locality, and he seemed to be anxious
to return to the “coining room,” fin-
ish up their work there, and leave as
soon as possible.

This is the construction the boys
put upon the men’'s conduct, and how
to prevent them from carrying out
their intention wuntil the detective
could secure his posse and make the
attack was a matter to which they
now turned their attention.

They did not look for the spy's re-
turn, for they knew that he must
have passed safely through the defile,
and was now making all haste to
reach the other side and get his men
together.

He had not intended to go on with-
out them when he went forward to
reconnoliter, but being surprised and
attacked In his work, he was obliged
to suddenly alter his plans and pro-
ceed alone. He had probably been
half way or more through the ravine
when first fired upon, and it was
easler to advance than to retrace his
steps.

He knew the boys would discover
that something was wrong when they
heard the firing and would look out
for themselves accordingly. In the
meantime he could hurry on through
the canyon, get his men together and
start back with all possible speed.

But even under the most favorable
conditions it would be at least four
hours before the detective could ac-
complish all this, and during that
time the counterfeiters could finish
up whatever business they had to ad-
Just and make good their escape.

“We must prevent that if possible,”
said George emphatically. *“To lose
that reward now, after all we've gone
through, is a little more than I care
to think of, and I don't intend to al-
low it.”

“I don’t see what we can do,” re-
Joined Charlie. “We certalnly can't
capture 'em alone, and It'll be some
time before Wilson gets here with
his men.”

“We can go back to the tunnel, and
keep watch until they come,” George
continued. “If the outlaws leave we
can follow them and see where they
go. It's my opinion they've got
another retreat somewhere in the
mountains, and they'll probably move
everything there.”

“If we do that Wilson won’t know
what to make of It when he returns
and filnds us gone,” argued Charlie,
who did not care to return to the
scene of thelr recent adventures.

“I don’t think that'll make any dif-
ferance,!’ replied George. “*He'll
come right on to the tunnel whether
we're here or not, and we can meet
him there, and perhaps have some-
thing important to tell him.”

Charlie offered some further objec-
tions, and proposed walting here for
the detective's return or pressing on
through the canyon to meet him, bu
George rejected these suggestions,
averring that It would be a waste of
time to do either.

“Our best course i{s to go back and
watch the men,” he affirmed, *and
that's what I shall do. Of course I
don't want you to go If you're no:
willing, and you can stay here until
Wilson comes back.”

“What do you take me for?"’ asked
the other indignantly. “If you go, you
know very well I'll go with you.”

“Come on then; we must get there
as soon as we can. Be careful now,
and don't make any noise.”

They stepped out from behind the
rock, and, after listening a few mo-
ments to satisfy themselves it was
safe to advance, started up the gorge.
It was a perilous enterprise, but
George's mind was fully made up and
they did not falter.

The moon had risen some time be-
fore and was shedding its pale rays
down into the gorge. They were care-
ful to keep well In the shadow of the



bowlders as they advanced, at the
same time maintaining a sharp look-
out for the outlaws ahead.

They knew the wounded man could
not get along very fast, and they
expected to catch a glimpse of the
enemy at any moment. But they
pushed on until the end of the canyon
was reached without coming upon
them.

This was a trifle surprising. The

fellow was apparently able to get -

over ground with more speed than
they had supposed. Not more than
half an hour had expired since the
outlaw passed the bowlder, and the
boys had lost no time in the pursuit
after leaving the rock, so that they
ought to have overhauled them by
now.

““They’ve turned off, I reckon,” said
Charlie, as they halted under a rock
at the mouth of the canyon.

““How could they do that?” de-
manded George. “They couldn’t
climb the walls of the ravine, and

it’d be impossible to swerve from the
course without doing that.”

“Well, where are they then? They
couldn't get so far ahead of us be-
fore we came In sight of em.”

“Do you know what I think?” asked
George suddenly, looking carefully
back.

*‘What?" demanded Charlie quickly.

‘“We've passed 'em.”

“Get out; how could we do that?
They'd see us.”

“Perhaps they have,” sald George
uneasily.

He felt decidedly uncomfortable. He
could not make himself belleve that
the men had got so far ahead, and
if they had passed them in the ra-
vine the outlaws were aware of it.

Why they had not been fired upon
at the time he could not imagine, but
it is llkely the outlaws had some ub-
ject in view in allowing them to pass.
They had made a great blunder in
coming along so fast, and George
was sorry now that they had not
been more cautious.

He was so sure the counterfeiters
would continue straight on, however,
and S0 anxiy1s to overhnul :Lomi that
he had neglected ‘o take Into con-
sfderation the nworsihility o their
stopping. Now their own presence ia
the canycn was kacwn, and  the
chkane~ of following the sutlaws with
any degree of success was out of the
qaestlon.

“I'm afrald wc've ruined all, and
got ourselves Into considerable dan-
ger,” saild George looking around
again apprehensively. “We shouldn’t
have been so confounded stupld.”

“I don’t see Where we made a mis-
take,” returned Charlie. ‘‘“We came
along without making any nolse, and
that’s about all we could do.”

*'There’'s where you're wrong. We
should have stopped at iIntervals to
listen, and we ought to have exam-
ined every large rock and bowlder
before passing it. I'm sure the men
are behind us.”

““Then they may sneak upon us
unawares, and shoot us down before
we know it,” sald Charlie In alarm.

““That’s just what I'm afrald of,”
George answered. “I don’t know why
they didn't shoot when we passed
them, but they must have had some
good reason for it. Probably they
wanted to see what we were after.”

“What'll you do now?"”

“I don't know yet. I suppose we
ought to keep right on, but it’s useless
to do so if the men are behind us.”

While George was trying to de-
cide on their next move, a slight
noise came to their ears from down
the canyon. They looked quickly iIn
that direction, but could discern noth-
ing. They continued to stare, however,
for the disturbance had been plainly
detected, and they were positive
something was approaching.

“Hist!”" whispered George, an in-
stant later; ‘“‘there they come now!’

True enough. The moonlight re-
vealed the forms of three men com-
ing up the gorge.

(To be continued.)
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STRIKE WHILE THE IRON IS
HOT.

Shun delays, they breed remorse;
Take thy time while time is lent
thee;
Creeping snails have weakest force;
Fly their fault, lest thou repent
thee.
Good is bcst when soonest wrought
Lingering labors come to naught.
—Southwell.

(This Story began last week.)
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CHAPTER IV.
THE MIDNIGHT REVELATION.

Aunt Amazine had left the hall
lamp burning dimly, “In casc of any-
thing happening,” she had said to
herself, with that vague anxlety
which Is caused by anything unusual
in the routine of dally life; and by
this funereal ray Jean beheld her
father sitting in the hall chair in an
attitude of utter despalr, as if he had
had barely strength to reach his
home, and had dropped Into the first
soat he came to: he ecrouched there
with his face buried in his hands and
these resting on his knees. His
heavy overcoat had not been taken
off, and his fur cap lay on the floor
just where it had fallen unheeded
from his head when he flung himself
down. From time to time long sighs,
or rather groans, convulsed his form.

The whole appearance of the man
expressed such Intense mental suffer-
ing that it is no wonder that a thrill
of terror held the inexperienced girl
motlonless as she contemplated her
father, ever so genlal and companion-
able with his children, under this
new and dreadful aspect, strange to
her as the sinister face of misery
itself.

She felt that she dared not intrude
on this sorrow alone; she longed for
Tom’s support, Tom who was so
brave and ready; and she softly stole
back from the head of the stairs, and
on to his room In the front of the
house. To awake Tom from a sound
sleep was not usually an easy thing,
but there was something in Jean's
low tone and in the nervous grip of
her trembling hand on his arm which
drew him from the depths of his
first slumber into instant conscious-
ness in a moment; and he sat bolt
upright in bed In the dark, asking
quickly: °

“What’s wrong, Jean?"’

“I don’t know, Tom,” whispered the
trembling girl, “but father's just
got home, and is sitting In the hall.
He's either sick or in dreadful trou-
ble. I daren’t go down alone—oh
poor papa!”’

A heavy sob burst from her as the
pang of her words struck her, but
she controlled herself under Tom'’s
soothing hand.

‘“Go back to bed, Jean, I'll go to
father, he may prefer it,”” he added
gently as she would have objected.
“You may be sure I'll call you If you
can do anything.”

With a sudden sense of grateful
trust in this stout hearted brother
who could guard and supplement her
weakness 80 well, she threw her arms
round him, and they kissed each
other fervently, a rare concession
from Tom, and then Jean stole back
to her room and obedlently lay down.

When Tom went down stairs his
father had left the hall, but he heard
his step in the small rear apartment
he called his smoking room, and find-
ing the door ajar, Tom entered.

There was no light lit, but the win-
ter starlight rendered objects dis-
cernible, and the boy saw his father
pacing back and forth with his head
bowed on his breast, and his hands
clasped behind him, while deep sighs
burst from him from time to time.

So absorbed was he| in his own
thoughts that he did not observe his
son till Tom stood in his way, when
he started back, exclaiming in a
voice which he valnly strove to ren-
der natural, “What? Are you out of
bed at this hour?”

His hoarse tone, his haggard look,
shocked Tom; he could not speak, but
gazed at his father with such grief
and entreaty that the unfortunate
man, exhausted by many hours of
agony, broke down completely and
threw himself into a chair with a
heart broken groan.

Tom seized his cold hand eagerly,
and, caressing it between his own
warm ones, sald earnestly:

“Father, whatever the trouble |is,
you know you can depend on me.
Won’t you let me help you, or share
it, anyhow?"’

The cold and passive hand pressed
his convulsively. His father ralsed
his pale face with a look of unuttera-
ble affection.

“My poor boy, I know the true
stuff you are made of,” sald he
brokenly, “but this trouble of mine
is too crushing a burden for a young
heart; would to heaven that I could
bear it alone.”

“No, no,” urged Tom, ‘“who can
feel for you like your own son?”’

“Too" true, alas! Too true,” sald
Mr. Latimer. ‘“We stand or fall to-
gether, my poor Tom, and my ruin is
yours, my disgrace your disgrace, or
so the world will have it.”

“Disgrace?’ repeated Tom faintly,
a sickening sense of having been pre-
pared for this surging over him.
“Oh, father, what has happened?”

Mr. Latimer gazed earnestly into
his son’s face, trylng to read it by
the faint light. He saw grief and
amazement there, and honest sym-
pathy, but no signs of distrust. He
drew a long breath of relief; his son
was incapable of suspecting that his
disgrace was merited; he belleved in
his father's integrity.

The stricken man whisperad a pas-
sionate thanksgiving to Heaven; his
misfortune seemed robbed of half its
bitterncss.

Bidding Tom sit down beside him,
he told him the following story:

Ten years before, while Mrs. Lati-
mer was still alive, a friend of hers,
a widow of the name of Merton, had
some money which she wished to in-
vest in some manufacturing concern,
and asked Mr. Latimer’'s advice on
the subjoct. As ho knew that Grayley
& Co. were anxious to get the use of
more capital, and was a thoroughly
solvent firm, he had suggested that
she invest her money with them, and
she had done so, sinking fourteen
thousand dollars in their business and
drawing the interest.

Several weeks previous she had
written to Mr. Latimer, through
whom all her business with the firm
had continued to be transacted, re-
questing the return of the fourteen
thousand dollars at Messrs. Grayley
& Co.’s earliest convenicnce. She
explained in confidence to her old
friend that she had an unusually ex-
cellent chance to settle her young
brother in business, and was eager
to take advantage of it, as the young
man had been a subject of great
anxiety to her, and she recognized
this as a providential opportunity to
place him in a congenial sphere and
beyond the influence of his old asso-
clates.

On representing the case to Grayley
& Co., the firm resolved to repay the
whole of the loan at once, and in-
structed Mr. Latimer to tell her so,
'‘and ask her how she would have the
money forwarded. After some delay
Mrs. Merton answered by a type-
written letter signed by herself. She
had been dangerously {ll, she salid,
and was still too weak to hold the
pen, so had been glad to avalil herself
of the assistance of a typewriter who
boarded in the same house. With re-
gard to the money, she requested
Grayley & Co. to send it in notes by

" hurt they came In as soon as
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express with the customary precau-
tions, as she resided in an out of the
way country place where there were
no facilities for cashing checks and
she was still too {ll to travel to the
nearest city.

“Mr. Grayley brought me the notes
today, and we counted them over to-
gether in my own little office,” con-
tinued Mr. Latimer. “Several of our
drummers had just brought in their
recelpts, and the package was prin-
cipally made up of notes on the banks
of the various States canvassed by
our agents, very few of them on
New York. After Mr. Grayley left
me I spent some considerable time
taking down the numbers of the
notes, and as usual clerks were com-
ing In now and again for orders,
though I can swear that no one ap-
proached my d=sk. I had finished my
task and had the package made up,
sealed and directed, and was just
about to call the messenger to take
it to the cxpress office, when there
was a loud explosion in the junior’s
room next to mine, and such cries of
fear that I sprang to see what had
happened.

“The room was white with gunpow-
der smoke, and the fumes were so
pungent that I was taken with a vio-
lent fit of coughing, and groped my
way to a window to throw it up.
The clerks were clustered about the
outer door, coughing and sneezing
like myself. Seeing that no one was
the
smoke cleared a little. No one could
explain the cause of the explosion
till we found traces of a toy torpedo
close to the door of my office; then one
of the clerks remembered that he had
fancied he saw a small boy in the
street throw something in the direc-
tion of one of the windows which
was open a little way from the top,
but as he had noticed nothing fall,
he had supposed the urchin was only
making a feint at throwing to annoy
the porter, as the street boys often
do.
“But this was no ordinary toy tor-
pedo; some ingredient had been Intro-
duced into it which had alvost suffo-
cated us, and had caused a confusion
beyond what any common firework
would have done. And when I re-
turned to my desk the packet of
bank notes was gone.”

“Oh father!” exclalmed Tom in
dismay.

“Yes, vanishod as completely as
it it had never been, leaving no
trace,” sald Mr. Latimer hopelessly.

“You couldn't have put it some-
where and forgotten in the confusion?
You looked everywhere?”’

“Everywhere, Tom. No, no, I for-
got nothing. During the few mo-
ments I was out of my room the
packet was stolen.”

“Could any of the clerks have done
it?”

“The Instant they were told that a
package was missing—though the
value was not announced—they de-
manded to be searched, and were
searched. No, Tom, the young men
are as guiltless as I am.”

“And what does Mr. Grayley say?"’

Mr. Latimer writhed as If In physi-
cal pain.

“Mr. Grayley’s lips say little, but
his looks declare his suspiclon of
me,” was the reply. R

“Of you! After all these years of
faithful service!” cried Tom in burn-
ing indignation. “How cruel! how un-
Just!”

‘“He wishes to be neither,” answered
his father. ‘“He Is a keen business
man who has outlived all his illusions,
as he says; and he was swindled be-
fore by a man with as fair a record
as mine. In fact he considers himselt
foolishly lenient in giving me time
to restore the plunder before he de-
nounces me. He told me significantly
that of course he held me accounta-
ble for the missing cash, but would
give me a reasonable period in which
to make it good.

“Fourteen thousand dollars! If T
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sold all I own in the world I could
not realize half of it. And what
about my children? This is a very
bitter trial; I know not how to bear
it. Ruin—disgrace—my dear ones cast
on the world with no heritage save
their father's shame—How—how shall
1 endure it?"

Murmuring these words in a voice
of acute. agony, the unhappy man
sprang up and paced the room, while
Tom could only watch him with
swelling heart and his teeth buried
in his lip to keep back the tears of
pain and pity which threatened to
burst forth.

But a slight flgure stole in from
the door where it had been hovering
in timid doubt for some time, and
running forward threw itself upon
Mr. Latimer's breast, it's arms round
his neck, with a sobbing cry of:

“Dear—dear papa. nothing can be
so very bad while we have each other
to love. What do we care about be-
ing poor, Tom and 1? Nothing, if you
are with us! Shame? We shall be
proud to share it with you, our good,
honorable father! We will all three
stand together and fight with poverty

and wrong till we conquer, and we
will conquer!”
The last words Jean uttered In a

burst of enthusiasm, and lifting her
tear wet face with a smile which
seemed almost inspired in the pallid
starlight; and the sorely tried father
pressed her In his arms, then held out
his hand for his son’'s, saying with
renewed courage:

“What man dare call his burden
too heavy while he has such children
to help him bear it? My little com-
forter, my Jean, and you, my loyal
hearted boy, I thank you, for you
have made me a man again.”

CHAPTER V.
MAKING THE BEST OF IT.
Next morning before Mr. Latimer
went to the city the whole family
held a consultation on the altered
prospects so unexpectedly opened up

to them. Mrs. Ross had been told
the sad story before his children
came down, and although a timid

and gently nurtured woman, she had
accepted the terrible reverse in store
for them all without a complaint,
seeming only anxious to divert her
brother’'s mind from the painful an-
xlety on their account which so
heavily added to his burden.

She had inherited a small but suffi-
clent competence from her late hus-
band—a sea captain who had gone
down with his ship many yvears ago—
and on the death of Mrs. Latimer,
she had gladly accepted her brother's
invitation to make her home with
him, and bring up his children. She
had insisted on paylng her share of
the household expenses liberally in
spite of Mr. Latimer's generous de-
sire that she would save her money
against a possible day of disaster.

She was true to her nature now in
pressing upon her ruined brother the
whole of her little capital to use ax
he judged best; dut he, though deeply
affected by her uncalculating devotion
to him in this hour of trouble, for-
hade her to mention her proposition
again.

“What would you think of a man,
even were he drowning, who would
drag down a loving woman with him
in his craven struggle for life?”" he
asked her with an affectionate smile.
““On me this trial has been laid, and
with Heaven's help T will bear it as
becomes a man and a Christian. Al
the same, Amazine. this evidence of
your love and faith is unspeakably
sweet to me,”” he added in a low
voice. “It behooves me indeed to quit
myself manfully when I can still
count among my blessings you three
dear ones.”

Tom and Jean had entered while he
was speaking, and perceiving that
their aunt knew all, they gave way
to a little natural emotion and then
brightened up with the blessed elas-
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ticity of youth, and were ready to
take spirited part in the discussion
which followed their breakfast.

What t. do now was the first ques-
tion, for- although they all cherished
a secre.. hope that something might
yet be discovered at Grayley’'s which
woulC exonerate Mr. Latimer from
all blame, and shift the responsibility
from his shoulders, still it was rec-
ognized that they ought to be pre-
pared for the worst, and not be
caught unawares.

““The house must be sold as soon as
possible,”” said Mr. Latimer resolutely,
while his little audience strove to hide
the thrill of pain which ran through
them at the suggestion, prepared
though they were for it. ‘‘The furni-
ture, too: we can tind purchasers for
it any time. Then, as boarding is so
expensive in the city, and my rail-
road ticket has still several months to
run, we must try to find three rooms
with one of our neighbors, and go
into modest housekeeping.'

"l can cook—I love it,"”" cried Jean
eagerly.

“And 1 can light the ftires and
carry the water,” chimed in Tom. *“I
can do that before I go off to my
work, for of course I must get some
paying position at once.”

Mr. Latimer glanced at him half
proudly, half sadly: for he knew well
what desire of his heart his hoy was
giving up without a sign in that
speech; Tom's dear ambition had been
to go to college and study for a pro-
fessorship.

“And 1 am to be left out? Can I
be of no use?’ saild Aunt Amazine
with tears in her kind eyes.

“My dear sister, I cannot let you
sacrifice yourself to us, I cannot!"
cried Mr. Latimer: “our life will be
full of privation for a time, and why
should you suffer because we have
to? I need not tell you what a grief
it will be to us all to have you leave
us. but it must be. At least for a
time. Take this opportunity to pay
that long promised visit to your oid
friend, Mrs. Grandon, in Brooklyn:
you will be near enough to see us
often.””

“No no, I refuse,” exclaimed Mrs.
Ross with great emotion. “‘Let us
stand or fall together, Thomas; it is
my right if I claim it, and you can't
be so cruel as to thrust me away.”

“Let her come with us, dear Aunt
Amazine!” cried Jean, throwing her
arms round her neck and kissing her
tenderly.

“‘She’s right, father, you see
all bound together and you
shake one of us off,” added Tom.
“And how could we get along with-
out our stern old aunt to keep us up
to the scrateh?” The Iast clause, we

we're
can't

need scarcely say, was in fun, and
was Tom's way of lightening the
situation.

So it was decided that wherever
they went, were it even into a hovel,
they would keep together in adver-
sity as they had in prosprity.

“Now, Tom, I think we ought to
tell papa about Mrs. Tryder, we
haven't had a chance hefore,” said
Jean brightly. “You didn't know that
you had a hero of the first water for
a son, did you. pa?"

Tom looked up with such a startled
air that Jean checked herself in won-
der, then the memory of Mrs. Try-
der’s ambiguous speech darted across
her mind, and she returned Tom’s
look with one as significant.

“Did you ever know a Mrs. Try-
der who has friends in this neighbor-
hood, and who lives in St. Paul
Minnesota?" asked she very soberly.

“No. I never knew any one of the

name,” replied Mr. Latimer, after a
moment’s reflection.
Jean told her story much more

seriously than she had set out to do,
though she did full justice to Tom's
feat in passing: but when she came
to the lady’s words she relinquished
the mnarration to him. preferring to
leave the quosasion %0 his own dis-
eretion,

And Tom's discretion prompted him
to spare his father the perplexity
which Mrs. Tryder's utterance of the
word ‘‘Disgrace’” had caused him;
since she was as much a stranger to
his father as to himself he saw that
the former could suggest no explana-

tion of her choice of words, so why
trouble him?
So he merely repeated the lady’s

kind request that he would apply to
her if he was ever in mneed of a
friend; and there the matter ended for
the time.

But he had a good reason for in-
forming his father of the second am-
biguous speech uttered the previous
evening—Walter Smeyvithe’'s. Smythe
was one of the junior clerks in Gray-
lev & Co.'s, and must have been in
the room with the others when the
torpedo exploded.

Mr. Latimer listened to the account
of the incident with close attention.

“Yes, Smythe was present at the
time,” sald he, "In fact it was
Smythe who saw the street boy
throwing—or pretending to throw—
something at the open window. The
porter did not see him. nor did any
one else, only Smythe. I can't under-
stand why he should have impglied
that disgrace had fallen upon your
home—not one in the firm Is aware
that it was money that was lost with
the exception of Grayley and my-
self. The clerks were told that a
package of papers had disappeared
from my desk. As a matter of pre-

caution Mr. Grayley made as little
of the affair as he could, to spare
me, no doubt,” he added bitterly.

“It seems to me Smythe will bear

watching,” said Tom. “I don't want
to prejudge him, but really a fellow
who could act as he did last night
seems capable of a good deal of
shady business.”

‘““Take care, my boy,” rejoined his
father, “it Is fatally easy to suspect
the innocent.”

And Tom was silenced.

Mr. Latimer departed for the city,
hoping against hope that something
might occur through the day to prove
to Mr. Grayley the injustice of his
suspicions; but he returned at night
more despondent than when he went
away. He was worn out, too, with
anxiety and lack of sleep; for he had
remained in New York late the pre-
ceding night searching in every im-
aginable place for the missing pack-
age, and when he did arrive at Yan-
tico had wandered about the silent
streets for hours in agony of mind
so that it was no wonder if he was
exhausted now and ready to suc-
cumb to despalir. N

Mr. Grayley had plainly told him
that until the mystery of the missing
cash was cleared up he could not per-
mit him to continue in his present po-
sition of trust, nor could he allow
him to leave the firm and seek a situ-
ation elsewhere; and he had assigned
him a desk in his own private office
where his humble work was to add up
long rows of figures all day long un-
der his chief’'s =severe eye—an eye
which ever watched for some guilty
sign,

Humiliated to the very dust, Mr,
L.atimer could only resign himself to
the degradation.

Then he discovered that he was un-
der surveillance all the way home—
that Mr. Grayley had in fact a pri-
vate detective on his track. It was
no consolation to know that each of
the junior clerks had his similar
shadow: the man whose integrity had
been so long without a flaw felt the

insult almost more than he could
bear. But he did not distress his
family with this information,

4 week—a month went by, and the
situation remained the same at Gray-
ley's. The varfous detectives discov-
ered absolutely nothing to the dis-
advantage of one of the suspects, and
at last even Mr. Latimer was re-
leved of his spy, as far as he could
discover.

The  fourteen

thousand  dollars

seemed to have vanished forever; not
one of them had been traced, though
for that matter Mr. Grayley was free
to speculate whether Mr. Latimer had
not furnished him with a false list of
their numbers, and whether he might
not be working them off by degrees
for less traceable property.

At all events he held Mr. Latimer
sternly to account for them, so the
pretty house was sollfor three thous--

. and dollars, and the¢ furniture for one

thousand more; and all save five hun-
dred dollars was sent to Mrs. Merton,
who answered as before by typewriter,
acknowledging the receipt of the
sum and urging the payment of the
balance as soon as might be. Mr.
Latimer had not as yet informed her
of his misfortune, always hoping the
money might be traced, and in the
meanwhile he strained every nerve
to send her something on account.

By the end of that wretched month
the Latimers had left their home for-
ever, and were installed in a few
rooms at Farmer Bayers'.

CHAPTER VI.
IS IT A CLEW?

The downfall of the Latimers
caused quite a sensation in Yantico.
and the unfortunate family had their
first taste of the trlals peculiar to
their position in the various styles
in which their neighbors showed their
consciousness of their altered for-

tunes.
Bome, Indeed, merely redoubled
their kindness and respect, but too

many betrayed the mean envy with
which they had regarded the Lati-
mers in their prosperity by their in-
sulting pretense of pity or by their
patronizing manners.

Among the former class—the friends
indeed who were friends in need—was
Will Golden's family, while among
the latter, and perhaps the worst ex-
amples of them, we may count Walter
Smythe and his father. The elder
Smythe kept a general grocery store
in Yantico, and was somewhat cele-
brated in the place as a man mean

enough ‘‘to pick the coppers off a
dead man’s eyes."

However that might be, he was
now loud fn his reproaches of Mr.

Latimer who had “cut such a dash”
as he sald, “on borrowed money, and
had taken good care to fail when it
was called in.”

This rumor, set in circulation by
the Smythes, soon reached Tom's ears,
and one day when Will Golden was
with him, he stopped Walt as he was
trying to dodge him in the street, and
accosted him.

“I.ook here, Smythe, I've something
to say to you; Don’t be in such a
hurry.”

“But I am In a hurry—can't wait—
see you again,” gstammered Walt,
looking frightened and trying to pass
on. But Tom and his chum blocked
the way before and behind, and the
other had to listen whether or no.

“Your father told Mr. Golden the
other day a scandalous story of mv
father,” said Tom, and he repeated
the calumny. *“Now, sir, what au-
thority had you for tattling the pri-
vate business of Grayley & Co. to
vour father or anybody else?"”

“I don’t know what you're talkin'
abhout,” blustered Smythe. bt £
father isn't me-why bully me?"’

“You repeated much the same li»
to Harry Kendal, and bragged that
vou could have Latimer and all his
tribe drummed out of Yantico if vou
chose to tell all you knew."

“I—I—never!—Harry yarns,” stut-
tered the scandalmonger. looking ner-
vously around for a chance to escape

“‘Harry never yarns, but you do,
and I'm going to thrash the bad
habit out of vou.”

“You—you darsn’t!’ cried Smythe,
now thoroughly scared. My father's
In the town council. and he can put
you in jafl In a minute.”

“I'll risk  that,” laughed ‘Tom
grimly. “Put up your fists, Smythe,
unless you prefer to take your thrash-
Ing meekly, because you know wvou
deserve {t."



“Two of you against one?” snarled
Smytne, turning pale. *I'll shout for
help if you touch me.”

“Don’'t funk on my account, Walt
Smythe,” remarked Will dryly. "I
won't touch you; Tom’s bossing this
job. But you've only to repeat the
slander and I'll chip in with pleas-
ure."”

“Blackguards! Low rowdies!" al-
most sobbaed the trembling dude, but
his plaint was cut short by a howl,
for he was in the hands of the aven-
ger, and for a couple of minutes had
no breath to spare for eloquence.

“Now, Smythe, 1 hope you'll take
the lesson to heart,”” said Tom stand-
ing over his fallen foe and looking
very grim and -letermined; ‘‘you know
now what scandalmongering will
bring you, and jou may tell your
father that Grayley & Co. will be in-
formed that through his son Walter
he appears to know more of their pri-
vate business than they themselves
do; they will probably be glad to hear
any discoveries connected with their
affairs that he has made. Get up and
march now."

Smythe scrambled to his feet; he
was greatly demoralized, not only as
to his outer man, but his spirit was
fainting within him, as it were.

“Say, Tom, if you tell Grayley that
I'll be rulned!’ exclaimed he piteous-
Iy, and throwing himself on his chas-
tiser's mercy with that ‘‘cheek’ which
Tom had already found so colossal.
“You don’t know what a dreadful
scrape I'll be in; I wouldn't care
so much for Grayley's, but it's—"
He choked himself suddenly. In the
fervor of his self pity he had forgot-
ten to whom he was confessing him-
self. “They’ll bounce me, sure,’ he
continued awkwardly, ‘and father'll
be furious. You won’'t make mischief
for me, will you?”

“Look her, I'll make a bargain with
you—WIill shall be witness,” said
Tom. *If you'll tell me the whole
truth about this business—all that you
know about those missing papers, and
what your reason is for blackening
my father's good rame—then I prom-
ise to say nothing more, to Grayley
or anybody else, about the Smythe
scandal.”

Walt had looked pale enough Iin
view of his thashing, but he looked
positively deathly now.

“I don’'t know anything about the
papers,’”” protested he in a trembling
voice. "I was only guessing about
vour father, because he’s no longer
manager and has been set to a
junior's work. T'll never say another
word—I swear I won’'t, if you'll only
let up on me. You won’t tell Gray-
ley, will you?”’ he implored.

Tom and WIill were exchanging
glances of disappointment and dis-
gust. They felt that Smythe was ly-
ing to them even while groveling at
Tom’s feet for mercy.

“Since you've nothing to conceal
vou needn't be afraid of Grayley,”
replied Tom, turning away; ‘‘you can
explain your conduct to him in your
own truthful way when he calls upon
vou to do so. Come, WIIL,” and the
friends continued on their way, leav-
ing Smythe planted in the middle of
the sidewalk in a state of panic which
plunged them in speculation.

Since the malicious whispers had
heen going the rounds of Yantico Tom
had confided something of the trou-
ble to his friend; Will knew that Mr.
Latimer held himself responsible for
the lost money. and had sacrificed his
home to pay part of the debt. But
Tom had not thought right to tell
him that his father was suspected by

Mr. Grayley of having appropriated
the money.

“Walt Smythe knows something
about that cash,” declared Will as

they walked a:way: ‘could it be possi-
ble that he took it?"

“1 can't s2e how, for the clerks
wera search:d before they left the
place,” replied Tom: “In fact Smythe
himself was -the first to suggest that
shouldl be searched. so fath-r
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“Rather qucer idea considering that
they weren't supposed to know that
it was money that was missed,” sug-
gested Will. “‘Don't it strike you that
Smythe seems to have had a good
deal to say in the affair?"’

“It does indeed, Will. Of course
you remember that spiteful speech he
made the night Amy fell into the ice,
betore we knew a word of father's
trouble?”’

Will nodded, opening his eyes
wider.
“He and all the other clerks had

been told that a package of papers
was missing, there was no question
of honor or dishonor in” the case. At
most somebody had blundered. Then
what secret knowledge led him to
prophesy disgrace upon our name?
‘Look at home' he sald, meaning poor
father.”

“Smythe knows something about
that cash—perhaps all about it,"”" ex-
claimed Will excitedly. *“And he's

trying to cast suspicion on Mr. Lati-
mer to divert it from himself, the
little traitor!”’

“Yes, Will, I believe It's so,” said
Tom, “and as Walt has neither wit
nor spunk enough to plan such a
steal himself, somebody has put him

up to it. Now who?"

“Skinflint Smythe himself, most
likely,” replled Will.

“Perhaps; I wish Walt could be

watched, but even if 1 was free, de-
tective business is an art beyvond me.
However, I believe I have a strong
enough case against him now to tell
father; he wouldn't let me talk of my
suspicions before.”

‘“Yes, and your father ought to tell
Mr. Grayley; he's the one to deal
with Walt,” said Will.

But Tom returned no answer to
that; he knew that his father's
wounded pride would prevent him
from directing Mr. Grayley's suspi-
cions to any one else while he him-
self was suspected. Untll Mr. Lati-
mer had some proof of Walter
Smythe’s guilt to show, he would say
nothing.

Will Golden's father was in the
electric light biusiness and had con-
tracted to light the town; and when
he heard that Tom was looking for
work he had kindly made a place for
him among his gang of men who
were setting up the poles. Humble
enough work for a college aspirant,
but Tom had thankfully accepted it,
not only because of the good pay,
but because it permitted him to live
at home. At present he felt that he
could not have given up that conso-
lation, and then his aunt and sister
required all the cheering his bounding
spirits could give them. For their
experlences at Mr. Bayers' were not
always pleasant, the farmer being
unusually rough and Ignorant, and
making no secret of his opinlon that
“pride had gone before their fall,” and
hence that they deserved it.

Afterwards they discovered that he
was a crony of Mr. Smythe’s, and had
accepted the honorable post of spy
on Mr. Latimer's actions, under the
firm belief that the latter was an un-
detected dzfaulter.

Mrs. Bayers was a timid, silent wo-
man, whose lot in life it was to work
hard, obey her husband’s orders and
hold her tongue; and even the gentle
influence of Aunt Amazine had no
more effect upon her stunted nature
than dew upon a rock.

Jean had after anxlous considera-
tion, decided to make practical use of
a certain modest abllity she pos-
sessed—that of trimming a hat or
bonnet stylishly; and by dint of cal-
ling round among her acquaintances
to solicit custom, and promising to
work c¢heaply, she had formed a re-
spectable little clientele, and was able
to contribute her portion towards de-
fraying the expenses.

Aunt Amazine also contrived to
earn money by her needle; she was
an exquisite point-lace maker, and
supplied a fancy work store with
specimens of her beautiful art, but

at the cost of many an hour of head-
ache and pain in the eyes, of which
she never spoke.

Tom opened his mind to his father
about Walter Smythe that evening.
Mr. Latimer did not seem surprised.

“I have come to believe with you,
that young Smythe is implicated,” he
said. "“Arkwright, the man who s
filling my place at present, informed
me some days since that Walter has
heen detected prowling about the of-
fice as if on the lookout for another
snatch; Arkwright found him there
twice, after a moment's absence. His
excuse each time was so clumsy that
it was obviously an invention. Ark-
wright laid the matter before Mr.
Grayley, and Smythe is narrowly
watched. Any day the truth may be
revealed.”

Next day, when Tom went home at
noon for his dinner, accompanied as
far as the door by Will, who worked
with him (from pure comradeship
for he ought to have been at school)
Jean flew {0 meet them, fluttering a
telegram above her head.

‘*News, boys—great news for us,”
she cried exultantly, then obesrving
a big rough hand holding ajar the
door of the Bayers’ kitchen while the
unctuous odors of the farmer's din-
ner cf salt pork and sauerkraut
filled the passage, she beckoned them
into the Latimer sitting room, dining
room and kitchen in one, and punc-
tiliously closing the door, laid the
open sheet in Tom’s hands.

“Great news,” he read aloud. ‘““The
suspect nas betrayed himself. Let
Tom come in by one thirty train.
The chief would hear his story.”

(70 be continued.)

[This Story began in No. 565.)

A Bad Lot.

BY ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM,

Author of “Ben Bruce,” * Cast Upon the
Breakers,” * Number g1,” etc., etc.

CHAPTER XXXVIII
CONCLUSION.

When Bernard left the cars and
stepped on the platform of the Don-
caster station, he saw Freedom
Wentworth preparing to drive away
on a store wagon.

“Give me a ride, Freed?' said Ber-
nard.

Freedom Wentworth turned quickly,
and seemed at first in doubt. Then
he said, as his face lighted up, “Why,
it's Bernard Brooks."

‘“The same, Freed.
ride?”

“Yes, jump up. Why, you're looking
fine. Where do you want to go?"”

“To see my old friend, Professor
Snowdon. How s he?"

“He Isn’t flourishing. He has lost
half his scholars, and looks awfully
shabby. Are you going to enter his
school again?"’

“Not much!”’

‘“What are
working?”’

“I am living on my money.”

“So am I, said Freedom,
thought it a good joke.”

“But I am really. I have fifteen
thousand dollars.”

“You don't say! 1 won't tell you
how much I have, but it isn’t quite
so much. Where did you get it?"

“I will tell you later. But who is
that ahead of us? Isn't it Nat Bar-
clay?”

“Yes."

““Nat!" called out Bernard.

Nat turned and eyed Bernard at
first doubtfully. Then he looked over-
Joyed as he recognized his friend.
He jumped into the wagon, and

*squeezing In between him and Free-
dom began to ply him with questions.

When they reached the Snowdon In-
stitute Bernard jumped down.

“I'll see you later, Nat,” he said.

“Come round to dinner, Bernard.”

“T will.”

Bernard plied the knocker at Pro-
fessor Snowdon's front door.” Clad in

Shall I have the

you doin-”

who
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a ragged dressing gown the professor
came to answer it. Being shortsighted
he didn’t at once recognize Bernard.

“Have you business with me, young
gentleman?" he sald respectfully, no-
ticing Bernard's handsome attire,

“You don't seem to recognize me,
professor.””

“Have I seen you before?"

“I am Bernard Brooks.”

“Is it possible. You—you seem to
be prosperous.’”

“Yes, Professor Snowdon, I have
fallen heir to ffteen thousand dol-
lars.”

“You don’t tell me! Dear me, how
fortunate! Do you wish to return to
the Institute?"”

“No, I think not. I shall llve in
New York for the present.”

“I will take you cheap—very cheap!
I always liked you, Bernard Brooks,”
and the professor squeezed Bernard's
hand batween his bony fingers.

“I am glad to hear it, but I thought
you didn’t., You used to call me a
bad lot."”

“*A little harmless joke.
mean it. Here, Septimus!”

Septimus came from the street,
eying Bernard with curiosity.

“Septimus,”” sald his father, ‘‘this
is our old and favorite pupil, Bernard
Brooks.”

“How do you do, Bernard?”’
Septimus, looking surprised.

‘“Very well, thank you!"

“Why, yvou're rigged out in tip top
style!”” went on Septimus, enviously.

“Septimus,” sald his father, ‘“you
will be glad to hear that our dear
voung friend has come into a for-
tune.”

“Is that straight?’ asked Septimus.

‘““A small fortune,”” sald Bernard,
“but I think I shall get my father's
money hesides soon. T am having ne-
gotiations with Mr. McCracken.”

‘“Won't you come back here to
live?"’ asked Septimus. *“We'll have
awful good times together.”

I didn't

sald

‘“Yes,” sald the professor, ‘‘Septl-
mus always loved you like a
brother.”

‘“Yes, I did,” affirmed Septimus.

“It is pleasant to find you so glad
to see me,” said Bernard, smiling. “I
am afraid I can't stay though. My
friend, Mr. Cunningham of London,
can’'t spare me. We shall stay in New
York for the present.”

“May I come to visit you?’ asked
Septimus.

“I am not sure that it would be
convenient, but if you wish to make
a trip to New York on your own ac-
count, this will help you to do it,”
and Bernard produced a five dollar
bill which Septimus seized with
avidity.

Later in the day Bernard called
on Nat Barclay, and insisted on tak-
ing him to New York for a few days.

“You were my friend when I needed
one, Nat. Now I have more than I
want. Septimus and his father seem
devoted to me.”

“It is the way of the world,” said
Mr. Barclay. “Great is the power of
money!”

It is not necessary to follow Ber-
nard further. He s at present con-
nected with Princeton College, and I
hear Is the captain of the football
team. When he has completed his
education he will make a tour round
the world with Mr. Cunningham.
Even Professor Snowdon does not
now call him a bad lot, but speaks
of him with pride as ‘“my distin-
guished and favorite pupil.”

“I wonder If the professor remem-
bers when he chased me through the
barn with a horsewhip,” Bernard says
to himself, with a smile. “I wasn't
his favorite pupil then.”

THE END.

NEW TO HER.

‘“Oh, mamma, look here,” said a
little visitor in the country who had
got her eyves on a potato bug for the
first time.

“What is it, dear?”

“A funny kind of fly with a tennis
blazer.”’—Vogue.
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Next week we shall begin the pub-
lication of a stivring

Serial of African Adventure,

by the favorite author
WILLIAM MURRAY GRAYDON.

Admirers of previous stories by
Mr. uraydon will have no cause lo
be disappointed in his latest offer-
ing. It has all the elements of
popularity which have givew the
writer a high position among the
tellers of tales that thrill. Don't
miss the uew serial Lo begin in our
next nnmber, and whick will run

Jfor the ensuing three months.

TO LIVE THEIR BOYHOOD OER
AGAIN.

Of the organizing of clubs and as-
sociations there seems to be no end.
The slightest pretext is made avalla-
ble for the starting of a fresh one.
It would appear that man is afraid
to stand alone, and when he has a
new idea to exploit wants to be bol-
stered up by the companionship of
his fellows.

An odd gathering, that has lately
come under our notice, is the Boston
Schoolboys* Society. To become
eligible as a member the aspiring can-
didate must have been out of school
at least half a century. The dean of
the association is an ex-schoolboy,
aged ninety seven.

Whether the soclety has any defin-
ite aim we do not know, but doubt-
less its reason for existence is thought
to have been fulfilled if the veterans
who compose it are made merry now
and then by recounting to one another
the pranks and plays and plans of
their far away youth time.

“THE DAUGHTER OF FESTU»
HANKS."

Do you know that a new serial is
begun In the January number of
Munsey’s Magazine? Its title is “The
Daughter of Festus Hanks,"” and in
force and dramatic coloring, it will
undoubtedly take high rank among
the novels of the year. The story
opens with two threads, which after-
wards unite, affording opportunity for
some very thrilling situations which
are handled by the writer with rare
skill.

Remember that this striking serial
begins in the great Wall Street Num-
bar of Munsey's, for sale everywhere
at ten cents a copy. This would be a
good time to subscribe—twelve num-
bers for a dollar.

WAR ON THE TEETH.

As every cloud is said to have a sil-
ver lining, so inversely the progress
of man to a higher condition of at-
tainments would seem to be attended
with constant drawbacks. Civiliza-
tion, for example, is dzclared to be
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injurious to the tceth, and prophets
not a few predict that ere many gen-
erations we shall be a toothless race.

Undoubtedly the varlety displayed
in the make up of the modern bill of
fare Is responsible for this state of
things. With an infinite number of
dishes appealing to his palate, man
is not apt to stop to reflect, bifore
making his choice, on the influence
such and such a compound may have
on his teeth.

In an examination of 4,000 children
attending the London public schools,
there were found to be only 707 with
sound teeth, and recruits for the
British army are being constantly re-
jected for dental reasons. In com-
menting on these statistics, the New
York “Tribune” affirms that “‘decay
of teeth has always gne—ndod the ad-
vance of clvilization, and each bar-
baric invasion has been followed by
a recovery of sound te>th in the Old
World."

Now we are certain that nobody
wishes to buy first class molars for
his descendants at the price of be-
coming slaves to savages, and there-
fore it behooves us to ply diligently
the tooth brush and eschew too many
sweets.

HISTORY UP TO DATE.

At the Girls' Normal School in
Philadelphia there has recently been
inaugurated a course of study based
on current topics as reported by the
daily newspapers. The Iidea is one
well worthy of imitation in all schools.
The pupils would thus learn history
while it 1s being made; and not only
this, they would be incited to a study
of the past in order to obtain a clear-
er understanding of the exciting
events of the present.

And In these days, the teacher of
such a branch will not lack for sub-
jects. What with the constant fer-
ment going on in Brazil: bomb throw-
ing In the houses of government in

France, the deficit in the English
treasury, special convening of Con-
gress in our own country, to say

nothing of the situation in Hawali, the
budget of topics need never be a
light one.

GOOD WORTH FOR THE MONEY.
Have you, reader, availed yourself
of the reduced price at which the
bound volumeas of Munsey’s Magazine
are obtainable, viz., at one dollar
each? Here is a specimen opinfon
from a purchaser of the entire set:
176 Federal St., Boston, Mass.
Dec. 11, 1893.
Gentlemen—

The 4 volumes of Munsey's Maga-
zine r'ed this a. m. I am more than
pleased with shem. The best value
for four dollars I ever had.

Simon Cohen.

GOING TO SLEEP PIECEMEAL.

Young people are not usually trou-
bled with sleeplessness, but there may
be some among the many readers of
The Argosy who now and then find
themselves the victims of insomnia,
These will be interested, not to say
comforted, by learning, on the au-
thority of a famous T.ondon brain
specialist, that lylng awake at night
is not so dangerous to the future
health as it is unpleasant for the
time being. He argues that many
people who declare that they ‘“have

not slept a wink,” have slumbered in’

sections, varlous brain centers drop-
ping off at different times so that
there are always some on guard.
This Is a case, is it not, where
sleeping at the post of duty would
be visited with anything but punish-
ment? v

COMFORT OUT OF CONTRAST.

Which do you find it easier to en-
dure—cold or heat? Perhaps in win-
ter you will say heat, but as a mat-
ter of fact, excessive heat Is more
formidable than extreme cold. Tt is
much easler, for instance, to obtain
warmth when chilled than to get

cool when oppressed by a high tem-
perature. Agaln, who would not
rather, if compelled to make the
choice, be frozen, than roasted to
death?

‘We suggest such thoughts as these
as likely to serve a useful purpose
on a freezing winter day. If your
ear tips tingle and your finger ends
grow numb, recall your feelings on
some sweltering afternoon in August
when you may have loudly voiced
your preference for winter over sum-
mer ‘“every time.” Then make a re-
port on the rexults of drawing on the
reserve power of the imagination.

Rip Van Winkle In All Ages.
BY RICHARD MACE.

Almost every boy knows the story which
Washington Irving has told with so much
dry humor, of the good for nothing
Dutechman who lived in the village of Fal-
ling Waters up the Hudson, and whose
scolding wife Gretehen drove him out in-
to the storm, and how he went off into the
Katskills and drank rum with the ghosts
of Hendrick Hudson and his crew. Most
of tho boys who live in large cities have
seen the great actor, Joseph Jefferson,
play the part of the jolly old fellow whom
all the children love: have seen him wake
up in the mountains after his twenty
years' nap. to go thome and find himself
forgotten,

But perhaps not everybody knows that
the story of the long sleep, and the dra-
matic awakening is one of the oldest
stories in the world, and that every nation
has one or two versions of it.

The first one is of the beautiful Grecian
youth Endymion, who slept for one hun-
dred years on Mount Latmus. He was
kept young and beautiful by Diana, the
moon, which came every night and bathed
him in white light.

In Rome there was a legend of the
Saeven Sleepers of Ephesus. which is one
of the best known. The Emperor Decius,
who reigned in the year 439, persecuted
the Christinns, and sought out all who
were supposed to belong to the hated
faith. Seven noble youths who were un-
der the ban concealed themselves in a
cave. The omissaries of the emperor dis-
covering that they were there, choked up
the entrance with stones. The youths
imwediately fell into 4 sleep which lasted
for 187 years, At the end of this time
workmen took away the stones to use in
building. When they awoke, the youths,
like Rip Van Winkle, supposed that they
had only been asleep over night, and
being still in fear for their lives, they
chose by lot, one of their number to take
what thoy supposed to be the great risk of
going into tho city after food, for thoy had
some coins in their pockets.

As the boy came out upon the hill where
hie could see the city, he was struck dumb
with amazement. The city had spread
away beyond his recollection: he did not
know hig native country. As he came
down into the town he saw people walk-
ing about in strange costumes, and odd-
est of all, he saw a procession carrying a
cross going about the streets unmolested.
* Yeeterday no ono dared pronounce the
name of Jesus!™ he said wonderingly.

He took his coins into a shop and offer-
ed to buy bread with them. The baker
looked at them curiously and ealled in his
friends.

They hustled him throngh the market
place and before the judges,

*Call my retainers.” he said. *“They
are nobles in Ephesus.” But when he
meutioned their names, no one had ever
heard of them.

“Where is the Emperor Decins?” he
asked, and then he told his story.

The Bishop of Ephesus, and all the
priests, and some accounts even say the
FEinperor Theodorus himself, visited the
young men and heard their story, and the
cave is a shrine to this day.

The legend varies in every country. In
Wales thero was a young bov named
Taffy Ap Sion, who loved to hear the birds
singing in the wood. One day he sat
down to listen to the woolland music and
it was 80 sad and sweet thathe fell asleep.
When he awoke he was surprised to find
that he was in the midst of & great forest.
Trees and vines were close all about him.
The tree he sat on had grown to a mighty
trunk, but it was dead. When he arose
and went to his home, it had heconie to
be mmost & ruin. An old man cams to

answer to his knock at the tumble down
door, and when he asked for his parents.
he was recognized with fear,

“Taffy ap Sion!” excluimed the old man.
“ My great grandfather told me of y
one who sat under the great sycamon:
in the forest. tied by a fairy spell whi-u
could only cease when the sap in the tres
dried up!”

In China and Japan there are stories u?
the sleeper.

In Japan the legend is very picturesque.
and in listening to the natives tell it one
wounders if Mr. Rider Haggard did not
hear it before he wrote “She.” There
was & young Japanese fisherman wh
worked to support his father and mother,
One day there came up beside his bout &
beautiful woman, who begged him to g
with her to her home below the waves.
Ho was so enamored of her beauty thathe
forgot everything and went.

After three days the thought of his poor
old father and mother stirred bis consei-
ence. They must be starving with no cize
to care for them. He besought hiserter-
tainer, who was the goddess of the sea,
to let him go. She gave him a golder
ecaskot with a key, and told him mever t.
open it unless he was false to her, nnd
was so won away by the world that L
would not return to her. Then he was t-
accept its conteats as her parting gift.

When he reached land again, his expe-
rience was like that of [all his brother
sleepers in all parts of the world. He
finds the graves of his parents a hundred
years old. The three days have been over
a century long!

Thinking there must be some mystersy.
which perha.ps the casket would explain.
he opens it. From it there arises a gray-

_ish vapor which envelops him. He begins

to experience a queer feeling. His voive
gots husky in the vapor; he seems to
shrink; his form loses its youth aui
roundness; his hair turns white. He falls
to the earth an old man and dies.

In China two youths go out into the
mountains to walk, and come to a ravin-
which is spunned by a beautiful bridge.
Standing on the other side are two lovely
young girls in flowing pink and blue silk
gowns. Sometimes you may see the story
painted on a fan. Thoy call to the two
young men and they cross the bridge.
They think they are only staying a few
hours, but when they return the bridg>
has vanished and they must go a long
way around. They find when they reach
home that some generations have gone by
in their absence.

There is in almost every country a le-
gond that in some dungeon or some gro:-
to thore sleeps to wake ugain one of the
groat heroos of antiquity. In Dionburg's
fortress in Denmark, the legend say-.
there sleeps Ogior, the Dane. His beard
has grown through the rocky wall. Oune-
some young men found him, and he half
arose.

“Is there manhood still left in Deu-
mark ?” he asked.

One of the young men put a bar of iron
in his hand. Thinking it was the arm «f
aDanish youth he turned over, contented,
to sleep aguin.

In Mexico the Aztecs believed that their
god who was white, Quetzalcoatt, had
gone away into the Eust, where he slept.
and that when they needed him again, he
would come. When Cortez, with his pal«
face came in to conquer he greatly re-
sembled the picture of their god. and
found many who fell down and worship-
ped him,

The story of the sleeping hero is all
over Europe. Frederick Barbarossa an.l
six of his warrior knights are said 1
sleep in Thurnigin in a great castle.
Charlemagne, the Great is sald to still
sleop upen his throne with his erown
upon his head.

In Switzerland William Tell is said v
sleep in a cave. We love to think of the
changes which time brings, and the story
of the sleeper seems likely never to die.

GOLDEN THOUGHTS.

Thrift of time will repay you in af-
ter life with a usury of profit beyond
your most sanguine dreams.—Glad-
stone,

There are few people more oftsn ‘n
the wrong than those who cannot er-
dured to be thought so.—Rochefou-
cauld.




THE TRUEST CONQUEROR.
‘Who quells a nation's wayward will
May lord it on a throne;
But he's a mightier monarch still
Who vanquishes his own.
No power of fortune lays him low;
No treacherous smile allures;
King of

himself, through weal or

woe—
He (¢onquers who endures.
—Anon.

The Last Spread
at Ripple Lake.

BY ARTHUR F. STANLEY.

“Ts this seat engaged ? Ah, thank you.
Am sure I feel quite honored at being in
such close proximity to these,” and as he
spoke the young man with
the shaggy overcoat lightly
touched one of the gleam-
ing brass buttons on Ralph
Clark’s fatigue jacket.

This was Ralph’s flrst
year at Ripple Lake Military
Academy, and he was quite
ready to glow with pride
atany remarks of admira-
tion for his uniform. He
wias  returning to school
now aflter his Christmas
holiday in New York, and,
feeling a little blue, was
rather glad than otherwise
that a talkative stranger
had asked to share his seat.

8o he smiled at the allu-
sion to his buttons, and
this madse it easy for the
other to ask:

* Going back to school, I
suppose, and wish you
weren't 2”7

“Well, T don’t know as
T'd exactly say that,” re-
turned Ralph. “ We fellows
have a pretty good time at
Ripple Lake. Butof course
it's niee to have a holiday.”

“ Ah, me, yes,” assented
the other. with a sigh.
“But holidays with me
mean just extra work. You
seo, we always give a mati-
nee on those days.”

**Oh, ure you an actor?”
exclaimed Ralph, roused
to speciul interest at once

“Well, I play at being
one,” was the other’s mod-
est remark. "I can’t as
yet command Booth or Irv-
ing prices, but—did you ever
hear of the *Mirth, Music
and Jollity Company ’ 2

Ralph shook his head.

*No, I don’t think [ ever
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memories of my own boyhood! How I
should rejoice to be able to see another
such spread!”

A daring idea popped into Ralph’s head.
He was only fiftean and eager for sensu-
tions, What il he should invite this
young actor to the spread he and Lang-
don Williams intended to give that night!

Their room was on the second floor and
opened out on the piazza roof. His chum,
Langdon, had maufuctured a rope ladder
which they could throw down at midnight
for the guest to clamber up by. It would
be exceedingly romantic, and impart an
altogether novel element to the “spread.”

Ralph made up his mind on the inpulse
of the moment.

If you are going to be as near as Rats-
kill,” he said, *and would really like to

did.” he replied. **Did they

ever play at the Broadway
or the Lyceum in New
York ?”

“N—no, not yet,” an-
swered the affable stranger,
with evident reluctance.
** Do you go to the theater often ?”

**Ido whenever I get the chance,” re-
joined Ralph, his eyes sparkling. “I
think it must be great funto be an ac-
tor.”

“It is sometimes, but then one grows
very weary of constantly traveling about.
Just now we are playing one night
stands.”

“What does that mean ?” asked Ralph. .

* Staying only one night in each town.
For instance, tonight we play in Ratskill
and—"

“Oh, are you going to Ratskill, too ?”
exclaimed Ralph. ‘Our school is only a
mile from that town. I wish I could
come and see you play.”

* Well, why can’t you ?”

*“Oh, I couldn’t ask permission to go
out the first night I got back. I'd never
get it.”

“That’s too bad. If it was a question
of not having money enough, 1 might—"

“ Oh, I’ve got the money,” Ralph hast-
ened to assure him, jingling the coins in
his trousers’ pnckets. “We fellows are
generally flush when we come back after
the holidays, not only in the money that
our fathers give us for Christmas, but in

the pies and ecakes with which our
mothers load us down.”
**For a midnight spread! Ah, sweet

MOST MOMENTOUS REVELATION.”

come, I should be happy to have you as a
guest at a little supper I wm going to give
the fellowsinmy room tonight. It will
be quite like the Lotos Club, having an
actor for a guest.” >

““My dear young friend.” exclaimed the
stranger effusively, * you overwhelm me
with honor. I should be only too pleased
to come. Permit me to introduce myself
as Dorchester Marks, at your service,”

“And I am Ralph Clark. But—"
Ralph hesitated a little—"you won’t be
able to come in by the front door. We
have to have these affairs on the dead
quiet.”

“ Beautiful! More memories of my
youth stirred up. Trust a sleight of hand
performer for introducing himself by
hook or erook.”

*Oh, can you do tricks ?” exclaimed
Ralph, delighted.

“Can I? That is one of my specialties
with the company.” :

“ And will you do some for us ?”

“Won't I just? My very best ones.
See that your guests comes with their
pockets full of half dollars so that they
can test my magic system of inflnite re-
production. What time shall T appear ?”

“Will twelve be too late?” queried
Ralph, hesitatingly. “Shall you want to
&0 to bed before that ?”

FELLOWS HAVE INTERRUPTED RALPH IN THE MIDST OF A

Dorchester Marks laughed.

** No, indeed!” he said. * We don’t fln-
ish the performance before eleven, Too
bad you fellows can’t get away. 1 should
be delighted to give you as many comnpli-
mentary tickets as you wanted. But you
haven’t told me how to get to the school.”

“Oh, you keep right on the main road
that runs back from the river. and past
the hotel and the town hall. You ean’t
miss it. It is a big white building on the
left hand side. Come right in the campus
gate and at the nearest corner of the
front piazza you will see—no, you won't
see, you will have to feel for it—Langdon’s
rope ladder among the grape vines.
Climb that and tap on the center window.
Of course you understand how important
it is not to make any noise.”

“Certainly I do. It
isn’t so long since I've
been aboy myself. I’'m
?nly twenty two now. Quite one of you, in

act.”

**And you won’t mind doing some of
your tricks for us ?”

“ Why should I? Are you not going to
entertain me sumptuously ?”

‘“Oh, don’t get your expectations raised
too high.”

*"How many fellows will there’be ?”” ask-
ed Marks, sobering down.

* Well, there’ll be my chum, Williams.
He’s from Boston, and a mighty nice
chap. He’ll bring a lot of jam and stuff
back with him, I expect., Then there’s
Murray Graves and Tom Selwyn, from
across the hall. And Oakes, and Brain-
tree, and I suppose we might ask Johnny
Mapes, though he’s only a kid.”

““But how many in all, do you sup-
pose 7

“Oh, not more than ten. You see, the
room’s small.”

**And one thing more—I have to know
so as to decide on the material for my
tricks—will the fellows be in their night
clothes or all dressed? Of course if I
should ask for two or three watches it
would be rather awkward for the gentle-
men to be without even watch pockets,”
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** Oh, I'll see that the fellows bring their
watches,” laughed Ralph. ** But here we
are. There’s the school stage and a lot of
the fellows ir it from the down train.
Good by. Don’t fail to come. Be there at
twelve sharp.”

By the time this speech was finished,
Ralph was out on the platform, swinging
his cap and shouting a cheery New Year
to his mates. Once seated among them
inthe stage, there were so many hands to
be shaken aund questions about good
times at home to be asked and answered,
that he had no opportunity to think about
Dorchester Marks until in the quiet of
his room he was unpacking his valise just
before tea.

Now that helooked back calmly upon
the incident it struck him as rather queer
that he should have invited
to his room a man he had
never seen before that af-
ternoon.

“It was simply because
he is connected with the
theater,” he told himself.
*“That will be a great card
withi the fellows. And then
he seemed to feel so bad
that he wasn’t a boy still.”

From all of which it will
be perceived that Ralph
Clark was a boy of very im-
pressible nature.

“ Hullo, glad to see you,
old fellow,” cried a cheery
voice from the doorway at
this instant.

. It was Langdon Williams,
just arrived from Bos-
ton.

*And I tell you, Ralph,”
he said, "' I've got a dandy
box of sweets this time.”

* Good work,” exclaimed
Ralph. “* AndI've got some-
thing even better than that
for our spread.”

“ What’s that ?”

Ralph beckoned mysteri-
ously for his chum to ap-
proach closer,that he might
convey the tidings in a
whisper, when there was a
knock at the door and
Murray Graves and Tom
Selwyn followed it up in
sucb short order that there
was no time for anybody to
say “ Come in.”

“Hold hard,” said Lang-
don, in a tone of mock
solemnity, pausing in the
net of giving his hand to
Greves: “you fellows have
interrupted Ralph in the
midst of a most momentous
revelation. Shall he notsay
on, oh friends? Ye are to
be two of us at our spread
tonight ?”

“ Well, I guess,” rejoined
Tom Selwyn, grasping
Ralph by the hand. ** What
is it, my boy ? Cold turkey
and cranberry sauce. eh ?”

**No, sir, it’s nothing to
eat.”

‘Whereupon a universal groan went up.

*“Oh, but I've got provisions, too,”
Ralph hastened to add. “ This bright
particular attraction is a distinet novelty.
as the theater posters say, which reminds
me to tell you that it smacks of the stage,
too.”

The boys were all curiosity now, and
when Ralph finally told them that he had
invited an actor to come to their spread
their amazement was unbounded

“ However it the world did you come to
do such a thing as that, Ralph ?” demand-
ed Langdon. ** It was mighty risky, seems
to me.”

‘“ Why, I thought you would be delight-
ed,” rejoined Ralph, “He’s a sleight of
hand performer, too, and is going to do
some tricks for us™

*Oh, what fun!” eried Tom, beginning
to enthuse,

And when Ralph vroceeded to relate
how cordial Dorchester Marks really was,
and that he sebmed to be just like a boy
himeelf, the others began to grow quite
excited over the unexpected addition to
their party.

The other favored ones were duly in-
vited, and “Put on your uniforms, fel-
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lows,” Ralph said to each one. “It will
lend more eclat to the occasion.”

The school duly retired to rest when

taps sounded at nine. The teachers were
not very strict on this first night afterthe
Christmas vacation, They were most of
them young men. and doubtless had not
forgotten their own holiday season
‘*spreads.”
. Atany rate the six or eight fellows who
assembled in Clark and Willinms’ room at
quarter to twelve encountered no diffi-
cdlty in passing through the halls,

*I hope your actor friend isn’t a loud
talker, Ralph,” said Murray Gruaves, when
they were all seated around the bountiful
feast that had been set forth in the middle
of the floor.

*Oh, he won't give us away. Hush, I
think 1 hear his footsteps on the pinzza
roof now.”

Cautiously Ralph pulled away a corner
of the blunket that had been pinned over
the windows, and peered out. Almost at
the same instant there was a light tap on
the pane.

Great but suppressed excitement pre-
vailed in the room while Ralph was cau-
tiously introducing the star of the.us-
semblage. When Dorchester Marks
finally appeared from behind the blanket,
with one hand to his heart and the other
dofing his derby, he bowed low, with the
greeting:

** Most honored boys
It is of all the joys
To me the very most
That on this auspleious night
I am partaking of the right
Good chwer of him, your host,”

On hearink this the boys brought their
thumb nails togetherin token of emphatic
if soundless applause, and Dorchester
Murks was at once taken in as one of
themselves.

As the affair was necessarily late in
commencing. the feast was flrst disposed
of and then Ralph announced that Mr.
Marks would favor them with a few of his
feats of legerdermain. He had brought a
small handbag, which together with his
shaggy overcoat. he deposited by the win-
dow hehind the blanket. He now brought
out i white handkerchief on which he re-
quested Tom Selwyn to blow.

** Ah, thank you, that is sufficient,” he
sald. and taking the handkerchief again,
proceeded to roll it between his fingers
till half of it became red.

*Aud now it you will kindly breathe
upon it an instant, my dear hoy,” he said,
presenting the particolored piece of linen
to Ralph.

* Beautiful!” exclafmed the actor, and
once more rolling the handkerchief be-
twoen his fingers he proceeded to twist
out of them an American flag, complete in
every detail.

The boys were 30 enraptured by this
trick, that some of them almost forgot
the necessity of caution and started to
applaud loudly.

“But that is a back number,” Marks
hastened to ussure them. * Let meshow
you now somet hing completely new, quite
up to date, in fact, and an invention of
my own. And first I mnust ask eachone of
you to let me have his watch and a bill of
some denomination in which to wrap it.
Of course each of you will recognize his
own watch and please note the date of
the biil and the bank by which it isissued.

*“In order to successfully carry out this
trick,” Marks continued, as he passed
around his derbyinto which the fellows
readily dropped their monoy and watches,
* I must ask permission to tuke a chair
and retire for  few moments behind the
blanket.”

“(Certainly,” sald Ralph. * Here, Mur-
ray, let me have that one.,” and the young
host made room for Graves beside him on
the bed.

*Now, then,” proceeded the artist in
magie, after he had placed the chair and
the hatful of materials behind the impro-
vised curtain, * [ must ask you to count
thirty slowly, like this— one—two—three.
You. Ralph, had better lead them, keep-
ing time with your stick. Then at thirty
all blow toward the blanket and be preg
pared to catch your property, which will
be gently wafted back to you in the shape
of butterfly wings, changing to the watch-
es and your money as you grasp them.”

With these words he disappeared be-
hind the hlanket and in low tones the
company, led by Ralph began to chant
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" one—two—three,” ate. Whenithirty.was
reached they all started to blow,

One, two, three minutes went by, and
still nothing mysterious issued from the
curtain.

‘I wonder how long we'ra expected to
keep this up?” Tom Selwyn relaxed his
cheeks long enough to romark,

**He didn't tell us that, did he ?” said
Langdon Willinms.

“ Begins to look pretty queer, I think,”
added Murray Graves.

Ralph began to think the same thing
himself. With asuddenimpulse ho sprang
forward and disappeared behind the
blanket. He cameout againinaninstant
at the other end, his face pale and his
voice all of a tremble.

‘““There’s nobody here, fellows,” he re-
ported. “Only the chair, with its back
Lunwd the other way, and the overcoat's
gone.

*Quick,
Tom.

Langdon turned out the light and there
was a general rush mado for the window.
Nobody was to be seen.

Ralph got out on the tin and crept cau-
tiously to the end near the campus. Even
the rope ladder had been carriod off.

With a humiliation such as he had
never feolt in his life before, he returned
to kis friends with the announcement
that Dorchester Marks had succeeded in
getting clear away with the watches and
money.

*It {s all my fault, too,” he added. “I
had no business to take up with a perfect
stranger in that way. How—how much is
gone altogether 7%

A hasty computation was made, with
the result that four watches, one of them
gold—Ralph's own—and nine dollars in
money footed up the loss.

“I'll make it good to you before the
term fs out,” Ralph declared. *“ Giving
upall my own pocket money will help me
to remember never to be such a fool
agnin.”

The fellows protested that they were as
much to blame as Ralph himself, but
Ralph stuck to his determination, and by
dint of denying himself the bicyele he
had been promised for his birthday in
March, managed to square all accounts
before Enster.

“But why didn‘t you make some effort
to cateh the fellow that night ?” one of his
New York friends asked him when he
heard the story.

**We didn’t dare,” replied Ralph. “You
see we wero afraid to rafse a fuss at that
hour because we were transgressing rules
ourselves. I tell you it don't pay to try
and deceive the tenchers. It comes buck
on you in the end like & boomerung.”

And this is why that midnight spread
was the last one held at Ripple Luke
Academy.

look out on the roof!” cried

| 7his Story began in No. 565.]
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CH.-\PTER XLV.
REVELATIONS.

Thero was an awkward pause, while
Herbert and Mark stared at each other.

“Itis a forgery,” answered Herbert.

The cashier of the bank, who was stand-
ing a short distance away, turned quickly
ut these words, and came up.

“ What's the matter ?” he asked.

The circumstances were related to him.

*What did the fellow who presented
the draft ook like ?” he asked.

The clerk guve as accurate a description
as ho could.

“Do you recognize him?” asked the
cashier, turning to Herbert.

“Perfectly. His name is Chapin,” an-
swered Herbert. ‘He left town on the
12.05 train—I suppose for home.”

* Where is that ?”

“*New York.”

* Chapin, Chapin!” echoed the cashier,
“1 wonder if he isany relative of D. H.
Chapin the New York banker and
broker ?”

** He is his son.”

*“Are you sure ?”

* Tought to know.” answered Herbert.
“Chapin was my room mate, and I have
visited him at his home. I know his
father.”

“Did you know that his father had
failed 2

H:-rhvrf looked surprised.

“No. Isittrue?”

“Itis all in this morning’s paper,” said
the cashier, “and it looks as if H.
Chapin was a swindler,  An examination
of the affiirs of the concern is to be made
at onee,”

* Has Mr. Chapin heen arrested ?”’

The paper says he can’t be found.
If this young forger is really Chapin’s
son, he has probably gone to join his
father.”

“I know it is Chapin.”

“ And I can easily beliove it,” said the
cashier. **He is probably a chip of the
old block, and when he got wind of his
father’s troubles—as no doubt he did in
gaod time—he made up his mind to get
all he could lay his hands on and run
under feover somewhere. 1f you can fol-
low him up you ean probably eatch the
father, too. Better make a report at once
to the police.”

“I—-I will seo what can be done,” an-
swered Herbert.

“Don’t lose any time, Telograph ahead,
and cateh him before he gets to New
York,"” suid the cashier, as the two boys
went out.

Once on the pavement outside, Mark
drew a long breath.

“Well, Chapin has left us both some-
thing to remember him by,” he exclaimed.

‘ Something we are sure to remember,
too.”

*What are you going to do about it .

“Nothing.”

“Itis a criminal offense, Herbert. Have
we the right to keep quiet ?”

*8lim chance of our eatching the fellow
if I reported it, and—well, I don’t want to
catch him—that’s the amount of it.

* It would be an awfully ugly thing all
through. You would have to testify
against him, and —”

“I won't take a single step towards
prosecuting him,” said Herbert, deter-
minedly. * He has robbed me. Well, that
is my affair. If Idon’t want to muke any
charge luminst blm, there is nothing to
bo done.”

How about your two hundred dol-
lars ?,

“1 ‘can afford to. lose that. To tell the
whole truth, Mark, I owe Chapin nearly
that amount. He was always very gener-
ous with his money, and often helped mo
when I was hard up and didn’t want to
nsk father for more. I suppose he didn’t
look on this as actually stealing. When
he heard of his futher’s difficulties. and
things got so hot for him here, he no
doubt looked upon this as the only way
to get what he felt was due him. He
naturally wanted to get out of town just
as soon as he could after seeing this
morning’s papers.”

*Of course,” said Mark. * He wounld
not dare stay here and face the fellows
after they knew of his father’s disgrace.”

**He has trouble enough. I won't add to
it by hounding him down.”

**Nor would I,” agreed Murk. ““ It is bad
enough now.”

“1 will eonsider the loss as arapayment
of my indebtedness to him—nndlet it drop
there.”

“It is only a pity that you have no ac-
knowledgment of it from him—that you
haven’t his nume in indorsement, fustead
of mine,”

Horbert smiled bitterly.

“That's all right. Chapin will never
come buek to dun me. His chapter is
clored.”

And so indeed it was, as many a fellow
in the class found out to his grief. Of
these Tracy Hollis and Carver were chlef
mourners, each of them being losers to
the extent of twenty dollars, but fully a
dozen others had a story to tell of smaller
amounts of money borrowed by Chapin
and nover returned. If, as Herbert sald,
Chapin was generous with money, he
could eertainly afford to be, for it cost
him nothing. Where he loaned one dollar
he horrowed five,

Thera was considerable excitemeat for
a week or so, while the news of the swin-
dling transactions of the banking house

of D. H. Chapin & Co. kept coming in.
The newspapers were eagerly bought and
read. Each day new facts concerning the
broker were brought to light, till at length
a series of frauds extending over a num-
ber of years was revealed. In view of
this it was a matter of no surprise to any
one that D. H. Chapin could not be found.
He had disappeared as completely as if
the enrth had swallowed him up, and with
him his son.

The latter's sudden daparture from Bel-
mont now seemead so natural that no one
ever suspected that he might have reasons
of his own for leaving. The debts he left
behind him were all that the college gen-
erally"held against him. Of his appro-
priation of the burial committea funds
only Mark and Herbert knew. The cos-
tumer’s claims were settled by the latter
in the course of a week.

Onleaving the bank with Mark, Herbert
had gone at onee to his room and written
aletter to his father that bronght the old
colonel to Belmont by the flrst train.
Then Herbert mado a clean breast of the
whole affuir, expecting to meet with a
storm of indiguation. On the contrary,
he found his father relieved that things
were not worse,

“I worried myself sfck,” he said, ** fear-
ing thot you may have been complicated
with the transactions of this young raseal.
As it is now, you have but to pay off the
cluim of the costumer’s, and the whole af-
fuir is closed. You aro well rid of him,
and lucky to be rid of him at that price.”

It was a long and sober conference that
the colonel held with Herbert that after-
noon—a conference that Herbert never
{p{rgut. It meant a turning point in his
ife.

Nosecrets now stood between father and
son. Herbert’s college curcer—his wasted
opportunities, und bad habits were
frunkly and honestly acknowledged and
discussed : and a resolutfon was then and
there formed that re-shaped his whole life.

* You hava still time to regain your old
place in the college ranks,” said the
colonel encouragingly. “You can still
make up for lost opportunities, but to do
50 you must work hard and unceasingly.
You know it is a great deal harder to stop
a stone that has started running down
bill than it is to push one steadily along.
You must check yoursell and fight your
way up.”

*I have had a check that will stop mae,
father,” answered Herbert, " and, as for
the work in the future, you have my pro-
mise—a promise I will never break.”

*I believe you, Herbert,” said the old
gentleman. I know your purpose is set
toward the right, and I know you will do
your best.  But resolution and work are
not all.  You must change completely the
influences that surround you. You must
rid yourself of the companions that have
led you into bad habits . Without that your
work will be largely in vain. You must
throw off these evil associations and rake
on better ones. Keep away from these
fast companfons—go back to your old
Medford chums. Tuey are your best
friends.  Above all stand close by Mark—
the best friend of all. We have both of us
done him an injustica that it will take
years to repair. ' We failed him when he
most needed our trust, and—and—where
is the boy any way.”

**In his room I think.”

“Tet us find him at once,” said the
colonel, putting on his hat.

CHAPTER XLVI.
FOOTBALL PLANS.

There had been a meeting of the foot-
ball team that afternoon—the most inter-
esting meeting of the year. The games
with Halford and Park had been played.
and once again the banner of Belmont
had bean trailed in the dust,

Fortwo years now the boys had been
compelled to submit to humiliating de-
feat, and they were almost disconraged.
After the first game—the gume with Hal
ford—Percy Randall appeared on the
scene. He had come clear from New
York, where he was now in business—de-
termined to stir up and spur on the dis-
heartened team. Under his inspiring
coaching the boys did their best during
the fow days left before the Park game.
but they were unequal to the strong team




opposed to them. and had to yield the
champlonship to Park after a plucky, but
unsuccessful fight.

The next day the tenin met and elected
its captain forthe ensuing year. For this
pvosition there were twolively candidates—
T'rucy Hollis and Mark, and both of them
were nominated. The voting resulted in
the electipn of Mark by a majority of
throe—a result that did not in the least
affect the good feeling between the two
candidates. Tracy wuas the flrst to con-
gratulate Mark, and he did so with a sin-
cerity that was unmistakuble.

Now that this important point was set-
tled, Mark, Tracy, and Dercy were in

Tracy's room, busily discussing- the
future football interests, and laying
plans.

** Mind now, boys ” said Perey, after an
our’s talk. “Ishall be on hand bright
and early next year. This down hill run
must be stopped. There is good stuffl in
the team and we must develop it to some
purpose.”

** What we need is proper coaching,”
put in Tracy. ** Our fellows were not in
Jdecent shape for a game. They were
tae and spiritless.”

** Yes, and half beaten hefore the ganmes
began,” added Mark. *My idea is that
the graduate players ought to turn up
here once in a while and coach the boys—
keep them keyvad up to the right pitch,
and cheer them on. Look how the old
Park players come back each fall to help
their teams.”

** That's it exactly — that’s what we
need.” said Percy, “and I for one shall
do my duty. Next September I will run
down here, and look after things. I'll
bring Richards with me, too, We'll start
in at the beginning of the term and make
things hum.”

‘““And I will seo that the team works
hard and well,” answered Mark. " If we
don’t win back the championship next
year it won’t be for lack of the right
spirit.”

*“ Nor for lack of the right material,”
said Tracy. “ We have the men for the
best team in the fleld.”

** Nor for lack of the right captain,”
added Percy.

** Hear! Hear!” exclaimed Alfred Chase,
while Mark lnughed with pleasure.

““ That’s 80,” continued Perey. *““No
joking. I put lots of faith in Mark. I
prophesied his olectfon two years ago.
He has worked like a Trojan, and deserves
tho position.”

“And I am glad he won it,” added
Tracy gonerously. “He’s the only man
on the team I would care to work under.”

** I never expected to be elected,” said
Mark, with an amused expression.

** Oh, go’way!” exelaimed Parcy.

**Isn’t he sweet and modest!” snid Alfred
Chase. “He will be blushing next—the
coy thing.”

* T don’t mean thai,” laughed Mark, in
answer to this sarcasm. I was only
thinking of what Percy told me when I
went over to 15 Warburton Hall. How
about the traditions of the room, Percy ?
I supposed my chances of being elected
captain were done for when I came back
here.”

** Hasn’t that matter between you and
Morgan been patched up lately ?” asked
Peorey.

** Oh ves,” answered Mark. ‘‘ Herbhert
and I are better friends than ever.”

** Well then, since Chapin has left col-
lege, more than likely you will take his
place—and there you are, the football
captain in No. 15 Warburton, the right
man in the right place. By George, it
Morgan don’t speak to you I will give him
a hint.”

** No, don’t!” exclaimed Mark, sobering
at once.

** Whynot? What claim has he to the
room any way? I didn’t have him in
mind when I disposed of it. It was you,
and you remember I told you so at the
time. It made me mad when I heard
about his ousting you. If he can’t do the
square thing now. I'll see what I can—"

Curiously enough it was at this moment
that Herbert and his father made their
euntrance.

CHAPTER XLVIL
MORE REVELATIONS.
There was o moment of awkwardness.
Colonel Morgan had not expected a group
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of boys. He greeted the others pleasantly,
and then turned to Mark.

“I have to lenve town tonight, Mark,”
he sald, “and I wanted to have a talk
with you before I go. Will you come over
to Herbert's room for a short time? Can
your friends spare you ?”

Mark excused himself hastily and ac-
companied the colonel and Herbert out of
the room. There was an affecting inter-
view when the three reached number 15
Warburton Hall—a full and complete re-
conciliation, in which all wounds were
healed and the most affectionate feelings
prevailed.

“1I leave Herbert to keop the peace
now,” sald the colonel when the time
came for him to go, " and I know he will
doit. I don't think you boys will part
again—now will you ?”

The ferveney of their response left the
colonel no room for doubt on that puint.

“ Marck,” suid Herbert, when the colonel
had gone. “ There is one thing I must
ask you at once—the one thing that has
been uppermost in my mind since—well
sinee all this trouble. I have’spoken of it
to father and we ure of one mind.”

Mark looked at his friend inquiringly,

“I want your companionship again,
Mark,” continued Herbert. I want you
to come back and take your old place—to
share rooms with me again.”

Mark started. This request came so
pat on what Perey Randall had said, that
he could not help & momentary feeling of
surprise at the coineidence.

“I want your friendship—and I need
it.” said Herbert. “I have fallen behind
in everything, and your companionship
will be a stimulus to me. It always was.
And then, more than all, I want to try to
undo what I have done. I want to make
everything just like it was before we
drifted apart. While you remain over in
Colver Hall T will always be reminded of
our quarrel and misunderstanding. Will
you come back, old man ?”

“'Why, certainly,” said Mark. * Nothing
would please me better. I have already
felt like an intruder over in Tracy’s room
—a third man crowds them I know,
though they won’tacknowledge it. I will
be perfectly delighted to come back.”

*Good! Good! Then the sooner the
better. Will you speak to Tracy and
Alfred tomorrow ?”

“Yes, and I'm sure they will let me go
willingly enough, They must have felt
cramped while I was there.”

“Do you think they would take it
amiss ?”

“No, I am confildent they would not.
They understand all the eifrcumstances.”

‘“To muke sure let me speak to them.
I will tell them that I want you to come
back to your old quarters, nnd ask them
to let you go.”

“ All right™”

“You don’t know what a help you will
be to me, Mark,” continued Herbert. *“I
have a great deal toovercome—bad habits
and—and—"

*Never mind. You can do it.” inter-
rupted Mark. Herbert was silent a mo-
ment.

“‘ Let me show you your old bedroom,”
he said at length.

His peculiar tone aroused Mark's curi-
osity. He watched Herbert closely as the
Iatter walked over to one of the bedroom
doors, took out a key and unlocked it.

“There, look at that,” he said, throwing
the door open. !

Mark stepped inside. The room was
quite barren of bedroom furniture. All
that it contained was a peculiar looking
oval table in the conter of the room and a
number of chuirs.

* What is this for ?” asked Mark bend-
ing forward.

‘ Roulette,” answered Herbert. '

Mark started violently.

“Why—why. how did this come?” he
asked,

**Anidea of Chapin’s. He saw a rouletto
table in France a few years ago. Probably
his father ganmbled there often. At any
rate Chapin was fascinated with the
game, and insisted on my learning to
play. In freshman year when I visited
Cbapin in New York he took me to a
place where it was played and T lost all
my money. That was the reason I had
to borrow from you when I came back to
college, There is & place in town too and
there T won that day and so returned you
your money, a8 you remember,

“The place in town is notorious, and
we were afraid of being seen there, so
Chapin proposed our making & little game
of our own. It was only your presence
that prevented. When you left all was
clear, and Chuapin got that table in. It
has been kept in your old bedroom under
lock and key. Only about twenty fellows
in college know of it. A certain set has
been in the habit of meeting here night
after night and gambling. When summer
came we took it apart and stowed it
away.”

“So that is the way Chapin made
money.”

** Little money he made this fall. He
used to win heavily, but lutely he has been
in hard luck.”

*“And s=o had to borrow from every-
body.”

“ That was the reason, yes. Last week,
however, just the night before all the
trouble began about those receipted bills,
he won a large sum of money, and it was
then that he louned me the necessary
amount for me to pay off my losses. That
was how I came to owe him money.”

‘“Why, Herbert,” exclaimed Mark, *this
is awful. Just think of the risks yon have
run. If the faculty ever discovered this
you would be expelled from college at
once.”

“Iknow it. I have felt uneasy all along,
but Chapin insisted that there was no
cause for fear—that we could always keep
the door bolted and no one would sus-
peet. And then there was acertain fasci-
nation about it that—that—oh Mark, what
a load it lifts off my mind to know that I
can now be rid of it! It has absolutely
haunted me of late. You can now easily
understand how anxious I was to have
Chapin go.

“Driven to desperation as he was, he
could turn and exnose me. He had me
completely in his power. His ruin meant
1wy ruin—but now, now he has gone, allis
well. I have only to destroy these evi-
dences of my past life, and I ean make a

new start. It seems like waking from a
bad dream. I can hardly believe it is
true.”

‘How about Granby and Hall.
will betray nothing ?”

““No. Itisas much to their interest as
mine to keep the secret. Ionly feared
Chapin, for he was desperate and had no-
thing to lose—and he is gone—gone for
good.”

“You are very fortunate, Herbert. no
doubt of that, but you must lose no time
in getting rid of that table. The risk is
terrible.”

“Iwill take it apart tonight. Tomorrow
I will have it split up and carrfed away
It is a simple affair, constructed in town
here under Chapin's directions. By to-
lm;)r'z;nw night there won't be 2 trace of it
eft.

While Herbert was speaking, he was
fumbling in ona of the bottom compart-
ments of his writing desk.

*“This, too, must be disposed of,” he
said.

He held up a long, straight pipe—the
stem quite thick, the bow! very small and
conical.

“What is that ?” asked Mark uneasily.

‘“ Another piece of Chapin’s property—
an opium pipe.”

* Herbert!” cried Mark, * you haven’t—’

“Only once or twice.” interrupted Her-
bert, *“ though that was not Chapin’s
fault. He tried to get me to try it oftner,
but T wouldn’t. It made me deathly
sick.”

The recollection of that night back in
freshman year, when Herbert was brought
to the room by two upper classmen, flash-
ed on Mark’s mind.

*“That night in the old room, in Colver
Hall.” he exclaimed, * you—you—"

“Yes—that was the first time, and the
last time I meant it to be, too, but Chapin
urged me and laughed me into two or
three other trials. He was quite used to
opium and often smoked it.”

“ And this is the fellow you have made a
friend of, Herbert! How did youdo it?
What attracted you in him ?”

Herbert shook his head.

“ I don’t know—now. But I used to think
alot of him. You see he was dashing,
and he seemed to know everything about
the world. and carried himself with such
an easy air that he completely took
me. I must #av even now that he was
very generous and kind in many ways. I
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thought nothing of his bad habits—they
seemed only like a little wild oats. I
never suspected him of being dishonest—
in fact I can see now that I never really
knew him until just lately, and it was a
rude awakening when it did come.”

“Iam mighty glad you woke in time—
and now that you have told me so much,
Herbert, let me tell you that I think you
have carried yoursel! uncommonly well
through it all.”

“Ido not think that I have been harm-
ed seriously,” answered Herbert. * Of
one thing I am sure; with your help and
company all will go well. The past is done
for—like that!”

Herbert snapped the pipe he was hold-
ing into several pieces and tossed them
into the fire, where they were soon cin-
ders and ashes.

‘“And now one thing more, Mark,” he
said. *Let me ask you again a question
I asked you first in freshman year—and I
won’t take no this time. Will you join the
glee club ?”

Mark hesitated.

“You will find the crowd very different
now. There is a great deal of new blood
in the club—a new and nicer set.”

“Iknow that,” answered Mark.
is there really a place for me ?”

“Yes, more than ever, for now our only
warbler, Chapin, has gone, and you are
the only man for the vacancy. I ask you
with some authority, for I am on the com-
mittee of selection.”

‘It seems to me I am slipping into all
of Chapin’s shoes,” laughed Mark,

“No. They should always have been
yours. They never fitted him. Come, will
you join the club ?”

“ Yes, uld man—if you want me.”

(70 be continued.)

“But
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CHAPTER XIII
CLAYTON'S DISAPPOINTMENT.

Josiah Onthank never for a moment
doubted the good faith of the clever
swindler who was dazzling him with
the prospect of a fine situation for
his son. He was a man well to do,
and over and ahove his farm was
easily worth five thousand dollars
in bonds and money interest.

Still he was reluctant to part with
a hundred and fifty dollars, for this
seemed to him a good deal of money.
Yet if it would secure his son a posi-
tion in the city with a large income
it would be worth while. At any rate
he would lay the matter before
Rupert, and ask his advice.

During the afternoon he had a
chance to speak with the bell boy.

“I've got something to tell you,”
he sald.

“All right, sir.”

“I've seen the young man I spoke
to you about.”

“Did he make you any offer?"”

‘“Yes; he promised to give my son
a place In his office at seventy five
dollars a month.”

‘““Where is his office?”

“In Wall Street. It's big and fine.
He must do a raft of business.”

““He is very kind to give your son a
place.”

“Yes, but he wants a premium of
a hundred and fifty dollars. That's
what bothers me. A hundred and
fifty dollars is a pile of money. What
do you think of it?"

“If you could really get a place for
your son at seventy flve dollars a
month—a permanent place—it would
be worth the money."”

“So 'twould, so 'twould. Then you'd
advise me to pay the money?"”

‘“He wants It in advance, doesn't
he?”

“Yes."

“Did you go into the office?”’

“Yes.”

“How do you know it is his?"
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“He told me so,” answered Mr. On-
thank in surprise.

“Ig that all the evidence you have?”

“He went and spoke to one of the
men—his cashier, he told me. You
don’t think there’s anything wrong,
do you?”

“I think, Mr. Onthank, the man is
trying to swindle you.”

“You don’t say!” ejaculated the far-
mer.

“Have you given him any money?"’

“No. Yes, come to think on't, I
have. I gave him five dollars for a
refusal of the place. He sald another
man was after it.”

“You haven't lost much yet. If you
should give him & hundred and fifty
dollars you would lose it all.”

“What makes you think so?
seems like a gentleman.”

“My information comes from a pri-
vate detective.”

He

“Well, well, I guess T've been a
fool,”” said the farmer, in a tone of
disappointment and mortification.

“What do you advise me to do?”

“I will consult with the detective
first, and tell you.” "

The next day Clarence Clayton
made his appearance. Though not
quite so sanguine as at first he still
hoped to carry out his original plan,
and obtain possession of the bulk of
the farmer’s money.

He found Mr. Onthank waiting for
him in the reading room.

“Well, my friend,” he sald, “I pre-
sume you have made up your mind
to secure a position for your son.”

“You don’t think you could let me
have it for less?’ asked Mr. Onthank,
who had been instructed what to say.

“I don’'t see how I can. Nor can 1
give you long to decide. The other
party is waiting for me at the Fifth
Avenue Hotel, and if you don’t come
to terms he will.”

“You see It's rather a risk,” sald
the farmer. “Suppose I pay my
money and you don’'t keep your part
of the agreemcent.”

“You seem to be very suspiclous,
Mr. Onthank,” returned Clayton, as-
suming indignation. “I am well
known In the city as a man of the
highest honor.”

“Just so!’ said the farmer. “Stil},
I should like to have you give me a
paper, agreein’ to give Ephralm a
position. Then I should feel safe.”

“I see no objection to that,”” said
Clayton. “I'll make it out here.”

He sat down at the table, and in a
few minutes handed Ezeklel Onthank
the following agreement:

“In consideration of a hundred and
fifty dollars paid to me by Mr. Ezekiel
Onthank, of Orange County, New
York, I hereby promise to give his
son Ephraim a place in my Wall
Street office, with a salary to begin
with of seventy flve dollars per
month. The engagement is to com-
mence on the first of next month.

Clarence Clayton.”

«“Is that satisfactory, Mr. On-
thank?' he asked. ’

“I reckon so,” sald the farmer, read-
ing the document slowly. ‘Do you
want the money today?"

_ “Certalnly.”

“Then I will go and get {t.”

Mr. Clayton leaned back f{n his
chair, in a pleasant frame of mind.
He chuckled to himself as he thought
of the ease with which he had im-
posed upon his rural dupe.

“Mr. Onthank thinks he 1s sharp,”
he soliloquized. ‘“He may change his
opinlon after a while.”

The farmer did not keep him wait-
ing long. He re-entered the readini
room, but not alone. Richard Darke
was with him.

Clarence Clayton started to his feet
in dismay. He recognized the detec-
tive at once.

*8it down, Mr. Clayton,” said Darke
smoothly. I see you have heen doing a
stroke of business with my friend, Mr. On-
thank.”

Clayton did not speak. He did not know
whr{f tto SAY. b o

“Let me see the paper, n-
thank.” PAPS
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The farmer handed it to the detec-
tive, who read it aloud slowly.

“You agree to glve his son a situa-
tion In your Wall Street office? By
the way, where is the office?”’ and
the detective bent a penetrating
glance on the face of the adventurer.

“I believe I made a little mistake,”
muttered Clayton. ‘“‘Give me back the
paper, and I will correct it.”

“It is quite Immaterial. It will do
as it stands You have not told me
where your office is?”

“I took him Into it.”

“Have ycu given him any money,
Mr. Onthank?”

“I gave him five dollars yesterday.”

“What for?"”

“To get the refusal of the place.”

“Very good! I see Mr. Clayton Is
a man of business. On the whole,
however, I don’t think you haver got
full - value for your money. Young
man, I will trouble you to return the
five dollars to my country friend.”

“I—I am afraid I haven't got it
with me,” said Clayton uncomforta-
bly.

“How much have you?”’

After searching his pockets the ad-
venturer produced two dollars.

“Will it be convenient for you to
remain in the city and prosecute this
‘man?’ asked the detcctive, turning to
the farmer.

“No—no, I want to leave town this
afternoon.”

“Then 1 am afraid we shall have to
let him go. The three dollars you
have lost you must consider pald for
experience. If it makes you more
cautlous in future it will be well ex-
pended.”

“So 'twill, so 'twill!”” said the far-
mer. ‘“Much obleeged to ye, squire,
for gettin’ me out of a scrape.”

“You are still more indebted to the
young bell boy,” indicating Rupert.
“Let me suggest that you can't do
better than to offer him the money
you have saved from our sharp friend
here."”

“I'll do better than that,”” said the
farmer. “I will give him ten dollars.
He has saved me from makin' a fool
of myself.”

“You see, Clayton,” sald the de-
tectlve, “that it is better to be hon-
est than a knave. The bell boy has
made more In this affair than you.”

“Can I go?’ asked Clayton, crest-
fallen.

“Yes, and don’t let me see you here
again. ‘I shall have my eye on Yyou,
and the next time you won’t get off
so easily.”

Clayton lost no time in availing
himself of this permission. In sad-
ness and disappointment he left the
hotel, iInwardly resolving never to en-
ter it agailn.

“Why wasn't I satisfled with the
five dollars?” he asked himself. ‘“Con-
found that young bell boy! He has
spoiled my game. But for him I
would be able to live in clover for a
couple of months.”

The farmer started on his return to
Orange County in the afternoon. Be-
fore going he handed Rupert a ten
Qollar bill.

The bell boy was surprised. HRe
knew nothing of Mr. Darke’s rec-
ommendation, and did not expect such
liberality . from Ezeklel Onthank,
whom he looked upon as a poor man.

“I don’t think I ought to take it,
Mr. Onthank,” he said.

“You needn't hesitate, sonny. Ican
afford it. T don’t wear as good clothes
as the young sprig that tried to swin-
dle me, but T ain’'t a poor man by no
means. If you ever have time to pay
me a visit in Orange County, I'll
make you welcome and see that you
have a good time.”

“Thank you, Mr. Onthank. If I
should hear of a good situation for
your son I will let you know, and T
won’t charge a hundred and fifty dol-
lars for it either. I haven't got an
office In Wall Street though.”

“That was a good joke. That ‘ere
Clayton was a pooty smart rascal af-
ter all,”

“Ho, ho!” laughed the farmer.

“Shall you invite him to visit you
in Orange County, Mr. Onthank?"

“] guess he wouldn’t accept. We
live plain, and he’s a rich Wall Street
broker. But we’ll be glad to see you
at any time."”

N CHAPTER XI1V.
THE YOUNG NEWSBOY.

Rupert had engaged a room on
Bloecker Street. 1t is not a fashion-
able locality, but the time was when
A. T. Stewart and other men of so-
clal standing lived upon it.

Rupert's room, a small hall bed-
room, cost him two dollars per week.
It was rather large for a hall room,
and was clean and well furnished,
beyond the average of such rooms in
that locality. The house was Kkept
by a widow, a Mrs. Stetson, a good
hard working woman, who deserved
a better fate than the position of a
lodging house keeper.

Usually Rupert reached his roomn
about eight o’'clock in the evening.
He left the hotel at seven, and
stopped for supper on the way. Ar-
rived at his room he generally spent
an hour in reading or studying (he
had undertaken to review his arithme-
tic, thinking that some time he might
obtain a situation where a good
knowledge of that science might be
needed.)

He had nearly reached the house
where he lodged on the evening after
the departure of Mr. Onthank from

‘the Somerset Hotel, when his atten-

tion was drawn to a boy of ten with
a bundle of the “Evening News'" un-
der his arm. He was shedding tears
quietly. Rupert had a warm heart
and was always kind to younger boys.

He was touched by the little fel-
low's evident distress and spoke to
him.

“What Is the matter, Johnny?” he
asked.

“I can’t sell my papers,’” answered
the boy.

“How many have you got left?”

“Twelve coples.”

“How many did you have in the
first place?’

“Twenty."”

“Then you have only sold eight?”

“Yes sir."”

“So that you are behind hand un-
less you sell more. Have you 2
father and mother living?"’

The boy answered in the affirmative.

“I shouldn’t think they would let
you go out selling papers so late.”

“They are very poor,” answered the
boy In a sorrowful tone.

“Doesn’'t your father work?”’

“Yes, he works for Mr. Lorimer on
Third Avenue.”

Rupert’s attentlon was aroused.
This Lorimer, as the reader has al-
ready been told, was his father's
former partner, and as Rupert be-
lieved, the cause of his failure.

«“Jf your father has a position I
should think he would be able to sup-
port his family.”

“Mr. Lorimer only pays him five
dollars a week,” explained the boy.

“Only five dollars a week!" repeated
Rupert in amazement. “Doesn’t he
pay more to his other salesmen?”

“Yes, but he knew father was poor,
3o he told him he must work for that
or leave the store.”

Rupert was not altogether surprised
to hear this, as he knew that Lori-
mer was a mean man who had no
conslderation for the poor.

“Where do you live?” he asked.

“In that big house,” answered the
boy, pointing to a tall tenement, one
of the shabblest on the street. ‘“We
live on the fifth floor, but I guess
we'll have to move out tomorrow.”

‘“Why'?

‘“Father hasn’'t been able to save
enough to pay the rent.”

“What rent do you pay?"”

“Six dollars. Father has only got
three dollars towards fit."”

‘“What is your name?”’

“"Harry Benton,”

“Well, Harry, I am not very rich,
but I can help you a little. I will
take all your papers, to begin with.”

Tha little boy's face brightened.

“You are very kind,” he sald.

“And now you may take me 'to your
home. Perhaps I can think of some
way to relieve your father.”

“Come this way, then,” said Harry.

Rupert followed him to the entrance
of the tenement house.

“] don't know but youll be tir~d
going up so many stairs,’” he sail
“We live on the top floor.”

“I'm not a very old man vyet'
laughed Rupert. “I guess I can stand
it if you can.”

The halls were dark and dingy, and
there was an unwholesome tenement
house odor. Through one open door
Rupert caught sight of a drunken
man lying prone on the floor. Evi-
dently the occupants of the house
were for the most part of a low class.
But when Rupert followed his little
guide into the home of his parents on
the upper floor he found respectable,
and not squalid, poverty. There was
an air of neatness pervading the
room, while Harry’s parents looked
thoroughly honest. Mr. Benton gazed
inquiringly at Rupert.

“I hope you'll excuse my intru-
sion,” said Rupert politely, “‘but your
little boy seemed in trouble and 1
ventured to come up stairs with him."

“I couldn't sell my papers,” ex-
plained Harry. “He took all I had
left,” indicating Rupert.

“You were very kind to my little
boy,”” saild Mrs. Benton gratefully.
“Won’t you sit down? This is my
husband.”

Mr. Benton was a man of medium
size. His features were worm and
sad.

“Pray take a seat,” he said. *“'We
haven't many callers and still fewer
friends. We can appreciate kindness
as we meet with it so seldom.”

“Harry tells me you are in the em-
ploy of Mr. Lorimer on Third Ave-
nue.”

“Yes."

“He says you are poorly paid.”’

“Flve dollars a week can hardly be
considered liberal,” returnzd Mr. Ben-
ton with a faint smile.

“Mr. Lorimer i{s a very mean man.”

“Do you know him?”

“Yes. He was my father's partner
in Buffalo.”

“Your father is
with him now?”

“My poor father died. I have every
reason to think that Mr. Lorimer
swindled him out of a large sum of
money, and brought on his financilal
ruin.”

“I am sorry to hear it,” saild Ben-
ton gravely.

“Does he pay other salesmen as
poorly as he pays you?”

“There may be two or three others
as poorly paid, but I think that he
knew of my poverty and took ad-
vantage of i{t. At any rate he called
me to the office one day, and told me
that I must accept a reduction from
elght dollars to five, or leave his ser-
vice. You can imagine how I declded.
With my wife and child to be sup-
ported I had no choice. That was a
month since, and my life has been
a hard struggle from that time. I
have been obliged to let  Harry sell
papers In the street, though the poor
boy cannot earn more than from ten
or fifteen cents a day in that way.”

“Harry told me that you would
have difficulty in paying vour rent.”

“Yes.,"” answered Mr. Benton de-
spondently. “We lack three dollars
of the sum required, and our land-
lord is a hard man. I am afraid we
shall be turned into the street.”

“If you will allow me I will lend
you the amount you need.”

“But I am afraid I shall not be
able to repay you.”

“I will take my risk of that.”

“Then T will not refuse. It will lift
a burden from my mind. But how

can you afford to be s ind?
don’t look rich.” s

“I am a bell boy in a hotel, but T

not in businoss




am pretty well paid, and I received
today a handsome present from a
guest. It is because I am poor my-
self that I can sympathize with the
poor. Besldes you have suffered from
the meanness of the man who ruined
my poor father. That alone gives you
a claim upon me.”

I should like to know the name of
my new friend.”

“My name is Rupert Rollins."”

“I shall remember it. I hope you
will come to see us sometimes.”

“I shall be glad to do so.”

““Are none of your family living?"”

““Yes, I have a mother and sister in
Rutherford, a few miles from the
city. They are pleasantly situated,
and mother is earning her living as
a housekeeper. But I won't intrude
on you longer tonight. I will call
again soon.”

It seemed strange to Rupert that
he should again be reminded of his
father’s old partner. Mr. Lorime
apparently had not changed for the
better since he had removed from
Buffalo to New York. He was the
same mean, selfish man he had al-
ways been. Yet he seemed to be
prosperous, while his victims were
suffering the ills of poverty.

Rupert could not understand it. It
was a difficult problem for him to
solve. This is not surprising, for it
has puzzled a great many olde# and
wiser persons than Rupert.

“Well,” he reflected, “I have partee
with three dollars out of the ten
that Mr. Onthank gave me. But no
matter! the three dollars will do
more good to the Bentons than to
me. I can spare it, and I would not
care to have it back.”

An idea came to Rupert. The hall
bedroom which he occupied was
lonely and not homelike. If he could
only make his home with a refined
family llke the Bentons he would
find it much more agreeable. If they
with the help of the eight dollars a
month which his rent cost him could
take a small flat, it would be a good
arrangement all round.

At present there were difficulties in
the way, as they were unable to raise
even the small rent which they were
paying now. Still circumstances
might change. He resolved to keep
up the acquaintance and watch for
some way of helping Mr. Benton to
a better position. Even ten dollars
a week would be a poor salary for a
good dry goods salesman, yet upon
this he would be able to live com-
fortably.

Rupert had the curiosity to enter a
drug store and look up the name of
Mr. Lorimer in the directory. He as-
certained that the dry goods mer-
chant lived on Lexington Avenue be-
tween Thirty Fourth and Thirty
Fifth streets. This was a desirable
location, and the house, as he after-
wards learned, was a handsome high
stoop residence, probably worth
twenty five thousand dollars.

But Rupert did not envy his father’s
old partner. “I would rather be
poor and honest,” he reflected, “than
live iIn a fine house surrounded by
luxury, gained by grinding the faces
of the poor.”

CHAPTER XV.
MR. SYLVESTER’S BIRTHDAY.

The next day Rupert received a let-
ter at the Somerset Hotel. It was
signed Frank Sylvester, and ran thus:
“Dear Rupert—

Tomorrow is my birthday.
and spend the evening with
will wait dinner till you come.

Your friend,
Frank Sylvester.”

Rupert declded at once to accept
the Invitation. He had learned to
like Sylvester, as Indeed he had rea-
son to do.

He was iIn doubt as to whether
there would be much company, but
he was not provided with a nice
suit, so that he need not be ashamed

Come
me. I
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of his appearance. Arrived at his
friend's residence, he found to his
surprise that there was but one other
guest besides himself, a Mr. Max-
well, a stout, pleasant looking man
of forty five.

“Rupert,” sald Sylvester, ‘this is
my cousin John Maxwell. He is not
an idler llki myself, but is a partner
in a large dry goods house down on
Grand Street. John, this is a speciul
friend of mine. When we first met
he was able to do me a serivice which
I shall long remember. I am rather
young to adopt him, having only
reached the age of twenty five.”

“Quarter of a century,” laughed
Maxwell.

“That sounds older, to be sure. At
any rate I look upon him as a
younger brother, and so have invited
him here at my birthday @Qinner, as
a relative.”

““You don’t seem to have many
relatives, Mr. Sylvester,” sald Rupert.
“I thought there might be quite a
party.” .

“Most of my relatives live at the
West. However, I am satisfled to
have you here and my cousin John.”

“If you are Frank’s brother, I sup-
pose I am your cousin also, Rupert,”
said Mr. Maxwell.

“I shall feel proud to have you re-
gard me so, Mr. Maxwell.”

““May T asl you are In the same
business as Frank?”

“Doing nothing at all,”
Sylvester.

“I am a bell boy at the Somerset’
Hotel,” answered Rupert.

He watched Maxwell to see if the
revelation of his position would affect
that gentleman’s opinion of him.

“I hope you are well pald.”

“Yes; I receive five dollars a week
and my board.”

“That is better than you would
do with us.”

“Mr. Maxwell,”” sald Rupert with a
sudden thought, “I wish I knew you
better.”

“Why?’

‘“Because then I might ask you a
favor.”

“To enter our employment? I will
take you if you wish, but I advise
you to stay where you are.”

“It {8 not for myself that I ask,
but for an experienced salesman who
is In very hard luck. He is working
for Stephen Lorimer of Third Ave-
nue, at five dollars a week."”

“Five dollars!’ exclaimed Maxwell
in surprise. ‘“And you say he is an
experienced salesman?"

‘“Yes, sir.”

“But why should he work for such
low wages then?’

“Mr. Lorimer knew that he was
poor, had a family, and was there-
fore in his power. He told him to
choose between five dollars a week
and dismissal.”

“That is like Lorimer. He has the
reputation of being the meanest man
in the business. How did you become
acquainted with the man you recom-
merd?”

Rupert told the story, and both
Sylvester and . Maxwell were inter-
ested.

“I suppose you don’t know Mr.
Lorimer?” said Maxwell.

“I know him only too well,” an-
swered Rupert. “He was my father's
partner in Buffalo and was the
cause of his ruin and death.”

“Was the firm name ‘Rollins &
Lorimer’?’ asked Maxwell

‘“Yes, sir.”

“Then I have met your father. I
was for several years a traveling
salesman, and’ sold goods to the firm
in Buffalo. I always preferred deal-
ing with your father. I didn’'t like
Lorimer.”

“I am very glad to meet any one
who knew my father,” said Rupert,
brightening up.

“I can hardly refuse your request
now, Rupert. Tell your friend—what'’s
his name?”

“Henry Benton."”

‘““Tell Mr. Benton to call at our

laughed

store early next Monday morning and
inquire for me. Give him a letter, so
that I may know he is the right
party. We are not taking on any
salesmen, but one in the dress depart-
ment is about to leave us and enter
the employment of a firm in Chicago.
I will put your friend in his place at
a salary of twelve dollars a week.”

“I can’t tell you how much I
thank you,”' said Rupert gratefully.
“You will bring happiness to a de-
serving famlly, and I don't think you
will have occaslon to regret it.”

The dinner was an excellent one,
and was enjoyed by the small com-
pany who partook of It.

“I must tell you, Rupert,” said Syl-
vester, ‘‘that I have peculiar reasons
for enjoying my twenty fifth birth-
day, even if I have, as cousin John
expresses it, llved a quarter of a
century. An old uncle left me fifty
thousand dollars some years ago, di-
recting that it should pass into my
possession at the age of taventy five.”

“I congratulate you, Mr. Sylvester.
I am sure you will make good use of
it.”

“I am not so sure of that, but I
hope so. I have begun to make use
of it already. You shake your head,
Cousin John, but I don’t think you
will disapprove my expenditure. I
have Invested seventy flve dollars in
a gold watch for Rupert, and thirty
five more in a gold chain.”

He drew from his pocket a watch
and chaln which he handed to the
astonished bell boy.

“I don’t know what to say, Mr.
Sylvester,” said Rupert gratefully.

“Your face speaks for you. I want
no other thanks.”

“I don’t know what they will say
at the hotel. They will think I am
putting on style for a bell boy.”

“I want some one to share my good
fortune. I belleve it is the best way
to show my gratitude to Providence.
As Cousin John has done something
for your new friend, Mr. Benton, I
will follow his example. Here are
twenty flve dollars which you may
give him with my best wishes.”

“This gives me even more pleasure
than the watch,” said Rupert with
radiant face. “I wish you could see
how much happiness your gift will
carry to a worthy family.”

“I will call with you and make
their acquaintance some day.”

The evening passed pleasantly, and
it was with a happy heart that
Rupert returned to his humble home.
That is it seemed humble compared
with the fine house in which he had
spent the evening.

It was not until the next night that
he was able to call on his €lends in
Bleecker Street.

He toiled up to the fifth floor, gnd
knocked at the door.

There was a low *“Come in,” and he
lifted the latch and entered.

He was startled to see that Mrs.
Benton had been shedding tears, and
her husband was leaning back in his
chair with a look of sadness and
despondency.

“What is the matter?”
quickly.

“I thought we could not be any
worse off,”” saild Mrs. Benton tear-

he asked

fully, ‘“but I was mistaken. Today,
Mr. Lorimer discharged my hus-
band.”

‘“What, in the middle of the week?”
“No; he is to leave on Saturday.”
“But why is this?"’

“I will tell you,”” sald Mr. Benton.
“Do you know Mr. Benton's son,
Julian?”

‘“Yes,
boy.”

“I got Into trouble with him to-
day. He interfered with me in my
work, and I reproved him. The con-
sequence is that he spoke to his
father against me, and got me dis-
charged.”

“You can imagine what this means
to us,” saild Mrs. Benton. “It was
hard enough to live on flve dollars a
week, even with the help of the few

he is a very disagreeable
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pennies that Harry brings in, but
now we must live on nothing. I don’t
know what will become of us.”

“But Mr. Benton may secure
another position.” X

“There is very little chance of it.
No one is taking on new salesmen.”

“Nevertheless Mr. Benton can go
to work next Monday in a store on
Grand Street at a salary more than
double what he is now getting.”

“Surely you are not in earnest?’

“Quite so. I will give him a letter
to Gilbert & Maxwell, and he will be
set to work at once.”

“But this seems incredible!"

“I will explain it to you.”

“You are our good angel,” said
Mrs. Benton when Rupert had con-
cluded his account. ‘““You come to us
in our sorrow with the best news we
have had for many a day.”

“Now Mr. Benton, I have a pro-
posal to make. I want you to hire a
nice flat in a better neighborhood,
and take me as a lodger. I am wil-
ling to pay you eight dollars a month.
For twenty I think you can hire a
desirable tenement, which will only
leave you twelve dollars to pay.”

“We shall be very much pleased to
do so. If only we had a little ready
money—""

“I came near forgetting something
important. I am the bearer of a gift
to you from a good friend of mine,
Mr. Sylvester of Harlem. Yesterday
was his birthday. He has given me
a gold watch and chaln, and to you
he sends twenty five dollars!"

Mrs. Benton’s joy can be imagined.

“You have Indeed proved a friend,”
she sald.

“It is a satisfactlon to me to feel
that the malice of Jullan Lorimer
will be disappointed. If I see him
tomorrow I shall not hesitate to give
him a plece of my mind.”

CHAPTER XVI.
JULIAN HAS TWO DISAPPOINT-
MENTS.

Had Julian Lorimer been older, and
in political life, he would have as-
pired to the position of a boss. He
enjoyed power, and desired to have
‘his authority acknowledged by others.
When Mr. Benton reproved him for
interfering with him he felt out-
raged and determined to have' re-
venge upon the Independent sales-
man. Therefore he complained to his
father, and a dlscharge was the re-
sult.

Mr. Lorimer, however, regretted af-
terwards giving in to the wishes of
his son. He recognized the fact that
Benton was an experienced salesman
whose services were valuable, and
that he was getting these at an ex-
traordinarily low rate of wages. He
could secure a man in ‘his place
doubtless, but it would not be so
easy to get one so competent as
cheaply.

Accordingly on the morning suc-
ceeding the dismissal he had a con-
versation with Jullan at the break-
fast table.

“I think I shall have to take Ben-
ton back, Julian,” he said.

‘““What, after his impudence to
me?” exclaimed Julian, frowning.

“Probably you provoked him. At
any rate lre is a valuable man. I
don’t see how I can spare him.”

‘““There are lots of clerks out of em-
ployment.”

“That may be, but he has long ex-
perience.”

“If you take him back pa, he wiil
insult me again. I should think you
would 'have more consideration for
me."”

“T can require him to apologize to
you. The man is poor as poverty,
and won’t dare to refuse.”

“Can’t you cut down his pay?”’

“Not very well. I pay him very lit-
tle now. You see, Julian, this is a
matter of business. I think you are
too much in the store, as you have
no employment there. If you want to
go to work, that will be a different
matter.”

“No, thank you. When I go

inta
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business I want to be a banker, or
a wholesale merchant.”

“If you will be at the store at noon
I will have Benton apologize to you.”

Mr. Benton was at work in his place
when Jullan passed through the store
and paused in front of his counter.

“Pa wants to see you in the office,”
he said abruptly.

“Very well, as soon as I fold up
these goods,” answered the salesman.

“You'd better hurry up, if you know
what's best for yourself.”

“And you'd better cease talking to
me in that way or I may teach you
better manners.”

Jullan Lorimer flushed, and his eyes
blazed with anger.

“Oho!” he said, “you don’'t seem to
know who I am.”

“] know that you are an impudent
boy.”

Jullan nodded vigorously, and went
at once to his father.

“Well, I told Benton to come, and
he said he’d come as soon as he got

ready.”

“Are you repeating what he sald
exactly?”

“Yes, that is, he said he’d come

when he had folded up some goods.”

“That is a different matter.”

“He called me an impudent
and threatened to lick me.”

Mr. Lorimer did not reply to this,
He had a suspicion that Jullan had
represented matters worse than they
were.

Two minutes later Henry Benton
presented himself at the office. He
was quiet and calm.

1 understand you wish to see me,
Mr. Lorimer,” he said.

“Yes. My son has complained of
you.”

“You wlill excuse my saying that I
am not in his employ, but in yours.
If he were your partner he would
have a right to speak to me about
my work. As it is he is only your
son, and I don’t concede his right.”

“As my son he Is entitled to your
respect.””

“He would have been treated with
respect had he treated me respect-
fully.”

“Did you ever hear
Julian burst in.

“Silence, Julian!” sald his father.
“In your circumstances, Mr. Benton,
1 think you have acted very un-
wisely.”

“How?"' asked Benton briefly.

“You depend upon the wages I pay
you for your livelihood.”

“Very well, sir.”

“And you make an enemy in my
family, and endanger your remaining
i my service.”

“I understood that you discharged
me yesterday.”

“Ahem! yes, but I don’t want to be
too hard upon you. You have a fam-
ily, have you not?"’

“I have a wife and young son."”

“If I should discharge you they
would suffer.”

“What does this mean?’
Benton.

“Therefore I have decided to recall
the discharge, on condition that you
will apologize to Julian for treating
him with Insolence.” .

“If T am to retain my position on
that condition, Mr. Lorimer, I prefer
to leave the store.”

“I am surprised at your folly!”
said the merchant sharply. ‘‘Here, 1
give you a chance to retain your
place and your {1l timed pride steps
in and interferes with your interest.”

“May 1 ask what I am to apologize
to your son for, Mr. Lorimer?"’

“You did not treat him with the
respect due to my son,” answered
Mr. Lorimer pompously.

“Do you sustaln him in interfering
with my work?’ asked Benton
calmly.

“I see you are Incorrigible,”” said
Lorimer angrily. “If your family
suffers in consequence of your obsti-
nacy, don’t blame me.”

“I shall not have occasion to blame
you or any one else."

boy

the like?"”
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“What do you mean by
don’'t understand you.”

“I mean only that though I shall
leave your employment 1 have
another place walting for me. I shall
not be idle for a day.”

“Is this true?” asked Lorimer, as-
tonished.

“Yes, sir, quite true.”

“For whom are you going to work?"”

‘“You must excuse my keeping that
a secret for the present.”’

that? I

“When dld you make application
for a place?’
“I made no application at all. It

was offered to me.”

“I shall not give you any recom-
mendation.”

“None wlll be necessary, sir. T have
worked elsewhere, and my former
employer will recommend me."”

“I don't believe he's got a place,
pa,” put in Julian. “I'll bet he’s
blufting.”

Benton regarded Julian with con-
tempt, but did not say a word.

“What pay are you to get?’ asked
Torimer.

“More than twice what you are
paying me, sir. You took advantage
of my poverty and my necessities to
reduce me to five dollars a wevk, a
lower price probably than is pald by
any dry goods merchant in the city
to an experienced salesman.”

“It seems to me you are getting
very independent,” sald l.orimer, an-

noyed.
“I feel more Iindependent than 1
did yesterday. I have one favor to
ask.”

“I have already told you that I
cannot give you a recommendation.”

“I don't care for one. If you can
conveniently spare me I should like
to retire from your service today."”

“Let him go, pa!”

But Mr. Lorimer did not agree with
Julian.

“I prefer that you should remain
here till your week expires. If there
is any failure to get the situation you
expect, I will continue you in my
service at six dollars a week.”

““Thank you, sir, but I don’t think
there is any doubt about my situa-
tion. If you have nothing further to
say to me I will return to my work.”

When Benton had retired Mr. Lori-
mer turned to Julian angrily.

“There,”” he said, “I have lost one
of my best salesmen whom I was
getting dirt cheap on account of
your misconduct.”

Jullan was rather taken aback at
this reproach.

“You can get lots of men in his
place, pa,” he sald.
“Not at the same wages. Now go

away, I am busy.”

“l wish I knew where he Is going
to work,” thought Jullan. “I might
write an anonymous letter to his
employer. 1 hate him. He puts on
too many airs for a cheap clerk.”

Jullan's maliclous plot had cer-
tainly failed signally. The next day
about one o'clock he was passing the
Somerset Hotel on lower Broadway,
just as Rupert was coming out on
an errand.

Julian at once noticed the watch
chain. As he had never known of
Rupert’'s owning a watch, his curi-
osity was exclted.

“What time is it?” he asked jeer-
ingly.

Rupert took out his watch.

* Five minutes after one,” he
swered.

The watch was a handsome one as
Julian noticed.

‘“Is that your watch?”
abruptly.

“Yes.”

“Is it orold?”

“No; it 1s gold. Do you wish to
look at it?"”

Julian's curiosity was such that he
took it tn his hand. He could see at
once that It was a genuine and proba-
bly expensive gold watch.

“You must be making high pay to
afford a watch like this,” he sald in
a tone of annoyance.

“It was a present.”

an-

he asked

“From whom?"

‘A friend up town.”

Julian dropped the watch and went
on his way in an ill humor. He had
a watch himself. but it was of less
than half the value of Rupert’s. He
inwardly resolved to ask his father
for a new one. N

CHAPTER XVIIL

MR. PACKARD, OF COLORADO.

In a short time the Bentons were
settled in a neat flut located near
‘Washington Square. They purchased
additional furniture on the install-
ment plan, and were able to offer
Rupert a home more desirable than
the room he had occupied. The new
prosperity was reflected in the faces
of the now happy wife and mother.

“It is you who have brought this
happy change in our circumstances,
Rupert,”” she said. *“I tremble to
think what would have been our con-
dition but for you.”

“In return you give me a pleasant
home,” said Rupert.

At the hotel things went on pleas-
antly. Rupert’s services were appre-
clated, and this was pleasant, though
his salary had not been incrzased.

Clarence Clayton never entered the
hotel now. Rupert -wondercd what
had become of him. But one Thurs-
day afternoon—his afternoon off--he
strayed down to the Battery.

Seated on one of the benches, look-
ing out towards Governor's Island,
Rupert’s attention was drawn after
a while to two men who occupled a
neighboring bench. One of those he
recognized at once as Clayton. The
other he also recognized as a guest
at the Somerset Hotel, a new arrival.
He was a man of middle age who
had the apearance of a Westerner.
Rupert now remembered that he had
entered himself on the hotel register
as from Colorado.

“I wonder what mischief Clayton is
up to now?” Rupert asked himself.

The benches were so near that he
was able to hear the conversation be-
tween the two men. Clayton had a
showy gold watch in his hand which
he was endeavoring to sell to his
new acquaintance.

“The fact is, my friend,” Rupert
heard him say, “I am awfully hard
up. I need money badly, and thatis
why I offer you such a bargain. This
watch is nearly new and cost me
one hundred and fifty dollars in cold
cash. 1 offer it to you for fifty."”

“How dild you get so hard up?”’
asked the stranger.

“I took a flyer in Wall Street. I
have a friend who is a broker, and
he gave me a pointer. I don’t blame
him, for he believed in it, and in-
vested himself. However, things
didn’t turn out as we expected, and I
was cleaned out.”

“How about him?”

“He lost a good deal more than T
did, but he could stand it, and I
couldn’t.”

The Western man took the watch
in his hand.

“It seems a good watch,” he said.
“I suppose it Is solid gold?"

“Undoubtedly.”

“I don't know much about watches
myself, though I come from a min-
eral producing State. We have
plenty of miners there, but I am a
cattle man.”

“Indeed! Is
ness?”’

‘“Well, I've made a little money at
it,” sald the other in a complacent
tone,

*“I am looking for a paying busi-
ness myself.”

The stranger laughed.

“You are a city man,” he said.
“You wouldn’t do for the West. You
wouldn’t make much of a cowbhoy."

“I don’t suppose I should.”

“You couldn’t wear patent leather
shoes {n Colorado.”

“Then T'll give it up tf you say so.
To tell the truth, I am better fixed
than you would suppose. I have an
ineome of a thousand dollars a year,

that a paying busi-

paid me quarterly by the trustees of

my late uncie’'s estate. but the next
payment won’'t come due for a
month. I must tide over till then.

That is why I offer you this watch
for fifty dollars.”

“I shouldn’t think you would like
to make such a sacrifice.”

“*Oh, well, I need the money. Be-
sides what is my loss is your gain.””

“You seem to take matters phil-
osophically.”

“That's my way. Serlously, though.
it will be a great favor to me if you
take the watch. Fifty dollars isn't
much, but with economy it will carry
me through till my next payment.'

*“Well, if you put it on that ground,
T don't know but I wlill oblige you.”

The Colorado man took from his
pocket a large wallet evidently stuffed
with bills, and was about to consum-
mate the bargain when Rupert rose
from his seat hastily. He felt that it
was about time for him to take a
hand In the transaction.

“Mr. Packard,” he sald, ‘you’'ll ex-
cuse my interfering, but I advise you
not to buy that watch.”

Clarence Clayton looked up quickly.
He recognized Rupert only too well.
and would like to have pitched him
into the bay. What was to be done?
He determined to brazen it out.

“Young man,” he said sharply,
““you had better mind your own
business.”

“How do you know my name?"
asked the man from Colorado, not
recognizing Rupert.

“I am one of the bell boys at the
Somerset Hotel where you are board
ing.”

“Why do you give this warning?
Can ydu judge of the value of the
watch?”

“No, sir, but I know this man.’"

“That is false,” asserted Clayton, "I
never saw you before to my know-
ledge."”

“I don’t know what to think,” said
the cattle man, looking puzzled. “You
say you know this man?"

“Yes. He came near cheating one
of our guests not long since by offer-
ing to give his son a place in an of-
fice in Wall Street for a hundred and
fifty dollars.” -

““The boy lies,” exclaimed Clay:ion. !
“] have a good mind to give you n
charge, you young rascal.”

“You are quite welcome to do it,”
said Rupert coolly.

“I hope my word is as good as this
boy’s,” continued Clayton.

“Don't take either, Mr. PacKard.
I am no judge of watches. Suppose
you go to a jeweler's and ask him
the value of It. If it is worth even
a hundred dollars, you can venture
to give this man what he asks, that
18, supposing he has come by it hon-
estly.”

““That i1s a sensible proposal.
cept it.”

“But I don’t!" said Clayton. *“I
feel that I have been insulted, and I
decline to sell the watch. As for you,
you voung rascal, I shall remember
your interference with me  in my
business.”

He rose and went off with his head
very high in the alr.

*‘Sit down and tell me all about this
fellow,” sald the cattle man. *I
8uspect you have saved me from be-
ing imposed upon.”

Rupert told the story, and
stranger thanked him heartily.

“I have always been told that I
must look out for myself in New
York, and I begin to realize it. How
does It happen you are so far away
from the hotel?”

“It is my afternoon off.”

They sat and chatted of Colorado,
about which Rupert felt considerable
curiosity. At the end of fifteen min-
utes their attention was drawn to a
man of prosperous appearance who
seemed In trouble. He paused as he
reached  their bench, and asked
anxiously, ‘‘Has either of you seen
a young man nicely dressed, and car-
rying a cane?’ and he went on to de-
scribe Clarence Clayton.

(70 be continued.)
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POINTS FOR PATENTEES.
eaders of The Argosy now and then write
1s to inquire about the procedure in the
ont ofice when a man wishes to secure
rights on an article he has invented. Not
y these particular individuals, but our
ders generally will be interested in the
lowing details:
) Write to the Commissioner of Patents,
shington, D. C., requesting a copy of the
ules of Practice,” which he will send free.
gn carefully read from page 9 to page 17.
wt the articles which may be patented,
ithe form of application and drawings.
another part or the pamphlet there are
eimen applications and drawings.
I} Prepare an application in accordance
h the rules, make or procure drawings
h as the Patent Office requires, make
h to your papers, and send to the Com-
ssioner of Patents with $15. This isthe
L government fee. Later, you require
ice that a patent will be issued, then a
ond government fee cf $20 must be paid.
) Some people are able to prepare their
n papers and drawings properly; but
8@ who are not consult a lawyer and em-
yyudmuﬁhlsnmn. Patent lawyers’ charges
ty aceording to the importance of the
01 but they seldom ask less than $20 or $30,
i sometimes more, besides the cost of the

ngs.
@ Ifan inventor is afraid that some one
|l steal his idea before he can put itin
ape, he ecan protect himsell in two ways,
ist, he ean make out a paper called a
Javeat,” and send to the Commissioner of
tents. This document briefly descrit
jinvention, and declares that he ha
rfected it. It will be good for a year, if no
¢ else has got ahead of him; and it may be
pewed for another year. The caveat is d
ribed on pages 52 and 53 of ** Rules of Pric-
e,” and a specimen caveat is given further
mg in that publication. A fee of $10 must
paid to Uncle Sam for each year a
veat is in foree. Another way to guard
@'s rights is to tell a trusty friend about the
aet nature of the proposed invention. and
wve that friend make a record of the date,
that, if necessary, he can swear to it, and
us prove priority of invention, if some one
je wrongfully elaims the credit. This plan
a8 good as the other.
5) Some inventors take the precaution to
ve an expert in Washington search the
itent Office flles, to discover whether any-
dy has already patented his idea. Such
perts ean be hired for between 82 and $5.
6) If a person cannot easily raise the

| money to pay the government and his at-
torney, he can sometimes sell a quarter or a
half of his right to a manufacturer or other
person for enough to cover the outlay. In
order to perfect the invention, some expense
for material and experiment is oiten incur-
red; and this, perhaps, ¢can be met in the
same way. 1f nolawyer or manufacturer is
willing to advance a cent for this purpose,
the inventor may well doubt the value of his
idea. Money is often wasted by putenting a
worthless article.

NOT TO BE LEARNED AT SCHOOL.

Do you think you could do well ip a news-
paper office, young'man? Do you realize
that you have a fair, all-round education
and that consequently the pressis just the
line ir which to make use of it? To gain an
inkling of requirements that would come in
handy for others besides proof readers, make
a note of points brought out in the following
letter. written once by Horace Greeley,
founder of the New York Tribune, to an as-
piring young friend of his:

“1 think it very probable you might prove

a good reporter, and will commend you as

such to our eity editcr, Mr. Otterson, should
| you come here, butI cannot attempt to over-

rule him, He is responsible for his depart-
‘ ment, and could not be justly held unless he

had full liberty in the choice of his subor-
dinates. I think I shall never advise any
man to come to this city, in view of the suf-
fering which now prevails. Should you re-
solve to come here on ycur own motion,
about the 28th of April should find you here.
You must take your chance of starving if
you come.

" As to proof reading. I think a first rate
proof reader could always find a_place in our
concern within a month. But the place re-
quires far more than you can learn; it
requires a universal knowledge of facts,
names and spelling. Do you happen to know
off hand that Stephens,” of Georgin, spells
his name with a ph, and Stevens, of Michi-
gan, with a v in the middle? Do you know
that Eliot, of Massachusetts, has but one | in
his name, while Elliot (Iately in the House
from Kentucky), has two ? Do you know the
polities *.nd prejudices of Oliver, of Missouri,
and Oliver, of New York, respectively,
that when your proof says ‘Mr. Oliver’ said
80 and so in the House, vou know whether to
insert ‘of Mo.’ or *of N.Y.” after his name ?
Would you echoose to strike out * of Mo." and
put in “of N. Y.’ if you perceived the speech

well
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taking a par 1l direction respecting
slavery, which shows thatit must bol\vrouﬁy
attributed in the telegraph dispatch? y
friend, if you are indeed qualifled for a first
rate proof reader, or can eusily make your-
self so, you need never fear. But don't
fancy the talent and knowle: equired for
a mere Secretary of State, President, or any
such trust will be sufficient.
“Yours, HORACE GREELEY."”
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BOILING WATER THAT ISN'T HOT.

Nature seems to play queer pranks some-
times, as when she thrusts a glacier out into
a sunny valley, where its icy surface sparkles
in the warm sunshine and its foot rests on
daisy starred turf. And now comes a writer
in the “ Times DPemocrat” of New Or'eans,
who calmly assures us that boiling water is
not always hot. This is the way it happens.
he says:

When water boils ordinarily it is because
great heat has separated the tiny particles of
the water, forcing upward and outward in
lively bubbles the air which is contained in
them. This is done in spite of the downward

wessure of the atmosphere. Afterthe water
s become hot enough to boil it can get no
hotter, because the air escapes as fast as it is
sufficiently heated to do so.

There are places on the earth where the
pressure of the atmospbere upon the water
is 80 slight that it requires but little heat to
{;ush apart the particles and set free the air

ubbles which are confined in the water, so
it begins to boil before it becomes very hot,
It ought hardly to be called cold water, per-
haps, but it is certainly far from being as hot
as ordinary boiling weter. This state of
things is found on all high mountain tops, as
the atmosphere grows weaker and its pres-
sure less as one uscends.

A gentleman_traveling at a great elevation
in the Andes Mountains, put some potatoes
in a pot of water over a hot flre. The water
began to boil almost immediately, but the
potatoes did not cook. All the afternoon and
all nifht the water bubbled and boiled, but
still the potatoes were not eooked. The boil-
ing water was not hot enough.

THE HEIGHT OF REALISM.

Laudleigh—" That snowstorm you have
painted is wonderfully realistic!” 3

Daubleigh—" It must be. A tramp gotinto
my studio one day, caught sight of the pict-
ure, and unconsciously put on my fur over-
coat before he went out.”—Exchange.

Mr.

Swellingsi_n—the Neck

Have troubled me for 12 years. Medical attend.
ance and operations on my neck at Mount Sinal
Hospltal did not give permanent improvement.
But by taking thre: bottles of Hood’s Barsa-

la, the swellint has entirely disappeared.
canp  sufficiently pralse

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

THOS. FARRENKOPY, 93 Willett St., N. Y. City.
* Hoobp's PiLL@ cure Constipation. 25g,

CARDS s aRLnaairdem
NEW CARDS

Beod %6, stamp for the
gonuine Tlidden Name 8

BAMPLE BOOK of
Ik
e Cured. " BUCKEYE

00., Laseyville, Obia..

AFTER THE SNOW BALL.

“ Well,” suid one market man to another,
cheerily, “how did the snow strike you?”

% back of the neck mostl’y. ” was the
reply, ** but it depended a good deal on the
glm of the boy who threw it.”—Washington

r.
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UNPREGEDENTE

a comparatively small number to

“The old magazines voi’dmll have got to come down in price. I noticed atthe B. & M. news stand Satwrday evening that of seven people who bought papers six
took a ‘ Record’ and four bought a copy of MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE al its new price of 10 cenls. No other was bought.”—Boston Evening Record.
The growth of Munsey’s from IN THREE

150,00

MONTHS.
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Charming Pictures in *“ Modern Artists

1

buyers!

All Records Bezlten' The country swept by a wave of MuNsey
. A great, glorious triumph jfor

the magazine for the people at the people's price! See the superb January issue of
Munsey’s Magazi
unsey’s Magazine
— Ldit10n-150,000—
The Great Wall Street Number!

Kings of New York!

There are many other good things besides in this New Year's issue of Muxsey’s, including the first chapters
of a thrilling new serial, « THE DAUGHTER OF FESTUS HANKS.”

Paper. Picturesque Portraits in *“The Stage.”

For sale everywhere Price IO cents.s ubscription $1.00 a year.

FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, 10 East Twenty Third Street, New York.
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Nothing like it ever before attempted !

Pen and pencil portraits of the Money
A great article that none can afford to miss.
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THE ARGOSY

Down Goes the Prlce | $40ﬂ’ Werx

FOR WILLINGC WORKERS

workers. Every hour you labor yon can easily
dollar. No one who is willing to work fall t nu
more money every day than can be made in three

at any ordinary employment. Send for free book - .;
taining the fullest information.

H. Hallett & Co., Box 19032, Portland. Maipe.

fiom home over night  You can mve )our I‘h(,
Ou n 0 u mes 0 to the work or only your Spare woments. Aa
not required you run no risk. We supply you

of either sex, any age, in any p.n of the conn
employmen: which we furnish. "'{,““

that is needed. Itwill cost yon nothing to try 1
ness. Any one can do the work. Beginpe
money from the start. Failure 18 unknown wi

Reduced from $2.00 to $1.00. BESFRENTN O

These are very rare books, beautifully bound in green and gold. Vols. VI,

v-—m,nnrm_m-_ ll\dlh(ll‘.l’hn‘lhnuhh
Complete, all 10¢.—Each offer as above will be given Wm
‘Wayaide Gleanings, 3 months for 10e. JEWEL O0., CLIN GE

VI, VIII and IX now ready. o Chime e 2 SOL AL LY

Postage 30 cents.

FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY.. b bitiom prioes New el i
of rious Masonie books. REDDIy;
BT E Sa

The Pot insulted the Kettle because the Cook did not use

The A d
SAP 0 L l O e, :ﬁﬁize??s Magazine

Good Cooking demands Cleanliness. Sapolio should be

used in every Kitchen.

to one address, $2.50 a year.

Just THREE DOLLARS is all it will cost you this
month for the Cosmopolitan Magazine and Good
Housekeeping, one year each. To secure these two
publications for one year for that sum, send this
mouth THREE DOLLARS to GOOD HOUSEKEEPING
Springfleld, Mass.

BARNEY

&
BERRY'’S
are always the best.

Catalogue FREE.
SPRINGFIELD, MASS.

Wanted. Liberal Salary Pald.
Athomeoriotravel. Teum furnished
) tree. P.O. VICKERY, \ugusts, Mo

‘WANT YOU o ‘Hml‘ ‘l'lhl‘, wamplee, ete., r’w ln
e of g i houmnd, FAID. X
e ST KinCTiNG BUREAD: F.0.ben 1088, Neow Vork Ghs.

A Ruddy Glow
on cheek .
and brow N
isevidence =
that the =
body is
getting proper nourishment.
When this glow of health is

absent assimilationis wrong,
and health is letting down.

Scott's Emulsion

taken immediately arrests
waste, regardless of the
cause. Consumption must
yield to treatment that stops
waste and builds flesh anew.
Almost as palatable as milk.

Prepared by Scott & Bowne, N, Y. All druggists.

THE ARGOSY.

Volumes 1,11, 1V and X171 are e7n‘zre/1/ out of print.

Only three copies of Volume 111 for sale. Price $5. f
|

BOUND VOLUMES OF }

Volumes V, VI, VII, VIII, IX and X are

very nearly gone. Price $35.

Volumes X1, X111, X1V, XV and XVI can

be had for $1.50 cach. Expressage to be paid by

recerver. \
FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY.
10 East 23d Street, New York
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