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THE DIAMOND SEEKERS;

The Mystery of the Five Peaks.
BY WILLIAM MURRAY GRAYDON,

Author of * Under Africa,” ** In the Name
of the Czar,” ete.

CHAPTER I
LOST ON THE GOLD COAST.

“Good by to the Sultanal There she
goes under full steam bound for Lagos,
and not a soul on board dreams of
my absence. It was a cleverly
managed escape, if I must say it
myself. Will they miss the plank,
I wonder? I hardly think so.
‘Accidentally fell overboard’ will
be the verdict when they find me
missing in the morning. The pas-
sengers will be sorry—some of
them at least—and they will be
shocked when the whole story
comes out, as it surely will at
Lagos.

“Iecan imagine the disappoint-
ment of some black skinned officer
when he boards the steamer with
a pair of steel bracelets in one flst,
and a search warrant in the other.
It was a rare bit of good luck that
put that newspaper into my hands;
otherwise I would have tumbled
blindly into the trap.

“Well, there is no use in crying
over spilt milk. I am dead to the
world, or will be as soon as the
wires flash the tidings to England.
The new life begins from this
night, and I can’t well make a
worse mess of it than I did of the
old. Everything was against me
at home, but here Ican make a
fresh start. And now forthe shore;
that light must surely mean either
Elmina or Cape Coast Castle.”

Inasmuch as the speaker was at
that moment adrift on the gently
heaving waters of the Gulf of
Guinea, his self addressed words
sounded  slightly paradoxieal.
With one hand he cluteched a long
thick plank, and by repeated
strokes of the other he kept his
head and shoulders above the
waves. His face was turned to the
west, where against the horizon
line of sky and sea the sloping
funnels and Jow, lengthy hull of a
great steamer were sharply de-
fined, while from fore and aft her
lanterns stained the water with
zigzag trails of ruddy light.

Overhead was the mystic vault
of the sky, low drooping as though
it would kiss the sea, and luminous
with that brilliant starlight which
only the tropics know. A mile or
more to the north could be seen
the black, far stretching line of the
coast of Guinea.

Theve lay Africa, the vast and
terrible continent which even at
this advanced date of the world’s
civilization stands for all that is
savage and barbarous—a name
that brings before one’s mental
eve dim visions of gigantic moun-
taing  and rivers, of trackless
jungles haunted’ by wild beasts
and wilder men, of burning villages, and
merciless bands of Arabs, and poor blacks
dragged in chains to the mart of human
traffie.

The solitary figure adrift on the lonely
waste of water gave no evidence of being
thrilled or disturbed by reflections of the
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above nature, To him the African coast
was merely a goal to be reached as speed-
ily as possible; and with a last glance at
the receding steamer he planted his
breast on the edge of the plank, and by a
vigorous use of legs and arms propelled
himself toward a flickering speck of yel-
Jow light that was visible against the
darkness of the shore.

He paddled on in grim silence—for the
task forbade anv waste of
breath—keeping his thoughts

night was sultry, and a slight land breeze
wafted to his nostrils the pestilential
scent of mangrove swamps and rotting
vegetation. The lazy movement of the
waves was a help rather than a hindrance
and presently the swelling boom of the
surf warned him that the critical part of
the journey was close at hand.

He could see the glittering stretch of
the beach now, and the low hills that rose

For an instant he was torpid with fear;
he suffered as keenly as though the great
jaws were already tearing him limb from
limb. Then the instinet of self preserva-
tion woke him to quick action. He struck
out vigorously with legs and arms, mak-
ing as great a splushing as possible. He
scarcely hoped to escape his cruel pur-
suer, but by good fortune a rolling wave
shot the plank into the raging surf,
wherce it emerged an instant
later with an impetus that flung it

behind sealed lips, and uttering

"JL'ST AS WE CAME WITHIN GUNSHOT OF THE HORRID
BEAST WE HEARD A SPLASHING BEHIND USs.”

no word that might serve to pierce the
mystery of his actions.

From time to time he glanced sideways
at the fading outlines of the steamer, as
though repenting the mad impulse that
had prompted him to exchange its shelter
for the dubious mercies of the sea, The

beyond it. The twin-
kling light had vanished,
and its absence made him
vaguely uneasy.y Instead
of the town he had hoped
to find there was only a
barren shore.

He drove the plank on-
ward, until it was fairly caught in the
shoreward rush of the waves, and as he
paused briefly from his exertions and
turned for a last glimpse of the steamer,
he saw a low black fin protruding from
the water less than ten yards away—a
hungry shark in pursuit of a meal.

out on the beach.

The concussion loosed the fugi-
tive’s hold, and for a moment he
lay stunned and dizzy. Then a
dash of spray roused him to fur-
ther effort, and he crawled pain-
fully to the shelter of a sand ridge
that was well out of reach of the
surf. He rested here for a little
while, slowly regaining breath and
strength, and finally rose to his
feet, revealing in the bright moon-
light that was now flooding the
})e:ch the tall, slim figure of a mere
ad.

His face was a handsome one,
and the recent ordeal had not al-
tered its slightly haughty expres-
sion. In spite of the water that
trickled from his curly yellow hair
and slight mustache and the wet
clothes that clung shapelessly to
his limbs, he had that subtle touch
which proclaimed patrician birth
and breeding, no matter how clev-
erly disguised.

If his face could be taken as an
index by which to read his charac-
ter, it seemed wildly improbable
that any taint of guilt or dishonor
had forced him to abandon the
steamer and seek refuge on the
fever stricken coast of Africa. Yet,
what other motive could exist ? If
guiltless, why did he fear arrest at
Lagos? His self spoken words
ineriminated him. He was admit-
tedly a fugitive from justice.

He scanned alternately the sea
and the beach, and finally turned
a perplexed face toward the inland
hills.

* My usual luck!” he muttered.
“I've made u mess of it somehow.
At sunset tonight the Sultana
was off Cape Three Points, and by
that reckoning I ought to be near
Elmina or Cape Coast Castle now.
I don‘t see a trace of either town,
and don’t know which way to turn.
1t’s no joke to find one’s self lost
on the Gold Coast at night. Bet-
ter that than a berth on the
steamer, though. All things con-
sidered, I ought to count myself
lucky. I must take one direction
or the other, so I think I'll go east.
There are more settlements that
way.”

He hesitated an instant, and then
started briskly along the beach,
barefooted and bareheaded. His solé
attire consisted of a soft flanuel shirt and
linen trowsers, ang as these were already
beginning to dry, he felt no discomfort.
For an hour he tramped the wet sand.
listening to the monotonous beat of the
surf and straining his eyes vainly for
some sign of human habitation, Inland
were ‘billowy sand mounds and lagoons
stretching clear to the hills, and as his
keen glance noted them from time to
time he was suddenly startled to see a
dark form sinking between two ridges
It vanished instantly, leaving him un-
certain whether it were man or beast.
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““ A prowling lion or panther, as likely
as not,” he muttered half aloud, "' coming
right in my direction, too. and not a
weapon to be had—not even a stick or
stone.”

He contemptuously drew a pearl han-
dled knife from his pocket, and had barely
opened the biggest blade when a queer
looking object emerged on all fours from
the nearest sand hill and sprang suddenly
upright, revealing the gigantic propor-
tions of a huge negro.

He was stark naked, save for a strip of
calico about his loins: his savage features
were surmounted by a mop of bushy
frizzled hair of much the same fashion in
use among the natives of the Soudan, and
in his right hand he held a spear broken
midway at the shaft.

For a brief second the two confronted
each other in hostile attitudes, Then tho
negro uttered a peculiar cry and cast him-
self at the white man’s feet.

“You Inglis man, You save Carimoo.
You no let be made slave again,” he en-
treated as rapldly as his spent breath
would permit, *‘*Where other Inglis-
mans? You no be alone. You save Cari-
moo den he make you rich.”

The Englishman returned the knife to
his pocket and motioned the negro to
rise.

“I'm quite alone,” he said. *““No oneis
with me What is it you fear? I will help
you if I can.”

The negro rose, trembling in every
limb, and glanced nervously toward the
sand mounds.

*Me escape from bad Arab’s camp.” he
whispered. * They make Carimoo slave.
Me run hard, me kill man with spear.
Other mans come quick,’,

“The deucc you didl” exclaimed the
Englishman. ‘ You certainly deserve
your freedom after that. But where did
you learn my tongue ?"

“ Oh, me be slave long while down Zan-
zibar way. Me see many white mans. Me
learn their talk,”

*What is the fellow doing here if he has
heen at Zanzibar ?” mentally ejaculated
the Englishman.

**No Arabs dare hold you in slavery on
the Gold Coast,” he added aloud. “This
is English soul, and no such doings are
tolerated.”

The negro made no reply. He was
watching the sand hills with rigid mus-
cles, Suddenly his face hecame convulsed
with terror, and he thrust out a long
black arm.

“See! Sce!” he gasped. “Bad Arabs
come!”

Here and there to the northwest dark
figures were stealing over the hillocks,
and the moon flashed on polished steel.

The negro turned and made a dash for
the surf, but the Euglishman overtook
him by a single bound and dragged him
back.

“Would you make
sharks ?” he demanded.
than that.”

The negro struggled to release himself.
* Carimoo die 'fore he go back to Arabs,”
he muttered sullenly.

“My poor fellow, I will save youif I
can,” exclaimed the Englishman. *“I
don’t cave to fall into the hands of those
scoundrels any more than you do. Quick!
we must lose no time. How far is Cape
Coast Castle, and in which direction? Do
you know ?”

The negro peinted east.

* Big town there, much far away. We
no reach it.”

“We'll have a try for it anyhow,” re-
turned the Englishman. ‘‘Perhaps we
can give theee fellows the slip among the
sand hills. Come on, Carimoo, if that’s
your name, and don't part with that
spear.” *

These cheerful words induced the negro
to abandon his attempt at self destrue-
tion, and he readily followed his com-
panion. Asthey ran side by side over the
beach a burst of angry cries came from
the rear, and looking backward they saw
the scuttered Arabs bounding over the
hillocks.

The Englishman was fresh and vigor-
ous, and the negro was scarcely less so in
spite of \his previous exertions. Their
confldence increased as the sound of
pursuit grew no louder, and sfter follow-
ing the surf line for a quarter of a mile
they took to the sand ridges where the

a meal for the
** Better slavery
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chances of keeping out of sight were
better.

The Arabs were undoubtedly much
fatigued, and might have failed utterly

to overtake the fugitives, but unfortn-.

ately Carimoo stumbled., and in the full
his right thigh was pierced to the depth
of several inches by the sharp point of
the spear. 'The wound bled profusely, und
the poor fellow.exumined. it with hopeless
eyes.

*“Me no run now,” he gaspad, * You
go away, leave Carimoo here. Arabs kill
Inglis man,”

He seized the spear, and made earnest
#estures to his companion to depart

CHAPTER IIL
A GOLDEN CORONET.

“Leave you to the tender mercies of
those flends! " exclaimed the young Eng-
lishman. ** No, thank you, Carimoo, that’s
not one of our family traits. I won’t
desert you just yet.”

He glanced hurriedly around, and in
spite of the negro’s entreaties, knelt be-
side him, and examined the injured limb
with a critical eye. Then he hastily tore
one sleeve from his flannel shirt, and rip-
ping it to a convenient size wrapped the
negro’s thigh an inch or so above the
wound. With slight exertion he broke off
a portion of the spear shaft, and com-
pleted his surgical operation by ingerting
this under the bandage and twisting it
half a dozen timesg, thus making a clever
“tourniquet.”

“That’s the best I can do now,” he said,
“but I think it will put a stop to the flow.
Give me your arm, Cuarimoo, I have
enough strougth left for both of us. We
will outwit these rascals yet.”

A little help brought the negro to his
feet, and he hegan to pour out heartfelt
expressions of gratitude, which the Eng-
lishman cut short by starting off ona run
dragging his companion after him. They
were none too soon, for a flerce shout
rang out behind them, then another and
aucther. The Arabs had cuught a glimpse
of the fuglitives.

The Englishman wisely struck inland,
knowing that the only hope lay in finding
a hiding place. [t wasa slim chance at
the best, and Carimoo’s feebleness made
it more than doubtful. He had lost con-
siderable blood, and moved with pain and
difficulty.

The Arcbs gainod repidly, shouting
from time totime to call in their seat-
tered companions. They had the fugi-
tives in sight all the while, and were ne§
enough to shoot them down had the
chosen to do so.

Beyond the sand hills a fringe of high
reeds was now visible, and as the Eng-
lishman strove hard to reach this, fairly
dragging the exhausted negro at his
heels, the latter reeled and fell heavily
on his side..

**Carimoo die now,” he gasped, looking
at his companion with a strunge smile.
**Go 'wuy now. No let Arabs get you.”

As the brave young Englishman at-
tempted to lift the negroin his arms, a
burly flgure appeared on tho sand ridge
twenty yards away, and tho bright moon-
light showed it to be a white man with a
brutal fuce and a flowing black beard; he
was attired purtly in Arab costume.

* Hare they are,” he cried hoarsely, wav-
ing one hand at his strange companions
in the rear.

The echo of his voice had scarcely died
away when a loud shout came from soine
point heyond the fringe of reeds.

The ruffian heard it, and halted in
amazed wonder. The young Englishman
heard it, too,and a ray of hope flashed
into his heart.

**Carimoo,” he cried, “,help is at hand.
You must try to reach the reeds: make
one more effort quick 1”

The negro heard and understood. He
struggled to his bands and knees, and
wasinstantly pulled upright by the strong
grasp of his comrade. Together they
stumbled toward the friendly shelter of
the thicket whence a second shout at that
moment resounded, accompanied by a
splashing noise.

It occurred to the Englishman that the
sounds might come from other Arabs
who had cireled around to cut off the
fugitives; but the fear speedily vanisbed
when he saw the desperate effort his
pursuers were making to overtake him

The black bearded rufflan came nn with a
rush, but was outdistunced by a flevter
Arab, armed with a rifle. The latter
raised his weapon to fire in response to a
command from the white ruffian behind,
who was furious at the prospect of los-
ing his prey.

At this critical juncture the English-
man took a fleeting glance over his shoul-
der that revealed the peril. With the
fearlessness of desperation he stopped and
wheeled round. He tore the fragment of
spear from the negro’s feeble grasp. and
hurled it with mighty force at the Arab.

He turned without waiting to see the
result, and as he dragged his companion
on, he heard a shrill cry, and the sound
of aheavy fall. Then the white rufian
yelled furiously, ** Shoot the dogs down !
8hoot them without merey !

Crack! Crack! Several sharp shots
woke the echoes of the night and the rush
of feet came closer, But the plucky Eng-
lishman had now gained the reeds with
his staggering companion, and both were
trampling waist deep through mud and
water, safe from the angry bullets that
were hissing overhead. Suddenly the
bottom seemed to drop from under their
feet, and they vanished entirely, leaving
turbulent ripples to mark the svot.

They struggled to the surface an in-
stant later, blowing the muddy water
from their mouth. and striking out vigor-
ously. They swam on, breaking forcibly
through the rapidly thinning copse of
reeds, and came shortly to open water
—to a long, wide lagoon, dotted with
reedy islets that glistened whitely in the
moonlight.

The pallid rays fell on something else,
too, on a boat resting tranquilly on its
oars, less than ten yards away, and in the
hoat were two men—men with white and
friendly fuces.

“Baved! Baved!™ cried the English-
man. ‘*Swim on my brave fellow; help is
at hand.”

Carimoo needed no urging. The cold
plunge had given him fresh strength and
his muscular arm strokes kept him
abreast of hiscompanion. The boatdrew
closer, those within it realizing the
gravity of the peril, and soon the two
fugitives were drawn over the side by
willing hands,

“Rescued slave—Arabs in pursuit,”
gasped the Englishman,

This laconic utterance was sufficient
explanation. Three pair of oars sent the
boat whizzing across the lagoon, and ere
it was twenty yards from the fringe of
reeds black heads appeared at the edge
of the water. Owing to the depth these
could not use their rifles, and those in the
muddy shallows behind who were ina
position to do so, could not see to take
aim.

‘ The rascals can’t hurt us,” exclaimed
a short, corpulent man, who occupled
the stern seat of the boat. * They're
welcome to take their spite out in howl-
ing. I wish they'd split their throats
Pull away. men,”

The boat cut diagonally across the
lagoon toward the opposite shore. and
the Englishman took this opportunity of
serutinizing his rescuers. The short,
stout man, was evidently in command,
and his appearance was, to say the least
somewhat odd.

His cheeks were ruddy and puffed out,
and his little twinkling eyes lent a merry
expression to his features. His face was
smooth shaven save for a longish chin
tuft of red hair, and on his head was a
broad low crowned felt hat, He wore
high hip boots, and a low fitting jacket of
dark green cloth.

A perfect armory of small weapons
peeped from his belt. In fact, to the young
Englishman’s eye this individual resem-
bled nothing so much as a jolly burgher
of Amsterdam who had suddenly come
to life and stepped from one of Rem-
brandt’s eanvases—n very fair conjecture
in view of subsequent discoveries,

The other occupants of the boat—who
were plying the oars—were three in num-
ber; a muscular looking lad with dark
eyes and hair, and a frank open face, and
two middle aged men—one smooth
shaven, the other wearing a heavy black
mustache that dropped far over his chin.

The Englishman had briefly taken note
of these things when the stout man
turned to him and said abruptly, ** That

little affair is well over now, my lad, so
let's have your yarn. It's a good one, I'll
warrant. What's brought you to this
part of the coast, and where did you pick
up that chap ?” indicating the negro who
was leaning wearily against the low
thwart.

The Englishman told briefly of his en-
counter with the escaped slave and his
subsequent adventures.

** Carmoo will tell you the rest when h»
feels better,” he concluded; ** he is weak
from loss of blood now.”

“ Aye! aye! that’s well enough. But
where did you spring from? What brought
you here touight, without shoes or hat
and in those flimsy garments ?”

The Englishman turned slightly paler.
and did not reply for an instant.

“I'm afraid tbat I cannot answer you.”
ke said slowly but firmly.

The stout man gasped with amnzment
and then the corners of his mouth tight-
ened. ' You mean that you won’t answer
me?” he demanded harshly.

**Have it 80 if you will,” replied the Eng-
lighman, ns he turned his eyes wearily
across the lagoon.

The other looked angry for an instant.
and then, happening to glance at the bot-
tom of the boat, he thrust his hand dowun
and picked up a small morocco card case,
water stained and swollen.

He held it to the moonlight, and his
little eyes opened to their fullest extent.
** Viscount Melgrave,” he read slowly from
the gold lettering stamped on the cover,
*‘and here’s a golden coronst, too, as sure
as my name's Peter.”

“It's mine.” interrupted the English-
mun haughtily. “It fell from my pocket.
Give it to me.”

The hand that he reached for it trem-
bled like a leaf,

*“Is that your name ?” asked the stout
man in a milder, less offensive tone.
**Are you Viscount Melgrave ?”

*“ My name is Fulke Melgrave, and that
is my property; thank you.”

Heo placed the card case in his pockat.
and turned to’his bewildered companion.

* Lest I should seem ungrateful for tha
service you have just rendered me, I wiil
tell you this much,” he said slowly, “I
jumped from one of the Cape bound
steamers a few hours ago, and reached
the shore on a plank. There are certain
reasons why I can tell you no more than
this at present, but I assure you that no
crime, no shadow of dishonor, is con-
nected with the cuuse that prompted me
to this seemingly rash act. The nume I
bear forbids that.”

There was silence for a moment. Tha
oarsmen, Interested in what was going
on, burely feathered the water. Then the
stout man extended a bronzed and horny
hand.

“I believe you, my lad. I believe you
from the bottom of my heart.” he ex-
claimed earnestly, ‘' Here’s my flst on it.
Idon’t care whether your name’s Fulke
Melgrave or John Smith. Iain’t knocknd
about the world for twenty years without
knowing how to read a man’s face. and
yours tells a piain story. It has honesty
and truth writon it; aye! and pride ang
good birth as well. You're a man I'd
trust with a fortune. and whatever you
have to conceal it ain't dishonor. What
brought you to this fever stricken coast
is not my business, and I'll think no more
about it, and now for the proper introdue-
tion.

“Pleter Beerenbroek is my name, sir.
born at Amsterdam, Holland, and bred
at all points of the compass. This black
baired Iad here is Clegg Fosdyke. son of
my old ship mate, and a better chap can't
be found in the two hemispheres. Be-
hind bim sits Noah Raffles, a London
cockney. born in sound of Bow Bells, and
a native of Seven Dials. T'otherfellow
is Jonas Maghuil, born in the States, and
lived on salt water from a lad.”

A common impulse prompted Clegg
Fosdyke and the young Englishman to
clasp hands warmly. Noah Raffles ac-
knowledgod the introduction by smillng
all over his face, and giving his forelock a
respectful pull, while Jonas Maghuil
uttered a few words under cover of his
heavy mustache.

“ What brings us to this part of the
globe is too longa yarn tospin now,” said
Pleter Beerenbroek. “ And this ain’t the
place for it anyhow. Those rascally Arabs



na bye thinking up some plan to circum-
rent us. Give way lively, men. The
ooner we get back to the Dutch Dragon
he better. That negro yonder seems to
1eed some attention.”

The Hollander's order was obeyed luss-
ly, and the boat moved swiftly down the
agoon, skirting the northern edge. The
relling of the Arabs had ceased, and the
ilence was broken by naught save the
listant booming of the surf.

CHAPTER III

ON BOARD THE DUTCH DRAGON.

Following the devious windings of the
agoon the boat came presently to an
wen space of water that seemed to be the
nouth of a creek. for less than half a mile
jouthward a glimpse was to be had of the
»pen sea, and the roar of the surface was
lainly audible.

Midway in the channel a trim looking
itenm yacht lny at anchor. This was the
Juteh Dragon, thirty four tons, owned
wnd commanded by Pleter Beerenbroek.
Che occupants of the boat were soon
ihoard the yacht, where half a dozen
nen were visible— four negroes and two
Europeans.

The Hollander led his guest across the
leck. and thence below to a snug cubin,
urnished with anusual taste and luxury.
[he books shelves on the wall. and the
lisplay of etchings and engravings
yrought a flush of surprise to the English
ad’s face, while the negro gazed about
:im with comical bewilderment.

*“ Make yourself at home,” said the Hol-
ander; *“we don’t stand on ceremony
wwre; no mistering, you understand.
This lad here is plain Clegg, and Pieter is
he only name I answer to. I'll call you
Fulke—or shall it be my lord ?” This was
said half jokingly, halt in earnest.

The young Englishman flushed a deeper
red, and glanced keenly at his host.

*“Fulke will do very well,” he replied.
‘Itis thename I am most accustomed

* Everything 18 shipshape then,” ex-
:laimed Pieter; ** we’ll have something to
:at and drink—if it is nearly two o’clock
nthe morning—and after that you can
leep as long as you wish. By the way,
“legg. have you got an extra jacket and
nir of shoes that will fit this gentle-
uan ?”’

“Ithink I have,” replied the lad. “I’ll
oand see.”

As he left the room Noah Raffles en-
ered, bringing a basin of water and a
iponge. The negro was then comfortably
irranged on asofa, and Pieter skillfully
vashed and bandaged his wounded leg.

“That will do,” he said, surveying his
vork with satisfaction. ‘‘The fellow will
e as well as ever in twenty four hours.
{e had better lie still, though. I'll see
hat he is well cared for. He's a queer
noking chap, isn't he ? If we were on the
ast coastnow, I'd swear he was a SomaM.
1e must be all of six and & half feet high,

.ud look at those powerful limbs. He's
een exceedingly well treated for a
lave.”

“He comes from the Zanzibar coast, I
wlieve,” said Fulke in an undertone.
'There's something queer about the
fair.”

*Well. we'll have him spin his yarn to-
norrow,” replied Pieter. “I'll stake my
wit that he has a tale to tell.”

The negro seemed to understand what
ras being said. He glanced from one to
he other, aud then turned his eye on
‘ulke with a look of intense gratitude and
flection. He was about to speak, when
'legg entered the room with a jacket and

pair of grass slippers which proved to

t Fulke to perfection. The two lads were
Imost of the same size and build.

Pieter now led the way to a small ad-
sining cabin, where Jonas Maghull was
ast applying the finishing touches to a
ible that fairly groaned with tempting
sod.

The hungry men wasted no time in
king. The viands disappeared as if by
1gic—Carimoo receiving his share on a
raiter—and when fruit and black coffee
rare brought on Pieter pushed his chair
lightly from the table and lit & long
temmed pipe, with a huge china bowl.
‘aking a preliminary whiff or two, he be-
an the promised yarn, and Fulke lis-
»ned with &bsorbing interest.

The tale was told in a rambling way. in-
'rspersed with reminiscences, and need
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not be set on paper verbatim: but Fulke
gleaned from it much concerning the life
and character of his two companions and
the object of their visit to the Gold Coast,
and this much it is necessury for the
reader to know.

Pieter Beerenbroek, though a Hollander
by birth, preserved intact only two Dutch
traits—a fondness for schnapps and good
tobacco. When a lad of twenty a deceased
uncle left him an ample fortune, and,
being endowed with a wise head and a
love of adventure inherited from an an-
cestor, he had made use of his income
during the past thirty years to roam over
the globe.

His wanderings had brought him on
many previous oceasions to Africa, which
continent had a constant fasecination for
him, owing no doubt to the fact tuat his
afore-mentioned ancestor, Dominie Beer-
enbroek, had founded a settlement on the
west coast in the year 1730. Clvilized as
well as barbarous countries had claimed
much of the worthy Hollander’s attention,
and thus he cultivated a taste for art aad
literature that was subservient only to
his love of advénture and exploration.

Of whatever nationality a man may be,
thirty years of knocking about the globe
will make him a cosmopolite—a citizen of
the world—and so it was with Pieter
Beerenbroek. He spoke several lan-
guages fluently and had a smattering of
various African dinlects, His genial heart
and quick wits made him a charming
companion, but when roused to anger he
was a terrible antagonist, being as bold
and fearless as a lion.

Though now fifty years of age he looked
and felt ten years younger.

A chance meeting twenty years before
with John Fosdyke, an Americau sea eap-
tain in the trading service and the father
of Clegg, had ripened into a close friend-
ship that death alone had power to sever.
The two men had made several voyages
together, on one of which they were ac-
companied by Clegg, then a lad of ten
years. The boy made other short trips
with his father, but most of his life had
been spent in a New England town under
the care of an aunt, for his mother died
when he was flve years old.

John Fosdyke’s kind and generous heart
led to the fatality which caused his ruin
aud subsequent death, for in 1882 one of
the two vessels that he owned was set on
{ire off the Zanzibar coast,and destroyed
with its entire contents.

The perpetrator of the erime was sup-
posed to be a certain slave dealer named
Stonelake, whose dhow. laden with
shackled negroes, had beon seized by
Captain Fosdyke, a week or two before,
and turned over to the British authori-
ties. As no positive evidence of his guilt
existed the scoundrel was permitted to
go unpunished. Captain Fosdyke’s other
vessel was lost at sea two years later, and
he returned to New England, where he
died in 1884, leaving little or nothing to
his son, then a led of fourteen years.

Clegg’s aunt, however, kept the boy at
school with her scanty means until she
died in the spring of 1889, at which op-
portune period Pieter Boerenbroek ar-
rived on the scene, having learned for the
first time that his old friend had left noth-
ing to his son.

The worthy man would gladly have
shared his income with the lad, but
Clegg’s pride would not permit him to ac-
cept this from even such an old acquaint-
ance. He declared that some day he
would be rich, and when pressed for a
fursher explanation by the Hollunder he
produced several documents which he
had found among his father’s effects
shortly after the latter's deceasv. One of
them was a small parchment map, the
other consisted of a page of manuseript
in Captain Fosdyke’s familiar hand. stat-
ing briefly that in 1862 the,writer had pen-
etrated the Ivory Coast of West Africa, to
a distance of one hundred miles, and had
there saved the life of an old Arab, who
told him, as a mark of gratitude, of cer-
tain diamond mines situated in the \inte-
rior, between the Kong Mountains and
the Bambarra country.

The writer stated furthermore that the
Arab had given him several diamonds of
great value—which he subsequently lost—
and a rude map showing where the dia-
mond mountain was located.

Pieter Beerenbroek examined these
docuwments; with great interest, and at

first expressed no opinion ubeut them.
Inasmuch as the envelope which inclosed
them was inscribed “ To be burnt,” it was
evident that Captain Fosdyke either had
believed the tale to be & myth or was sat-
isfled that the difficulties which would
attend a search for the treasure were in-
surmountable. He had never mentioned
the matter to his son or to Peter Beeren-
broek.

But, with the Indomitable ardor of
youth, Clegg gave the tule full credence
from the first, and it was the dream of his
life to investigate the sjrange legacy
which his father had accidentally left him.

A week's consideration—uided by the
tempting prospect of adventure—brought
the Hollander to the same way of think-
ing, and he rroposed to Clegg that they
should undertake the quest, offering, of
course, to lessen its hardships by every-
thing that money could do. It need not
be said that the proposal was accepted.

The necessary appropriations afforded
Pieter the greatest delight. As soon as
possible he chose and purchased a steam
yacht, and rechristened it the Dutch
Dragon. A portion of the supplies and
equivments for the expedition were ob-
tained in Boston, and the rest at London,
for which port the Dutech Dragon sailed
about midsummer.

Though only nineteen years of age,
Clegg was not ill fitted for the endurance
of hardships. He was frank, generous
and open hearted, with a high sense of
honor and an intolerance of anything
haze or mean. These qualities made him
as dear to the Hollander as his father had
been before him.

Mentiop must not be omitted right here
of a little incident which may have a fu-
ture bearing on the story. Some fifteen
years before, while at Natal, Pieter Beer-
enbroek had become involved in a fracas
with the same rufflanly slave dealer who
subsequently set flre to Captain Fos-
dyke's vessel. and had received in conse-
quence a bullet through the arm. So
both Clegg and the Hollander had wrongs
to avenge, and it is more than probable
that both concealed u hope of meeting
Luke Stonelake at some future day. The
long healed wound wus a less potent
memory to Pieter than the injury doune
his old friend eight yeuars later,

The above interesting facts were what
Fulke Melgrave gleaned from the Hol-
lander’s rambling narrative and the oc-
casional interjections by Clegg Fosdyke,
Pioter concluded by a brief account of the
Duteh Dragon’s cruise from London to
the Gold Coast.

“We left on September 10th,” he said,
**and reached Cape Three Points on Octo-
ber 20th—just forty days out. Three
weeks is the usual passage, but we
touched at Cape Verd and several other
points for native carriers. Good men are
hard to get: we have only four so far. I
have been trying to add to the number
ever since we reached Cape Three Points—
just & week ago tonight—but so far with-
out success, I didn't like the idea of
touching at all the British forts which are
scattered along the coast, for fear the au-
thorities would become inquisitive and
wmake trouble, so we ran into this cove by
a narrow channel that is very little
known, intending to recruit natives from
the neighboring tribes. You owe your
rescue tonight to the fact that Clegg
caught sight of a great lizard-like crea-
ture—possibly an iguana—making its way
inland along the lagoon thjs afternoon.
He fired us with the desire to try and cap-
ture it, so we started out in the small
boat, caught sight of the grewsome looke
ing thing about a quarter of a mile away,
just as it turned tall and made for the
heart of the forest. We ran ashore. and
just as we came within gunshot of the
horrid beast we catight the sound of the
splash you and Carimoo made as you [fell
into the water. The iguana was at once
ignored in favor of the new mystery, and
we hurried back to the boat.

‘I have been perfectly frank in telling
you all this,” resumed Pieter after refill-
ing his pipe, * partly because I like your
face and partly for another reason, which
I may speak of later. You must remem-
ber. however. that this {s in confidence.
Only two others know of our plans—Noah
Raffles, my trusty servant of sixteen
years’ standing, and Dick Mostyn, the
man who will assume charge of the yacht
during our abseunce.
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“ We have decided to enter the interior
from this point and are only waiting un-
til we can get together a sufficient force
of negroes.”

Pieter yawned and glanced at a clock
whose bands pointed to flve minutes
after three.

“I appreciate your confldence,” sail
Fulke, " and you may be assured I shall
not abuse it. 1regret deeply that circum-
stances prevent me from being equally
frank with you—at least for the present.
Iam alittle bewildered as yet, and un-
certain of my own plans, but it is quite
possible that before we part you will hear
my story. I have already assured you
that I stand innocent of any disgrace or
dishonor, though indications point other-
wise, I admit.”

" We believe that,” exclaimed Clegg im-
pulsively, reaching out his hand to Fulke,
who grasped it warmly. -

** Of aourse we believe it,” added Pleter.
“Who doubts it ? And now be off to bed
with you before the sun comes up. Here
we have been chattering over our coffee
for more than an hour, and I quite forgot
to put an extra watch on deck. No dan-
&er from the Arabs now, though it is too
near dawn. It was careless of me, I con-
fess,”

Pieter spoke more truly than he
thought. As he approached a door in the
side partition, motioning to Fulke to fol-
low him, the silence of the adjoining
room, where Carimoo lay on the couch,
was broken by a blood curdling outery—a
shrill, barbarous yell and a hoarse shout
of rage. Then came a heavy fall, accom-

.panied by the smashing of chinawares

and, with pallid faces, Pieter and his com-
panions made a dash for the curtained
entranceway.

(70 be continued.)

(This Story began last week.)

Lloyd Abbott’s Friend.

BY MATTHEW WHITE, JR.,

Author of “ A Publisher at Fifteen,” * My
Mysterious Fortune,” ctc.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE HAND OF DESTINY.

After a prolonged inspection of the
prostrate figure, the man with the
lantern set the latter on the grouaa,
and kneellng down, began to feel In
Lloyd's breast pocket. That he
worked very carefully was evidence
of the fact that the victim of the fal-
len tree was still alive.

He had just withdrawn the pocket-
book when Llovd openazd his eyes
and looked up directly into his face.

The thlef showed that he was a
coward as well by becoming panic
stricken at once.

“I—I was trying to help you, sir,""
he stammered, letting the pocketbook
fall through his nervous fingers.

‘“And yourself, too, I see,” added
Lloyd.

He put up one hand and tcok the
purse, which had fallen on his chest.

“You—you aln’t hurt, with that tree
trunk on you?”’ exclaimed the other,
appearing to think that Lloyd’s abll-
ity to talk so un¢oncernedly was mi-
raculous.

“How can I be hurt when I had a
soft mud bed to le in and the tree
doesn’t touch me?"’

‘As he spoke, Lloyd draw himself
slowly out from beneath the trunk
and got upon his feet. He was a lit-
tle dizzy yet, however, and reeled for
a minute or two, with his hand to
his forehead.

“Can’t T help you?'" askad the low
browed individual, coming forward
and offering his arm.

Lloyd recoiled from him with a
look of disgust.

“You would have robbed me,” he
said, “and would now, if you thought
you could do it safely. Where did
you get that lantern? I'll wager it
doesn’t belong to you.”

“No, no more than this watch be-
longs to you now.”

The fellow dashed the lantern to
the ground and made a sudden dart
for the chain that was strung across
Lloyd's vest. Young Abbott grap-
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pled with him with all his might, but
he .was still weak from the results of
the blow the tree had struck him.
Then the darkness that now prevailed
put him at a disadvantage.

The robber secured the watch and
made off with it.

“Stop, thief!"” Lloyd called out, and
then almost laughed at the absurdity
of giving such an alarm in the woods,
with no one at hand but the thief
himself to hear fit.

It was hopeless to try and recap-
ture the fellow. Lloyd had not the
slightest idea which way he had gone,
and besides, he was not In the mood,
after his recent experience, to do any
fast running.

Stumbling against the fallen tree,
which had come very near being his
undojng, Lloyd sat down on it for a
minute to collect his thoughts, and
as a result of this came to the con-
clusion, that, notwithstanding the
loss of his watch, he had good cause
to congratulate himself. That he had
not been killed outright, to say noth-
ing of not being injured, seemed a
miracle.

*I wonder if I dare tell mother,"” he
asked himself.

Then realizing from the dampness
that began to make itself manifest
down his spine, that the back of his
coat must be covered with mud, he
reflected that he must give some ex-
planation of his flight.

“And they're sure to miss my
watch, too,”” was his next thought.
“A memento of father.”

Verily his getting off the train to
investigate the cause of the stoppage
was to be far reaching in its results.
How very far, Lloyd himself had no
idea at the time.

He got up and resumed his journey
homeward, but not in the same happy
mood that had shortened the distance
for him before. And as the aspect of
things depends on the point of view
from which we regard them, so now
the recovery of his overcoat did not
seem so sure a thing as it had before
his other misfortunes had overtaken
him.

To add to his unpleasant condition
of mind. his body began to rebel at
the rough treatment it had received.
A sharp pain made Itself manifest in
his back.

“I may be laid up and not be able
to go to the store tomorrow,” he la-
mented, and in this dismal frame of
mind he reached the home upon
which he had planned to burst with
such joyous unexpectedness.

He saw his mother and Myra
through the window. They were sit-
ting around the center table, Myra
reading aloud and his mother sewing.
Evidently they had had tea and the
table had been cleared.

“So my coming earlier will only put
them to trouble,” Lloyd soliloquized
in his blue mood.

Well, yvou can believe they were
startled, when the door opened and
IL.lovd walked in upon them.

“Why. Lloy, have you lost your place?”
exclaimed Myra, springing up and
going forward to meet him.

“Not my place, but my watch,” an-
swered Lloyd, thinking it well to get
the worst over with at once.

“Your watch, my son!” cried his
mother. *“And look, Myra, see his
clothes. Oh, my boy, what has hap-
pened to you?"’

“And if you haven't lost your
place,”” added Myra, “what brings

yvou home at this hour?"

“The rain, Indirectly, which i= also
responsible for the condition of my
clothes.”

“But your watch, Lloyd?"’ persisted
Mrs. Abbott. ‘“What have you done
with that?"

“I haven't done anything with {t,
mother. T've been done—out of it by
a thief who must be the hired man
of somebody here in Willoughby, for
he carried a stable lantern.”

He then proceeded to relate in de-
tail his adventures from the time the
train had stopped between statlons.
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And
tree

when he had told of the fallen
eplsode, his mother's gratitude
was so fervent for his preservation
from death or injury that she seemed
to forget all about the loss of the
watch.

“But I must get something to eat
and go up to Clairmont to see if

Conductor Walker has found my
overcoat,” sald Lloyd, breaking off
suddenly.

Myra bustled off into the kitchen,
while Lloyd was hustled up stairs by
his mother tq get on some dry things.
Then he felt more comfortable and
while he was eating told about his
day's experiences at the store.

“Do you think you will have to go
up to Clairmont tonight, Lloyd?"
sald his mother when he rose from
the table. “It is pretty cold out, and
you have no ovarcoat.”

‘““And perhaps I won't have if I
don’t go straight off at once and hunt
it up,” returned Lloyd.

If he had not gone, this story
might have had a far different trend,
or might never have been written, so
true Is it that minor events have
their unalterable influence in shaping
destiny.

Lloyd set out for Clairmont about
half past elght, running a good part
of the way to keep himself warm.
Had he not done this he would
probably not have attracted the at-
tention of Ned Baker, who was just
entering the club house of the Wil-
loughby athletes.

He called out to know what was
the matter, and Lloyd halted long
enough to explain that he had had a
startling adventure, giving the brief
outlines of it.

“I want to catch Walker before he
goes to bed and see If he's got my
overcoat,” concluded Lloyd, *so I
must hurry on.”

“Stop here on your way back then,”
sald Baker. ‘A lot of the fellows
will be on hand and they'll want to
hear about your thief encounter.”

“All right: I will,” return=d Lloyd.
nothing loath to have as large a cir-
cle of his friends as possible im-
pressed with the fact that he was
now a man of business.

So he made quick time to John
Walker's home in Clairmont, which
was just beyond the border of Wil-
loughby, and fcund his overcoat
hanging up in the hall

Before half past nine he was back
at the handsome clubhouse, sur-
rounded by an interested circle of lis-
teners, as he detalled his early even-
ing's experiences.

“T.ook out, Lloyd,” exclaimed Dave
Hurd, nodding his head toward a fel-
low next to him whom young Abbott
had never sezen before: “we've got a
reporter on a New York daily here
tonight. You'll be in print as sure as
guns!"”

“I should say he would,” put in the
stranger. ‘“Where did you =say you
were employved in Now York?” and
the young man had his note book out
in a flash.

Lloyd gave the address of Streeter
& Carr and laughingly added that he
didn't mind being ‘“immortalized” in
this way so long as his face wasn't
disfigured by a newspaper portrait.

He was introduced to the reporter
afterwards—Theodore  Oliphant his
name was—and found him a very
agreeable fellow. He was visiting at
the Munns' and Charlie Munn had
brought him to the club. He went
back to the city that night and Lloyd
started for home at ten, walking arm
In arm with Baker and Hurd.

The next day you may be sure he
bought a “U'niverse” of the newshoy
on the train. But he had quite a

search before he found the {tem

headed:

SET TUPON IN THE JERSEY
WOODS.

The account s very brief, but all
the essential facts were given to-
gether with Llovd's name and {he
fact that he was with Streeter &
Carr, which brought about an inel-
dent in the next chapter,

CHAPTER V.

A MYSTERIOUS CUSTOMER.

On this Tuesday morning the sun
shone brilliantly, as if seeking to
atone for the time lost the day be-
fore. Customers began to crowd the
store early. Mr. Streeter went about,
rubbing his hands in high good
humor.

Lloyd was kept so busy that he had
but little time to think of his previ-
ous night's adventure, although he
was forcibly reminded of it when he
began to grow hungry towards noon
and realized that he had no watch
which would inform him of the arri-
val of his lunch hour. For this meal
the first day he had gone to a bakery
on the next block, but what he had
been able to procure there was not
notable for its staying powers. And
on this cold, clear day he was more
than ordinarily hungry.

The whistle in some factory on the
west side had just blown for half
past twelve and Lloyd had started
for the coat closet, Intending to ask
Culver on the way if he could recom-
mend him to a restaurant near at
hand, when the latter beckoned over
to him.

“This gentleman would like to see
you,” he sald, as Lloyd came up,
and then he went forward to walit on
two young girls who had just entered
the store.

“This gentleman,” did not look to
be very much older than Lloyd him-
self. He wore a long overcoat, with
sealskin at the cuffs and collar, his
face was a singularly handsome one,
while his whole ‘‘get up" betokened
wealth and refinement.

Lloyd was very much surprised,
however, when he had taken a good
look at him, for he was sure he
had never seen the fellow before.

“I want to look at your sets of
Dickens and Thackeray,” began the
stranger, which amazed Lloyd still
more.

Why could not Culver have waited
on the fellow? But then he had asked
for him, (Lloyd), so Culver had sald
at least. In that case though, why
had not the customer stated some
reason for requesting his choice of
salesman? If he had been a German
now, the matter would have been
more easily explicable.

Meantime, while Lloyd was puzzling
over all this inwardly, outwardly he
led the way to the shelves where the
standard authors’ editions were kept.
The stranger plcked out the most
expensive set of each of the writers
he had named.

Taking a handsome alligator skin
purse from his pocket, he paid for the
purchase and then laid a card down
in front of Lloyd.

“Will you please have them sent
bhere?" he sald.

Lloyd hoped the other did not no-
tice the start he gave when he read
the name on the card:

GORDON F. MARCHMAN.

The address on Fifth Avenue under-
neath assured him that there could
be no mistake. His customer was
none other than the youngest son of
a well known New York millionaire,
whose name frequently appeared In
the newspapers.

Well, he would have something to
tell the folks at home tonight after
all, Lloyd reflected, if it wasn't so
exciting as the budget he had to un-
fold the evening before. But he was
as yet by no means through with his
present advdnture.

“Excuse me,” sald young Mr.
Marchman in a half hesitating man-
ner, as if he had been trying to get
up his courage all along to make the
remark and had only succeeded at the
last moment, ‘“‘but you are Mr. Lloyd
Abbott, I belleve, who had the adven-
ture last night in the Jersey woods?"

“Yes, that is my name,” replled
Lloyd, more surprised than ever.

Of what possible interest could his
tussle with the tramp be to one of
the Marchmans?

“Well,”” went on the other, a slight
flush coming into his cheeks, “yuu
may think it queer, but when I read
the item telllng abcut it in this mom-
ing's ‘Universe’, I became possess=}
with a strong desire to meet the hery
of it.”

‘““Hero?" laughed Liloyd. “There
wasn't much of that element in th-
affair. I think I came out the lit-
end of the horn.”

“All the same I'm glad I met you”
sald Marchman, and he hurried »ff

Lloyd forgot all about his hunz-
for the first few moments after
strange customer had departed. W]
a remarkable interest this youn:
Marchman had taken in him! It wa.
utterly incomprehensible.

“Who's your swell friend?” LI
reflections were interrupted by
sudden question from Culver.

“I never saw him before In
life,”” returned Lloyd. ‘‘But
bought thirty dollars worth of book

“Whew!"” whistled Culver. “Yo
stand 'way up with the old man :f
he finds out that your friends ;

coming here and dropping ther
money in that style.”

“But how can he be my frieo’
when I tell you I never saw him !--
fore?”’

“He asked for you straict
enough. ‘Is Mr. Lloyd Abbott k

he said, just as soon as I wen:
to him. Hello,” Culver added, as?
eye fell on the card Lloyd h:!
dropped on the counter while hepr:-
ceeded to tie up the books,
don't mean to say that was Gord:
Marchman, the millionaire’s son?”

‘“He gave me that card as if :
was his own, that’s all I know at«u:
it."” replied Lloyd.

“But what made him ask fory
persisted Culver. ‘“How did he kn.©
you were here if he isn’'t a friend '
yours?”

“He saw my name in the paj-r
Now tell me where I can find a r:=
taurant near here.”

But Culver was in no mood to tak
about restaurants. He wanted 1
know why Lloyd's name was in i
paper and when the latter idec
he was too hungry to explain
story before lunch, Culver sugy
that they go to lunch together, t
oyster house in the next block wh
they could get a stew for twen:’
cents.

“But can we both leave the surr
at the same time?’ inquired Llo.

“For this one time it won’t ma
Come on. If the old man says a
thing I'll tell him you sold suck
big bill of goods to young M
man you couldn't get away on }
own time."”

There were not many custom-n
just then—not more than one tori”
of the three young ladies who o
pletad the staff of which Culver =
Abbott were members. So I
went out with his fellow sales
and fairly held the latter spellb
while he related his adventure in :
Jersey woods.

“And the thing was in the pa
this morning, you say?' he
claimed. “I didn't see {t.”

“It was only in the ‘Universa’' :
little bit of an item.”

““But big enough to catch you
Marchman’s eye. By Jove, Al
you're in great luck to be taken up
by a young millionaire like that.

‘“Nonsense, Culver. I haven't
‘taken up’ by him at all. It was
curfoslty to see what I looked lik
I suppose. Besides, come to think
it, I'm not at all certain that it v
young Marchman himself. It mig
have bheen his father's secretary
something of the sort.”

“No, sir, I believe
Marchman himself.”

Lloyd did not argue the polnt. T
they had just reached the store |
their return, to be met by M-
Streeter with a frown and the d=
mand to know why they had botd
gone out together. '

Lloyd walted for Culver to give ks

voung

it was



romised explanation, but the latter
ppeared to forget all about that. He
ad gone on his time, so he hurried
ff to hang up his coat, leaving Lloyd
5 make peace with the chlef as best
e could.

“I had a customer who came in
ust as I was about going out at
welve thirty,” he said.

“Then you should have made Cul-
er walit till you had gone,”” and Mr.
treeter turned his back on Lloyd
vith great majesty.

The boy from Willoughby could not
ut think this rather shabby of Cul-
er, to leave him in the lurch when it
vas really his fault that he had laid
.imself open to rebuke.

They were all kept very busy during
he afternoon, so the two had no op-
ortunity to say much to each other.
3ut when a lull eame at six Culver
emarked with a laugh, as Mr.
itreeter went off to his dinner:
“What did the old man say to you
.bout that lunch episode?’

“He said I ought to have made
‘ou wait till I got back, and that’s
vhat T think myself."””

““Well, don’t get on your ear about
t. Now's our chance to slide off to
Ainner together. He won't be back
or a good hour.”

Lloyd turned on his fellow clerk
vith a decided air.

“Look here, Culver,” he saild. “I'm
ot going to begin this underhand
usiness.”

“Oh, well, if you want to be a
rig, it’s all one to me,” and Culver
valked off with an effort to assume
sense of offended dignity.

So Lloyd went to the restaurant by
iimself that night, and found it
retty dismal. But he could see the
eason why Mr. Streeter objected to
wo of his salesmen leaving the store
t the same time, and tried to make
he best of it.

Culver’s attitude annoyed him.
“He's selfish,”” he decided; ‘“but I
aust try to get along with him as
rest I can.”

When it came time to go home,
Jdoyd missed his watch terribly. He
carcely saw how he was to get
Jong without it. But there seemed
w prospect at all of getting it back,
.nd almost as faint a one of obtain-
ng another to take its place.

CHAPTER VI

DOUBTS.
“l say, Abbott, did you see yester-
ay's ‘Herald ?”
It was the next Monday morning,
nd as soon as Lloyd reached the
tore, Culver rushed up to him In
rreat excitement to put the foregoing
|uestion.
He was considerably surprised, for
ince Tuesday the two had been on
lone too friendly terms.
“No, I haven't seen the ‘Herald,’”
vas Lloyd's answer. ‘“What's in {t?"”
“An article about the Marchmans,
vith pictures of all the family, and
he fellow who bought those books
f you that day is Gordon March-
nan. I say, if he comes in again,
‘an’'t you introduce me?"”
“There’'s not much likelihood of his
‘oming again,” returned Lloyd; but
le was mistaken. He made his sec-
nd appearance in the store that
‘ery afternoon.
Culver saw him before he stepped
nside the door, and rather rudely
larted away from an old lady who
1l opened her mouth to ask him the
rice of a *“Chatterbox.”
“Good afternoon, Mr. Marchman,’
12 said, halting in front of the new

‘omer, almost breathless. “What
¥ould you like to see this afiop-
loon?""

“I would like to see Mr. Abbott. I
1otice he is busy now. I will walt.”
There was nothing for Culver to do
Jut go back to his old lady, which he
lid with rather a bad grace. March-
nan  took up his station close by
Lloyd, who was showing children’s
29ks to a distraught father of seven
foungsters.

THE ARGOSY

Marchman smiled pleasantly when
he caught the young salesman’'s eye
and began to look through some art
volumes that were lying on the coun-
ter. When at last the half distracted
father had decided on what he
wanted with the comforting assur-
ance to Lloyd that he would probably
change his mind again before he got
the books home, he went his anxlous
way.

“You'se awfully busy, I see,” began
young Marchman. “I'm sorry, for I
wanted to get you to help me select
a present for a friend.”

“Oh, I can do that,” returned
Lloyd, adding with a laugh: “I'm
afraid I'm not a great success at that
sort of thing though. I hope you
don’t want It for a young girl of six-
teen, who is neither sentimental,
Episcopalian, or priggish,”” and he
gave a brief account of the experi-
ence he had had with his first cus-
tomer.

This amused Marchman greatly.

“I suppose you have lots of funny
things happen here,” he said. “By
the way, did you get your watch
back yet?"” .

‘““No, and I never expect to.”

“I wish—" Marchman began and
checked himself suddenly.

“Let me see what you have In the
Rider Haggard line,” he began again.

Lloyd led the way to the shelf
where the adventure books were kept.

‘“Have you read any of these your-
self?” asked Marchman.

“Oh yes, and a funny thing hap-
pened when I was reading ‘King Solo-
mon’s Mines.” I lost the book, and
couldn’t walit till I could get another
to find out the ending, so I made
one up for myself.”

‘“You did!"” exclaimed the other.
“I wish I could see it. Is it anything
like the real thing? Have you got it

yet?"”
“Oh, it's somewhere around the
house, I guess. As to whether it's

like the real thing or not, I don't
know. I've never finished the story.”

Marchman lald down the book he
had been examining.

“I say, Abbott,”” he began, “why
can’t you find that finish of yours
and bring it around to the house
some night. I'd be ever so glad to
have you do it.”

“But how can I?” sald Lloyd, after
he had recovered the breath of whicn
he had been deprived by this aston-
ishing invitation. “I have to work
here every night.”

“Oh, I forgot about that,’ and
Marchman's face fell. Then he
brightened up as he added:

“You can come and spend the night
then. That will save you a late trip
out to Willoughby and an early one
in. What night can you come? To-
morrow or Thursday?”’ *

“But I don't—won’t
out?”

Lloyd scarcely knew what to say.
He had never been so surprised in
his life. Was it possible some one
was playing h trick on him?

“I know it seems rather dden,”

it put you

caught enough of the convemsation to
know that the young milllonaire had
invited Abbott to his house.

‘““Well, you have struck a soft
snap,” he began. “How did you work
it? Asked you to come and see him,
didn’t he? When are you going?"’

Lloyd felt strongly impelled to re-
ply that it was none of Culver's
business, but he disliked to be rude,
80 he answered simply:

“Thursday.”

“But are you sure the old man will
let you off? You know this is our
busiest season.” R

“I shan’t need to ask him.”

“You don’t-mean to say you’'re go-
ing to skip out without a ‘by your
leave.” You'd get the G. B. sure as
guns.”

“Of course I don't mean to do
that,” returned Lloyd, seeing that he
would be obliged to explain. *“I'm
going at a time when it won't inter-
fere with business.”

Culver had his mouth open to pur-
sue his Investigations still further,
but just then Mr. Streeter called him
and he was obliged to bottle up for a
time that portion of his curiosity
which remained unsatisfied.

But it was a foregone conclusion
that he would find out sooner or later
that Lloyd was to spend the night at
the Marchmans’, and he did so before
young Abbott started home that
night.

““Maybe he’s found out that he's
some relative of yours,” he suggested
by way of solution of the mystery
which to his mind consisted of the
fact that Lloyd should have been
“taken up’” by young Marchman in-
stead of himself.

“Maybe,” said Lloyd, as the quick-
est means of getting rid of an argu-
ment on the subject.

““You don’t appear to enthuse much
over the prospect,” went on Culver.
“Perhaps you don’t realize the bed
of clover you've stepped into. Why,
the Marchmans own as much as ten
or fifteen horses, keep a yacht in
commission all the time, have both a
billlard and pool table in their city
house, and a mansion up the Sound
that beats the palaces of Europe. By
hokey, I just wish I was in your
boots.”

Perhaps Lloyd was not as sensible
of his good luck as he might have
been. He knew that the Marchmans

were people much talked about in the’

newspapers and that thousands of
New Yorkers would be foolish enough
to pull several wires, if these were
placed within their reach, in order
to gain admission to the imposing
Fifth Avenue dwelling at which all
strangers looked up when they
passed it.

But on the way home that night,
Lloyd’s mind was not as full of ela-
tlon as It was of cogitation and
doubts. He had suddenly recalled
reading somewhere that these people
of Immense wealth were apt to be-
come terribly bored and to stray into
all sorts of peculiar flelds in search

Marchman went on. “But I would
like you to come ever so much. I
want to know you better. Perhaps
I'll tell you why when I have a bet-
ter chance than there is here.”

“You are very kind,”” was all Lloyd
could find to say. “I must allow my-
self time to find that stuff I wrote,
so we will say Thursday.”

““Good. What time do you close?”

“Ten o'clock.” .

“Then I shall make a call and stop
here for you at that time on Thurs-
day. And by the way, when must
you report for duty in the morning?”

“At eight.”

‘“Very good. I will see that James
has our breakfast ready at quarter
past seven. And now I will take this
set of Haggard. How much did you
say it was?”’

When Marchman had gone, Culver,
who had managed to pet rid of his
old lady, came over to Lloyd, fairly
bursting with curiosity. He had

of am t.

‘““Maybe that's what this Gordon
Marchman is using me for,” Lloyd
said to himself. “Just going to see
how I'll act in unusual surround-
ings.”

His cheeks burned at the thought.

“I wish I'd said I wouldn’t come,”
he reflected. ‘“What’s that some poet
says about being butchered to make
a Roman holiday? Still, I must con-
fess that young Marchman seems to
be as quiet and well brought up a
fellow as I ever met. Well, I'll see
what they say at home about it.”

Mrs. Abbott was unfeignedly de-
lighted that her boy should have
made a fflend who evidently thought
80 much of him.

“I don’t see anything so surprising
ifn it, Myra,” she sald In talking it
over with her daughter when Lloyd
had gone to bed. ‘“‘Everybody likes
Lloyd. Why shouldn't somebody
with money want him for a friend
as well as the Bakrs or the Hurds?”
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‘‘Because these rich folks don’t
usually do things of this sort. Very
likely this Marchman may have made
a bet with some of his chums that he
could scrape acquaintance with any
one to whom he chose to hold out his
little finger. I'm sorry Lloyd prom-
ised he would go, and I half believe
he is himself.”

“But surely no harm can come of
it, Myra.”

““No harm, no; but it won't be very
pleasant for Lloyd to be pinned like
a beetle to a bit of cardboard, while
Gordon Marchman and his cronles
watch how he squirms. Well, it will
be a lesson to him which perhaps will
do him good later in life.””

But it would seem the lesson was

not to be learned this time. On
Thursday Lloyd went to the store
with his handbag prepared to re-

main in the city till Friday morning.
Ten p, m. came, the boy put up the
shutters, and still Marchman did uot
appear.

man did not appear.

“Hope you'll have a pleasant time,”
Culver called out in a peculiar voice,
as he went off, leaving Lloyd stand-
ing in an undeclded state of mind on
the pavement.

(Zo be continued.)
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CHAPTER XVIL—(Continued.)
MR. PACKARD OF COLORADO.

“Yes,” answered Packard and
Rupert simultaneously, ““the fellow was
sitting here less than half an hour
since.”

“He has stolen my gold watch,”
sald the new acquaintance.

“He tried to sell it to me. He said
it cost a hundred and fifty dollars.”

“So it did, ahd more, too."”

‘“He offered it for fifty dollars.”

“How did it happen that you did
not buy it?”

“I was about to do so, but this hoy
told me he was a confidence man.’

“Then you knew him?" asked the
stranger.

“Yes,” answered Rupert.

“Can you suggest any way In
which I can recover my property?”

“Yes, sir. Report the matter to
the police, and ask to have Richard
Darke, a well known detective, put
on the case. I will give you a line
’to him. He will know at once who
t is.” ’

“I will do so. Where can I find you
again?”’

“At the Somerset Hotel, on Broad-
way."”

“Thank you. If I recelve it I will
gladly compensate you for your sug-
gestion."

“I thank you, but do not wish any
compensation. If I can defeat this
man’s dishonest scheme I shall feel
well repaid.”

“Our cunning friend will soon be
overhauled, I suspect,” sald the cat-
tle man. ‘““Did you say you were off
this afternoon?”

‘“Yes, sir.”

“I am new to the city and want a
gulde. Are you open to an engage-
ment?” .

“Yes, sir,”" answered Rupert with a
smile. “But I don't care for pay.”

“Then we don’'t go. Business is
business, and there Is no reason why
I should take up your time without
paying you a falr sum.”

“Just as you like, sir.”

The two spent the next thres or
four hours in visiting different ob-
Jects of interest in New York. The
Colorado man seemed much pleased
with his young companion.

“You must come out to Colorado
some time, Rupert,” he sald. ““You are
a boy who would succeed there, or
indeed anywhere. We have some
men come out there who are failures
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at the East, and they are surprised
that they don’t succeed in the West.
But I tell you that it takes as much
brains to win success in Colorado as
in New York.”

“Is that always the case? I have
heard of men getting rich at the
West who were poor at home.”

“That is true. Perhaps they were
in the wrong business. I don’t mind
saying that was the case with me. I
was In the insurance business in
Hartford, but I wasn't particularly
well adapted for it. I couldn't talk.
Out in Colorado I have
understand cattle and
made me rich.”

“Mr. Clayton can talk.”

“Yes, a little too well. Unfortu-
nately he is not honest, and a dis-
honest man ought not to thrive any-

learned to
they have

where. In Colorado he wouldn't live
long. Thieves are summarily dealt
with.”

About seven o'clock Mr. Packard
invited Rupert to dine with him at
Delmonico’s.

Rupert had heard a great deal about
this celebrated restaurant. and was
glad to accept the Invitation.

CHAPTER XVIIL

A SCENE AT DELMONICO'S.

The two friends entered Delmonico’s
on the Broadway side, and took seats
at one of the windows. Rupert af-
ter giving the order looked about
him. He was curious to see that
famous restaurant. He was destined
to a surprise. At the second table,
sitting with his back to Mr. Pack-

ard and himself, was a person whom’

he had the best reason to remember.

It was Clarence Clayton.

He touched Mr. Packard’s arm and
silently pointed to Clayton.
“Well, I'll be jiggered!”
the cattle man in surprise.

fellow has got nerve.”

Mr. Clayton was evidently enjoying
himself. Beside his plate stood a
pint bottle of champagne, of Del-
monico’'s speclal brand. His dinner
would probably involve. an expense of
five dollars.

«“He must have sold or pawned the
watch,” suggested Rupert in a low
voice.

At this moment Clayton looked
around. He at once recognized the
two whom he had last seen at the

exclaimed
““That

Battery.
“So we meet again?’ he said
coolly.
“Yes,” answered the cattle man.

“You appear to be having a pleasant
time.”

“1 generally do,” returned Clayton.

“You seem to have negotiated a
loan.”

“] met a party who seemed to know
more about gold watches than you
do.”

“] congratulate you,” said Packard
dryly.

Clayton returned to the discussion
of his dinner, and soon the two
friends were served.

#“Shall I order some champagne,
Rupert?’ asked the man from Colo-
rado.

“Not for me. I have promised my
mother to avoid drink.”

“You are wise. Far be it from me
to tempt you. I have seen too much
of the evil done by intemperance.”

Clarence Clayton evidently had no
such objection to drink. He drained
the bottle, and calling for a cigar,
leaned back in his chair with a self
satisfled smile.

“That fellow is a curiosity,” Pack-
ard sald. “He probably has good
abilities, and would meet with suc-
cess In an honest career. He has
made poor use of his talents. I won-
der if he ever reflects upon the in-
evitable end of his dishonesty.”

“It doesn't seem to trouble him
much,” returned Rupert.

Nefther he nor Clayton observed
the qulet entrance of a small, un-
obtrusive man with sharp eyes, who
taking rapidly glances at the guests
moved towards the table occupied by
the adventurer.
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Sitting in pleasant enjoyment of
his cigar, Clayton's attention was
drawn by a slight tap on his shoul-
der. Looking up In momentary im-
patience he saw the new comer at
his side.

Stifling an ejaculation he stared at
him in dismay.

“Mr. Clayton,” sald Detective Darke
in a low voice, "'l see you know me.”

“No, I can't say I have the pleas-
ure,” stammered Clayton.

“You are polite to call it a pleas-
ure. I am Richard Darke.”

“Can 1 offer you a glass of cham-
pagne, Mr. Darke?”’

“There doesn’t seem to be any left
in the bottle.”

“] will order another.”

“I won't put you to that trouble.
I have business with you, and must
request you to go with me.”

“But—""

“1 can take no denial’” sald
detective sharply. *“Go up to the
desk, settle your bill, and then we
will go out together. There will be
no scene, and no one will know my
errand, if you obey my directions.”

Clayton went up to the desk, pald
his check, and then, turning to the
detective, said, *I am at your ser-
vice.”

By this time Rupert noticed what
was going on, and silently called the
attention of Mr. Packard to it.

“Poor chap!" said the cattle man,
as Clayton and his unwelcome com-
panion left the restaurant, ‘‘his pun-
ishment has come sooner than I an-
ticipated. He will be punished, butI
am afrald the owner of the watch
stands a poor chance of recovering
his property.”

“Probably he will get possession of
the pawn ticket, and so secure the
watch though it may cost him twenty
five dollars.”

“It will be some time before the
thief gets another such dinner as he
has eaten tonight.”

After supper Packard said,
you feeling tired, Rupert?”

“Oh no, sir.”

“Then suppose we go to some the-
ater.”

“All right,
you prefer?"”

“I leave the choice to you.”

“Palmer’s Theater is very near.”

*Then let us go there.”

They reached the theater just as
the curtain was rising. Mr. Packard
bought two cholce seats, and they
were soon seated in the orchestra.
As soon as he had a chance to look
about him, Rupert discovered to his
surprise that Mr. Lorimer and
Julian were sitting directly in front
of him. At the sound of his voice
Julian turned, and was greatly sur-
prised to see the bell boy occupying
as high priced a seat as himself.
When the first act was ended, he
took measures to gratify his curi-
osity.

“I am surprised to see you here,”
he said.

“It 18 a mutual surprise,” responded
Ruvpert.

“You know what I mean. It is not
usual to meet bell boys in orchestra
seats.”

] was not asked at the ticket of-
fice what was my employment.”

“Are you here alone?”

“No; let me introduce my friend,
Mr. Packard, of Colorado.”

Jullan glanced at the cattle man,
and was not impressed. Mr. Pack-
ard’s clothing was by no means sty-
Hsh. Julian naturally supposed him
to be a person of small means and
no particular consequence. He gave
him a slight nod, and turned his face
towards the stage.

“What Is the name of that boy?”
asked the cattle man.

“Julian Lorimer."”

“Is he related to Stephen Lorimer?”

“Stephen Lorimer is his father. Do
you know him?’ asked Rupert in sur-
prise.

“Stephen Lorimer is a cousin of
mine."”

the

“Are

sir. What theater do

“There he is next to Julian.”

Mr. Lorimer's ears caught the sound
of his own name, and turning he rec-
ognized Rupert, but not his cousin.

“You here, Rupert Rollins!' he said
in surprise.

“Yes, sir. Do you know this gen-
tleman with me?”

Stephen Lorimer regarded the cat-
tle man blankly.

“No,” he answered slowly, “I don't
know him.”

“Perhaps you will remember the
name of Giles Packard,” said the cat-
tle man, but his tore was cold and
not cordial.

*Are you Giles Packard?"”

“Yes."”

Stephen  Lorimer
rassed.

I hope you are prosperous,” he
said.

“Thank you—I am doing well now."”

“Where do you live?”

“In Colorado.”

“Ah—mines?”

*No, cattle.”

“Call and see me. Rupert will tell
you where 1 may be found.”

“I may do so.”

“Is he a cowboy?’ asked Jullan in
an audible whisper.

Giles Packard heard the words, and
he looked at Rupert with a smile.

“He Is like his father,” he sald.”

They did not again speak. After
the play Stephen Lorimer went out
of the theater without even a look at
his new found relative. Rupert and
the man from Colorado, following
slowly, made the best of their way
down Broadway to the Somerset
House.

“How came you to know Stephen
Lorimer?” asked Packard.

“He and my father were In busi-
ness together in Buffalo some years
since. They failed, and I have al-
ways believed that my father was de-
frauded. At any rate he lost every-
thing while his ¢ld partner had money
enough to start in the dry goods
business in New York."”

“History repeats itself,” said Pack-
ard. ‘*“Many years ago when I was
twenty two I was the partner of
Stephen Lorimer.”

“You!”

“Yes. In fact I furnished three
fourths of the capital. At the end of
eighteen months we falled. I never
could understand why, for our busi-
ness had been good. Stephen kept
the books, and I examined without
being able to understand them. The
upshot of it was that I was thrown
upon the world penniless, while he
soon went into business for himself
in another place. I have not seen
Lorimer for twenty years, till accident
brought us together tonight.”

“] am glad you have become pros-
perous again.”

“Yes. I have far more money than
when I belonged to the firm of Lori-
mer & Packard.”

“Perhaps Mr. Lorimer would take
you in as partner again.”

“I have no desire to be associated
with him in any way. I believe him
to be a thoroughly dishonest man. I
am sorry that your father has suf-
fered also at his hands.”

Rupert accompanied Mr. Packard to
the hotel, having agreed to relieve
another bell boy from midnight till
six o'clock the next morning.

When he reached the hotel he
found it a scene of excitement. The
bell of No. 61 had been ringing vio-
lently for some time.

The other bell boy had come down
stairs in a panic.

“I can't get Into No. 61, he re-
ported. ‘“There is somebody dead or
murdered there.”

CHAPTER XIX.

WHAT HAPPENED IN NO. 61
¢ ‘Come up stairs with me, Rupert,”
said Mr. Malcolm the clerk. “‘You've
got a head on your shoulders. We'll
soon find out what's the matter.”

They ascended in the elevator to
the third floor, and made their way
hurriedly to No. 61

looked embar-

There was a sound of a child'sery-
ing inside. Mr. Malcolm tried th: dog
but it was locked.

“Open the door!" he called out

“I can't,”” was the answer in .
young child’s voice. “It's locked”

“Can’t you turn the key?"

“No; I don’t know how.”

“You will have to get through t
transom,” said the clerk. “If weor
had a step ladder.”

“Lift me up and I'll get through"
said Rupert. ‘I have practiced in s
gymnasium.”

“Very well, if you think you can"

The clerk bent over, and Ru
standing on his shoulders, was
so that he could reach the trans:

Then by a skillfful movemen: &
raised himself still farther Ul .
could look inside.

“What do you see?’ asked Male

“There is a man lying on hi
on the floor. He must have had 1
or something.”

“Can you get through, and lw=
yourself to the floor?"”

“I think so. I will try."”

“It is the only way to get it -
room.”

In very quick time Rupert acom-
plished his object. He turned -
key, and opened the door.

It was as he had said. A man
prone upon the floor, and besid
crying bitterly was a pretty |
boy of five, who was evidently v
much frightened.

“Papa sick,” he said.

Malcolm bent over
man, and tearing open
his hand on his heart.

“The man is dead!” he said gr:
turning to Rupert.

The child was undressed. ani t:
appearance of the bed showed that =
at least had occupied it.

“How long has your papa bes i+
ing here?” asked Malcolm.

“I don’t know. [ woke up a s
while ago, and I saw him on -
floor.”

“Is he cold?" asked Rupert.

“Yes; he must have been lying
for some time. Probably he
about to undress, when he had
attack of some kind, and fell as s
see him. Call Dr. Bancroft.”

A physiclan from Massachusid
was one of the guests of the b
and occupied Room 57.

Summoned by Rupert he enterel 12
room and immediately made an -
amination of the body.

“Died of heart disease!”
briefly.

“Will papa soon be well?" asked ¢
little boy anxiously.

“We can tell you better tomorr:¥ "
sald the physician pityingly. “T1
had better go with this gentlemar. *
as not to disturb your father, anl
will do what we can for him.”

Soothed by this assurance, for ¥
little fellow did not understand
his father was beyond earthly b=
the boy was led away and put ?
charge of a sympathetic lady &
for the night. .

“Has he been dead long, doctir’
asked Malcolm.

“Probably for over an hour. What
is his name?”

“I have forgotten.
ister.”

“Perhaps we may find a lett’r 1
his pocket that will throw light 2
the matter.”

Malcolm put his hand In the in<¥
coat pocket, and drew out, first. 3
letter addressed to

PAUL HARVEY.
Albany,
New York

The other had no envelop:
seemed to be an open letter.

It ran thus:

To whom it may concern— .

My doctor tells me that I am id®
at any moment to drop dead 0%
heart disease. I do not dread d:%
for myself, but when I think of 7
little Fred, soon to be left father
as he Is already motherless. I !
filled with anxiety I am practics ¥

the prostra:
his vest pla:-:

he sl

It is on th®




alone in the world, and there is no
one to whom I can confide. Should
death come to me suddenly, I trust
some kind hearted person will adopt
Freddle, and supply a father's place
to him. In my inslde vest pocket will
be found securities amounting to
eleven hundred dollars. After defray-
ing my funeral expenses there will
probably be a thousand dollars left. T
leave It to any one who will uunder-
take the care and maintenance of my
dear little boy.
Paul Harvey.”

The three looked at one another af-
ter the clerk had read the letter.

“Here is a responsibility for some
one,” saild Dr. Bancroft. *“I wish it
were in my power to take the little
boy, but I am only here as a guest,
and circumstances will not permit.”

“I am a bachelor, and should find
it fmpossible to assume such a
charge,” sald the clerk, “though I
feel for the little fellow.”

An Inspiration had come to Rupert.
His heart had gone out to the little
boy so traglically deprived of his nat-
ural protector.

I will take the little boy, If you
are willing,” he sald.
“You! A boy! What can you do

with him?” asked Malcolm.

“I am boarding in a nice family,”
he said. “I will put him under the
care of Mrs. Benton who has a young
son of her own.”

“But do you realize what a re-
sponsibility you are assuming?”

“I do, and I am not afraid. I
never had a little brother, and I shall
be fond of Fred.”

“What do you
asked the clerk.

“I think from the little I know of
this boy, that, though a young guar-
dian, he will be a reliable one. I
recommend that Fred, if that’'s his
name, be put under his charge.”

“In that case, according to the
father's direction the money will go
to Rupert.”

“Please take charge of it. Mr. Mal-
colm, till the funeral is over. Then
we will place it in some bank.”

“It will not go very far towards pay-
ing for the boy’s board and educatlon
He can’t be more than five or six.”

“When it is gone I will support
him.”

No objection was made and it was
agreed that Rupert should have the
custody of the little orphan not yet
consclous of his loss.

CHAPTER XX.
MR. PACKARD'S GIFT.

It was not until the next day that
Giles Packard knew of the tragedy
in No. 6. He had gone to bed at
once on reaching the hotel, and had
not heard of Rupert’s adopting a child.

“What is this I hear, Rupert?’ he
asked, on meeting the bell boy. *“I
hear you have an adopted son.”

“Yes,” answered Rupert with a
smile.

“Won’t you get tired of the care
and responsibility?"’

“I think not.”

“Besides there will be considerable
expense.””

“The money left by his father will
pay that till I am older and am earn-
ing more."

“Not many boys of your age would
dare to assume such a charge.”

“Perhaps not, but Fred is such a
sweet boy I cannot help loving him.”

“Look here, Rupert, won’t you let
me share the expense? I am rich and
have no family ties.”

“Thank you, Mr. Packard. I am
very much obliged to you, but I
should like to feel that T am Fred's
sole guardian. I want him to learn to
love me.”

“I don’'t know but you are right.
I won’t interfere if you don’t wish
me to.”

That evening Rupert took Fred to
Mr. Benton's.”

“I have brought
boarder.”” he said.

Mrs. Benton looked surprised.

think, doctor?"”

another

you
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“Is she
asked.

““He is my son.”

The good lady looked amazed.

“My adopted son,” amended Rupert
with a smile, and then he toll her of
the sudden death at the hotel, and lit-
tle Fred's bereavement. Mrs. Ben-
ton’s heart went out to the little or-
phan, and she stooped and klssed him.

“Will you live with me?"' she
asked.

“I am going to live with him,” said

it a relation of yours?”

little Fred, taking Rupert's hand.
“He will live here, too.”
“Then I wii' stay,” answered the
child gravely. “I am to stay with

him till papa comes back.”

They had told the little boy that
his father had gone on a long jour-
ney and wished him to stav with
Rupert during his absence. He had
acquiesced quletly for he was a do-
cile child, and transferred his affzc-
tion to Rupert, of whose love he felt
assured.

“Now, Mrs. Benton, I must make
a bargain with you for Fred's
board.”

Mrs. Benton at first refused to ac-
cept anything, protesting that a child
would be little expense, but Rupert
told her that the father had left
money, and finally Induced her to ac-
cept three dollars a week.

“I am afraid that is too little,”
the bell boy.

“No; it will help pay the rent, and
I shall like to have Freddle here as
a companion for Harry."”

So it was arranged, and the little
boy was provided with a happy and
comfortable home at small expense.

Two days later Giles Packard
sought out Rupert during an interval
of the bell boy’s labors.

“How Is the little boy?"' asked the
cattle man.

““He is well, and he seems to be
happy. He thinks his father is away
on a journey.”

“The journey we must all take
some time,” sald Packard gravely.
“Then you won't accept my help
towards paying for the child’s main-
tenance?"”

“It won't be necessary, Mr. Pack-
ard. I am to pay only three dollars
a week for his board.”

“His clothing will cost something.”

“Mrs. Benton will manage that.
She says it won't cost over fifty dol-
lars a year.”

“I foresaw that you wouldn't let
me help support the boy, so I have
got even with you In another way.’

““How Is that?’ asked Rupert, puz-
zled.

Mr. Packard smiled.

“I decided to make you a present,”
he sald. “You won't refuse that?"

“No; I am sure you are a good
friend, and I won’t reject your kind-
ness.”

Rupert fancied Mr. Packard might
be intending to give him fifty dollars,
or something like that, and he felt
that it would be ungracious to re-
fuse.

The man from Colorado drew from
his pocket a large sized envelope, and
from it took a legal document.

“This,” he said, “is a deed of two
lots in Harlem not far from One
Hundred and Twenty Fifth Street. The
deed is made out to you, and estab-
lishes your ownership.”

“I didn't know you had any lots in
Harlem,” sald Rupert in surprise.

“Neither had I till yesterday. I
bought them through a real estate
agent on Third Avenue, after care-
fully considering several others.”

“But, Mr. Packard. they must have
cost you a good deal of money."”

“Two thousand dollars.”

““And you give me such a valuable
present?”’

“Yes, Rupert, and I am glad to do
80. Don’'t think I have pinched my-
self to do it. T am a rich man, and
I haven't a chick or child. except—
well except you,” he continued with a
smile.

“I don’t know that I ought to ac-
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cept such a handsome present, though
T fully appreciate your great kind-
ness.”

“T don't quite see that you have
any choice. The deed is made out in
your name, and in due time you will
find that you. will have to pay taxes
on them.”

“Then I suppose I must submit. I
don’'t know how to thank you.”

“Then don’t do it. It would make
me feel awkward. 1 will give you
some good advice before I leave you.
Those lots I believe will advance in
price very rapidly. Building is going
on very near them, and they are in
the path of improvement. My advice
is that you hold on to them at least
five ycars. They may realize you a
small fortune.”

“I will certainly be guided by your
advice. Do you know Mr. Packard, I
imagine there are very few bell hoys
in New York who are as rich as I
am.”

“I don't think T have ever heard
of a bell boy millionaire,” said the
cattle man, smiling, ‘‘though I hope
the one before me may make the first
exception to a general rule. Did I
tell you that I expect to start on my
return to Colorado tomorrow?"

“So soon as that?”’

“Yes; I have received news from
my agent there—good news, mind—
that makes it advisable for me to
abridge my visit. May I hope that
you will write me sometimes?"”

“I shall be glad to do so, Mr. Pack-

“Mind, it Is a compact. Some time
I expect you to visit me out there.”

“When my child gets a little older,”
sajid Rupert with a smile.

““And If at any time you find the
expense too great for your means, let
me help you.”

“T will.”

So the two friends parted, and
Rupert resumed his regular routine
as a bell boy.

CHAPTER XXI.
RUPERT BECOMES A CONFIDANT.

Some three months later Rupert’s
attention was called to a boy of
seventeen or thereabouts, with long
black hair and a high forehead, who
registered as a guest, and took one
of the cheapest rooms in the hotel.
The boy seemed to have no compan-
ion, and to know very little about
the city.

“Can you direct me to Palmer's
Theater?’ he asked rather diffidently.

“It is on Broadway, corner of Thir-
tieth Street,”” answered Rupert.

“And Daly's?”’

“That {is nearly opposite on the
other side of Broadway.”

The boy took out a memorandum
book and noted down these ad-
dresses.

‘“What can he want at these the-
aters?”’ thought Rupert.

Of course he might want to buy a
reserved seat in advance, but Rupert
did not think It likely.

After getting his Information the
boy went out (it was about ten
o'clock) and did not reappear till four
o’clock in the afternoon. Rupert no-
ticed him as he entered the hotel and
observed that he looked anxious and
despondent. He dld not go ‘up stairs
at once, but sank into a chair near
Rupert, and apparently gave way to
sorrowful reflections.

‘“He has some secret trouble,”
thought the bell boy. “If he would
speak to me I might be able to com-
fort him.”

On the, impulse of the moment he
went up to the young guest, and
asked in a low tone of sympathy,
‘““Are you In any trouble?”

The boy started, flushed and looked
at Rupert half suspiciously. But there
was something so friendly and sym-
pathetic in Rupert’s face that he was
assured of his being a safe confldant,

‘“Yes,”” he said, “T am In trouble.”

“1f vou wlll tell me perhaps I can
help you."

The boy looked about him hesitat-
ingly.
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“I shouldn't like te tell you here,”
he answered. *“There are too many

people round.”

“I shall be at leisure after six
o’clock. Will that do?"”

“Yes. Could you come up to my
room?"’

*1 will come with pleasure.”

“I want a confidant. I want advice.
You are younger than I am—at least
you look so—but you have lived in
the clty while I am from the coun-
try.’

“At any rate I wlll give you the
best advice I ca

“Thank you. I teel better for hav-
ing found a friend. I will go and take
a walk, and you will ind me here at
six o’clock.’

When Rupert got through work he
found the boy waiting for him in the
same place.

“I can go up stairs with you now,"”
he sald.

“All right!” said the young guest,
rising from his seat quickly. “We
will take the elevator, for my room
is on the top floor.”

“In business hours,” sald Rupert,
“I am not allowed to use the eleva-
tor. Now I am no longer a bell boy
but your visitor.”

The room was a small hall bedroom.
It was one that was let for seventy
five cents a day, while the batter and
larger rooms ranged upwards to a
dollar and a half. The room con-
tained one chair only.

“‘Please take a seat,”
host.

“But where will you sit?"”

“I will sit on the I don’t know
but you will laugh at me,” he went
on, “when I tell you what brought
me to New York."

“Oh no. I shall not laugh at you.
but first, as we are to be friends, let
me tell you my name and ask yours.
I am Rupert Rollins.”

“That is a nice name. It sounds
like a story name. Mine is Leslie Wa-
ters.”’

“Where do you live?”

“I was born and brought up in
Rahway. That is in New Jersey,
about twenty miles from New York.
My father lives about a mile from
lhe village. He has a small farm.”

**And you were brought up to work
on the farm?

“Well, it isn't exactly a farm, but
we raise vegetable and fruits for the
New York market. I went to =chool
till a year ago. Then I graduated,
and since then I have worked for my
father.”

“Did you like it?”

“No, I don't like working on land.
I feel,”” continued Leslie, flushing,
“that I was born for something bet-
ter and nobler. Besides I don’t want
to live in the country. I prefer the

said the young

city. There’'s something going on
here.”

‘“Yes, that Is true.”

“And wanted to be In the ex-

citement. I'd rather live half as long
in the city. You can live more here
In a year than in the country In two

"Wus there nng particular thing that
you wlshed

I am coming to that. When I
nttended school there was one exer-
cise that many of the boys did not
like, but I did. I like to declaim. I
began with such pieces as ‘Casa-
bianca’'—you know that, don’t you?"”

“Oh yes,” sald Rupert, smiling. *“I
hn\;e spoken it more than once my-
sel

‘“‘But of course I got beyond that
after a while. I used to speak pieces
from Shakspere and other dramatic
authors. There was one I liked to
speak in particular. It begins:
‘“The warrior bowed his crested head

and tamed his heart of fire,

And sued the haughty klng to free
hls long imprisoned sire.’
Yes, I know the poem.”

‘I got a prize for speaking it at one
of our closing examinations,” said
Leslle proudly. “Would you like to
have me speak It for you now?"”

“I am afraid It would attract atten-
tion in some of the nelghborlng rooms,
as It is a spirited piece.”

Leslie looked disappointed, but con-
tinued.

““Then T have spoken ‘Young Loch-
lnvar also—I liked that.”

“Did you never speak any prose
pleces?"’

‘“No, I didn't care for prose. T like
poetry better. I wish we were alone,
so T could speak something for you."

“We will go on an excursion some
Sunday—say to Weehawken—and then
I shall have a chance to hear you.”

“I am afrald I shall not be able to
stay in the city,” said Leslie gloomily.

“I have met nothing but dizap-
pointment since I came here.”

(70 be continued.)
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Next week we shall begin in The
Argosy another attractive serial :

.
A Tountain 'ystery.
BY W. BERT FOSTER,

Author of **In Alaskan Waters.”

In this story Mr. Foster has two
Jheroes, one of whom has Indian blood
in his veins. The scene is laid in the
region of the Great Lakes and the
action turns on the ¢fforts of an In-
dian uncle of Jack Hardwick's to
nduce his nephew to assume the
chicftainship of atribe. The narra-
Zrve Is veplete with thrilling episodes
and the character drawing is man-
aged with an especially skilful
hand. A Mountain Mystery™ s
sure to prove a faverite with our

readers.

SNOW CHEERINESS.
Have you ever notlced it? We
mean the cheeriness inspired in a

good many pecople by a snow storm.
There appears to be something ex-
hilarating in buffeting the flakes as
the wind sweeps them into our faces.
Where rain would be dismal, with
its plunkety plunk as its strikes the
pavement, snow, dancing lightly, si-
lently down, and getting in good,
solid work without making a fuss
about it, seems to call upon one to
be in the same lightsome mood.

Of course you will find many who
declare that snow is a nuisance, to
be got rid of as quickly as possible,
and where this Is not practicable, to
be endured with as much equanimity
as can be drawn upon. And yet,
if you were to watch these same peo-
ple when one of the first snows of
the winter is beginning to fall, you
will be very apt to discover that they
are in good spirits and for no reason
that they could themselves assign.
And, of course, they would not be-
lieve you if you told them it was
the storm. 3

A BOY OUGHT TO BE GENTLE.
How few people analyze the word
gentleman, and see that it is a gen-
tle man? The stronger and more
masculine a man s, the more sympa-
thy he usually has for the weak and
the dopendent. He Is mean and un-
generous when he takes advantage of
his strength and independence, and he
18 making one of those mistakes which
he will see after a while. He may
seem to he having “more fun” if he
neglects the little duties and courte-
sies which he ought to pay his mother
and sisters and the other girls who
are not his sisters, but he ig jumping
rocks, climbing up the wrong path
when he does it, and when he gets
farther along he will see it. He is
putting himself out of the procession
of gentlemen. He ig not learning the
little ways which make a nature lov-
able and respected by every one.
These things can only come by dally
contact with refinement. by a daily
practice of refined manners. The boy
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is injuring himself, and injuring his
own prospects in life, when he lets
hls mother do a thing which he knows
he ought to do for her, he is bluntng
his own sense of what is right: when
he sits still in a crowded car, and
lets a lady stand, nobody may know
it but himself, but he has lowered his
own standard, and has so much less
self respect. It is Impossible that
any man should respect another who
does not respect himself. Once lower
your own standard, do things which
you would not admire in another per-
son, and you have done yourself an
injury. Every mean and selfish thing
you do, injures yourself. After a
while you will forget what Is the
right thing, and all the world will
come to notice that you are a man
who is off the right track.

WHAT A BOY OUGHT TO LEARN.

The first thing he wants to lcarn
is, that the world is a big, big place,
and that it is ever so much oller and
more experienced and wiser than he
is, and that it is to be treated with
respect. It has taken thousands of
years to bring the world to its pres-
ent state of clvilization, and in all
that time it has been gathering in
and hoarding up experience, experl-
ence which has come from a realiza-
tion of its own mistakes.

The world makes mistakes some-
times, but as it goes on it sees them,
and tries to rectify them. The boy
who sees a practice universal may
not understand why he should follow
it; he may think it is silly and stu-
pid, and say that *for his part heo
is not going to waste his time,” but
he is making a mistake. It makes
us think of a country boy who went
into town to an academy to prepare
for college. After he had becn there
a weck he went to the teacher anl
refused to study his arithmetic ary
longer. “Why,” he said, “I can do
the sums away over here on the last
page, all out of my own head. I
don't have to learn these rules.”

“Do you expect to go on in mathe-
matics?” the teacher asked.

“Yes, sir.”

“Suppose John, there was a road up
a mountain, where you had to care-
fully consider every step, but which
led you stralght to the top, and down
near the bottom you could leave the
road and get a third of the way up
by jumping from rock to rock. but
at the end of that third it would be
impossible to go on; would you be
wise to leave the path, either to stop
part way up, or to come all the way
back and start agaln? A great many
wise men have thought and worked
a long time over that pathway
through the arithmetic.”

It is so with every pathway in life.
There is almost always disaster for
the boy who leaves the way that has
been mark:d out. One of the great
reasons why so many boys do not
succeed In a new country, is because
the pathways are not marked there.
Keep a close watch on what the
world respects and honors and gives
success to, and you will see the path-
way.

A BOY OUGHT TO BE AN ATH-
LETE.

There Is always a great deal of
discussion upon this question, but the
fact remains that the athletes In col-
leges have a finer record as students
than the other men average. This
is one of the things which experl-
ence has proven. When the n=w
Unlversity of Chicago was founded, it
was intended to contain the very
safest and soundest pathway to fine
American manhood and womanhood.
The very first man put on the faculty
was Mr. Stagg, the Professor of Ath-
letics. A man cannot recelve a full
degree at that university, unlecs he
has taken the course in phvsieal cul-
tur>, They bhelleve onut there that the
brain i{s a part of the body, and that
the same nerves and blood run
through It. as the rest of the bhody,
and that when vou have a sound body
and sound brain, you are apt to have
a healthy mind.

A man isn't half a man who has
not courage, and who has not his
muscles so trained that his body is
at home everywhere, Is ready for ev-
ery emergency. He must learn to
swim, because he not only misses a
rare and exhilarating sport other-
wise, but because he never Kknows
when the lives of others as well as
his own may depend upon the know-
ledge. He must learn to throw
straight, to shoot, becausz steady
nerves and steady eyes are valuable
every hour of the day.

And he must not neglect the softer
parts of athlztics. He must learn to
dance. To learn to make alert, grace-
ful movements in time to music is a
beautiful art. Best of all, with all
these things comes a sense of power.
Th2 boy becomes acqualnted with his
own body, and learns how to manage
it. Instead of his being awkward and
shy *,not knowing what to do with
his hands,” his body has been trained
until it Is an obedient and ready
servant. It is graceful and easy in-
stinctively. He does not hava to give
it a second thought.

It is not pleasant to dine with a
man whose servants are uncouth and
clumsy, however entertaining he him-
self may be; nor is it pleasant to as-
sociate with a man whose body Is
untrained and awkward. He mus: be
very clever to make you forget it
even for a little while.

Some Queer Fish.
BY A. R. LEACH,

It seems as {f nature wos an indulgeat
mother who could not see¢ her ehildren
want anything very muech (and every-
thing living belongs to nature) without
bestowing it.  But there is one thing
which must be always remembered and
taken into consideration. Nature does
not acknowledge any one singlo in-
dividual as belonging to her. She will
not go out of her way to accomodate any
one creature, It is the whole race which
she looks after,

When a little fish more adventurous
than another says that he likes {nsects,
and that too few settle upon the surface
of the water, and that he wants to go
out on land and hunt, nature pays no
attention. Thelittle fish leaves the wator
and miserably dies. Then another fish,
and another and another, tries tho same
thing. Then nature looks about.

“Dear me.” she says, “I need those
little fish. They must not kill themselves,
Do thoy insist upon going out ondry land
to hunt inseets? Then I suppose I must
give them a pocket to earry water in.”

It is a very grudging iittle pocket at
first, but they distend it more and more,
and in ten or fifteen or twenty thousand
generations tho pocket is large enough
to enable them to go quite a little dis-
tance from the water and be quite com-
fortable.

The fish who have the pockets now,
know nothing at all aboutthose first ones
who went out without any real provision
and died. Probably the other fishes in
their day and generation ealled them
“eranks,” and “fanaties,” and allsorts of
names., which were undoubtedly well
enough applied, but while theso fishes
bhrought only death to themselves, they
made it possible for their followers to
enjoy what they could not. This is a
story that we see among men as well as
flshes,

There are a great many flsh which are
not only provided with pockets for earry-
ing water while they go out and hunt
thelr food, but there are others witha
great many more interesting peculiari-
ties. The famous elimbing perch not only
como out of the water and elimb trees in
search of food, but when they feel that
the stream in which they live is ahout to
dry up, they leave in great bodies, and
sometimes move for long distances in
search of another stream. They usually
make their journey at night, but they are
sometimes met in the middle of a dusty
road, in the glare of the hot sun of India,
which country is their home. One of the
most enrions things is that they always
go in a direet line to the nearest stroam
whieh suits their purpose,

There are some facts which scientists

have no possible way of explaining, It
might all be simple enough were we to al-
low that animals and insects could talk
to each other, or it may be that they have
senses and perceptions of which human
beings know nothing.

Most curious of all fish {8 the angler.
This is a great, lazy creature that lie~
inert on the bottom of the sea. It is the
color of the gray mud and the seaweed
about it, so that even the flsh swimming
near it cannot see it. It has a fringe soft
and waving which grows along its sides.
and looks exactly like seaweed. From its
upper jaw there projects a waving spine
which is exactly like a flsherman’s rcd
and line, baited. There hangs from it a
little particle of red flesh. This attracts
the fish, and as they are about to seiz i,
u yawning mouth opens underneath an!
the poor luckless, hungry little fish i
gobbled up. It can hold anythingin itz
capacious stomach, and has been known
to swallow the wooden buoys on lobster
pota. It s almost the ugliest flsh in the
sei, wearing an expression of stupid
greediness.

The torpedo flsh looks something lik»
the angler, but nature has bestowsd
upon it one of her strangest ani
least  understood gifts. It is heavy
and ugly and sluggish, and cannot
move about either to seek food. or t-
defend itself, but in that ugly body on
cither side is a storehouse of electricity.
On either side of the head is a regular
olectric battery made of plates held in a
solution. Two or three weeks ago wa
spoke on this page of the usefulness of
studying natural history for hints upon
inventions, because nature never mads
any mistakes nor took out any patents,
Electrie batteries are of comparativel
recent origin, yet here. lying hidden ‘in
the head of this fish, were two perfect
ones, strong enough to knock down a full
grown man.

Water i« a gond conductor, and when a
fish swims near the torpedo the batteries
are put into use, the flah s knockel
senscless, and eaten. The turpedo is u
regular ogre.

There is a clever little fish which has
learned a trick thatis much more sports-
manlike than any of the others. It i
known asthe archer. Itisa spaecies of
sunflsh, and like the climbing perch it
took a fancy to insects which would not
come within reach. But the ancestors oi
this little fellow had no notion of becom-
Ing martyrs, They had plucky. level
heads. They simply began learning to
shoot, One would take adrop of water
in fts mouth and eautiously swimming ur
near the coveted inscet, fire away at it
I suppose in the beginning the bug hal
to be very near, and even then I suspect
that {t often sat upon a leaf and jeered at
the fish who were muaking it a target and
only sueceeding in blowing bubbles. But
as years went by the archers becam=
more and more skilled, and now it can
often down an insect eighteen inches
away.

These fish are found in East Indian
waters, and much prized ns pats by the
Chinese and Japanese, They put them
into beautifully ornamented globes and
place insccts within range to see them
shoot them.

There is a flsh called ' the echenesis
about which all sorts of curious tales have
been told. It hason the top of its head a
disk which is so constructed that it has
the very strongest sucking power. Thic
fish, when it wants to go anywhere ina
hurry, doesn’t take the trouble to swim
there. It waits until it inds & great fish.
like a shark, to which it attaches itself.
and Is away. The larger fish ofteu
takes an ochonesis along and lets it have
the remains of a feast. It is probably.
like other hangers-on in the world, amus-
ing company, because no one has evar.
known of the big fish resenting its society.

Some flshermen have trained these fish
to angle for them. They attach the
echenesis to a line and throw it over-
board. It dnshes after one of fts old
friends and attaches itself by the sucker.
and before the big fish knows it, it i~
floundering about in ecaptivity. All of
this goes to provo that the ways of fish
and men are something alike, and that as
there are noinventions which nature ha-
not uswd long ago, 8o has she antedated
the tricks of men in the lessons she has
tuught her humbler children,




OPPORTUNITIES.
All common things, each day’'s events
That with the hour begin and end,
Our pleasures and our discontents,
Are rounds by which we may as-
cend.
—H. W. Longfellow.

The Burning of the Montauk.

BY MARCUS D. RICHTER,

Not 10ng since I read in the newspaper
of the terrible experience of the officers
and crew of the coal laden steel ship
Cedarbank, which was towed into San
Francisco a perfect floating voleano, and
it reminded me of a like expericnce of my
own which occurred, however, several
years since. The Cedarbank is a steel
ship, but the vessel to which I refer was
the Montauk, built before steel ships were
known to any extent, and upon which we
fought fire for nearly as long a time as
did the erew of the Cedarbank.

Captain Jared Partlo was the skipper
of the Montauk and part owner, beside,
s0 he was always on the outlook for good
freights. I was second mate and had
been with him for two voyages before the
one which ended so disastrcusly.

We had come out from New York to
Sydney, Australia, with a general cargo,
and before we were fully unloaded the
captain had an idea that it would pay the
owners (himself included) to run up to
Newcastle (at that time Newcestle was
just becoming known as a coaling port)
and take a cargo of coal to San Francisco,

Now the Montauk wasn’t planned for
such work, but she had an enormous
hold and was withal a very well built, sea-
worthy vessel, and had, in her time done
about every other kind of heavy freight-
ing. Captain Partlo wasn’t a man you
could argue with if he once got a plan
into his head, so we shipped fourextra
handsiand made aquick run to Newcastle,
= As ausual thing American ships aren’t
wanted in Australian waters, but at that
time ships were scarce, rates were high,
and the skipper had little difficulty in
getting a cargo. Well, I'd never been on
a coal ship before, and T swore then I'd
never be there again. The coal dust
found its way into every part of the ship;
no erevice was too small for the abomin-
able particle to sift through. On awhaler
you expect to eat and sleep in whale oil ;
but whale oil is preferable to coal dust.
It's more palatable in your food, any
way,

It took us several days after getting to
sea to getthe deck and upper worksde-
cently eleaned once more, and then, the
wind being light and everything snug,
the captain advised me, for the sake of
keeping the men busy, to bave the hatch-
combings painted and the rails touched
up alittle. We had a half grown boy with
us that trip named Harry Collins—a like-
ly little fellow who came of sea going
folks, ands who, when at home, lived not
far from Searsport. Maine. They used to
say that Searsport babies would swim
when they were a day old, and were never
tooyoung to steer a boat; however that
may be, Harry was a born sailor, and as
cool as ice in any emergency.

I set a gang at work on the port rail and
ordered the boyto remove the tarpaulin
from the forward hatch, and was just
going below for my pipe, for Captain Part
lo was very easy on us in the matter of
smoking, when Harry tapped me on the
arm. He had laid back the tarpaulin from
one corner of the hatch and with a silent
gesture pointed to a thin column of smoke
issuing from a crack in the hatch.

“The coal’s afire, sir,” he whispered,
aud though the sight seemed to send
every Jdrop of blood in my veins surging
back to my heart, the lad’s voice never
shook a particle, and he was as calm as
though we were laying alongside the
wharf at San Francisco, instead of being
more than a thousand miles away from
that port.

I tore down to the captain’s room like a
shot and told him, and if ever the old man
was roused, ’twas then.

* Great Peter!” he sings out, when he’d
landed on the deck and sniffed the smoke
which was coming out faster and faster;
“yank off that hatch!”

There wasn’t any standing on cere-
monv, but every man who was near did
something and the hatch came off. Then
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belched forth a cloud of the thickest
smoke I ever saw, and we were all driven
back from the hole. Still, it was hacd tell-
ing how much real fire there was in that
twenty flve hundred or more tons of coal,
and after some discussion the captain
ordered the hatch down again, hoping
tlm; the conflagration would be smoth-
ered.

We had a small donkey engine aboard
and ‘'we got the flre lit under it and the
pumps tackled on ail ready for any emer-
gency, and then we waited for four days,
hoping that the fire would die out. At the
end of that time the captain ordered the
hatch off again, and dense clouds of smoke
and gas pouroed out of the hold. There
was no use in wishing otherwise this
time, for all knew that the hold of the
Montauk was a seething voleano which
might burst through the decks at any
moment.

We were hundreds of miles from land
and all we could do
with the wind hold-
ing as it was, was
to keep on toward
San Francisco, en-
deavoring mean-
while to try and
control the confla-
gration after.

The hatches
were taken off and
we went to work
digging down
through the coal
towards the seat of
the fire, And then
commenced an ex-
perience that I
hope may never be
mine. or any other
man'’s, again.

The heat and gas
were so intensethat
it was impossible
for us to remain
long in the hold,
and the few min-
utes we 'did stay
was a period of ac-
tual agony. Officers
and men worked
alike, and I must
say that I never
saw better work
done than was per-
formed there while
we were fighting for our
fire demon.

We took coal tubs down with us, and as
fast as one was fllled the watch on deck
hoisted it and emptied the coal over-
board. Ton after ton was thrown away,
and the hold grew hotter and hotter.
After a time the coal became too hot to
touch with the bare hands, and as the
men were driven back to the deck, one
after another, they were all but dead from
suffocation. Againthe batches were bat-
tened down, and Captain Partlo ordered
the boats made ready for instant depar-
ture.

Each boat was provisioned, and every
man knew his place in his preseribed
boat should it become necessary to leave
the ship hurriedly, Charts, compasses
and clothing wers placed in the boats and
the sails bent. Then we returned to our
work of fighting the fire. The stcam
pump was started and a heavy stream of
water was poured into the hold for nearly
twenty hours. Then, to our great joy, the
fire appeared to have bean checked.

After this rest we were able to once
more commence the work of jettisoning
the cargo, and we worked like demons
for an entire day, making altogether
nearly a hundred tons of coal which we
had hoisted from the hold. The ther-
mometer which I carried down registered
126 degrees part of the time, and the
smoke, steam and gas were something
fearful.

At night we were forced to abandon the
work, and as soon as the hatches could
b3 closed the pumps were started once
more. The volume of steam which at
once began to pour out of the ventilators
showed that the fire was again gaining,
and we began to feel it on deck. In two
hours the pitch was boiling between the
deck planks, and a thermometer held
against the mizzenmast registered 130
degrees.

Nevertheless we kept the pumps at
work, but at three o’clock the following
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morning the pent up gases in the hold
proved too much for the ship, and the
forward hatch blew off with an explosion
that shock the vessel from stem to stern
and might have been heard two miles
away.

Following the explosion a column of
flame rushed out of the open hatch as
high as the maintopsail yard, and word
was passed at once to take to the boats.

The terrifiled men rushed to their places
and began to lower away the boats, but
before the first one struck the water there
was another loud explosion which
seemed to fairly lift the deck of the Mon-
tauk, and again the lurid lames shot up
into the rigging, this time setting the
sails on fire.

I was belated in reaching my boat, and
the second shock threw me with stun-
ning force to the deck. My men were
clamoring to be off, for all the other boats
were lowered; but young Collins, who
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was in my boat, leaped back to the deck
for me.

At that instant a third explosion came;
the after hatch blew off, and a great cloud
of smoke and flame hid us both from the
eyes of the boat’s crew. They saw us
thrown to the deck by the shock, and not
daring to remain longer. and thinking
the ship already sinking. they let go the
falls and left us to our fate.

In two minutes they were out of sight
in the darkness, and we were left alone
on the doomed vessel.

But the ship did not sink at once, nor
did it burn in a moment, for it was mostly
the gases which fed the flames. But we
two could do nothing to stay the conflag-
ration. I think that if the crew had stuck
by her the way those brave fellows stuck
toithe Cedarbank, tho Montauk might
have been saved. Personally, I had been
80 stunned by the explosions that it was
several minutes before I got back my
wits.

When T did wake up to my duty I found
that that cool headed boy, Collins., had
got tools from the carpenter’s room and
was laying out a raft big enough to hold
us both. I set to work with him, and just
about daylight we launched it. By that
time it was far too hot for comfort aboard
the ship, and with two oars and a small
supply of provisions and water, we
pushed off from her side.

We hung about for some hours longer,
however, hoping that some vessel would
be attracted by the flames and smoke,
and we were not disappointed: for, just
after the Montauk burned to the water’s
edge and sank, a schooner hove in sight
and bore down upon us. We were de-
lighted when we saw that we had been
noticed, and it was not long before we
were aboard.

The schooner was the John Harding. of
San Francisco, and as I knew all the
Montauk’s boats would lay their course
for Honolulu, the schooner’s captain con-
tinued his cruise in that direction. We
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picked up Captain Partlo’s boat that
night, but missed the mate’s, and that
got to the Islands atterwards in good
condition. My own boat, however, was
never heard from again and it is very
likely that, there being nobody aboard it
who knew how to navigate, the poor fel-
lows all perished,

Irewarded young Colling’ faithfulness
as best I could.and am glad to say thatat
the present time he is commanding a
good ship of his own, and has, many
times since the burning of the Montauk,
shown his coolness and presence of mind
to good effect in times of danger.

[Zhis Story began in No. 574.]

A Mystery of the Forest.

BY E. E. YOUMANS,
Author of “The Lone Island,” etc.

CHAPTER XXIII.
A PRODIGIOUS SURPRISE.

When Tom Hess separated from
his friends on the banks of the river
he started down the stream, deter-
mined to find the continuation of the
lost trail, or satisfy himself that it
did not lie in that direction.

His intention was to search care-
fully alomg on one side of the water
for two or three miles, then cross
over and retrace his steps on the
other. In this way he felt that he
would be sure to come upon it, and
he pushed on as fast as possible.

He kept his eyes constantly fas-
tened on the soft earth near the wa-
ter’'s edge, and, after traveling in
this way for more than an hour, sud-
denly uttered a glad cry. He had
found the trail again, its fresh ap-
pearance indicating that it had been
recently made.

“I don't believe it's more'n two
hours old,” he exclaimed, examining
it carefully. ‘““The men can't be far
ahead; if I follow right on I'm sure
I can overhaul them before night.
How I wish the boys were here!”

He remembered the signal agreed
upon, but he was fearful of firing his
gun lest it should be heard by the
ox drivers, and warn them of the
pursuit.

He was sure the men were not
more than two miles or so in ad-
vance, and could easily hear the re-
port even though the wind was not
blowing toward them.

It was clearly out of the question
then to announce his success to the
other boys, neither did he care to
lose time in going back to tell them.

If the tramps had gained such a
start as to render the possibility of
overtaking them improbable, an
hour’s delay more or less would not
have mattered, but, with a fair
chance before him of coming upon
them by pushing right on, Tom felt
justified in modifying their original
plans.

“I've gained an advantage which it
would be foolish not to take,’ bhe
told himself, ‘“and the only sensible
course is for me to follow them up.
So here goes.”

He turned away from the stream
and plunged into the woods.

“If I overhaul them,” he muttered,
with flashing eyes, “I'll make them
give up the oxen if I have to wing
them both.”

He did not forget that both men
were armed, but his anxiety o re-
cover his property was so great, and
his indignation at the tramps so
vehement, that he lost sight of all
prudence.

The trail was well defined from this
point, and he experienced no diffi-
culty in following it.

He pushed steadily on, his eyes
bent upon the ground before him.
Haste was the most important point

to be considered just now, and to
this he gave all his attention.
He made considerable uoise In

working his way through the under-
brush, and was conscious -hat he
ought to be more careful, nut the
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spirit of recklessness was upon him
and his better judgment ignored.

Presently he found himself ascend-
ing a small hill, beyond which there
appeared to be a deep ravinz. When
he reached the summit of the eleva-
tion he stopped with a cry of sur-
prise, and at once became much ex-
cited.

He was closer upon the objects of
his search than he had thought.
They were not more than half a
mile ahead.

From hls elevated position he counld
look down over the underbrusn inrto
the ravine, and, as he gained the hilt
top and cast his eyes in that direc-
tion, he was just in time to ~atch
sight of the oxen and the men, as
they passed out from a clump of
shrubbery into an open space to dis-
appear again a moment later in the
underbrush beyond.

That brief glance sufficed to show
him that only one of the men carried
a gun while the other was armed
with a club, and something that glis-
tened In the sunlight like the blade
of a hatchet.

Tom’s courage mounted rocket high
as he saw this, and he started down
the hill at breakneck speed.

“If that’s all the arms you carry
I reckon I can hold my own with
you, my fine fellows,” he crted, jump-
ing over a large stone that chanced
to be in his way; “and when I go2t--""

At that moment he crashed into a
fallen log, and plunged head first
down the hill. A clump of wild bluck-
berry vines stopped his further pro-
gress. He rolled into them with sich
force that his hands and face were
painfully scratched, and his clothes
badly torn. .

“Ugh!" he groaned, dragging him-
self out; “that was a stunner.”

Then his eyes flashed vindlctively
as he continued shaking his fist an-
grily in the direction of the tramps.

«It's all your fault, confound you.
Bhat's one more I owe you.”

Me wiped the blood from his face,
picked up his gun, which fortunately
had not been damaged by hl4 rall,
and started on again, curbing his
impatience sufficiently to avold
another mishap. When he reached
the bottom of the hill he broke into
a run, heading down the ravine.

For more than five minutes he kept
up this reckless pace, then gradually
slowed down, partly to regain his
breath and partly to listen for some
indication of the men ahead. He was
sure they could not be far away now,
and he did not care to come upon
them too suddenly.

But he could hear nothing of them,
and he put himself in motion agaln.
He was wise enough not to be too
rash, and pushed on with as little
noise as possible, though he chafed
at the delay caution occasioned.
Presently he was started by some
one calling:

“Haw! there,
you going?”

Tom stopped with a gasp of aston-
ishment. The voice was only a short
distance ahead, and sounded strangely
familiar.

“If that wasn’'t Charlle Burke’s
father who spoke then,” thought the
surprised youth, “I must be dream-
ing. But what under the sun can he
be doing here?”’

Then he started as If he had been
shot. Could it be possible that Mr.
Burke was in league with the tramps
and had assisted in driving off the
oxen?

But this he could not believe.

“I must be mistaken,” he muttered.
“Tt can’'t be Charlle’s father.”

With the greatest care he began to
advance. In a few minutes he could
hear the heavy tread of the oxen in
the bushes, and soon after he came
upon them.

If he was astonished before he was
dumbfounded now. As he secured a
good view of the two men he recog-
nized Mr. Burke, sure enough, while
the other proved to be his own father.

Brindle! Where're

THE ARGOSY

He was so utterly amazed by the
unexpected sight that he was unable
to suppress a shout.

The men turned quickly, both cry-
ing out in surprise as they recognized
Tom.

“What under the sun are you doing
here, my boy. Didn't you find my
note?" asked Mr. Hess.

“What note?" repeated Tom, slowly
coming forward.

“\w .y the note we wrote and fas-
tened to a tree near the place where
we found the oxen.”

“We didn't see any note, and didn't
know that you had kept on search-
ing for the oxen. What does it all
mean anyhow?"

Mr. Hess proceeded to explain.

“When the oxen first wandered
away I set out to find them, leaving
word with your mother that you and
George were to follow as soon as you
came home. I would have waited for
you, but didn't care to lose the time,
as It was necessary to find  the cat-
tle before they got lost in the woods.

“Mr. Burke happened to meet me
just as I was entering the forest. He
was in search of some of his cows
that had also wandered off, but they
were soon found and driven back
home. Then he offered to help me
find the oxen, and we set out to-
gether, We found the trall near a
stream of water, but there it endeaq,
and the animals must have waded
through the brook, for we had to
travel a long way before we came upon it

again,
“We then followed rapidly on, and
some time after found the oxen.

Then an idea came into my mind. I
knew you had sold the yoke to Mr.
Rell, and it was just about as near
to drive them throygh the woods and
cross the mountain. coming around
thence to Bell's farm, as it would be
to go all the way back home and
take the road around the hills.

“Mr. Burke agreed to help me, and,
after we had explained all in a note
which we fastened to a tree where I
thought you'd be sure to see it when
you came along, we started. We had
a rough time of it and had it not
been for Mr. Burke's hatchet would
have been stuck time and again. We
reached another stream, and pur-
posely drove the oxen through the
water for a long distance as it was
easier going, and not very much out
of our way. In fact it brought us
nearer to the mountain pass.

“We had considerable trouble with
‘em at night and many times they
were very unruly. They're quite wild
now, and I'm glad jou have come,
though I'm sorry you missed finding
my note."”

Tom then proceeded lo explain all
that had befallen them since leaving
home, and the two men looked very
serious when he had finished.

CHAPTER XXIV.
IN WHICH SEVERAL EVENTS OC-
CUR.

Mr. Hess and Mr. Burke were both
very much disturbed at what Tom
had told them, and for some time
they were undecided what to do. If
there was any danger likely to befall
Charlie and George back in the for-
est they felt that they ought to re-
turn and find them, but in order to
do this the oxen would have to be
abandoned.

After consulting a while, however,
it was decided to continue with the
oxen to Mr. Bell’s farm, and get back
as soon as possible, So they started
again, Mr. Burke going on ahead se-
lecting the smoothest way for the
oxen. With Tom’s assistance they
were easier to manage, and a fair
degree of progress was made.

By sunset the pass was reached,
and the journey through the moun-

tain begun. A little later Mr. Burke
came running back, somewhat ex-
cited.

“I just saw a fellow with a gun In
his hand, standing on a rock a lit-
tle way ahead. Look out for him

when you pass,” he said warningly.
“He may be some hunter, of course,
but 1 don't like the way he acted. I
hailed him and he wouldn't answer.”

“I reckon it doesn't signify any-
thing,”” replied Mr. Hess, ‘“He may be
some old hermit from back in the
mountains.”

At the same time they kept a sharp
lookout for the man us they passed
the rock, but nothing was seen of
him.

Just beyond, the canyon narrowed
to a small defile, but after passing
through this it spread out to its usual
width again, and from this point to
the other side of the mountaln the
journey was comparatively easy.

The hands on Mr. Hess' watch had
not reached the hour of eleven when
they at last emerged from the pass
and entered the highway leading
around the hills to Mr. Rell's farm.
It was not much after that hour
when they reached their destination,
and drove the oxen through the gate
and up to the barn.

The farmer had of course gone to
bed, but he was soon awakened, and
came out, considerably surprised, to
see what had occurred.

“Wal, I be dinged,” he said, when
the slituation was explained. “That's
what I call luck. I wanted to use
‘em badly tomorrow, an’ when you
didn’t come with ‘em this afternoon
I gave up the idea of gettin’ ‘em in
time. Now b'gosh here they are.
Good enough. Wait till T get a lan-
tern.”

He returned to the house,
back a few minutes later with the
lantern in his hand, and the yoke
were carefully housed in the barn.

“They’'re a fine couple, I think,™
saild Mr. Bell, holding up the light
to get a better look at them. “I'm
well pleased with my bargain. Come
into the house, and I'll give you your
money,” he added, turning to Tom.

They followed the farmer into the
kitchen, where they were surprised to
find his wife placing a cold lunch on
the table, together with a pitcher of
milk.

“I thought you'd be hungry,” ex-
plained Mr. Bell, *“'so I asked Maria
to get you .something to eat. Set
right up now, and pitch in.”

This they did without a second in-
vitation. They were very hungry,
and there was not much remaining
on the table when they finally arose.

Meanwhile Mr. Bell had counted out
the money for the oxen, which he
now handed to Tom. The youth re-
celved it with a thrili of pleasure.

“Now I can get my gun,” he said,
as he put the bills In his pocket.

“Your what?’ asked the farmer.

“My new gun. I'm going to buy
me a breech loader with some of this
money,” Tom explained.

“Shucks! is that so. Maybe we can
make another dicker. I've got a good
one I'll sell. I'll show it to you.”

He went into. an adjoining room,
reappearing in a moment with a fine
weapon, and a belt full of shells, al-
ready loaded. Tom seized the gun
with a cry of delight.

“It's a dandy,” he sald, when he
had examined Iit. “What do you
want for it?”

“It cost me twenty elght dollars.

coming

I'll sell it to you for twenty, and
throw In the belt and shells.”

“I‘ll take It,” said Tom, counting
out the amount.

The deal was soon concluded, then

Tom buckled on the belt, picked up
the gun and declared he was ready
to set out on the return.

Mr. Bell Invited them to stay all
night, but this was not to be thought
of.

Accordingly they bade the farmer
good by, and started for the moun-
tain, Mr. Burke carrying Tom’'s old
gun, having thrust his hatchet
through his belt. They reached the
vicinity of the canyon just in time
to see a man emerge from it, and
break into a run down the road.

“That must be the fellow we passed

on our way through before,” said
Burke, and no further attention was
paid to the incident.

They entered the gorge, preseing
steadily on, and came at last to ths
narrow defile. Passing through this,
they cast a quick glance arounl
among the bowlders, for here was
where Burke had seen the man, but
all was quiet and they continued on

their way.

Suddenly they came to an abrup:
halt.

“Surely 1 heard something then”

said Mr. Hess, grasping his gun ani
looking carefully around.

“So did I,” added Burke. “It ap-
peared to come from behind that rock
yonder."”

They advanced toward the bowher.
and the next moment two figures
stepped out, two guns were levelalat
them, and a volce that made Tim
jump, sternly cried:

‘““Halt! Up with your hands!”

“It's George!" yelled Tom.

So it was, and as the two boys,
recognizing Tom's volce, lowered ther
weapons and advanced, the new com-
ers fell back with cries of amazs-
ment. But their astonishmeant was
nothing compared with that of Georg~
and Charlie as their eves fell upon
Mr. Hess and Mr. Burke.

For several seconds they were una-
ble to speak. but as soon as Georg=
could find his volce he demanded:

“What does it all mean?"”

Tom proceed=d to explain whils th:
two boys listened in amazement.

“Who'd have thought it was
own people who were leading us su.
a chase,” gasped George, when kis
brother concluded.

He then proceeded to relate all that
they had passed through since part-
ing with Tom on the river bank.

“By George, that is serious.,” said
Mr. Burke, as the youth concludel
‘“Hess,” he continued. turning t»
that gentleman, ‘“we got here jus:
in time, eh?" ’

*‘So it se>ms."” replied Tom’s father
“I'm willing enough to give the da-
tective a hand. That must have been
he who came out of the canyon when
we were approaching, and the fellow
you saw on the rock, Burke, I'll b
was an outlaw.”

“I think so, too.,” was the reply. "I
didn't like the way he acted at th-
time.”

It was now agreed to walit where
they were for the detective and his
posse, and the whole party put them-
selves under the shadow of an im-
mense bowlder from which point they
had a clear view up and down the
canyon.

anur

(To be continued.)
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Brought to Book.

BY ANNIE ASHMORE,

Author of ** The Hetherington Fortwn:.”
** Who Shall Be the Heir?” ete.

CHAPTER VIIL
SUNSHINE THROUGH
CLOUDS
When Tom presented himself in the
great manufacturing establishment of
Grayley & Co., he was immediately
led into the presence of Mr. Grayley
himself, and shut in with him. Th=
tall, stern old man, who had matad
out such hard lines to Tom's father,
wheeled round in his office chair the
moment the clerk was gone, and
fixed a piercing gaze upon the lad.
which Tom met modestly but firmls.
and probably with some accusation
as well if his eyes mirrored the
thought in his mind.
‘“Have you seen your
asked Mr. Grayley bluntly.
“No sIr,” answered Tom, with 2
flush of anger, for he suspected th-
hard old man of wishing to know
whether his father had lald in wait
for him to coach him In his par:
‘“Here is the telegram, if you wish "
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see it,” and he held it out with a ges-
ture of unconscious defiance.

“DPhank you, I have already seen
it,”” returned the chief, waving the
sheet aside. *8it down there, and tell me
in consecutive order the incidents
which roused your suspicions of the
young man, Walter Smythe.”

Tom sat down, fearlessly facing the
clear afternoon light, and told his
story simply and briefly, Mr. Grayley
listening with his keen eyes fastened
upon the boy's face. .He made no
comment, but after reflecting over
the information he had received, he
asked:

‘“Do you know whether the young
man has any relatives or friends in
this city or elsewhere with whom he
might hide himself?"”

“I have never heard of any outside
of Yantico,” said Tom.

“Thank you; that is all I wanted to
ask you,” and the chief rang his ta-
ble bell for the same clerk who had
ushered Tom in.

“Tell Mr. Latimer I wish to see
him,” was his direction. ‘“And you,
young man,” to Tom, ‘‘may walt out-
side for a few minutes; your father
may have something to say to you
before you return home.”

For the first time during the inter-
view a sign of human interest soft-
ened the hardened exterior of the suc-
cessful man of business, as, with a
faint smile, he rose and shook the lad
by the hand, glving it a distinct pres-
sure before he dropped it. Was he
moved by the truth and candor which
spoke in the boy's every look and
tone, to make some small reparation
for the unmerited harshness he had
showed the father?

Be that as it may Tom felt no an-
swering warmth; his dear father had
suffered too much for the rich man’s
flattering graclousness to salve over
the wound.

The clerk led him to one of the bare
wooden benches, which were ranged
in the whitewashed vestibule for the
convenience of waliting customers,
and left him to himself. Tom'’s eyes
wandered through the open door of
the great ground floor counting room,
where groups of desks, with men
bending over them or standing at
them breast high, could be seen
through cage-likke compartments of
brasswork.

At the opposite end by the rear
wall of the building was a row of
apartments inclosed by partitions of
ground glass, and Tom knew that his
father's former office had been in
one of them. The juniors’ room must
be next fit, he thought, and he would
have liked to go and have a look
round the scene of the misfortune
which had fallen upon his blameless
parent. He thought of the torpedo
throwing urchin who had been seen
by no one save Smythe—he could at
least view that part of the fleld, and
off he ran to do fit.

Grayley & Co.’s was a huge build-
ing, detached from its neighbors on
either side by a narrow passageway,
which brought Tom out on a lane
scarcely wide enough for the com-
pany’s drays to turn round in.

Tom discovered the windows of the
junior clerks' room immediately by
the groups of youthful heads which
were visible from the street; and he
guessed that the window adjacent,
which showed no heads, belonged to
the manager’s office. Between these
windows stood a mouldering structure
which had once been a low, covered
porch; Tom looked inside and saw a
place where a door had been bricked
up. Then he noticed a patch of fresh
bricks about three feet above the
pavement; he felt the cement and
found it still soft.

‘Wondering greatly, and making
many guesses at the meaning of this
mended spot in the wall of the mana-
ger’s office—one of which guesses
came very near the truth—Tom hur-
ried back to his post, and was just
in time to greet his father.

Mr. Latimer appeared to be greatly
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excited, and Iimmediately drew his
son outside, where, passing his arm
through his, he walked him up and
down the pavement, talking in a low
tone.

““God has been merciful to me to-
day,” he began reverently. '‘Your tes-
timony, after the discovery of last
night, was all that was needed to con-
vince Mr. Grayley that he had sus-
pected me wrongfully. Last night
the watchman detected  Walter
Smythe in the act of breaking
through the rear wall of the mana-
ger's office, exactly behind the safe.”

“That’s what the new patch
means!” exclaimed Tom. “I've just
ve&n round looking at it; T wondered
whether that hadn’t something to do
with Smythe. And has he confessed
anything about the money?”

““He escaped; the watchman was
careless, and Smythe jerked free and
darted off like a shot into ‘the dark-
ness,” sald Mr. Latimer.

““He's good at taking to his heels,”
grumbled the disappointed Tom. “So
the fourteen thousand are as much
lost as Dbefore, but what could
Smythe's idea have been? That he
could blow up the safe?”

“It's hard to conceive what his plan
was. He could hardly have hoped to
make unheard, an explosion heavy
enough to wreck the solid iron; it
takes a very skillful burglar to do
such a thing, and the lad appeared to
have no accomplice; he was alone.”

“Walt Smythe was always a stupid
blockhead, you know,” remarked
Tom. “He must have been by him-
self in the business, for If anybody
else had been in with him they
wouldn’t have let him try such an
impossibility as that. So ha hasn't
shown up since?”

“No, nor has he been heard of at
home since noon yesterday. He was
not at Grayley's at all.”

“Aha! His little interview with me
happened just before noon,” cried
Tom. *“My promise to inform Mr.
Grayley that he was tattling about
their private business outside must
have made him desperate. I suppose
he went straight off to the ecity to
prepare for his little adventure last
night. But it is too bad that he
wasn’t bagged; he has been proved
a would be thief, but that doesn’t say
that he's the thief who stole the
fourteen thousand.”

“Well, a jury mightn't feel justi-
fied- in returning a verdict of gullty,”
sald Mr. Latimer, “but viewed in the
light cast by your narrative, Mr.
Grayley declares himself morally
convinced that Smythe is the thief.
He has completely exonerated me,
and reinstated me in my old posi-
tion.”

Mr. Latimer’'s eyes sparkled, his
cheek flushed; his honor was dearer
than life to him.

“I'm so glad, father!” said Tom
simply, but the olasp he gave his
father’'s hand spoke the loving pride
for which he had no words.

“Yes, Tom; the burden of disgrace
has been lifted off my shoulders, and
I have hope and courage to believe
that a few years will rld me of my
burden of debt also.”

“Mr. Grayley still holds you re-
sponsible for the money?” murmured
Tom sadly.

“No, Tom, he does not, but I my-
self do,” returned his father firmly.
“If T had been on the alert, as those
who handle the money of others
should always be, the most adroit of
thieves could not have got at the
package of notes. Mr. Grayley gen-
erously offered to let the firm bear
the loss, but I could not consent to
that. No man shall pay for my blun-
ders."

Tom walked by his father for a
minute in thoughtful silence, then
looking up with earnest eyes he ex-
claimed:

“Father, T hope T shall be as hon-
est a man as you; I'll try to be.”

“Thank you, my son,”’ murmured

Mr. Latimer with emotion. ‘That’s
the gladdest assurance you could give
me."”

Tom returned home happier than
he had been since the blow fell. He
carried joy to the loving hearts so
patiently waiting there. The poisoned
fang of misfortune—which is infamy
—had been withdrawn, but its heavy
impress was on them yet, and would
not relax until the last dollar of Mrs,
Merton's loan had been repald her.
In the family conference that night
after Mr. Latimer’s return, it was de-
cided that despite his restoration to
his well paid position they would con-
tinue to live where they were, sav-
ing every possible cent, and all
working hard to increase the monthly
remittances to Mrs. Merton.

Walter Smythe’s father appeared to
be completely taken by surprise when
he learned the cause of his son's
mysterious disappearance from home;
indeed he made several mortifying
blunders while pushing his first in-
quiries after him, which would seem
to prove that for once he had been
wrongfully suspected by those who
had connected him with Walt's late
exploits.

He had begun by loudly accusing
Tom Latimer of having again as-
saulted his boy, and fiercely called
upon him to confess where he had
left him lying helpless; and although
Tom assured him that he had not
seen Walter since he had given him
a dressing for having scandalized his
father, old Smythe continued to be-
rate him till the postmaster, in front
of whose house the oration was being
delivered, called him from the door
and delivered to him a letter marked
immediate.

“You were so busy talking I was
afraid you’d forget to come in for
your malil,”” grinned the postmaster,
“and as I guess it's news of Walt, 1
thought I might’s well fetch it out to
you.”

Surrounded by the inquisitive crowd
his angry volce had attracted, and
coldly watched by Tom and Will, who
had caught the printed address of
Grayley & Co. on the envelope, and
guessed the nature of the contents,
old Mr. Smythe tore open the letter
and began to read it. His anger
flushed face grew ashen white, his
crafty eyes dilated in helpless terror,
and his mouth, fresh from uttering
furlous invectives on Tom, gasped out
a tremulous ‘“Lord help me!” Then
he staggered away, completely
crushed under the blow which had so
unexpectedly fallen upon him.

“I guess skinflint Smythe wasn’t In
it with his hopeful son after all,” re-
marked Will Golden as he and Tom
turned away.

“That seems very plainly evident,” re-
joined Tom; “indeed, if he had been, the
job would have heen better done. Well,
old Smythe is innocent of thut particular
misdemeanor after all. I declare I'm al-
most sorry for him, though he is such a
mean old fox; I guess he thought every-
thing of Walt.”

“More fool he,”” muttered Will, the
obdurate.

A week passed, and all Smythe’s ef-
forts to trace his son had come to
naught, as he owned to his neighbors,
who continued to ask after him, hav-
ing been kept in the dark concerning
his reascn for seeking out fresh fields.

If Mr. Grayley kept up the search
no one knew Iit; the whole affalr had
been discreetly hushad up on all
sides.

And of course the Latimers and
Will Golden disdained to bruit abroad
the lad’s disgrace.

At the end of that week a most un-
expected event happened. Tom re-
ceived a letter fromr Mrs. Tryder, at
St. Paul, Minnesota, which ran as
follows:

‘“Dear Tom Latimer—

I have heard in a roundabout way
that your father has suffered a re-
verse In his pecuniary affairs, and
that you have had to glve up your
home and your bright prospects of a
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college education. This grieves me
greatly, and I cannot help reproach-
ing you a little bit for being too
proud to let me know from yourself
about your misfortune. I own that 1
am only a woman, and I know how
spirited young men feel about getung
help from my sex, but I afirm that
I have the right to help you; the right
of one who owes her life to your gal-
lantry; and I earnestly desire you to
allow me to pay my debt, as far as
merely giving you an opportunity to
earn a good salary can pay it. The
firm of Tryder & Tryder, of this city—
doing similar business to Grayley &
Co.—is in want of another clerk, and
as I have some little influence there—
through my relative the late Tryder—
I have nominated you to the vacant
position, subject of course to your
consent. And you will not wound my
feelings by refusing. will you? I be-
lieve that your father will advise you
to accept, and so, in that conviction
I inclose the usual check for traveling
expenses, and, in the hope of seeing
you by the fifteenth of the month, [
remain,
Yours gratefully,
Caroline M. Tryder.

P. S.—You will be met at the rail
way station if you will mention you.
train. The salary is $0 a month and

board. C. M. T.”
“Shall T go, father?” asked Tom,
half dazed.
“‘Surely,” cried his father, ‘and

Heaven bless Mrs. Tryder!”

CHAPTER VIII.
SURPRISES IN ST. PAUL.

On the fifteenth of April Tom Lati-
mer descended from the New York
train to the platform of the St. Paul
statlon. He marched down to the
gates among the stream of travelers,
carrying his modest valise, and won-
dering who would meet him, and how
the person was to identify him un-
less Mrs. Tryder came herself, which
was not likely.

Suddenly a burly negro coachman
stepped forward, and blocking Tom's
further passage touched his hat with
a bland:

““Good evening, Mistah Latimah,
sir; nrissus is in the carriage out dar.
Jist step this way please.”

“Why, how do you do, Mr. Nat—I
don’'t know your last name,’”’ returned
Tom cordially, for by the piercing
elactric light he recognized the same
colored driver whose blundering had
brought about .Mrs Tryder’'s peril and
his own chance to serve her, and
was, indirectly the means of his pres-
ent good fortune. “I'm glad to meet
a face I know in this strange place,”
and he shook hands with a boyish
heartiness that simply delighted the
old fellow.

“Nat’'s my name, Mr. Tom, an’
nothin’ else, to you,” grinned he.
“Hand over dat valise here. Law!
but ain't missus pleased at your
comin’! 'Twould hev most broke her
heart to be disapp’'inted;: she sets
mighty store by you, Mr. Tom, she do
dat.” ’

Thus agreeably chatting, Nat led
Tom out to the pavement, where a
close carriage of ‘unusual elegance
was drawn up, a gamin holding the
magnificent black horses. The door
was instantly opened by Mrs. Tryder
herself, who stretchad out both her
small gloved hands to Tom, crying
eagerly:

‘““Here you are then, safe and
sound! A thousand welcomes to St.
Paul, my dear bhoy, and may you
have cause to bless the hour you
came to It, as T do. Get in—get in.
Oh I am so glad to have you here.”

Before he could utter a word he
was seated by her side and the car-
riage was rolling through the bril.
liant streets, so brilliant that he
could see the happy expression of her
face and the tears of joy in her eves.
Strange as It was that she could care
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so much for him, Tom felt that her
emotion was real, and he gazed with
wondering interest at her, recognizing
her personal beauty and distinction,
and the wealth which surrounded
her, and finding her more of an enig-
ma every moment.

*If you are so good as to be happy
at my coming, what must I feel?"
said he. “You are so kind to me that
I don't know how to thank you.”

““Hush! There must be no talk of
thanks, dear Tom, just accept what I
am able to do for vou as you would
accept it from—shall we say an aunt
who had a natural right to help you?"”

Then assuming a lighter tone she
continued: ‘““My home is conveniently
near Tryder & Tryder's, so I have
arranged that you araz to stay with
me. I hope you won’t find it dull,
for I am a ‘lone widow’ and have no
family, but you will make friends
of your own speedily, and by and by,
when you are quite at home in St.
Paul, we can ask your sister to come
out on a long visit.”

Tom heard her with astonishment.
She spoke of filling his life with every
happiness he could desire, in the
most matter of fact way, as if noth-
Ing was more natural, while at the
first word of gratitude, she checked
him and hurried on to another sub-
ject.

Tom’s perplexity reached its height
when the carriage, after traversing
some of the finest streets in the city,
turned into the broad driveway of a
magnificent residence, passing under
a beautiful marble arch between two
iron gates that looked like exquisite
metal lacework, and so round a tree
shaded curve to the foot of a stately
flight of white marble steps which

ascended to the pillared portico of”

the mansion.

Mrs. Tryder stood on the lowest
:tep and clasped Tom’s hand between
ner two dainty palms, crying gayly:

“Welcome to the old Tryder home-
stead, my home, and yours for many
a day to come, I trust.” And then
sh= led him into what Tom told him-
=<elf was decldedly the grandest
house he had ever entered.

Built by a millionalre, it was
crowded with the treasures gathered
from many lands by generations of
succeeding millionaires; and tb find
this gentle, loving woman the mis-
tress, and apparent possessor of all,
took Tom’s breath away. How he
wished he had Jean, or WIill Golden
to talk the wonder over with, that
he might know what to think about
it! At all events, here he was in-
stalled in Mrs. Tryder’s house, not at
all like a boarder, but like a favorite
and welcome guest; and when he
went to sleep that night in a cham-
ber fit for a young prince, he felt
more like the hero of a romance than
a poor boy whose father was drowned
in debt and who had to work his
college years away.

Next morning Mrs. Tryder an-
nounced that she would accompany
him to Tryder & Tryder's and intro-
duce him to the manager: and accord-
ingly, a little after nine he found
himself walking through the unfa-
miliar streets by her sid2, while she
pointed out objects of interest and
named the varlous thoroughfares in
her pleasant way. Tom felt qulte
proud to be seen walking in intimate
converse with a lady of such ele-
gance, and, she on her part seemed
actually proud of him, often glancing
up at the tall, bright faced lad with
a smile which made him think her
more agreeable than ever.

Py and by thay reached the great
ugly building in which Tryder & Try-
der had made their millions by the
manufacture of what the trade calls
“fashionable speclalties,” to wit, all
the elegant and costly trifles which
give the last touch of stvle to my
lady’'s toilet, from alry chiffons which
a bhreath might blow away, down
through the list of embroideries, pas-
sementerles, laces, to bead cuirasses
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and hoopskirts, all to be had in whole-
sale bulk sufficlent to stock a
store, or In retail packages, tiny
enough to be sent by ‘‘pattern’ post.

5 Mrs,  Lryaer  marshaled  'lom
through the spacious ground fioor
counting room, where not a scrap of
“fashionable speeialties” was visible, it
struck him that the lady caused quite
a sensation among the clerks; heads
were raiszad from bending over desks
in all directions, a hush as of awe
preceded her and a murmur as of ad-
miration followed her. It might have
been a royal progress!

She had said that she had some in-
fluence in the firm, but Tom was not
prepared for this.

Apparently undisturbed she walked
straight to a door on which the words
were painted:

HE MANAGER'S ROOM.

And after a brisk tap on the panel
she opened it and led Tom into the
awful presence of the man who, since
the death of the last of the male
Tryders, had held the reins of the
great business.

He was a stout, bald headed sexa-
genarian, with an apoplectic face and
ill tempered brows; as he looked up
from the pile of morning correspond-

ence he was sorting, those brows
grew yet more ill tempered, as it
were involuntarily, before he recol-

lected his manners, and rose with a
bland and oily smile.

“Ah, Mrs. Tryder, 1 declare! This
is an honor!’ cried he, holding out his
fat hand, which she touched with a
smile. “Take this chalr—I'm ashamed
to offer anything so hard and ugly to
a lady, but Tryder's little dreamea
the day was coming when a woman
would have as much right as me to
sit down in this house.”

“Even a little more, eh, Mr.
Sleath?’ laughed the lady, seating
herself in the leathern office chair and
looking quite at home. “But don't
begin on that old grievance: the
deed’s done and can't be undone, so
you might as well try to be resigned.
I believe I communicated my intention
to place & young friend of mine in
the business, and indicated the desk
at which he Is to work; I expected
an answer, but you probably forgot
it

‘““There was no need of an answer,
ma’am,’” said Mr. Sleath bluntly, the

scowl returning to his brow. ‘“The
place was filled already.”
“Ah? By the youth you spoke

about, probably?”’ suggested Mrs. Try-
der, looking more amused than an-
noyed.

“Yes, by my nephew, ma’am,” was
the dogged reply.

“I'm sorry to Interfere with your
private arrangements, Mr. Sleath, but
as your nephew is not my choice I
cannot accept him. I will now intro-
duce that cholce—Mr. Latimer, a
young man with whose credentials I
am entirely satisfled.”

Tom, who had not been asked to
sit down by the manager, bowed po-
litely, but Mr. Sleath stared at him
so hard that he quite forgot to make
any acknowledgment of the introduc-
tion.

“What Latimer's h2?" asked he
sourly. ‘“Where's he from? I don't
know any Tatimers in them parts.”

Tom discovered that when Mr.
Sleath was perturbed he was apt to
lapse into the vernacular.

“You know one now,” returned
Mrs. Tryder, for the first time betray-
ing a little vexation. ‘“There, Mr.
Sleath, you may as well swallow my
young friend, Mr. Tom Tatimer, as
you've had to swallow me: outrage-
ous as it may seem there’s no help
for you.” N

She ended with a gay little laugh
at the surly old fellow, and signed
Tom to seat himself close to her side.

“And am I to turn my own nephew
out at a moment’s notice for a
voungster that T don’t know anvthing
about?”’ grumbled the manager, as
unmoved by Mrs. Tryder's sweet tem-
per as he was by her vexation.

“You are #0 do that very thing,
my excellent Mr. Sleath, and you're
in error about the mowment's notice;
the moment was a week long,” re-
torted she.

“Well, you'll have to tell him your-
self that you've taken his place from
him; I ain’t got the heart to do it,”™
saild Mr. Sleath bitterly, and without
walting for her permission he put
his lips to a tube and roared: ‘‘Send
my nephew up here.”’

Mrs. Tryder's eyes met Tom'’s.
They were shining with merriment,
and she was forced to put her hand-
kerchief up to her mouth to stifle the
laughter that threatened to burst
forth.

Tom smiled back, but it was with
admiration of her good humor; for
himself he felt like ‘“punching the old
bear's head’” for his Insolence.

Suddenly the door burst open, and
Walter Smythe marched in as if he
owned the place.

‘‘Hello, uncle, what's up—'"" Thus
far he got in the most free and easy
stvle, then he saw that others were
present and shut up with ludicrous
dismay.

“Don’t you see who's here, Wal-
ter?”’” snapped Mr. Sleath, and he
watched him curiously as he stared
first at thz lady, and recognizing her,
hastened

to make her as low an
obeisance as his state of fluster
would admit, and then turned his

eyes on Tom Latimer's stern face.

““Oh Lord!" gasped Smythe, recoll-
ing as if he had trodden on an asp.
‘“What’s Tom Latimer doing here?”

Then he recovered himself, and en-
couraged by his uncle's malevolent
glare at Tom, added insolently: *“I
guess if I told all I know about the
fellow he'd be hounced out of this in
mighty short order.”

CHAPTER IX.
TOM SCORES ONE.

Tom’s face crimsoned and taen
grew pale with anger; his eye, as it
met Smythe's, flashed dangerously.

‘““How dare you say such a thing,
Walt Smythe; you of all people?”
cried he. “You know well that I've
never done anything to be ashamed
of, while you—" But here he
stopped, biting his llp and blushing
more hotly than before in his morti-
flcation at having almost acted the
tale bearer..

Mr. Sleath, who had listened to his
nephew's attack upon the unwelcome
new comer with a mixture of alarm
and expectation, took in Tom's re-
tort with lively curlosity, and trans-
fixed Walter with a piercing glance.
The latter was squirming in the ago-
nies of terror, and had no eyes but
for Tom, whose next words he
awalited with sinking heart.

‘“How Is this?” inquired the calm
voice of Mrs. Tryder, who, no doubt,
had formed her own opinion of the
two lads, assisted thereto by the man-
ner of each—Walter Smythe, the at-
tacking party, showing the whit2

. feather already as if he had not the

courage of his convictions, and Tom
Latim:r, the denounced, facing him
with unflinching Indignation. *Your
nephew seems to have said more
than he meant, or is it Mr. Latimer's
presence that discourages him from
going on to ‘tell all he knows.”

She looked at Walter who felt the
sarcasm in her question and quailed
in visible panic. How he wished he
had thought first and spoken after-
wards! Tom Latimer was an ugly
customer to wake up. knowing as he
must the cause of his flight from
home, and here he had jumped on
him the minute he saw him. Instead
of doing his best to stroke him down
the right way and get him to keep
quiet, not only here, about that
scrape with Graylev & Co., but to
his folks at home about him, Smythe,
being in St. Paul.

“Why don't you speak up, nephew?"
snapped Mr. Sleath, whose private
plans were becoming sadly deranged

by his young relative’s lack of grit
or ready wit. “Mrs. Tryder wants
to hear what's agin the firm takin’
in this ycung feller, and if you're
knowin® tc it, or anything wrong
eamong his family, it's your dooty for
to speak up.”’ And Mr. Sleath
frowned significantly at Walter to
remind himn of the trump card he
held.

Poor Tom's heart fell; he saw that
Walter had _already traduced his
father to his uncle Sleath, and now
he would repeat the slander to Mrs.
Tryder. And how could he convince
her how little Smythe's representa-
tions wore worth, without, on his
part, telling \her all he knew against
Sniythe, a meanness from which he
revoited?

Iut Smythe had screwed up his
courage to ihe speaking point at last.

“It was cnly a little matter be-
twzen ourselves,” stammered he.
“I'm sorry I <2id what I did.”

“What's that you say, Walter
Smythe?” cried his uncle angrily.
“Sorry you snoke? Well then I ain't,
and T'1l tell just what you—""

“Yo, no, Uncle Sleath!’ almost
screamed Smythe, going close to the

oidd man. “It's a mistake; you dldn’t
understand. Walt!” he hissed in his
ear. Uncle Sleath looked dazed and

said no more.

““All the same I desire to hear what
you meant, Mr. Walter Smythe,"” re-
marked Mrs. Tryder in a tone of
quiet determination, “when you stated
that If you told all you knew about
Mr. Tom Latimer, he’d ‘be bounced
out of this in mighty short order,”
and that you may have ample time
to ransack your memory for facts to
his discredit (that was the kind of
knowledge you referred to, I believe)
I will appoint a meeting at eight
o'clock this evening at my house,
where I will hear your tale.”

Smythe began a voluble remon-
strance, but she waved her hand for
silence, and went on: ‘“And now to
return to the business which brought
me here. Mr. Sleath has been so un-
fortunate as to give you a situation
in the firm which was designed for
another. The other has now arrived
to take his place, and you will be
80 good as to retire at once.”

Smythe stared in dismay,
uncle broke out roughly:

‘““And what am I to do with walt,
then? Is he to starve?’

“Oh, surely not with such an uncle
as you to befriend him!” smiled Mrs.
Tryder.

“I can't have no Iidlers_ hangin’
round my throat,”” growled the mana-
ger. ‘“I've got to work, and a sight
harder nor I'll ever get pald for.”
The last he had the grace to mutter
to himself, but it was quite audible
for all that.

“You are so good at pushing your
nephew that I am sure he has noth-
ing to fear.,” sald Mrs. Tryder care-
lessly, and Tom saw that even her
patience was exhausted. “Come, Mr.
Sleath, I want to see Tom Installed
before T go.”

The discovery of the identity of the
new clerk for whom he had been
thrust out was the last straw to
Walter Smythe. He slunk out of
sight, completely demoralized. while
the manager, bursting with rage
which he dared not wreak on its
cause, waddlad off to the small com-
partment next his own office where
stood the vacant desk.

Seeing some rumpled papers Scat-
tered upon it, papers that were evi-
dently the property of his nephew, he
swept them up, and sald to Tom with
his own peculiar scowl:

“There, young man, git to work. ef
you know how. And mind you. I'm
death on shirkers.”

After which, addressing a grunt and
a nod to the lady, he waddled out and
slammed the door.

Tom looked ruefullv at his friend.
She s2emed to be thinking over mat-
ters with more gravity than she had

and his



cared to show In Mr. Sleath’s pres-
ence.

“I'm sorry Mr. Sleath doesn't like
me; I'm afrald I was the cause of
his treating you so disrespectfully,”
ventured Tom.

“Don’t judge the poor old man by
what you've seen of him just now,”
returned Mrs. Tryder. ‘“He has been
so long in the firm that he feels it
hard when things don't go his way.
You have nothing to fear from him,
Tom, or from his nephew either, as
long as you remain the manly, truth-
ful lad I believe you to be’ she
added, fixing her clear eyes upon his.

These did not flinch, but she read
trouble and indecision in them.

“Good by for the present, my dear,”
she went on, shaking his hand as if
to check him from uttering the words
on his lips. “You'll find your way
home all right at six, will you? For
your lunch, I would recommend you
to Park’s restaurant on the end of
the block; .we passed it, you remem-
ber.”

She left him, sending back a last
kind and encouraging glance.

“She's a lovely woman!” thought
Tom. “She guessed that I wanted to
make a clean breast of the trouble at
home, and she was too generous to
let me without giving me time to
think it over first. What will she say
when she knows about the missing
cash? For of course I must tell her
everything. And what am I to say
about Walt Smythe’s part in the aw
fair?"’

Tom was pondering thus and clear-
ing up the litter left by his predeces-
sor when Mr. Sleath came in with a
bundle of papers, which he slapped
down on the desk in front of the
new clerk.

“Answer them letters; the notes are
on ’em,” ordered he.

Tom turned them over; they were
letters from country customers con-
taining orders or discussing the
prices of the firm, and a memoran-~
dum on the back of each told how it
was to be answered. This was simple
enough, but when Tom came across
several German and French letters he
saw the old fellow's game. He hoped
to prove the new corresponding clerk
incapable, of fllling his place at the
very start.

“That's all right, Mr. Sleath,” sald
he, clearing a place to begin his work.
“I guess I'll manage the foreign let-
ters the way Smythe did.”

“Eh? And how was
manded Sleath.

Tom wheeled round on his stool ang
stared at him innocently. *“How did
he manage them?’ he asked.

“You'd better look out, young man;
no shirkin' here,” cried Sleath, getting
purple. “If you can't do the work,
say so an’ git out.”

“As poor Walt did,” smiled Tom,
who could not help teasing the big
bully a little.

“You know well enough it was for
nothin’ of the kind my nephew was
turned off,”” blustered Sleath, getting
hot as well as purple, and mopping
his bald head vigorously. “It was be-
cause a silly woman has took a fancy
to your Jack-a-dandy doll-face, and
set you in the berth that should hev
been mine to give where I liked.

(7o be continued.)
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A SLIGHT MISUNDERSTANDING.
Miss R. Ural (to clerk)—"I want
some pink collars and cuffs.”
(‘llel;'k—"Cermlnly. miss. What’s your
size

Miss R. Ural (in slight surprise)—"1
don’t know exactly. But I welgh
117.”—New York World.

ISLANDS TO ORDER.
.?nrvenuth“l warit one of those

that

Mrs.
globes.

Clerk—"Here {8 one, madam,
is_used in all of our schools.”

Mrs. Parvenue—“Well, if you will
have me a few more islands painted
on those empty spaces I'll take it.""—
Vogue.
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THE LOVE OF PRAISE.

The love of praise, howe'er conceal'd by
art,

Reigns, more or less, and glows in ev'ry
heart;

The proud,to gain it. toils on toils endure;

The modest shun it but to make it sure.

Itaids the dancer’s heel, the writer’s head,

And heaps the plain with mountains of the
dead. -

Nor ends with life! but nods in sable
plumes.

Adorns our hearse, and flatters on our
tombs.

\Tkis Story began in No. 565.)
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OR,
MARK WARE'S COLLEGE LIFE.
BY WILLIAM D. MOFFAT,
Author of ** The Crimson Banner,”
“ Dirkman’s Luck,” elc.

CHAPTER XLVIIL
REGAINING LOST GROUND.

‘When Herbert approached Tracy Hollis
and Alfred Chase & day or so luter, he
found them quite prepared for him, They
had anticipated just such a development
from the moment when Herbert and his
father came over to Colver Hall for Muark,
and, though they were sorry to lose him,
they recognized Herbert’s claim upon his
old room mate, and accordingly let him
go cheerfully, refunding Mark the share
he had paid in the room.

Everything now settled down to its for-
mer pleasant and tranquil routine. It
meant, of course, very hard work for Her-
bert, but the boy knuckled to it bravely.

It was no weak resolution that he had
formed. He was now intenselyin earnest
No study hour was omitted, no recitation
or lecture slighted. He found no diffi-
culty in ridding himself of his fast com-
panions,for.now that their leader, Chapin,
was gone, and Herhart’s habits were so
completely changed, they found no at-
traction in No. 15, Warburton, and kept
away of their own accord.

Hall and Granby could not, of course,
be entirely disecarded. for Herbert met
them at every glee club rohearsal and a
certain amount of civility had to be sus-
tained. But, though pleasant enough in
manner, Herbert cut off all intimacy with
them, and conflned himself to the Med-
ford boys and the set of good fellows that
they had drawn about them.

Their company was enough for thelittle
leisure he now had, Mostof his evenings
were spent in hard study. To regain all
the ground he had lost was no simple
matter, to say nothing of winning back a
high position in the class.

At the first, he went to the.” old govern-
or.” in accord with Mark’s suggestion,
and, making a partinl confldant of the
professor, asked his advice. Professor
Fuller readily gussed the whole of Her-
bert’s story. for he knew boys well from
long experience, and had watched Her-
bert anxfously for some time past, though
the latter never knew it, He talked to
him pleasantly and encouragingly, and
promised to help him in every possible
way to make up his losses. Between the
“old governor” and Mr. Dykes, who
tutored him in several branches, Herbert
covered ground rapidly, and by the Easter
vacation in the following April, was quite
on his feet again and abreast with the
upper half of his class.

Meantime Mark had kept his promise
to Herbert, and had tried for tho glee
elub, with a success that was assured, for,
as Herbert had said, there really was no
one to flll the place of warbler now that
Chapin had left,

The glee club practice and rehearsals,
with the tour that followed, formed a per-
fect dream of delight for Mark, The club
set out the first day of the spring vaca-
tion, and remained away for three weeks,
making a more extensive tour than usual,
and visiting all the main cities within
three hundred miles’ radius of Belmont.
The tour was a glorfous success through-
out, and Mark enjoyed every minute of it.

The boys were received everywhere
with kindness and generous hospitality,
the Belmont graduates turning out in
force in every town, giving the singers a

royal reception. and sending them on
their way rejoicing.

When they reached New York, Herbert
took opoortunity to make inquiries con-
cerning the Chapins, father and son.
Nothing had been heard of them gince the
day of the bank crash, They had slipped
completely out of the world that had
known them; their whereabouts could
not even be guessed at.

The glee club tour was over. The three
weeks flew by only too quickly with an
unbroken chain of pleasures, and the
boys found themselves back at college
again with only the short third term be-
tween them and the long summer vaci-
tion.

Herbert was now confident of a good
grade. Mark and he worked side by side
in their studies, and though Mark had
the advantage that unflagging and thor-
ough application through three years had
afforded him, Herbert was not far behind,
and trusted fully to securing a place on
the honor roll in June.

The oxamination passed wearily along
during the first ten days of the month;
then came the few duys’ rest preceding
commencement. These days were anx-
fous ones for Herbert, who was eagerly
awaiting the results of examination.

Burning with impatience, he and Mark
besieged Mr. Dykes at every opportunity
to learn from him if the grades were all
in. They stopped at the college office one
evening about eight o'clock, suspecting
from the light shining from the registrar’s
room that the reports were being made
up. They were not amiss. Mr. Dykes
was busy copying off the grades when
they entered.

*“ Against the rules,” he said smilingly,
when Herbert plumped his question right
at him. “Ican’t give out the reports till
after commencement.”

“Well, am I on the honor roll? Tell
me that much.” urged Herbert. *“I'm
simply dying to know.”

* Oh. I don’t mind telling you that,"” said
Mr. Dykes, “and if you will let it go no
further,” he added confidentially, “ I will
tell you your actual place. You must not
tell—I would be simply overrun—"

I won’t. I'll not say a word. Quiek,
where do I stand ?” eried Herbert.

* Fourteenth—and very good, too, Mr.
Morgan. I feel proud for you. It gives
me a sense of satisfaction in having tu-
tored you.”

Herbert gave a long sigh of relief, while
he and Mark shook hands.

** And where am I?” asked Mark.

* Seventh. One place ahead of last
year.”

The boys were in high feather as they
thanked the registrar and hurried out.
Afraid that they could not keep their
promise of scerecy they would not trust
themselves in the usunl crowds that as-
sembled on the campus during the spring
evenings, but made at once for their
room. There they gave free vent to their
joy, undisturbed, until after about ten
minutes of lively conversation Mark sud-
denly paused.

‘There’s some one at the door,” he said.
* Wait a minute.”

A low tap sounded.

* Come in!” cried Herbert.

The deog opened, and a young gentle-
man about twenty flve entered, He was
unusuanlly bandsome, and was dressed
faultlessly iv the latest style, carrying
over his arm a light spring overcoat.

He seemed a little nervous at first as he
faced the two boys.

“1 beg your pardon,” he said. pulling at
his soft brown mustache, “but I am a
graduate of the college, nnd I am here on
a visit for commencementday. This is my
old room, and I couldn’t resist the im-
pulse to come and see what the quarters
looked like. I hope I don't intrude.”

“Not at all” exclnimed Herbert.
“Come in and welcome. Let me take your
coat.”

This sort of avisit was no surprise to
the boys, Itis a common occurrence at
all colleges during commencement week.
Then the old birds fly back fora time, and
seek out the nests that have sheltered
them during the four years of their col-
lege life. Then, for a brief hour or so
they sit in their old quarters and live over
again the happy days gone by, tasting
once more the pleasure of the past, and
refreshing themselves thereby for the
hard, severe, exacting struggle of lifeinto
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which they must plunge anew, It is the
Mecca to which the college graduate
makes his yearly pilgrimage. It is his
“Alma Mater”—can human words say
more ?

The stranger seated himself and a plea-
sant conversation ensued. Mark and
Herbert were both fascinated by their
guest, His handsome face, his pleasant
voice, his agreeable manner and conver-
sation impressed them most delightfully.

A half hour sped rapidly, and then the
stranger rose to go.

“I suppose you know the traditions of
this room,” snid Herbert, as they walked
to the door. * This is the room of baseball
and football eaptains.”

‘““Are you one of them ?”"
stranger.

“No, but my room mate here is our
foothall captain.”

*“Oh, are you Ware, whom I have read
about in the newspuper accounts of the
games? I am very glad to know you.
Percy Randall told me you were chosen
captain, and he gave me glowing accounts
of you. I expect great things of our team
next year.”
hTh: stranger shook Mark warmly by the

and.

*You know Percy Randall, then?” said
Mark.

“ Yes, well. He was a college chum of
mine. I often see him in New York, and
we love to talk over colleme days, 1would
be very glad to see more of you, Mr.
Ware, before I leave town. Iam an old
ball player myself, and I would like to
have a talk with you about football pros-
pects. I shall be here all the week.
Couldn’t you and—and—"

“ Mr. Morgan,” supplied Mark.

‘““And Mr. Morgan—couldn’t you both
favor me with a call some evening? I am
staying with Professor Fuller.”

““We will be glad to come,” answered
Mark. ** You are in very hospitable hands
at the old governor’s. He is a lovely old
gentleman.”

“Noone knows better than I do—I am
his son in law,” angwered the stranger.

‘**Indeed,” said Mark. ‘ May I ask your

asked the

name ?”
“Ray Wendell ?”
*Why!” exclaimed Mark. *“I've often

heard of you. You were one of our suc-
cessful captains.”

The young man bowed modestly.

“It was my nine,” he said, “that won
tho Crimson Banner that hangs now in
Burke Hall.”

CHAPTER XLIX.
THE PRELIMINARY GAMES.

Summer vacation had come and gone—
a delightful summer for Mark, that re-
called his happy days at Medford. The
boys are back again at college, and stand-
ing now on the proud eminence of senior
year.

*“Senior!” What graduate so hardened
that he can reeall that word without
something of the old time thrill? Who
can forget the proud days when to be a
senior was groater than to be a king ?

The last milestone has been reached.
The lust course in the race lies befure
them. In the college world they recognize
no superior. They are masters and reign
supreme.

It was with a keen sense of satisfaction
that Mark took hold of college life again.
All through the summer he had been plan-
ning for the football season before him—
the season in which he was appointed to
play so prominent a part,and which he was
determined to carry to a successful issue.
He had been impatient to get back and
begin work with his team. The very first
week after his return he inaugurated the
training season. The spirit with which
he took hold inspired the boys from the
start.,

* That’s right, old man,” said Tracy
Hollls one day. ‘““We hdven’t been
handled like this since, Percy Randell’s
time. Keep it up.”

No fear of flagging. Mark was heart
and soul in the sport, and he was backed
enthusiastically by undergraduates and
graduates alike.

Percy Randall and Richards turned up
faithfully every Saturday, and coached
the team with unremitting zeal, urging
the boys on to better work, and constant-
ly suggesting improvements in play.

Past experience had taught Mark sev-
eral things. In the first place he was
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convinced that the rough, brutal, bucking
game of the lust two years was utterly
bad, and he was determined to change it.
Inthe previous year's games the flying
wedges, and heavy play of combined
masses of men battering against the op-
posing lines had been fatal. It had cost
them several men through injuries, and
it hud accomplished nothing.

In the second place no attention had
been paid to passing, kicking, or open
vluy of any kind. This year entirely new
tactics were to be adopted—or rather old
tacties, for Mark determined to return to
the plan followed by Percy Randell three
years before. He intended to cultivate
skill in quick passes, sudden changes of
play, and considerable kicking. He in-
tended to perfect his rush line in guard
and defense, leuving him tree to kick at
the goal at every available opportunity.

Of this change of play, and of the many
tricks practiced, nothing was said. Every-
thing was kept as quiet as possible, that
their opponents might be taken com-
pletely by surprise.

The game between Park and Halford
was, as usual, the first of the season, and
formed an interesting experience for
the Belmont boys who went over to
see it. The first flve minutes were
enough to convince them that this was
Halford’s Waterloo year. Their team wus
raw and badly trained, and completely at
the mercy of the Park men.

Of the strength_of the Park team no ac-
curate judgment could be formed, for
their opponents were too easy prey to
fully test their mettle. The scores was
26—0, the worst defeat Halford had sus-
tained in years. The results of this game
S$uggested un idea to Percy Randall.

“Why not play a regular rush line game
with Halford, aud not show off our strong-
est point,” he said to Mark. "We can
easily beat them that way and we will
hold our best plays in reserve for Park.”

This suggestion was immediately
adopted, and the results proved the wis-
dom of it. Mark’s team met Hulford the
tollowing Saturday, and handled them
without difficulty, and without having to
resort to any new form of play. They
pushed the Halford men back steadily
and won two touchdowns, from both of
which goals were kicked, thus making the
score 12—0,

The results of this game left the Park
men who witnessed it quite contldent of
beating Belmont. Had they not won 26
points where Belmont had won but 12?
They imagined they had fully measured
Belmont's strength and skill, and they
looked forward to the decisive game with
perfect complaceucy sure of another vie-
tory.

The Park-Belmont game this year took
place on the Park College grounds, but this
apparent advantage did not discourage
Mark in the least.

*Only give us fair play and a sufficient
backing—that’s all we want,” he said.

No fear of sufficient backing this year.
The college had regained all its old spirits,
and looked with hope to the decisive
game. Every one had confldence in
Mark, and the showing the team had
made against Halford encouraged the
students to believe firmly in their cham-
panious.

More than half of the college went over
to Park to see the game, and though the
day was cold, cloudy, and raw, it could
not dampen the enthusiasm of the several
hundred wearers of the blue who com-
pletely lined one side of the fleld
on benches, and on improvised stands.
shouting, cheering, singing, waving flags,
and blowing horns.

As the Belmont team came out on the
fleld led by Mark and Percy Randall, an
urroarious cheer greeted them. Mark
turned & moment toward the long line of
swaying, noisy men, andran his eye along
over their hdads until it rested on a par-
ticular coach on which was assembled u
small group of six.

One was a small, graceful girl with a
flushed, excited face and sparkling eyes.
As Muark turned, she waved her flag en-
couragingly. while Herbert Morgan, who
sat beside her, blew excruciating blasts
on a tin horn. Mark smiled. and then
gripping the ball tightly in his arms,
started up the fleld at a brisk run, his team
close behind him.

A moment later the Park team came
ourt, and, as the hour for starting was at
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hand, the men were Hned up without de-
lay. Inlooking over Mark's men an old
graduate would have been struck by the
resemblance in appearance between it
and Percy Randall's team. There was
the same uniformity of weight and size in
the rush line, the same wiry little half
backs, and there was Mark, the same full-
back, behind it all.

The only difference was that old Cia-
cinnatus was not an end rusher, but oc-
cupied the center of the line, where his
massive frame towered over his oppo-
nents, and formed the keystone of that
solid rush line of which Mark [felt so
justly proud.

But there was little opportunity for re-
flection. The umpire and referee were in
place. It was time to begin.

CHAPTER L.
THE DECISIVE GAME.

Belmont had the ball, and Mark stood
in the midst of his men in the usual posi-
tion for the running wedge. As the ref-
eree culled out “ Play” the wedge formed
and started down the fleld. Immediately
the Park men gathered to receive them.

As the wedge advanced, Mark saddenly
parted from it, slipping out behind, and,
Just as the two opposing groups of men
met, he darted off toward the left ond,
with Tracy Hollis close beside him. The
whole Park rush line, with the exception
of their end rusher, was concentrated on
the wedge, so this trick left Mark almost
an open fleld.

The Park end rusher was easily pushed

off by Tracy, while Mark went flying
down toward the goal.
* Atthe fifteen yard line he was tacklod
by one of the Park half backs. Knowing
how precious every second was now,
Mark did not attempt to fight off his op-
ponent, but passed the ball quickly to
Tracy, who darted off to the right. Just
in the middle of the fleld and on the ten
yard line, Tracy was tackled by the other
Park half back und thrown heavily. The
wedge. with Rogers at its head, had, in
the meantime. gone through the Park
line, and by the time Tracy was tackled,
old Cincinnatus was just bekind him.

As Tracy fell he tossed the ball lightly
to Rogers. The latter caught it neatly,
and, without reluxing his speedin the
least, made straight for the goal.

There were now two Park men in front
of him, but with his exceptional strength
and the impetus of his run he had a fair
fighting chance. Like a battoring ram
old Cineinnatus bore down on his oppo-
nents, veering neither to right nor left.
One man tackled him and was knocked
roughly off by the sheer force of the
shock. The second leaped on Rogers’
back.

He was a heavy fellow, and for a second
or two it looked as if he would bring his
man down. Rogers staggered heavily,
almost losing his balance—then, straight-
ening again, he plunged forward, carry-
ing his opponent bodily for five more
yards. Here he tripped and fell, but, fal-
len as he was, he wriggled, squirmed, and
worked his body several feet forward—the
goal line was reached, and before the
mass of Park rushers could pil® upon him
and pin him fast, old Cincinnatus had
scored a touchdown.

Amidst a storm of cheers the ball was
taken out, and Mark kicked a goal with-
out dificulty. This made six points won
in the first five minutes. Thke Belmont
eontingent became frantic with delight.
The Park students looked startled and
amazed. It wasacomplete surprise party
to them, They had expected an easy vie-
tory. and this unexpected development of
strength and activity took them entirely
aback. The Park captain saw at once
that he would need all his resources to
meet his opponents, so he rallied his men
bravely to the middle of the fleld for the
renewal of the fight.

Now began a new order of thiugs. The
2ark men put themselves on the offen-
sive, playing with the dash and reckless-
ness of maddened tigers. Mark urged his
team to the front and met the onslaught
boldly, but the rough sledge hammer
style of play adopted by the Park men
seemed to tell.

They succeeded in’ pushing the ball
down to within twenty yards of the Bel-
mont goal, and there for fully fifteen

minutes the flght waged sorely without
either side gaining advantage.

There was some ugly play now. The
Park men were desperate and determed
to push ahead at any cost, Twomen were
badly hurt by the frightful shock of the
eolliding lines—one had to be taken from
the fleld unconscious. It was the regu-
lar Park style of play—brutal and heavy,
but it did not avail materially a&ainst the
Belmont lines. The latter sustained the
shocks pluckily, and held their ground.

Suddenly a signal was given, and the
ball was started around the right end of
the line by the Park half back. He would
have been tackled promptly by the Bel-
mont line but for the atrociously foul in-
terference of the Park rushers at this
point. They caught and held their oppo-
nents plainly, and vet the umpire’s eyes
seemed blinded. He granted no claim of
foul interference—he was apparontly de-
termined to see nothing but the Park half
back with the ball.

The latter, with the help of such inter-
ference, slipped easily through the lnes,
and, in a fow seconds, had crossed over
the line making a touchdown. All
claims were refused, and Mark soon
found that a discussion of the matter
availedhothing with the umpire. It was
merely waste time, so he allowed the
point to go, merely resolving to fight the
the harder.

“We will have to,” he said bitterly to
his men. ‘ We have the umpire against
us as well as the other team.”

A goal was quickly kicked from the
touchdown, and the first half closed with
the score tie, 6—6.

The neutral element in the crowd was
now heartily in sympathy with Belmoat.
To every unbiased mind the foul inter-
ference was quite apparent, and many
jeers and unfavorable comments greeted
the umpire as he left the fleld. He seemed
a little disconcerted at this.

“If you don’t like my services you can
get some one else. I resign,” he said an-
grily.

*We accept,” exclaimed Mark quickly;
“at least I do.”

The Park Captain looked doubtful.
After some discussion, to Mark’s
great relief, another umpire was chosen
—and it was well, too, for it looked as if
the crowd was about to take a hand in the
matter.

The Belmont boys received a very
general greeting when they once more
came on the fleld. They had now the
backing of all but the exclusively Park
College crowd, and although this was by
no means a majority, it wusa very ro-
spectable minority.

The moment the Park men resumed
play, Mark smiled with confidence. Two
of their men had been lald off by injuries,
and the rest presented a very battered
aspect as the result of the brutal, reck-
less play they had adopted during the
first half. They were limping and sore,
while the Belmonts, though scratched
and bruised to a certuin degree, were in
good fighting condition, and as full of
“ginger ” as at the beginning.

“Now then, boys, good and hard. and
play every point to win!” exclaimed
Mark as the ball started off.

The first ten minutes told the story of
that terrible second hall. Steadily and
with the irresistible power of a huge
machine, the Belmont rush line pushed
their opponents back yard by yard until
they reached the twenty yard line. Here
the Park men made a stand, when the
ball, instead of being pushed further, was
suddenly passed back to Mark.

Before the Park men could get through
and upon him, he dropped it neatly and
drove it with a quick kick straight be-
tween the goal posts. This gave Belmont
five points more, and it was only the
beginning of the end.

The play now remained steadily in the
Park territory. Never once did they
succeed in pushing it up as far as the
center line. They fought bard and des-
perately, but they were ovidently over
matched. Even their own backers and
friends were now compelled to acknow-
ledge it.

The Belmont rushers broke through
their line again and again. bearing the
ball along in terrific rushes as far as the
twenty yard line. There the Park men
seemed to be able to rally and hold their
ground.

It was a plucky but losing fight, how-
ever, for whenever the Belmont line was
checked in its advance, back would go
the ball to Murk, and sure as fate was the
kick that would follow. Again and again
he drove the ball over the goal, till the
Purk men, all hope lost, fought blindly
and aimlessly, confusing the signals,
losing their places, fouling repeatetly,
und even tackling their own men.

During the last half hour five goals
were kicked from the fleld, and when the
game flually came to a close in the semi
darkness of the short November after-
noon, the score footed up 381-8 in favor of
Belmont.

The vast assemblage of students was
glum and dejected. The people gathered
together their things, and left the fleld
dazed and stupefled. Such a defeat had
uever been heard of,at Park College.

Few could realize it. It completely
stuggered the oldest athletes and sport-
ing men. Of the Belmont team only one
thing could be said; it was the finest set
of players the college had ever put into
the fleld, not excepting the great team
of Percy Randall’s time—as Percy freely
acknowledged while,he ranifrom mau to
man after the game, shaking hands and
patting his champions on the back.

Of the scene that took place on the
fleld when time was called no description
can suffice. Mark said laughingly after-
wards that it seemed like a cyclone. It
was neurly a half hour before the fleld
was finally cleared and the.long line of
coaches set out for Belmont, making the
quiet country roads ring with the an-
swering echoes of shouting, singing, and
horn blowing.

And to the triumph that followed what
words can do justice? A bonfire tnat
dwarfed that of the sophomore burial in-
to insignificance was burning brightly
on the back compus as the coaches came
into town. The good news had preceded
them by telegraph, and the celebration
was well under way when they arrived.

It was a red letter night in Belmont’s
history. The championship had been
won buck at last, and by a score over-
whelming beyond all precedent. The
bonflre and nofsy festivities of that night
were but the beginning of the triumph
that celebrated. this signal victory. For
nearly a week event followed event, clos-
ing with a great,college banquet which
was attended by members of the faculty
and many graduates, and was distin-
guished by many patriotic speeches full
of enthusiasm for Belmont athleties.

Aside from thoe immediate impetus it
gave to all college sports the great
triumph was a boom for Belmont that
projected its influence far into future
years. It was the beginning of a new era
in the college, for it brought Hirst to the
attention of all the importance of active
graduate interest. Thereafter it became
aregular habit for the graduates to attend
closely on the affairs of the college.

Alumni associations were formed in all
the great cities, and the sporting men no
longer relinquished at graduation their
interest in the athletics of the college,
but such as could spure the time made
aruleof returning periodicully to help,
encourage, and coach the teams as Percy
Randall and Richards had done. It is
this unfailing graduate interest that dis-
tinguishes Belmont today, and itislargely
by this means that she has succeeded in
maintaining her splendid record in the
Beld of sports.

Of all these festivities, tue team was of
course the center, and Mark naturally the
most prominent figure. It was a proud
and happy week for him, and it was sweet
to hear on every hand the unstinted
praises and congratulations of his many
friends and admirers.

Aund yet today looking back on it, he
confesses freeely to himself that of all the
events, not even excepting the great ban-
quet, the happiest and proudest was the
evening of the roturn from the game.
when lie stood at the window of his room
in Warburton Hall together with Patty,
Herbert and others, gazing out at the
huge blaze on the campus and the wild
turbulent, noisy crowd of students—when
Patty, unobssrved by the others came
close to him and pressing his arm with
both her little hands, smiled into his face
and said; “ I knew you would win, Mark.
You know I always believed in you.”

(70 be continued.)



DOGS TO THE FRONT.
They have a queer way of regarding the
ghts of animals in some of the European
juntries. A writer in the New York
Tribune ™ tells some interdsting facts in
lis connection: g

In Belgium the government, which own
id controls the entire railroad system of
je country, has just issued a decree which,
ifar as railroad travel is concerned, places
|0 dog on absolutely the same level as a
own up man or woman, and infinitely
gher than a child. For whereas the latter
merely entitled to half a place if under
telve years of age, a dog has a right to a
Il seat, providing he has his tickei. That
tosay 1o compartments licensed to hold
ntravelers, if there are eight adult human
yings and two dogs in the compartment, the
tter is regarded as ““complet,” or full, and
)other passengers are admilted, and if the
ain happens to be fllled partly*with dogs
il partly with human beings, any ad-
tional lx]m.ssueugers will have to be left be-
nd rather than that the dogs should be
reed to yield up their seats.

“The government decree, however, con-
in8 no intimation as to the manner in
hich the canine travelers are expected to
mform to the regulations which prohibit
wssengers from putting their feet on the
ishions; and, it must be admitted that the
iats of railroad carriages as at present con-
ructed are not suited to the dog’s style of
pose. Inasmuch, however, as the govern-
ent has already given him the preference
rer children by according to him an entire
at, instead of merely half a one, it is quite
ithin the bounds of 1;))()sslbilitpy that it may
icourse of time be broughtto modify the
ws in such & maunner as to add to the com-
rt of the canine passenger at the expense
'the human traveler.
At Berlin and in other German university
wES the princl(pal personage of each corps
rassoviation of students is not the presi-
‘nt or the treasurer, nor even the “fuchs,”
y one of the principal dignitaries of the
)dy is designated, but the corps dog. Itis
1 him that all the available financial re-
urces are lavished and the various corps
ewith each other in providing their own
irticular dog with the finest collar and
uzzle that money can buy. If he is hand-
me, he is kept combed and brushed to
low off his good looks; if heis ugly, his
tliness is cultivated to its utmost limit by
markable cutting and shaving of his ears,
s tale and his coat, and even dyeing is
sorted to in order to add piquancy to his
pearance,

The corps dog takes partin ever{ official
ceremony of his corps, except at the duels.
from which he is strictly excluded, lest his
morals should be tainted by the example.
Heigenerally dies of gout or rheumatism,
brought on by the enormous quantities of
beer which he_ drinks and by the dissipated
life which he leads throughout the various
scholastic terms.

In England, too, animals are held accord-
ing to all appearance, in far higher estesm
than human beings. Vulpicide, or killing of
foxes, is a infinitely more heinous offense in
the eyes of the general public than theft,
robbery or assault, and one of the most
popular and at the same time characteristic
stories is that told of a political refugee from
somewhere in the East of Europe who came
to England with the reputation of having
committed all kinds of horrible atrocities,
including murder, pillage and brigandage,
all of which merely seemed to render him
more interesting in the eyes of his British
entertainers. He was the lion of the season
and a welecome guest at the various country
houses. until in an evil moment he admitted
the fact that he had shot a fox, fox shooting
being quitelcommon on the Continent. That
ended his social career as far as England was
concerned, and the bitter ostracism which
took the place of the generous hospitality
until then accorded to him rendered his de-
parture from England almost a necessity.

CHICKENS AT TABLE.

All of our readers have doubtless seen in
the magazines specimens of the black and
white work of the artist, F. 8. Church, who
makes animals his specialty. And yet he
says himseif (in[a recent article in *Secrib-
ners ") that as a boy he never had any pets
except a few chickns, Butof these he was
very fond.

“I remember once,” he continues, “a
neighbor sent over and wanted to buy one of
me to make a broth for a sick lady, I didn’t
stop to say whether I would sell him one or
not, but I'started on a run for the chickens,
drove them into the coop, went in with them
myself, and we lay in a state of siege till I
thought all danger was over. I remember
conflding to them (I was about ten) the situ-
ation, with assurance that if the enemy came,
it would be over my dead body. I would
have as soon consented to have my mother
made into broth as one of my chickens.

** There was a boy who lived next door who
had about the same number of chickens, and
he was as fond of them as myself. Iknow we
conspired once to give them a Thanksgiving
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dinner. We made a sort of a long table, such
as “()u see on picnic grounds, boring plenty
of holes in the seats. Thanksgiving morn-
ing we captured all the chickens (both sets
were very tame), and collected during the
day part of the food we were to give themn. At
the regular dinner (our two families dined
togetlhier that day) we put surreptitiously in
our pockets as much of the dainties as we
could, and hurried off soon after to the
chickens.

4 The‘f were brou;zht out, each boy's ehick-
ens tied by their feet to the seats, the two
old roosters at either end, and the dainties
put before them. There was a good deal of
excitement and some remonstrance, but
they were hungry, and soon disposed of the
dinner. Iimagine the two roosters had the
least appetite, as they seemed anxious to get
at each other. It was a sight!”

HATS ON AND OFF.

The etiquette of hat wearing in England’s
House of Commons is a singular one. T.
P. O’Connor speaks thus of itin the course
of an article in * Harper’s Magazine:”

The first thing that strikes the visitor to
the House of Commons is that—here also it
is exceptional among the legislatures of the
world—the House of Commons permits its
members to retain their hats during the sit-
ting. Indeed, it is the rule to wear and the
exception not to wear the hat. Mr. Gladstone
never wears his hat—there have been excep-
tions; nor did Mr. Smith, the late respected
leader in the House of Commons on the
Conservative side; nor did Disraeli; nor does
Mr. Balfour, nor Sir Charles Russell.
member, however, can keep his hat on only
when he is in his seat. If he rises to speak,
he of course takes off his hat; if he rises to
leave his seatand go out of the House, he has
to take off his hat; so lonﬁ as he remains
standing in any part of the House, he has to
keep off his hat.

There' are some of the old members who,

even when they lean over their seats to con-
verse with a member on the bench in front
of them, take off their hats. And it is usual,
too, when a member interjects an_observa-
tion across the floor to take it off. It was
also the invariable custom when a member
was referred to that he should raise his hat,
but this rule is falling into desuetude.”

A STEP IN ADVANCE.
Visitor—"* 8o {our brother is taking lessons
on the violin. Is he making progress ?”
Little Girl—" Yes 'm; he’s got so now we
can tell whether he is tuning or playing.”—
Selected.

Hood’s Cures

2

Saved His Life

“T have been suffering from hip disease for
eight years, having three running sores on my
hip. Ibegan to take

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

and it has given me a perfect cure, I feel con-
fident that it did save my life.” OLLIE L.
ARCHER, 139 Dudley Street, Dayton, Ohio.

Hood’s Pills assist digestion and cure
headache. BSold by all druggists. 26c.

DOUBLE M BICYCL 1g
Breech -Loader Elllﬁd! nE-chEr g-n. e':.?
$6.00. ;ﬁ'ﬁ'-.m}’c'i,’r"u’“" e
RIFLESS2.00 POWELL & CLEMENT
warches G & I B U T2 S TENENLD:
‘WANT YOU to distributo eironlars, sumplen. sle., ta Toeallty for our rywe
W T s

Youn NAME .2k

Ao’ Ouudt of Curd
#OR10e. GLEN CARD 00, Box

oveltion, ALL
NORTAH HAVEN, CONN.

VYV

“The old magazines evidently have gol to come down. in price.
took a ‘ Record’ and four bought a copy of MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE al its new price of 10 cenls.

I noticed at the B. & M. news stand Saturday evening that of seven people who bought papers six
i i No other was bought.”—Boston Evening Record.

UNPRECEDENTE

The growth of Munsey’s from
a comparatively small number to

150,000

IN THREE
MONTHS.
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All Records B

Kings of New York!

There are many other good things besides in this New Year's issue of Munsey's, including the first chapters
of a thrilling new serial, « THE DAUGHTER OF FESTUS HANKS.”

Charming Pictures in ““ Modern Artists’” Paper.

For sale everywhere Pl‘ iCC IO Cents. Subscription $1.00 a year.

FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY, 10 East Twenty Third Street, New York.

buyers!
)

eaten' The country swept by a wave of Munsey

A great, glovious triumpl for
the magazine for the people at the people's price! See the superd January issue of

Munsey’s Magazine

_._Edz'z‘z'oiz—IS(),OOO___
The Great Wall Street Number

A great article that none can afford to miss.

V Nothing like it ever before attempted /
¢ Pen and pencil portraits of the Money

Picturesque Portraits in ** The Stage.”
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For USE
Down Goes the Prlce Pies,  DONTIS
' Burns,
Bound Volumes of Bruises, EXTRAGT
’ Wounds,
MUNSEY’S NMAGAZINE o
Catarrh,
Reduced from $2.00 to $1.00. A i
Lamenoss,
These are very rare books, beautifully bound in green and gold. Vols. VI, | Sore Eyes,
VII, VIII and IX now ready. AL, B i e Inflammation Mg
\ NS . '
Postage 30 cents. e s Hemorrhages, :522:? ;?Dsigrﬁrmu“:r’a

The Pot insulted the Kettle because the Cook did not use

The A d
SAP@ L l 0 3 rl\%ﬁfl:ea;/?s Magazine

Cooking demands Cleaniiness. Sapolio should be
used in every Kitchen. e to one address, $2.50 a yeal

BREAKFAST—SUPPER VYV
EPPS’S?

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

c o C OA BOUND VOLUMES OF

_ BOILING WATER OR MILK.

40.00 PER
— WEEK
FOR WILLINC WORKERS =

emplosmen wmch we lumlsh You need not be away
from liome over night. You can give )uur whole time
to the work or only your spare moments. As capital is
not required you run no risk. We supply you with all
that is needed. Itwill cost you nothing to try the busl
ness. Any one can do_the work. Beginners make
mouney from the start. Failure Is unknown with our
workers. Every hour you labor you can easily make a
dollar, No one who is willing "to work fails to make

L“n’..’S;"if:ﬂ?iir‘v"?.’n‘.‘»'n‘%’v52225’"‘ ond o trbe. boox o Volumes [, o] : IV and X1/ are em‘z}’e/y oul (Z/[ ﬁ;'z'm‘.

taining the fullest informatio
H. Hallett & Co., Box 1903 Portland, Malne

cARDs oty ey ""5"? S cet DR R OARDA
oty o Begx ot FISEST aed
Nor'ralsn. "UNIOK CARD G0., COLUMBUS, ORIO.

T e R Only three copies of Volume I11 for sale. Price $5.

R B
g Volumes V, VI, VII, VIII, IX and X are
Signs of Health,

You don't have to look vary 7(?il7;f/.3"(g07le- Price $5.
twice to detect them—bright | =
Sl Mee iR Volumes XT, XTIT, XIV, XV and XV can
bright in el
every ac-
tion.
Disease is
overcome

ly wh
?Nl;’kv:15§3e FRANK A. MUNSEY & COMPANY.

is replaced by the healthy p it ;
kind. Scott’s Emulsion ot 9 B R s

cod liver oil effects cure by
building up sound flesh. It
is agreeable to taste and

easy of assimilation.
Prepared by Scott & Bowne, N. Y. ATl drggista.

be had for $1.50 cach. Expressage to be pad by

recerver.
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