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**But there warn't no sea boots there,
nor pothing whatsoever to eat, and I had
to endure it as best I could.

* Well, to shorten upa pretty long yarn,

- [ was picked up by the Liverpool packet,
J. D, Bickford, bound for New York, just

_ afore sunset that night, having been for
twenty four hours.in an open boat.

“They don't have packets nowadays—
leastways, not the kind they hnd then.

*‘Liverpool packet’ was a synonym for

- A place where men were treated like
brute beasts, and the J. D. Bickford
warn't no exception. If it hadu’t been
for an old sailor, Poley Grant by name
(his real name was Apollo), I dunno as
I’d ha' weathersd that voyage short as it
was.

* Poley made me & whole suit of duck,
such as sailors wear mostly, and shielded
me from the harsh trentment of the mate,
who was the biggest bully who ever
kicked a poor sailor with his copper toed
boots. When we reached Liverpool,
Poley took me away with him, though the
mate swore I should go back in the
packet and ‘ pay for my keep '—for, you
see, I wns dreadful sick for the first few
days after I was picked up.

 As I say, Poley got me away from the
mate, and took me with him to a sailors’
boarding house, as he knew of. There
was all sorts of sailors there—from every
country you could name—all brown
and rough, but kind hearted, and most
of 'em with rings in their ears like Poley.

“He stood by me all the time, and
helped me write a letter to my folks; but
we didn’t know how to direct it rightly, I
reckon, for it never reached 'em, and they
give me up for dead. Father set up a
tomhstone in the burial lot at home,
statin’ that I was lost at sea, ye know,
and it’s there to this day, for I'd never let
’em take it down.”

The old man laughed again and care-
fully filled the short, black pipe which he
bad taken from his pocket.

“This is one of the things I learnt at
that boardin’ house in Liverpool, but it
ain’t & nice trick, boys, and it’s a hard
master, as [ can testify,” he said. Then
he wont on with his story.

“By and by Poley’s money gave out
(he’d used it pretty free for both of us,
you see), and as an old sea dcg like him
never would look around for another
borth till every shot in his locker was
gone, we was pretty well put to it before
we got a chance—he as captain of the
maintop. an’ me as apprentice—on a great
East Indiaman.

“Merchantmen—especially English mer-
2hantmen—carried apprentices like men-
o’-war then, and the Ronald (that was
the name of the ship) had six.

“We had a place to ourselves iu the
walst of the ship. and didn’t have to bunk
for'ard with the men. Fact was, we warn’t
allowed in the for’c’stle at all, and the
bo's’n would have ropes ended us, if ho
caught us there, for they were mighty
strict on them FEast Indiamen: but I
often sneaked in to hear the men tell
yarns,

*Sometimes those Enst Indiamen had
consorts, as they called 'em—smaller ves-
sels armed as heavy as reg’lar warships;
for England was mostly at war those
days, and, any wav, the southern seas,
both the Atlantie and Pacifie, and, of
course, the Indian Ocean. were infested
with all sorts of freebooters.

“ But the Ronald wasn’t accompaniad by
one of them; Instead, she carried a ‘ long
tom’ in her bow and two smaller guns
aft, and there were plenty of cutinses and
side arms to deal out to the men in the
case of trouble.

“Lively times in those days, when a ves-
sel was sighted at sea, now I tell you,
boys! Wa never knew, till we got within
shooting distance, whether she was friend
or foe—and sometimes not even then.

*We had a lively brush with some sort
of copper skinned chaps off the coast of
Afriky, but it didn’t 'mount to nothing, for
we overmatcheil her by a good deal. But
we had some fun when we had got 'way
’round on t’other side of the big country—
aftor we haud touched at Caleutta, in fact.

*The Ronald wns booked for China—
then ’round the world home--you see,
’twas no short voynge we were taking. We
Iny two months at Caleutta, unloading
and loading again, and a nice time we had
ol it, for ’twas just at the sickly season.
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* We lost four men with one thing and
another, and two more deserted. I be-
lieve Poley would have deserted himself
if I'd gono with him: there’s nothing an
old saflor hates worse than laying ia port
in the middle of a voyage,and if he ean
get away he will.

“ But I sort o' anchored the ol1 chap to
the Ronald, for he was really fond of me,
you see. We got under way again at last,
&nd I never was 80 glad to seo land dis-
appear behind me as I was to see Injy
drop out o' sight.

* We made right for the Malay straits,
an’ that’s where we came to grief,

**All the way down from Calcutta we
noticed a native vessel sort o’ dodging
along in our wake—like & pilot follerin’ a
shark, as it was—and Captain Norman
begun to grow suspicious. But we was
well armed, and the old man warn’t
scared o’ no pirate afloat, so he sald to
the mate.

“ Well, the wind left us one day when
we had just ‘raised’ the tip end o’ Suma-
:lrn. and it stayed calm as a mill pond all

ay.

“*It's either getting ready for a big
squall, or for pirates,’ says Cap’'n Nor-
man, an’ as it turned out we got both.

“We warn’t caught nappin’, by no man-
ner o’ means. We showed no lights when
it come vight, and had plenty of sharp
eyes and ears on the lookout: but them
resky natives, with their sweeps, drove
their boat almost onto us before we
knowed {t.

“The bo’s’n whistled to quarters, pretty
sharp, now I tell you, and every man Jack
of us sprung to the work. We managed
to get one of our guns traiped right, and
we blew the first boat to flinders, but
others popped up all about us, and we
pretty near had our hands full.

““To cap it all, while we was fighting
like Kilkenny cats, and tryin’ to keep the
greasy rascals from boardin’ us, the wind
came down like it was sent by the evil
one himself! For ten minutes, mebbe, I
never saw it blow ro hard in all my life.

“ Of course it scattered the pirates, but
before we could get the old Ronald lim-
bered up, she was in a bad way. Several
heavy spars were snapped, and enough
canvas carried away to supply a schooner
as big as the Casco yonder.

“And then somebody blundered (and
pald for it with his life, most likely) and
exploded one of the powder magazines,
and in a second we was all ablaze.

“What with pirates and hurricane
and fire, the old Ronald was doomed, and
the captain knew it. Those of us who
warn’t injured gathered up those who
were, and we lowered the boats just as
the wind went down again, as quickly as
it had arisen.

“The fire would draw the pirates back,
we knew, and we wanted to get awny un-
der cover of the darkness.

**But they sighted us after all (or at
least some of ‘'em did), and three of the
proas chased us toward land. S8ome of the
boats got separated in the darkness, but
the captain’s, Mr. 8cudder, the mate’s,
and tho boat Poley and I were in, which
was commanded by the third officer,
Malitliand, hung together. and we did our
best to beat the pirates off,

It was so terrible near sunrise, how-
ever, that they could see us pretty plainly
(it was past midnight when the first at-
tack was made). and we suffered awfully
from their fire. Mr. Maitland, in our boat,
was killed outright, and that rattled us so
that we pulled straight for the nenrest
point of land, and left the other boats to
look out for themselves.

““One of the proas made after us, and it
began to look as though we were surely
in for it.

“‘I'm a goin to slip overboard and
swim ashore.” whispers Poley in my ear.
* Do yon foller me.’

*‘But the sharks,”” says I.

“‘ Tl risk them,’ says he. 'If we stay
here we shall be food for ’em any way.
Keep paddlin’ and they’ll not get ye."

“There was a good deal in what he
8-1d, for the pirates were almost onto us
now, and so I slipped over the gunwale,
and swum beside him toward the shore.

‘*We heard the agonized vyells of our
luckless shipmates behind us, as the
proa overtook them, but we kept right on
to the shore, and as soon as wa struck
shoal water, Poley took my hand and we

waded in and hid in the jungle till the sun
came up.

*“ When it got real light we see at once
that the piratical proas had disuppeared—
but 8o had the Ronald’s small boat. There
wasn’t a sail in gight on the ocean,

*“I was but a lad then, though well
grown for my age. but I can remember
how I felt when I looked out on that sol-
emn expanse of heaving waves, and knew
that most likely all the brave officers and
jolly tars of the good ship had followed
the Ronald herself to the bottom.

“Iknow I eried some, big boy though I
was, and at first Poley wouldn’t let me
lenve the jungle, but nade mo stay buck
from the shore till he had walked along
the edge of the sea for a hall mile or so in
either direction.

*One thing he did it for was so’s to get
out of sight of any of the kodies that
might have washed ashore, for he didn't
want me to see my poor shipmates.

** When, afterward, I came across little
mounds back from high water mark, I
knew 'nough not to ask what they were,
for I suspected that they marked the
places where the kind hearted old sailor
had buried the men who were wushed in
by the waves.

“He found me some strange kind of
fruits in the jungle, and on these we lived
the first day, nor did we venture any far-
ther inland, for we had no weapons.

* But in the afternoon we marched sev-
eral miles along the beach, and were for-
tunate in finding one of the ship’s boats
that had floated nshore, and in it was a
little case of biscuit and three guns, which
the pirates had not taken: but one of the
Runs was broken. And there was & small
supply of ammunition with the guny, too.

“The thwarts and seats of the boat
was splashed with blood, and It was well
nigh enough to turn me sick, to see these
ghastly reminders of the butchery which
had gone on.

“But now we were armed, and could
venture {nland to some extent, as we had
feared to do before, because of the wild
animals which infest the island.

*““We camped that night right near the
shore, and dared have a fire, too: in fact.
’twould ha’ been more dangerous not to
huve had one, for there was more than
one sort o’ creature howling and roar-
ing in the forest behind us, an’ there
isn’t any beast but a salamander thatcan
stand fire.

“In the morning we struck bravely in-
land, for Poley was afraid that the pirates
might be lurking around the shore, and
’twas better to risk meeting almost any
other heathen rather than Malay pirates,

“But we had an adventure that first
morning that drove us back to the sea
ag’in in short order. Fact of it is. a sailor
hasn’t any business on land—he’d better
stick to the sea, or within sound of it, at
all times. This is the way it happoned.

‘‘Poley had given me one of the guns to
carry, and I strode along as chipper as
you please, feeling pretty proud to be car-
rying a gun; for, you know, it don’t take
much to lighten up young hearts, and
there were 80 many new sights and
sounds around me that I had forgotten
all about the terrible scenes of bloodshed
through which I had so recently passed.

** Poley had lagged behind n fow yards
to pick some fruit which he knew to ba
good, when all at once I ecaught sight of a
wondrously pretty bird inthe branches of
a tree overhead. With boyish thought-
lessness I swung my gun to my shoulder
and fired at the pretty creature.

“It was only luck, for it couldn’t have
been anything else, whizh caused the
bullet to hit the bird, and uttering a plain-
tive cry it came fluttering down almost to
my feet.

“I was not sportsman enough to ob-
serve a rule, which I understand is uni-
versal, an’ that was to load my gun ag’in
before doin’ anythin’ else.

“T rushed forward to selze the fowl,
which, though wounded sorely, fluttered
over the long grass just before me. Sev-
eral times it eluded me, and just as I
stooped to seize it at last. there resounded
a most terrifving roar through the forest,
and with a bound a huge tiger darted out
of the jungle and planted himsolf between
me an:t my companion, who was several
rods in the rear.

“The roar of tho beast drove all
thought of the wounded bird from my

miud, and I experienced a fearful shock
on turning and seeing the flerce eyes of
the tigor glaring at me,

“I could not run; I could not shoct.
For the moment I seemed to be deprived
of all power of motion. These glaring
eyeblls fuscinatod me as aserpent fasci-
nates the bird.

** The huge brute, his long tail sweeping
to and fro on the grass, its weight and
power laying flat the sword-like blades,
crouched for its spring; and yet I was un-
able to move hand or foot. I saw the
greut ILuscles swell on the tiger’s shoul-
ders. Another instantand his body would
leave the ground and cleave the air to the
very spot on which I stood!

*“ Aye, he did leap; but ’twas in mortal
agony. Forjust asthe huge body left the
ground there was the sharp report of a
gun, and the tiger fell short of my posi-
tion. rolled over and over in the grass,
and then lay still.

. “Poley, honest old fellow, had run up
just in the nick of timo, and put a bullet
where it would do the most good.

*“If that’s the sort o’ critters they has
here, we'd best get out,’ says he, and so
we tramped back to the beach ag’in in
short order. .

*Well, boys, we were a long time on
that deserted shore afore we got away.
Semetimes we'd see native boats skirting
along the coast, but we didn’t dare signal
them, for there was no knowing friend
from foe.

“But after many days there was an
houest, square rigged craft hove in sight.
which proved to be a Dutch vessel bound
to the Cape o’ Good Hope from the China
Sea. The Dutch were great navigators in
them days.

“They took us aboard—and there was
one thing about the ship (the Kaspar, her
name was) that I want to mention, be-
cause it’s something you won’t see now-
ndln:ys unless you go the China seas your-
sell.

“John Chinaman, when he builds a
ship—or junk, as they are called—always
paints an eye on efther side of the baov.
‘If no have eye, how can see? says he.
And in those old days, the Dutchmen—or
many of them—lid the very same thing.
The Kaspar had an eye painted on either
side of the heel of her howsprit,

**Of course neither Poley nor me could
talk Dutch; but they were kind to us on
the Kaspar, and when we got to the Cape,
they paid Poley for his work in good, hon-
est English gold. I wasn’t much use on
board, but they never charged me nothing
for my feed and tobaceo.

“Waell, we were two months in getting
away from the Cape, and then’twas in the
wrong direction—at least in the wrong
direction for me, for by that time I
was very, very homesick—and we eruised
about those Eastern waters. on one ves-
sel and another, for the greater part of a
year. And then, by good fortune, we got
berths in the same ship for England. by
the way of the Horn, and a huppier fellow
than me you never see when we stopped
ashoro at Liverpool.

“Poley wanted to stay ashore long
enough to use up the money he'd saved
(it renlly seemed bLurdensome to the old
man), and the only way in which I got
him to ship agnin with me on an Amer-
iean vessol bound for New York, was to
take the greater part of his savings off
his hands.

*“We arrived in port almost four vears
from the time I drifted away in Hiram
Smith’s little dory from this here vervy
cove, and I tell you, it didn’t take me longs
to get from New York home.

“My! but didn’t the old farm seem gooxl
to me ufter I'd beaen sailoring for so long.
I thought at the time nothing would ever
get mo away from it ngain. But. once a
sailor alwavs n snflor, and back I was on
n merchantman’s deck in less than two
yeuars,

*“Polay wouldn’t go home with me that
time, though 1 wanted he should, for I
felt & good deal of gratitude to the old fel-
low for the many times he’d got me out
of serapes (after he'd got me into them.
mostly),

“ He stayed in port till he’d used up all
his money. and then went to sea ngain.
and, d’ye know, when I went back to sea
myself, as second mate of the old brigan-
tino Calypso, who should be the first man
to cemo over the rail from the shipping



office the day we safled, but old Poley
himself!

‘““ Well, that's the way it is at sea,” the
old man said, knoeking the ashes from
his pipe as a sign that the long yarn was
ended; “ alius something or otker coming
up that’s strange and unexpected. Poor
old Poley died that very voyage out, and
we buried him off Gibralta’; but I allus
kep’ a spot in my heart sort o’ ‘sacred
to his memory.””

[This Story began in No. 58.)

A Rolling Stone.

BY ARTHUR LEE PUTNAM,
Awuthor of ** No.91," "4 Bad Lot, etc.

CHAPTER XIIIL
WREN SECURES A SITUATION.

On reaching Albany Wren went to
Captain Pellet and expressed his de-
sire to leave the boat.

“Do you find your work too hard?’
asked the captain.

“No, sir.”’

“What is your reason then?’

“‘Sam doesn’t like me and I think it
wlll be better to leave.’

“‘Sam_has nothing to do with those
whom I employ.”

‘‘Besides Mr. Vincent will try to get
me something to do on shore.’

““That alters the question. In that
case lt may be for your advantage
to go.”

The captain was really relleved by
Wren’s decislon. He foresaw that
there would be firiction between the
two boys, and Sam, being his nephew.
would have to stay at any rate. So he
paid Wren a week’s salary—two dol-
lars—and secured an .Albany boy in
his place.

Mark Vincent went to the Delavan
House, but as this was a high priced
house, he placed Wren at a cheap
hotel near by.

“I shall spend a week in Albany,” he
said, and during that time I will try
to find something for you to do. You
can also look r8und yourself.”

The hotel at which Wren was a
guest charged but a dollar and a quar-
ter a day and was not frequented by
a fashionable class. Among the guests
was a somewhat portly gentleman who
registered on the books as Professor
Harris.

He was the proprietor of a pano-
rama, or serles of sketches of a va-
ried character which he was exhibiting
in a small hall in the city. Wren sat
next to him at the table, and the two
became acquainted. The professor was
a genlal person, and Wren found him
a pleasant companion.

‘*Are you traveling on business, my
young friend?’ asked the professor
.n the dinner table.
slr I am looking for a situa-

tion.

"“'hnt did you do last?”

“I was employed on the Peeksklll,
a freight boat plylng between New
York and Albany.

““And why did you leave?”

“I got into a little dificulty with the
captain’s nephew, and though the
captain took my part it made it un-
pleasant for me to stay.”

“I see. T judge that you have money
or you would not be able to stay at
a hotel.”

“A good friend of mine, Mr. Mark
Vincent, Is paying my expenses till I
get work.”

“If you have nothing else to do this
cvening, use this ticket. It will ad-
mit you to the hall where I exhibit
my pancrama.’

“Thank you,
glad to go

Wren rsmnlred to the hall at elght
o'clock. The professor acted as lec-
turer and explained the varifous views.
He had a good command of language,
and did his part very well

There was a young lady who ap-
peared at inte-vals and sang popular
songs in a shrill voice, but she re-
ceived a falr amount of applause from
the spegtators who were not disposed
to be fastidious.

There was rather a hitch about the
succession of views as the man who
nsgisted Professor Harrls was under
the influence of liquor. On the whole
Wren thought the show a fair one,
and so expressed himself to the pro-
feesnar on thelr return to the hotel

“Thank you, my young friend,” said
T-ofessor Harris. “I am glad you are
pleased. It shows that you are a
young man of taste. I was-verv much
annoyed by the condition of my as-

sir. I shall be very
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sistant. Time and time agaln he has
promised me to leave off drinking,

and as often he has broken his prom- .

ise. Do you ever drink?”’
sir,” answered Wren, half in-

dignant.
*No_ offense,” sald _the professor,
“but I have an _idea. It has just oc-

curred to me.

employment?”’
“Yes, sir.”
“] want to get rid of my assistant.

‘Why shouldn’t you take his place?”
“I shall be glad to do so, if you

You are in search of

" think I am capable.”

“‘Oh yes, you are a stout boy, and 1
am sure you are intelligent and can
easily learn what will be required of
you.”

“Do you expect to remain in Al-
bany, sir?”

“No; this 8 my last week here. 1
shall go off on the road. Do you ob-
Ject to travel?”

“No, sbr, 1 should Hke it”

“You will see something of the
world, but I can't pay you much.
How will ﬂve dollars a week and your
expenses do ?

“I shall be quite satisfied.”

“Then you may go over with me to
the hall thls afternoon and I will give
you some instruction In your duties.
My a.sslstnnt will be away, so that he
won’t get an inkling of my intention
to discharge him tlll you are compe-
tent to fill his place.’

The plan was carried out. Wren was
quick to learn and in the course of an
hour he felt that he understood pret-
ty well the duties of the position of-
fered him.

There were two more days. He at-
tended each performance, by way of
making himself more familiar with
his work.

It was on the first of these days
that he met Sam near the pler at
which the Peekskill lay. He hadn’t
seen him since the day of the boat’'s
anrival.

“Hello!” sald Sam.
bounced you?"

‘““You are mistaken,” answered Wren
calmly. “I asked him to let me go.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“You can ask him If you lke.”

“Where are you staying?”

‘Wren mentioned the hotel.

“You must have plenty of money,”
sneered Sam.

“No, I have not.”

“How do you expect to pay your
bin?e

“It will be paid.”

“It will be a long time before you
get another place.”

Wren smiled.

“I have got one already,” he sald.

‘“What is it?

“I am to teavel with Professor Har-
ris, who has a panorama.’

“How much will you get?”"’ inquired

“So my uncle

m.

‘“Five dollars a week and my ex-
penses. By the way, here is a com-
plimentary ticket if you would like
to come this evening.”

“Thank you,” said Sam, who never
refused a ticket to a place of amuse-
ment. “I shouldn’t mind traveling a
little myself. Doesn’t the professor
want a man to take tickets?"”

“I dop’t think so.’

“I don’t mind telling you that T am
tired of the Peekskill, but as the cap-
tain 18 my uncle, I feel obliged to go
with him. You'll have a good deal
better time traveling round.”

“I think so myself.”

“If the professor should want an-
other man, just write and let me

now.”

“All right!"’

Thus a reconciliation was effected
between the two boys, and Captain
Pellet was conslderably astonished the
next day when m and Wren came
on board the Peeksklll in friendly con-
verse.

“How are you getting on, Wien?"
he asked. “Do you want to come
back?”

‘“No, sir; T have got a place.”

In answer to the captain’s inquirles
he told what kind of a place it was.

“I am glad for you,”” the captain
sald. “If yon want to come on board
the Peeksklll at any time, your old
place will be given you.”

““Thank you, sir.”

‘Wren had already called at the Dela-
van to tell Mr. Vincent that he had
secured employment, but did not find
him in. On his way back from the
Peekskill, which sailed that aftecnoon,
he met the drummer.

“Wren,” said Mr. Vincent, “I am
unexnectedly called to Buffalo. I start
tonight. I regret that I have been
|I1nable to get you a situation before

K0

Wren smiled.
“I have got one myself,” he said,

“Good! I am pleased to hear it.
What {s it?”
“What sort of a man is Professor

Harris?’ he asked, after Wren had
explained about his engagement.
““He seems a very pleasant man. I

think I shall like him as an em-
ployer.”
"How Is he financially? Has he got
money ?

‘“Not much I think.”

“He may break down on the road.”

“If he does, I think I can find some-
thing to do. I shall save my salary
S0 as to have something to fall back
upon.’

“If you get into trouble,
me to the care of my firm.’

““Thank you, sir.’

Saturday evening Professor Harris
said to his assistant when he paid him
his week’s salary, ‘I shall not require
your services any longer."”

“What!”’ exclaimed the assistant.

The professor repeated his words.

“You won’'t be able to get along
wnhout me!’ said the other.

on't I?” asked the professce,

write to

“Your succewor is already engaged.”

“Who is it?

“I don’t think it necessary to tell
you.”

There was nothing more to be said,
and the disappointed assistant re-
gretted too late that he had by his
own conduct forfeited his position.

The professor started on the line of
the New York Central Rairoad, stop-
ping at towns which were of sufficient
importance to warrant it.

Wren entered at once upon his du-
ties. He took tickets at the door up
to eight o’'clock, and then went on the
stage to assist the professor.

One afternoon the professor said to
him, “I am in trouble. Miss Pierce
my musician, has just informed me
that owing to a cold which has made
her hoarse, she will not be able to
sing this evening. I am afraid the
audience will be disappointed.”
vren looked sympathetic.

Can you sing?'’ asked his employer.

“No, sir, but I can whistle.”

“I.et me hear you."”

They were in the professor’s room
at the hotel. Wren had cultivated
whistling, and was able to imitate the
notes of the robin, besides whistling
several popular melodies.

It had never occurred to him that
he could make use of this accomplish-
ment, but the professor's face bright-
ened as he listened.

‘“That’'s fine!” he said. *“You shall
take Miss Plerce’s place this evening.”

CHAPTER XIV.
WREN’S SUCCESS.
Professor Harris was an energetic
man. He immediately sent over to
the office of the weekly paper the fol-
lowing item which was printed in
poster style:

At Professor Harris's Great Pano-
rama show, which will be open
to the public this evening
at the Town all,
MASTER WREN WINTER -:-
The Champion Boy Whistler ——
— of Two Continents
Will Make His Debut.

All who hear him will be astonished
and charmed.

When Wren saw this, he_ hardly
knew what to think or say. It made
him feel very bashfu

“They will expect too much, pro-
fessor,” he sald. “I wish yoy hadn't
spoken of me so highly.”

“All Is fair in war—and business,”
replied Professorr Harris. ‘‘Besldes,
you really do whistlie very well.”

“I am glad you think so, but per-

haps the audience may not agree
with you.”
“Don’t he alarmed! You're bound
to succeed.”

“I hope I shall. I shouldn't like to
have any bad eggs thrown at me.’

“There is no fear. Only do your
best.”

“I will.”

When the professor appeared on the
stage he sald: “I shall vary the per-
formance this evening, but you will
have no reason to complain. Miss
Picrce. my talented vocalist, has a
0ld, but in her place Master Wren
Winter, who has exhibited his talent
before most of the sovereigns of
Europe, will charm you by his splen-
Aid and picturesque whistling. I have
to pay him a very high price, but I
feel that this Intelligent audience de-
serves the best entatainment, no
matter what my outlay. I will show
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a few African scenes, and then will
introduce to you Master Wren."”

Wren heard this high sounding an-
nouncement with some trepidation,
but when the time came for him to -
appeasr, he summoned his courage,
and gave an imitation of a robln
red breast.

A young pecformer, if he posseases
fair talent, gradually catches
public. -

It was so with Wren. He did him-
self great credit, and his performance
was followed with tumultous ap-
plause and a voceriferous encore. .t g

“My frlends,” the professor;?®
bowing his thanks, ‘‘Master Wren
will in a shact time favor you agaln,

but as his performance is fatiguing,
he must wult a low minutes befure
whistliing

This was rece(ved favorably by the
audience, and they walted patiently
till Wren appeared once more. The
applause was again hearty and pro-
longed.

Five times during the evening Wren
appeared, and each time scored a suc-

cess.

When the entertainment was over,
the professor shook the hand of his
young assistant.

““You've done yourself proud, Wren,”
he said. ‘“You have laid the founda-
tion of a great reputation. You have
helped me very materlally.”

“I am very glad of it, professor. I
ought to do my best considering the
‘high price’ you pay me,” he added
with a smile.

“Ahem!” sald the professor, a lit-
tle embarrassed, for Wren was quot-
ing his own words. “I hope see
my way clear to increasing your sal-
ary, if you continue to take with the
public. We must wait a little.”

“All  right, professor!” rejoined
Wren gnod naturedly. “‘Don’t fceget
that I am the champlon boy whistler
of two continents.”

“We will try to make you so. I
have only anticipated a little. I am
following in the steps of Barnum, who
was the champion showman of the
world.”

The next day they did not leave
town till about noon.

Wren took a walk in the village.

Finally a boy rather larger than
Mmsel'f ventured to address him.

say, you're the great whistler,
ain’t you?’ he bega

“I whistled last evenlng in the
Town Hall,” sald Wren modestly.

;’Your name’'s Wren Winter, isn't
it?”

“Yes

“M} ‘name is Jerry Claypole.” .

“I am glad to make your acquaint- '
ance, Mr. Claypole.

“I whistle a little myself,
never_;" tried to imitate birds.

but I
Is it

hard? .
“Well, 1t requires practice.”
“Sdy, do you think a feller that

whistles pretty well, could learn
how?
“I think so, I did.”

‘““Wepe you named Wren on account
of your beln able to imitate birds?”

“No, don’t think so. I was
named Wren when I was a baby, and
I didn't whistle much then,” an-
swered Wren gravely.

“I'd like to take lessons of you.”

“As I am traveling all the time you
couldn’t do that unless you traveled
with me. I never took lessons. You
have the same chance that I did.”

Jerry looked thoughtful.

“What would you advise me to do?”

he asked. “I want to go round whis-
tlin’ like you.”

“You might take lessons of a
robin.”

‘““How’s that?"

“Just notlce how a robin sings, and
imitate him.”

"Is t‘hat the way you did?”

“Gosh I'll do it. Say,
does the professor pay Yo
“He wouldn't be wllllng to have
me tell. That is a secret between

how much

"Ho\v old are you?"’

I. T am half a head taller
than you"’ said Jerry proud y.

“Yes, I think you are.’

"Now I will show you how I can
whistle,”” said Jerry. And pursing his
lips. he struck up a lively alir.

“What do you think of that?” he
asked.

“You can whistle louder than I can.”

“Hear that, fellows!' said Jerry,
turning round to the boys who ac-
companied him.

“I suppose you have whl!’tled since
\ou were quite a young bov.”

“Yes, have. I'm awfully fond of
whistling. I went to work in old
Barlow’s store, but he discharged me
because I whistled so much. Some-
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how it comes natural to me to whis-

tle. Say, do you expecl to come round

thls way again?”

“I don’t know what the professor’'s

* plans are.”

“I was thinkin’ if you did I could
practice and let you know how much
I had improved.”

“If we come this way again,” sald
‘Wren politely, “I shall be glad to have
you call and let me hear you.”

“Maybe the professor would like to
e another boy to whistle.”

If not, some other professor may.”
'hat's so. I'll start right off, and
what I can do. I don’t see why

I can’t succeed as well as you.”

“] wish you success, Mr. Claypole

“] say, boys,
sald Jerry enthusiastically,
interview with ‘‘the boy champion of
two continents.” “I'll lick any boy
that says he ain't.”

Jerry was as good as his word. He
started to whistle soon afte~ break-
fast from that day, and whistled at
intervals as long as he was awake.

He lived in the house with his aunt
and grandmother, and nearly drove
them distracted with his Incessant
whlstllng

you must whistle go out into
the woods,” said his aunt.

After a very noisy exhibition one
day, she asked him, ‘“What are you
making such a noise for, Jerry?’

“I am imitating a cobin,” he an-
swered.

“It sounds more like a tom cat,”
she retorted. " Nobody ever heard a
robin sing like that.’

“That’s all you know about it,” said
Jerry annoyed. “Women never like
whistlin’.”

“Not your kind. Jerry—I like the
boy that whistled in the Town Hall.”"

‘“He’d never have learned if he'd had

a pcecel of women all the time dis-

couragin’ him.”

“I have no objection to your prac-
ticing if you will go into the wopds.
You can hear the robins there, and
can learn faster.”

This, on the whole, seemed reasona-
ble to Jerry, and from that time,
much to the relief of his aunt and
grandmother he transferred his prac-
ticing from the house to the woods.

More than once he consoled himself
with the reflection, Any way I can
whlstle louder'n Wren.’

In a few weeks he felt that he had
made a good deal of progress.

He had imitated the robin as well
as he could, and one day he invited
some of his boy frdends into the flelds
to hear him.

A cat was leisurely walking across
the fleld.

““There, Jerry,” sald one of his boy
friends, ‘‘there’s a chance to try your
skill. Cats llke robins. Just Imitate
and see” what effect it will have

t.’

This struck Jerry as a good {dea

He tuned up and began to imitate
as he concelved the vocal treble of a
robin.

The cat listened for a moment as
if startled, then turned and ran wildly
up the necrest tree.

Jerry's friends burst out laughing.

“You’'ve scared the cat,” they said.

No,” returned Jerry fproudly.
“She’s run up the tree after the
robin.”

CHAPTBR XV.
WREN ASSISTS AT A BIRTHDAY
PARTY.

Though Wren had first appeared be-
fore the public only as a substitute
for Miss Plerce, his success induced
Professor Harrls to continue his whis-
tling as a permanent feature of his
entertainments.

He was justified In doing so, as
wherever Wren went he was favora-
bly received.

This was widoubtedly due in part
to his youth. Had he been a man of
middle age he would hardly have in-
spired so much Interest.

At Syracuse, after the evening en-
teratinment was concluded, a boy
pressed forward and ascended the
platform to thz stage.

“Did you wish to speak with me?"”
asked Professor Harris.

“No, s¥. I wish to speak to Mas-
ter Wren Winter.”

'he professor was somewhat sur-
prised, but pointed to Wren, who was
standing near by.

“My mother would like to see you,
Master Winter,”” said the boy.

“Where is she?”

“I will take you to her.”

Quite in the dark as to what was
wanted, Wiren followed his guilde half
way down the hall te where a richly
dre:sed lady was still eitting In her
seat,
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“This is the boy whistler, mother.”

“How long do you remain in Syra-
cuse, Master Wren?" asked the lady
wnh a gracious smile.

“Two nights more, madam."

“I will tell you at once my object in
sending for you. My son Carl is to
have a birthday pacty tomorrow even-
ing. We shall have a considerable
number of young people, and wish to
provide a satisfactory entertainment
for them. It has occurred to me that
it would be especially appropriate to
have a boy performer. Are you open
to an engagement?”

“Yes, madam, that is, #f it will not
inte-fere with the professor.”

“‘Suppose you ask Professor Harris
to speak with me on the subject.”

Wren bowed and soon reappeared
with the professor.

“I understand you would like to
obtain Wren's services for tomorrow
evening,” he sald.

“Yes, if you have no objection.”

“I shall have no objection if it does
not inta: l’ere with my evening per-
formance.”

*“I will see that it does not. At
what time can you spare him?

“At half past nine.”

The lady bowed.

“At half past nine,” she said, “a

carriage will be at the door to bring
him to my house.”

As she spoke she handed a card to
Wren, bearing the name

MRS. MARK CONRAD.

“You will be nendy"' she salid.

“Yes, madam.’

“Wren, you did not make any bar-
gain as to the price you are to re-
ceive,” sald the professor.

“I thought it better to leave that
to the lady’s generosity. Of oourse

rofessor, as I am in Yyour service,
I shall be willing to share with you.’”

“No, no, Wren, don't think I am
such a money grabber. Outside of the
entertainment your time i{s your own,
and anything you can make extra
1 shall not grudge you. You are a
poor boy, and you will find the money
of service.”

“Yes, sir, that is true. However, I
don’t suppose it will be much.”

“How much do you expect?’

“A couple of dollars, perhaps.”

“I feel sure you will receive more.
By the way you had better buy youw-
self a new necktie. The one you are
wearing is somewhat frayed. Have
you a pair of kid gloves?”

“No, sir; I never owned a palr in
my lite.”

“Then buy a pair. For my sake as
we}} as your own you want to appear
well.”

Wren had only recently purchased
a dark suit out of money saved from
his salary, so that he felt moderately
c?nﬂdem of making a good impres-
sion.

The r2>xt evening after his last
appearance and before the entertain-
ment was concluded, he ran down
stairs and found a hack walting at
the door.

*“Is this Mr. Wren Winter?” asked
nhe ca:b driver.

“Then jump into the carriage.”

Wren did so. In about fifteen min-
utes the carriage came to a stop.

The door was opened, and Wren
found himself in front of a large and

me house, blazing with lights.

“Is this Mrs. Conrad’s house?’ he
inquired.

‘“Yes, sir.”

Wren ran up the steps and rang
the bell.

The door was opened by C:vl, who
said joyfully, “I am glad you have
come. Come up stairs wllh ,me to the
gentlemen’s dressing room.’

Up a* broad staircase Wren fol-
lowed his young guide to a large
room on the third floor.

“Now take off your coat and spruce
up before the glass,” sald Carl, laugh-
ing. “Everybody will be looking at
you. However, you are used to be-
ing looked at.”

"Yes in a pubkc hall,
party.

“Oh, T guess you'll do.”

“_"ren did not take long to ‘‘spruce

but not at a

He followed Carl down stairs. At
the entrance to the drawing room
Mrs. Conrad was awaiting him.
“We are all glad to see you, Mas-

ter Winter,” she said, ‘‘and we shall
soon want hear you. I will give
you a little time to rest, while my

daughter Grace plays on the pilano.”

But for Wren’s experience in ap-
pearing before the public for a
month, he would have felt {1l at
ease.

As it was, though he knew that all
were looking at him with interest
and curfosity, he managed to appear
cool and composed.

When his turn came, he whistled
a popular ak in his best style.

Only a few of the young people
present had attended the professor's
entertainment, and his performance
was new to them.

There was quite a tempest of ap-
plause when he concluded.

“Now, Wren,” said Carl, who by
this time felt very well acquainted,
“I am going to take you round and
introduce you to some of the young
ladies. Can you dance?’

“Not very well. I have danced
the lanclers once or twice.”

“Then I will introduce you to my
sister. She will get you through.”

Grace was a pretty girl a year and
a half older than Carl. She was
very graclous to Wren, whom she
privately thought a very nlce looking
boy.

“Doesn’t it make you tired to
whistle?” she asked.

“No,” enswared Wren. “Sometimes
I am afraid it will make those who
hear me tired.”

“You needn’t be afraid of that. I
can’'t say as much for Carl, however.
His whistling has made me tired more
than once.”

“Who’s talking about me?”
Carl, who came up just then.

“Your sister doesn’t seem to appre-
clate your whistling,” said Wren.

“‘She doesn’'t appreciate me any
way. If I was somebody, else’s brother
she'd think more of me.”

“Perhaps so,”” smiled Grace.

Presently Wren was asked to whis-
tle again.

This time he gave his imitation of
the robin’'s song, and it was received
with enthusiasm.

‘“We are going to have an acting
charade, Wren,” said Carl, “and we
shall want you to take part.”

“If it is anything I can do.”

“‘Oh yes, it Is quite simple.”

“You must tell me what to do.”

The word selected was pat-«on-age.
The first syllable was played by Carl
and Wren.

Carl took the part of an Irishman
fresh from the ‘ould sod,’” who was
in search of employment. Wren filled
the role of a farmer to whom the
emigrant applied for employment.

The performance was impromptu
amli] both boys acquitted themselves
well.

After the charade came the supper—
which the young people enjoyed, and
Wren as well, for he had been at
work through the evening.

After supper Carl played a plece on
the violin. He was not a fine per-
fcrmer but appeared to good advan-
tage.

Then Wren was asked to whistle
“Home, Sweet Home,”” which he did
to the general satisfaction.

It was now twelve o'clock, and the
party broke up.

As they were all young people it
was thought that this was quite late
enough to stay.

Wren went up stairs to get ready
to depart.

“I'm ever 80 glad you were with
us tonight,” said Carl.

“I am very glad to have come.’

‘“Where do you go next?

“We expect to push on to Buffalo,
stopping at all the places of any im-
portance.”

“Do you think you shall come back
to Syracuse?”

“I don’t know what the professors
plans will be.’

“Ir you do you must be sure to call

us.

“I will,” saild Wren, warmly clasp-
ing the hand of his young host.

At the foot of the stairs Wren met
Mrs. Con .

“I am very much obliged to you for
coming to us this evening,” she sald
with a smile. “Just slip this into
your pocket.”

She presented him with a sealed en-
velope which he took with a bow.

hack was walting outside. Wren
gave the name of his hotel and was
quickly whirled there.

When he arrived he found Profes-
sor Harris up and waliting for him.

“Did you have a pleasant evening?”
he asked.

“Tip top,” answered Wren.

“Did you get two dnllars""
the professor with a smile.

“I don’'t know. I'll =oon find out.”

He opened the envelope and found
twenty five dollars in bills.

He stared at the money in amaze-
ment.

“Could Mis. Conrad have meant to
glve me so much?”’ he said,

asked

asked

“Oh, yes. 1 ocongratulate you on
your good fortune. Wren.’

CHAPTER XVL
WREN'S UNCLE GETS NEWS OF

More than once in the little farm-
ing town in Maine from which Wren

had emigrated to the city Ephraim
Train and his wife Sally had wondered
what become of the absent
nephew.

As they sat by the kitchen fire one
evening Mrs. Train sald: “Father, I
was dreamin’ of Wren last night.”

‘““Were you, wife?"”’

“Yes. wonder where In creation
he is. How long is it since he went
away?”’

‘““Three months, Sally

“So I thought. It's a wonder we
don’t hear anything of him."

‘““Mebbe he hasn’t money enough to
pay for the paper and postage stamp.”

“Very likely. He’'s a rollin’ stone,
and as the Blble says, rollin’ stones
gather no moss."

Mrs. Winter was somewhat mixed
about the proverb, which it is safe to
say she woulMd have had great diffi-
culty in locating in the Bible.

“Wren has made his bed and he
must lie on it,” said Ephraim Train
shortly. “If he had minded what 1
told him, and stayed at home he'd
never have suffered for a meal of
victuals, nor a bed. As it is, thare's
no knowin' what's happened to him."

“If I thought the poor boy had suf-
fered it would make me feel bad,”
sald soft hearted Aunt Sally.

“It's his own fault, wife.”

“It may be =80, but young peop]e
will be young people. You can’t ex-
pect old heads on young shoulders.
Do you think Wren is in New York?"

“I expect so. The idea of a boy like
him goin’ to New York! I was young
once myself, Sally, but I didn't go
u-apeslng off to New York.”

“That’'s »o, Ephraim. You was a
very sensible boy.”

“So I was, Sally,” said her husband
complacently. “I knew what's what
even if I was a boy. Here I am sixty
seven years old and I've always had
a roof over my head, three full meals
of victuals a day, and a little money
in the bank. I reckon thats more’'n
Wren will be able to say.'

“I wish I could see the boy again.
Do you think it would do any good
to write to him, and tell him he can
always find a home at the farm?"

‘““Where would you direct, Sally?"

“I don't know. I might direct to
New York.”

‘“There’s a sight of people in New
York, and the post office folks
wouldn’t be Hkely to know anything
of a sixteen year old boy there.”

“What do you suppose Wren is doin’
to make a livin?”

“Hoeing pertatoes, or weedin’
onions,” suggested Mr. Train with a
feeble attempt at sarcasm.

“Well, he knows how to do that,
but I didn't suppose there were many
farms in the city.”

‘“No, there ain’t, you goose. There's
no tellin’ what Wren is doin’. It
won’t be farm work any way.”

“If he’d only write I should feel
better. Sometimes I think we'd ought
not to have let him go. He's only a
young boy, and he’s the only nephew
we've got.”

The good woman’'s remarks were
here broken in upon by the entrance
of a neighbor, Mrs. Silas Higgins, who
was greeted cordially by the old peo-

ple.

With them the visit of a neighbor
was about the only excitement that
Hghtened the dull monotony of their

Hves.

"I'm so glad to see you, Mis' Hig-
gins,” sald Sally Train, who was very
apt to shorten the married title of her
neighbors. ‘“How’s Mr. Higgins?"

““He's pretty smart, only he’s trou-
bled now and then with rheumatlsm."

“I had a touch myself last week.”
said Ephraim. “When a body gets
old he’s sure to have aches and ails.”

“That’s so, Mr. Train. Though I
reckon you have about ﬂfteen years
the advantage of me In ye:ss.”

“It's likely, it's likely. You're quite
a young woman, Mrs. Higgins.”

‘“Thank you, Mr. Train, but I feel
that pa and me are gettin’ into years.
We can’t always be young.’

‘““That's so, but there's some com-
pensations. The young are most
ginerally foolish. Just before you
came in I was talkin’ to Sally about
my nephew, Wren. I warned him
against bein’ a rollin’ stone, but he
would pay no heed to my words. I
haven’t heard a word from him since
he went away.”

“I'm glad you mentioned him, for
I can give you some news of him.”




“You don't sny! What {8 it?" said
Mrs. Traln eagerly.

“I'll tell you how °'twas. I have a
sister in Syracuse, York State, and
now and then she sends us a paper.
One come yesterday, and Fred, he
was the first one to see a paragraph
about Wren.”

“Away off at Syrvacuse? Do tell!”

“Yes. I cut it out, and here it is.”

From a capacious pocket Mrs. Hig-
gins fished out a varlety of articles,
among them a scrap cut from a news-
paper.

“There,” she “sald, ‘‘read that!’

“Please read {it aloud, Mis’
gins."”

Thic was the article.

At Bentley's Hall last evening Pro-
fess-r -ian-is gave one of his popular
pictorial entertainments. The forelgn
& represented by the help of the
ercopticon were very pleasing and
ructive and were received with
vco Dy the large audience.
r1os’. attractive feature of the enter-
sainmen* was the wonderful whistling
Gf \Wren Winter, the Boy Wonder,
whos2 imitations of the robin and
other familiar birds were very natural
and life like. The young whistler was
-tad with round after cound of ap-
vce, and made a most favorable
impression.”

“There, what do you think of that?"
asked Mrs. Higgins.

“Let me see it,” said farmer Traln

Hig-

slowly.

“le studied it over, and ejaculated,
“Yes, it's so. That's just what the
paper says. It's most surprisin’'!’

“‘So 'tis, Ephraim,” said Aunt Sally.
“To think of our Wren standin’ up
beforc a big crowd of people in a
city and whistlin’. What beats me is,
how he ->t the chance. He’'s with a
profescor, 102.”
w1 looke! Trewildered. It was
<> contrary to expectations that
he could (¢’ real t.

“Wren always was a_smart boy,”
sald IIrz. Higgins, “but I didn’t know
he waz such a flne whistler. Fred
says hc used to whistle a good deal
when 12 was home. I wonder if the
professor pays him well.”

I never thought anybody would get
pay for whistlin’,”” said farmer Train.
“It's a strange business.”

*So it Is, but if there’s money in
it, you can’t blame the boy.”

“J wish Wren would write and tell
uz how he got the chance. After all,
Ephraim, I dunno but Wren is doin’
as well as if he had stayed at home.”

Ephraim Train sald very little, but
sat back cuminating over the surpris-
ing news.

That a nephew of his should become
a public performer, especially =a
nephew that had been brought up in
his own household, and worked by
his side many a day, was wonderful.

In his secret soul the farmer felt
rather proud of a boy that was “writ
about In the papers.”

‘Wren, however, did not know that
any news of his success had reached
his_home In Maine.

He had not written because he did
not think his uncle or aunt would
gympathize with him. They had
branded him as a rolling stone, and
he was not sure but he deserved the
name.

At present he was fortunate enough
to be earning a living and something
over, but he knew that his employ-
ment was not a permanent one. What
would come afterwards he did not

know.

If he filled only a subordinate place
in a wholesale or retail house in the
city where there was a chance to
rise he would feel much surer of the
future.

Still he was enjoying himself. It
was a pleasant time in the year, and
as the professor for the most part
had one night stands, he was con-
stantly on the move.

So they moved slowly from one
place to another along the line of the
New York Central Railroad.

Finally they would reach Buffalo,
and then Wren promised himself a
visit to Niagara.

Ever since he was old enough to
know anything about geography he
had heard about Niagara Falls. He
had frequently seen representations of

them.

In fact the professor had in hislist
of pictures one of the Falls, and this
Wren had seen 80 often that he was
thoroughly familiar with the appear-
ance of the cataract.

At last they reached Buffalo, where
they were to remain a week.

On the morning of the second day
Wren sald, ‘“If you can spare me,
Professor Harris, I will take a run
over to Niagara. Are you thinking
of going, too?”’

Professor Harris shook his head.

.
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“I have seen the Falls a good many
times,”” he said. *“There would be
nothing new for me in them. I have
a few things to do, and a letter to
write to my wife. This will occupy
me while you are away.’

“You can spare me?"’

‘““Yes, but I should like to have you
back by five o'clock in the afternoon.’”’

“All cight, sir. I will be sure to
be back at that time.”

I am not going to give an account
of Wren's visit to Niagara. He
joined a pleasant party, whose acquaint-
ance he formed on the cars, and nad a de-
lightful time seeing the sights in their
company.

He did not forget his promise, but
punctually at five o’clock he stepped
out of the cars.

The professor was waliting for them,
but his manner was agitated.

“What Is the matter? Has
think happened, professor?"”’
‘Wren quickly.

“Yes, Wren,”” answered his em-
ployer in a broken voice. ‘“The hall
in which we exhibit has burned down,
and all my views are burned with it.”’

(This story will be continued in the new
monthly form of THE ARGOSY. See notice
on editorial page.)

LT %is Story began in No. 58.)
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CHAPTER XXV. °
THE MYSTERIOUS ENGLISHMAN.

Had the huts that lined the street
been of the ordinary construction, es-
cape from the death trap would have
seemed simple enough. But, instead
of standing apart, they were bulilt
compactly together.

There was not a crevice between
them that a dog could have squeezed
through.

‘“‘Back, you rascals!” cried Pieter,
as the panic stricken Ashantees trled
to rush past him.

“I'm afraid it's all up with us, Car-
imoo,” he added. “There’'s nothing
left but to fight.”

“We'll do that well,” muttered Raf-
fles.

He lifted his rifle and poured a
volley into the advancing Basongos.

Then Fulke and Clegg fired, but
with no visible effect.

“We no die yet,” exclaimed Car-

imoo. “Break house down—go in
next street. See!"

He dashed at the right hand line
of huts, and lifted his massive club.
Crash! down went the wall of
thatched mud.

‘“’Urrah,” yelled Raffles; and the
otha's joined in heartily, as they

swarmed in a body through the gap

The hut was empty and Iin dark-
ness. The rear wall was speedily de-
molished by ride blows. Thus a path
was forcibly broken for fifty yards,
and when the fugitives emerged on a
narrow street they found the coast
clear in front and behind.

No doubt the flames had checked
the advance of the Basongos and
compelled them to turn back.

“They will soon be at our heels
agaln,” cried Pleter. *“On, Carimoo.
No time to lose.” .

Tha fueitives sped from atreet to
street. Bvery moment they expected
to be cut off, ®or the howlirg and
velling of the Basongos now came
from all quarters.

The conflagration was evidantly
sv¢oading. The tky was ruddy with
sparks and the reflection of the
flames.

Snddenly half a score of negroes
swarmed into the street from a cross
thoroughfare. twenty yards in front
of the fugitiver. They blocked the
and  hurling

way, velling flercely
spears,
‘“We can’t turn back, men.” cried

Fulke, who was in the lead with Cari-

moo. “We must fight our way for-
ward. Give them a volley.”

““That’s right, lad,” shouted Pleter,
from the rear. “All togethes, now.
Ailm low when you fire.”

The little band halted. The next in-
stant the rifles cracked. Half of the
negroes fell, and the survivors bolted

down the cross street with wild
yells.
“Well done,” cried Fulke. “The

way is clear. Forward, men.”

Just as the words left his lips a
shrill voice rang out in tones of en-
treaty from a large, conical hut, in
front of which the party had stopped.

“Help! help! I am an Englishman
like yourselves. Help me for the love
of——

A dull blow and a snarl of anger
cut short the appezal.

For an Instant Pieter and his com-
panions were stupefled by amazement.
They could scarcely believe that they
had heard aright. *

Then, blind to their perilous situa-
tion, they dashed at the hut.

“There is an English prisoner heie,”
cried Fulke. “We must rescue him.”

He lifted his rifle and struck furi-
ously at the door. Before he or the
others could repeat the blow, a spear
whizzed through the thatch, narrowly
missing Raffles’ head.

The besiegers fell back a little.

“Batter in the wall,”” roared Pie-
ter. *All hands to the attack.”

But just then a howling mob of
Basongos entered the street a short
distance in the rear. They spled the
fugitives, and made at them sav-
agely.

“Too late,’” cried Fulke.
taln death to linger.”

“Aye, that’s right,” responded Pie-
ter. “Forward now, lively.”

The attack on the hut was reluct-
antly abandoned, and the flight for
freedom began anew.

On sped pursuers and pursued, the
gap between them constantly grow-
ing less.

From the rear Pieter and Raffles
fired intermittently.

Fulke's brain was in a whirl as he
ran along by the side of Clegg and
Carimoo. He could think of nothing
but the wretched Englishman whom
they were leaving behind in captlvity.
That pitiful appeal for heip still rang
in his ears.

“Do you know anything of the man,
Carimoo?' he panted. “Who he Iis,
or how he came here?’

Carimoo shook his head. How to
escape the Basongos was the only

“It is cer-

question that concerned him just
then.
““Ask Ruba,” insisted Fulke. ‘“He

will surely know all about it.”

At that very instant a long spear
came whizzing from the open door
of a hut on the left side of the street.
It passed through Ruba’'s body from
side to side, and the poor fellow
rolled over with a gasping cry.

Thus ended all hope of learning the
Englishman's identity.

There was no time for vengeance.
Those behind trampled Ruba’s body
under foot.

Madly the little band sped on from
street to street, ably guided by Cari-
moo.

Finally a turning hid the howling
mob of Basongos, and a moment later
the north gate of the town loomed
up in front. It was unguarded, and
the panting and exhausted fugitives
staggesred through.

Fear of pursuit drove them on until
the flames of the burning town and
the yelling of the bloodthirsty in-
habitants were out of sight and hear-
ing.

Then, in single file, and clinging to
one another, they followed Carimoo
through the pitchy black jungle,
heedless of lacerating thorns and
sharp spear grass.

Bulo was half a dozen miles behind
when the weary men sank down on
the bank of a tiny stream. They
oould go mno farther, and after
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quenching their thirst they fell into
a deep sleep.

Providence watched over the fu
tives that night, and kept them safe
from savage men and animals. They
woke at the first streak of daylight,
feeling refreshed and strong.

They breakfasted on fruits and b '

ries, and then briefly discussed theil
future plans.

“We must travel as many miles as
possible today,” declared Pieter. “By
this time pursuing parties have no
doubt started from Bulo. Bango will
spare no palns to kill you, Carimoo."

The negro’s eyes flashed.

“Me be king some day,” he sald,
doggedly.

“I'm afraid not,” replied Pleter.
“You are no match in cunning and
deviltry for your bloodthirsty cousin.
You will be simply throwing your life
away if you attempt to recover the
throne.”

For a time Carimoo would not be
convinced, but he was finally led to
see the wisdom of Pleter’s advice.

““Me no go back to my people,” he
said. “Let Bango be king. Me show
you diamond mountain. Then me 80
long to big sea. You take me on iron
ship. Me stay with you uns.”

“That you shall,” exclaimed Pie-
ter heactily. “It is a wise cholce, Car-
imoo. Instead of being burled allve
in the heart of Africa you shall see
foreign lands and cities.”

‘“Won’t 'e open 'is eyes when ’e gets
to Lunnon?” sald Raffles. “An’ won't
we cut a swell with our diamonds?”

“Provided John Japp don’t steal a
march on us,” replied Clegg, “and we
don’'t fall into the hands of the
Basongos. I'm mostly worried about
Japp. He must have met Bango's
‘hunting party this side of the Kong
Mountains. We may run across him
any time.”

“We won’t bonrow trouble,” said
Pleter. “With Carimoo to guide us
we ought to reach the diamond
mountain before the Arabs. If we are
80 unlucky as to stumble upon them
we'll fight for all we‘re\worth. For
my part I think it more than likely
that Japp and his band will be picked
off by the Basongos whileé crossing
the forest.”

“I hope 80, farvently replied Clegg.
“That will remove the greatest dan-
ger from our path.

‘““There s little else to fear,” said
Pleter. ‘“Once we get the diamonds
we can take a different route to the
coast.”

‘““And leave that Englishman to his
fate?”’ exclaimed Fulke Indignantly.
““That would be a cowardly thing.”

“Softly, softly, my lad,” replied
Pieter. ‘“There are no cowards here.
I admire your spirit, but not your
thoughtlessness.

‘“Will one life balance all of ours?
Gladly would I save that poor fel-
low if it were possible. But to ven-
ture near Bulo again would be cer-
tain death. It is not a pleasant sub-
Ject. It were best not to talk of it
furthee.”

“Forgive me,” sald Fulke. “I spoke
rashly. I see now that you¥are right.
But it is hard to leave a fellow coun-
tryman to such a fate.”

‘“‘Bitter indeed,”” replied Pieter.
‘“Yet there is no other course.”

‘“The man may be beyond help,”
spoke up Clegg. ‘‘Some one struck
him brutally when he appealed to
us. The blow may have killed him.”

“It was a marciful release then,”
replied Fulke. ‘I should feel easter
if I knew that the poor fellow was
dead.”

Here the conversation ended, and a
moment later the party were thread-
ing the fastnesses of the great forest.

But their thoughts were with the
mysterious captive in the distant jun-
gle town.

CHAPTER XXVI
IN THE VALLEY OF THE FIVE
PEAKS.

For three days the fugitives trav-
eled through this continuation of the
mighty forest of Walgara
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They were constantly in & glodm
that was as deep as twilight. Rarely
did they catch a glimmer of the blue
&y overhead.

s At night, not daring to build fires,
they protected their camp from wild

orest, fruit, nuts, and edible roots.

- ol ts by a hedge of thorn bushes.
. ey subsisted on the products of the

e
LY

~ Happlly no vengeful Basongos am-
buscaded them, or crossed thelr
path; nor did they encounter John
Japp and his band.

The third day found them all well,
and in good spirits. They were hope-
ful of accomplishing their quest with-
out further bloodshed.

That mcrning, Pleter ventured to
shoot a small deer and a brace of
jungle fowl. For the first time a fire
was built, and the hungry men dinea
on savory flesh.

As the day wore on without a break
in the deunse forest. a fover of anxi-
ety and Impatience selzed every
theart. The conviction that they were
lost became stronger.

Long before this the cluster of
mountains should have been reached.

The Ashantees rebelled and uttered
mutinous words. They were home-
sick and weary..

Even Pleter was a little despond-
ent.

“The compass shows that we have
been traveling due east’” he said,
“but we may easily have passed the
mountains without knowing it. They
did not look to be far from Bulo, yet
the town is now sixty miles behind
us—if not more. However, distances
in Africa are deceptivee. We will
push on for another day.”

The worst of it was that Carimoo
was evidently perplexed. He marched
stolidly at the head of the column,
and merely shook his head when
questioned.

80 the hours slipped by until mid
afternoon. Then a queer shaped €ock
by the side of the path brought Carl-
moo to a sudden halt.

Evidently he had found a familiar
jandmark. He uttered a shout of joy,
and dashed on at a run.

The others kept pace with him as
best they could.

Soon a low, roaring sound fell on
their ears. It grew louder and
neacer.

Then the jungle and the dense for-
est of trees fell away so abruptly
that all eyes were dazzled by the
sudden glare of light.

It was a truly wonderful and majes-
tic scene that now lay open before
the weary travelers.

They stood on the bank of a swift
and narrow torrent that brawled over
rocks and reefs. Looking to the
southward, In which direction the
torrent flowed, they saw its blue
waters glide between two gigantic
mountains, whose shape was thatof
a bullet.

Their altitude could not have been
less than eight thousand feet. For
half that distance they rose sheer,
and then sloped to a conical point.

They stood so close together that
a stone could easily have been thrown
across the gorge through which the
stream made its way.

Between these twin mountains the
most marvelous sight of all was visi-
ble. Here a third bullet-shaped cone
reared itself to an even loftier atti-
tude.

It seemed to block the farther side
of the gorge, leaving no space for
the torrent to swirl by.

For two thirds of the way up it
was covered with vegetation and tim-
ber of the richest green. The conlcal
peak was of bare rock that glistened
and sparkled like myriads of dia-
monds in the drooping rays of the
sun. Beyond this mountain a brief
glimpse was had of the sloping sides
of two others—making five in all.

For several minutes not a word was
spoken. Even the rude Ashantees
were awed hy the majestic splendor
of the scene.

Then Pieter drew a long breath.
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WPhese are the peaks we saw from
the Kong Mountains,” he said, ‘‘the
same that are marked on your lost
map, Clegg. Look! they are five in
number!"” .

“And the one in the middle is the
diamond mountain,” exclaimed Fulke.
“Eh, Carimoo?”’

“There be diamonds,”” replied the
negro. ‘““Me say me bring you uns
here. Me no lose the way.”

“Diamonds!”’ muttered Raflles, in
a tone of intense rapture. ‘' ’'Andsful,
pocketsful, bushdls of ’em. Why, I'll
buy up Lunnon, and live in the Man-
sion ’ouse.”

“We haven't got them yet,” said
Pleter, in a quiet tone. “We don't
know to a certainty that they are
there, though we have good reason to
think so.”

Tuvening to Carimoo, he added:

“What do we do next? Is there a
footpath through yonder gorge?"

. The negro shook his head.

“No go on dry land,” he saild. “You
uns wade in water. Only get wet
here,” and he held one hand level

‘“Me show eyou how
Much good place

with his waist.
reach mountain.
there for camp.”

“It might be worse,” replied Pleter.
“Diamonds would be cheap if we only
had to swim for them. Go ahead,
Ceiimoo. The sun is getting low, and
we'll want to dry our clothes and
hunt a snug camp before dark.”

“It would be just my luck to drown
in sight of a fortune,” muttered Raf-
fles, with a rueful glance at the tor-
rent, “but I can stand it if the rest
can.”

He fell in line with his companions,
who were already following Carimoo
down the pebbly shore of the stream.

A steady tramp of less than half a
mile brought them to the gorge. Here
further advance by land was stopped.

From each side of the stream rose
the dizzy mountain wall, sparsaly clad
with vines, and plants, and bright
colored flowers. Foothold there was
none—not even for a cat.

Carimoo promptly led the way into
the water, which was bitterly cold.
With many shivers the others came
after him.

They kept as close as possible to
the right hand wall of the gorge. In
single file they waded slowly down
stream. The depth was variable.
Now they splashed through knee
deep shallows; now they were sub-
merged to their breasts.

Happily the current was not 8o
swift as it looked. The bottom, how-
ever, was of shiny rocks that made
secure footing difficult.

Kalcalll was the first to meet disas-
ter. Just as his scared face bobbed
under, his uplifted rifle was snatched
by Clegg, who was directly behind
him.

“Well done,’” applauded Pieter.
“Keep your guns and ammunition
&y, at all hazards.”

“Ugh!” cried Kalcalli, as he came
to the surface and spat the water
from his mouth.

He recovered his footing, and there-
after waded very gingerly.

Another of the Ashantees had a
similar experience, and then it came
Raffles’ turn. He struck an invisible
pool, and disappeared completely—
rifle and all.

He swam to the shallows, and shook
himself like a dog.

“Just my luck,” he observed. “I
can’t get any wetter now, so I'll take
the lead, and show you chaps ‘ow
to steer clear of the ’oles.”

This he did so effectively that no
more of the party were ducked.

They followed the turbulent stream
deeper and deeper into the marrow
gorge. On seaching the outlet they
mounted a flat rock in mid channel,
and lingered a moment to enjoy the
fresh prospect In front of them.

It was a most entrancing sight.

Forty or fifty yards below, a trian-
gular spit of 1land, cover>1 with
great trees and lodse eocks. jutted un
stream from the base of the dlamond

mountain, On this the current split
itself, and swirled away to right and
left. The two branches evidently
came together again on the lower
side of the mountain, thus making it
an island.

The twin mountains from which the
party had just emerged dropped their
rounded bases Into deep, wooded ra-
vines—one on the right hand of the
stream, and one on the left.

Across these ravines towered the
lower pair of peaks, only a portion
of which were visible. Here the tor-
rent doubtless had its outlet.

Truly the diamond mountain was
well guarded. A circle of foaming
water lapped its base, and the four
hoary peaks, like grim sentinels, shut
it in from the outer wonld.

“A fit place for treasure,” declared
Pleter. “I have seen no stranger
slght In all my wanderings. Come,
while the daylight lasts we must
choose a camp. Sleep and food are
needed before we can probe the
secrets of yonder diamond peak.” .

He stepped off the rock, and led
his companions toward the spit of
land.

They waded on through shoals and
pools, struggling hard to stand agalinst.
the now swifter current.

When the goal was very near, the
deep ravine to the westward opened
on their view.

At the mouth, whare the torrent
brawled under overhanging trees, a
great tawny beast swddenlv appenred.

“A lion!” exclaimed Fulke, and up
went his rifle to his shouilder.

Pieter quickly caught the weapon.

“Stop, lad. Don’'t fire,”” he sald.
“We don't know what enemies may
be lurking near. When success is so
nearly at hand we must increase in-
stead of relax our caution.”

“It is a splendld shot,” replied
Fulke regretfully. “I have always
wanted to kill a lon.”

As he spoke the brute uttered a
sullen roar, and bounded into the
thicket. .

An exclamation of delight from
Raffles now turned all eyes to the
diamond mountain.

Thousands of feet overhead the bar-
ren, rocky peak glistened like gold
in the last ray of the sun that
stwreamed down the ravine.

“A good omen,” shouted Clegg.

“It means that the diamonds are
ours,” added Raffles.

Hardly were the words spoken when
the sunlight vanished, and a somber,
purple shadow stained the peak.

“Look,” said Pieter, in a solemn
tone. ‘“God grant that the change
presages no misfortune!”’

A chill seemed to strike every heart.

In gloomy silence the little band
waded on. The air had suddenly be-
come bitter with the breath of even-
ing. They shivered at every step.

Now, the water shallowed, and they
planted their feet on firm ground at
the place where the current split.

CHAPTER XXVIIL
UP THE MOUNTAIN.

The preparations for the night’s
camp had a cheering effect on the
gloomy spirits of the treasure seek-
ers. From the point of the triangu-
lar spit of land to the base of the
mountain was less than one hundred
yards.

The intervening space was a perfect
tangle of trees, undergrowth, and
masses of rock. Amid all this, the
only sign of life was the flocks of
birds of hriliant plumage that flew
up with startled cries.

“We need not fear snakes or wild
beasts,” sald Pieter. ‘“They have no
way of reaching the island.”

Carimoo led the party to the very
bage of the mountain, and showed
them a narrow oleft, plercing the
solid rock.

“You uns make camp here,’” he
eaid.

The othars looked at the spot du-
biously. The Ashantees drew back
with scared faces.

“1 don't admire yout taste, Carl-
moo,” 82id Pieter. “We won't be
hasty, thoug’.. I'll have a look at the
place before deciding.”

He fashioned a torch from some of
the resinous wood that was scattered
about, and when it was lit he ad-
vanced into the cleft, followed by all
except the Ashantees.

It was wide enough for two to
walk abreast. Six feet from the
mouth a single sharp turn ushered
the party into a smell cifcular cav-
ern.

No other outlet was visible. The
light of the torch revealed scattered
wood, heaps of drled grass, and a
few whitened bones—traces of native
occupancy in the past.

Pleter hastily led his companions
outside.

“I don’t seem to breathe right in
there,”” he said. ‘‘This bit of a clear-
ing here is as safe a camping place
as we want. The heavy undergrowth
will hide the light of our fire. Evsn
if Japp’'s band should be in the vicin-
ity they won’t advance by night.”

Pleter's choice was approved, and a
fire was soon blazing between two
stones. Broiled deer meat, and fruits
gathered in the forest that day, made
a savory meal for the hungry men.

While the others collected the
night’'s supply of wood, and boughs
for bedding, Kalcalll and Rafles
cleaned and dried their guns.

There was little inclination for talk
or merriment. The task of the mu-
row engrossed the thoughts of all.

Carimoo was more than usually si-
lent. There was a strange look of
uneasiness on his dusky face. He
started at every little sound.

The Ashantees, on the contrary,
were In fairly cheerful spirits. They
had been told that their long jour-
ney was over, and that they would
probably be on their way back to
the coast in n day or two.

Guards were set, and the constantly
replenished fire kept the chill air
from the sleepers. The night passed
without alarm.

At the first flush of dawn the camp
was astir. While the scanty break-
fast was being prepared Fulke and
Clegg followed the base of the moun-
tain as far as they could go—first to
the right and then to the left.

Both times they were stopped by a
wall of vegetation that dropped sheer
into the torrent.

“I would like to see what is on
the other side of the mountain,” said
Clegg.

“No doubt it is like this side—a
strip of flat gound,” replied Fulke.
“We can't find out unless we wade.
and I'm not in the humor for that.”

“Nor 1,” assented Clegg.

So they returned to camp, their
appetites all the keener for the brief
stroll in the misty air. -

After breakfast Pleter tightened his
ammunition belt and shouldared his
rifle.

“Carimoo,” he sald, ‘“we are ready.
The time has come to keep your
promise and show us the diamonds.”

“Me show you way,” repded the
negro, ‘‘me tell you how. Me no g»
long you uns.”

“You won't go with us, eh?’ ques-
tioned Pieter, in amazement. “How
is that?"”

With an expression of supernatural
fear the negro pointed upward.

“BEvil Spirit live on top of Moun-
tain,” he whispered. ‘“Eat black
mens—no harm white mens. Carimo>
stay here. You vuns go.”

At this the credulous and supersti-
tious Ashantees burst Into wailine
cries. They threw down their guns
and squatted on the ground.

They intimated. through Kalcalli.
that untold wealth would not induce
them to budge a foot up the moun-
tain. Kalcalli took the same attitud..
though on all othes occasions he hal
been brave enough.

Pleter and his friends exchanged
glances of consternation.

“I thought you had stopped believ-



ing In such nonsense, Carimoo,” said

Fulke. *“Come, be sensible, and go
with us. No Evil Spirit shall harin
you.”

But the negro’'s faith in the barbar-
ous superstitions of his people was
deeply rooted. He obstinately refused
to ascend the mountain.

“By the Ggeat Mogul, this is vexa-
tious,” exclaimed Pieter, half angrily.
‘“No use to waste words on the fel-
low, or on these cowardly Ashantees.
We will leave them behind, and go
ourselves. Point out the way, Cari-
moo, and tell us how to find the
diamonds.”

Without hesitation the negro led his
four white companions a short dis-
tance to the right along the base of
the mountain. Then he stcpped, and
parted the heavy undergrowth with
his hands, revealing a narrow path
that wound steeply upward beneath
the tangled covering of the cliff.

‘“Jove! must we tackle that?"
claimed Fulke.

“It’'s llke climbin’
‘ouse,” added Raflles.

Pieter lifted his head, and starel
blankly at the towering bulk of the
mountain, whose peak was now {l-
luminated by the rising sun.

“Do you mean to say that the
diamonds are up there?’ he asked.

Carimoo nodded.

‘““Way up where no trees be,’”” he re-
plied. “Path no be steep all time. It
go this way.”

He made a spiral movement in the
air with his finger.

“Like the steps inside the Lunnon
monument,’”” suggested Raffles.

‘“Exactly,” sald Pleter, ‘or, rather,
like the Tower of Babel.”

Carimoo furthermore explained that
the path circled round and round the
mountain, under the trees and bushes,
until it reached the rocky surface of
the peak. Here, he sald, was a great
split, or cleft, to the inside of which
the diamonds would be found stick-
ing.

He advised his companions to enter
the cleft at midday, when the pres-
ence of the sun overhead made arti-
ficlal light unnecessary.

Pleter walked back a few feet from
the base, and looked up.

““The hole, or whatever it is that
he means, must be on the far side
of the mountain,” he said. ‘It isnot
visible from here, unless it is too
small to see. How,do you happen to
know s0 much about this place, Cari-
moo?”’

““Evil Spirit live in diamond hole,”
replied the negro. ‘“Once my people
worship him. They make this path
80 go up with gifts. Me go long when
only lttle big.”

He held his hand waist high.

*““One day Basongo mens go up.
They never come back. They no back
yet. Den my people no more wor-
ship Evil Spirit."”

‘“You want us to belleve that the
Evil Spirit swallowed the Basongo
men, eh?’ replled Pleter. ‘“That's a
very clever fairy tale. If we find
them we'll bring them back with us.”

“You mno find oms.” said Carimoo
gravely. ‘“White mens no see Evil
Spirit. You uns go careful. Many
bad places be on path.”

“All right,” answered Pleter. “It's
a pretty stiff contract, but I have
no doubt we'll pull through safely.”

He made another backward step.
and fell ignorantly into a concealed
hollow amid the undergrowth. Be-
fore his companions could ald him he
rose and limped forward with a
groan of pain.

“My ankle,” he cried.
terrible wrench.”

Beads of perspiration stool on hls
forehead as he sat down and exam-
ined the injured member.

“Yes,” he declared, “it Is a bad
sprain. Look how it swells. I won’t
be able to travel for several days, at
least. But this need not delay the ex-
pedition. You must go without me.”

Fulke and Clegg looked uneasy.
Raffles stared up at the mountain and
whistled.

ex-

the wall of a

“I gave it a
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“Can’'t we walt until you are bet-
ter?” asked Clegg.

“Decidedly not,” replied Pieter,
“who can tell what will happen in
the meantime. A delay may upset
our plans and cause us to lose the
dlamonds. Moreover this accident is
likely a direct interposition of Provi-
dence in our behalf. If John Japp or
the Basongos should come I will be
here to guard against the danger.”

“‘All right, I'll do my best,” declared
Clegg.

“And so will I,” added Fulke.

“I'm with you,” said Raffles. “We'll
put the job through.”

‘“‘Bravely spoken,’”’ exclaimed Pieter.
‘“‘Start at once, and remember the in-
structions. The mountain s very
high, but its diameter is not great.
You can easily reach the cleft by
midday. Don’t linger more than an
hour, and be sure to be back before
the sun leaves the valley. Off with
you, now. Carimoo will aid me to
hobble back to camp.’”

Hasty good byes were sald, and
hands were warmly clasped.
It was a solemn and impressive

moment. Néne could help but feel
that the parting might be for ever.

With assumed cheerfulness the
three treasure seekers scrambled up
the narrow path, and vanished from
the sight of Pieter and Carimoo. A
short distance ahead they found the
angle of ascent more gradual.

On and on they toiled around the
sheer, circular wall of the mountain.
The dizzy drop below them was mer-
cifully veiled by jutting undergrowth
and young trees that had their coots
in the crannies of the rock. A screen
of follage overhung the narrow and
precarfous path.

They crept along in single file. The
untmost caution was needed to avoid
a fatal misstep.

When they came around to the far
side of the mountain for the first
time, they wa'e, probably three hun-
dred feet from the ground. Here a
rift in the screen of foliage gave
them a clear view.

They saw, at the base of the cliff,
a triangular spit of timbered land
similar to that on the opposite side.
Beyond It the now united branches
of the torrent poured on to the lower
pair of mountains, and vanished in a
gloomy gorge between them.

Suddenly Raffles uttered a hasty ex-
clamation, and clutched Fulke's arm.

“Look!"” he whispered. Do you sea
that?”

(Thig story wll be continued in the new
monthly form of THE ARGOSY. See notice
on editorial page).

KEEPING THE SECRETS OF SCIENCE.

It almost seems, from the way in which
scientific men are in the habit of conceal-
ingtheir meanings from those who dolnot
understand technical terms, that they
were anxious to keep the wonders of
geience to themselves.

During the reign of Emperor Napoleon,
Cuvier, the scientist, went to 8t. Cloud to
visit him. ¢

The emperor sald: *“Monsieur Cuvier,
I am very glad to see you. What did you
do at the Institute last week ?

“We studled the beet sugar question.”

*“Ah ! And whatis the opinion of the
Institute ? Does {t consider that the soil
of Frunce is suited to beet culture ?”

Cuvier seemed to begin at the founda-
tions of the earth, and work up in his
answer. He gave the formation of the
earth, and the particular sort of proto-
plasm beots enme from.

When he had finished, the emperor who
had understood none of his conclusions,
said:

** Ah, Monsleur Cuvier, and do you think
the soil of France suited for beet cul-
ture ?”

Cuvier, wondering a little, began his
story alloveragain. Afterit had reached
its socond ending, the emperor, who was
not always courteous, said:

“Ithank yon very much, sir. Tho first
time I see your colleague Berthollet, T
shall ask him if the Institute considers
the sofl of France suitable for beet cul-
ture,

THE FIRBLIGHT ON THE WALL.
When the frost is on the window
And the snow 1s falling fast,
Driven in a raging maelstrom
By the wildly shrieking blast;
When the night is closing round us
And the chimney fairles call,
Then I love to watch the firelight
As it flickers on the wall.

How it quivers, leaps and dances!
Like 'a spirit of unrest;

Now it grows with wondrous radlance,
Like the sunset in the west;

Then it fades, and somber shadows
Silent, swiftly fall,

And I sigh for the lost splendor
Of the firelight on the wall.

But again it springs in beauty

From the embers’ blinking light,
Brightening Into golden glory

The grim darkness of the night;
And my heart grows warm and ten-

der,

As I sit and watch the light.

And fond memories I recall.

As it fiickers on the wall.

SIR CECIL RHODES.

The prime minister of Cape Colony is a
man about whom people are talking a
great deal just now, He has been called
the third in greatness of living statesmen,
Glndstone and Salisbury alone being
greater.

He has had a career full of romance. He
is only forty years old, but he is enor-
mously rich, and s practically the king of
South Africa.

He is the creator of his own fortunes.
His father was an English clergyman
with the usual large family of children.
Cecil went out to South Africa to seek his
fortune when he was very young.

The dinmond mines were then.con-
trolled by two rival companies. and to
undersell each other, they forced the price
of diamonds down and -lown. Mr. Rhodes
(the Queen had not made him a baronet
then) consolidated these two companles
into a trust, and in return for this service
had a great deal of stock given him. He
went home to England then, and became
interested in politics, but this life became
too tame for him, and he returned to
Africa, where he has been at the head of
affairs ever since.

He is full of ambition—of schemes. It
has been thought ‘that he might free
Africa entirely and become iis president;
but his friends know that his hopes are
different. He dreams of a great British
empire, which will embrace the choice
spots of the globe.

He cannot write well, nor speak well.
He can only think and act. He is one of
the great men of the century.

A CHANGE OF SCENE.

A German officer says that there is
nothing on earth more important and
self sufficient in his knowledge than a
sergeant in the German army. They will
give exact and perfect orders to the men,
but their modes of expression are some-
times inimitable. And then he tells the
story:

Not long ago there wasa total eclipse of
the sun, and the officer in charge of a
certain regiment wanted to explain it to
his men, He sent for his sergeants and
said to them:

“ There will be an eclipse of the sun to-
morrow. The regiment will be drawn up
on the parade ground, if the day is fine.
It it should be cloudy, the men will meet
me in the drill shed as usual.”

The sergeants drew up this order:

“Tomorrow morning. by order of the
colonel, there will be an eclipse of the
sun. The regiment will assemble on the
parade ground, when the colonel will in-
spect the eclinse. If the day is cloudythe
eclipse will take place in the drill shed.”

AN EXPENSIVE PLUME.

Almost always people who have jewels
and possessions of any sort which cost a
great deal of money, can console them-
selves with the thought that the produc-
ing of their toy has given workmen of all
sorts a livelihood. But there is in the
erown of the Prince of Wales a bunch of
feathers which ought to be red.
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It is valued at Nty thousand dollars,
and probably could not be replaced for

that sum, It is made of the tail feuthers .

of the feriwahb, a bird whose Launt is tig
jungles of Indin. The feathors must be
plucked from the lividg bird as they lose
their luster when the bird dies, or so the'
story goes. ° -

The little bunch of feathers represents.
the loss of dozens of lives of the nativ
who were sent in search of them. It tool
twenty years to colleot the number In th
crown.

THE CZAR'S EXPEDIENT.

There is a young woman named Phyllls
Bentley who goes about Europe perform-
ing what appears to be marvelous feats
of strengih. 8he says that the strongest
man ehe has ever seen is the young prince
of Greece, and that the Czar of Russin is
a close second. The Czar takes a deck of
eards in his ingers, and by one twist tears
them in two.

Another story of the great strength of
the Czar is told. While on a return jour-
ney to Bt. Petersburg some time since,
the train bearing the Czar and Czarina
stopped at a small station to allow the
Imperial party to take luncheon, The
daughter of the mayor of the villuge pre-
sented n bouquet of flowers to the em-

ress, but forget to dry the stems. The

zarina, not wishing to soil her white
gloves, hesitated a moment about taking
the flowers, and the sicuation became
emburrassing. The Czar, however, saw a
honvy&vewter late tn the table, picked it
up and twisted it into a holder.

LOOKING OUT FOR SMALL THINGS.

In Philadelphia there is & great and
famous banking house, owned and
managed by the Drexel family.

Its mempers are known all over the
world as men of noble, liberal, philan-
thropie thoughts and acts. One of them,
George Childs Drexel, is the successor of
George Childs, the famous editor of the
Philadelphin * Ledger,” who has recently
d

jed. -

An old Philadelphia tells an anecdote
illustrating the manner in which the
Drexel sons were brought up. Upon one
occasion, returning from the Barbadoes,
he brought back a considerable quantity
of Spanish coins in silver and gold tied
up in small bags, as was the custom, and
had them carried to the old banking
office of the Drexels ou Third Street for

0,

sale.
The bnisf were emptied ont on the coun-
ter and the colns carefully counted and
set aside in separate piles, in order to
culeulate the correct sum for which the
bank check sliould be drawn. After this
was done old Mr, Drexel took from inside
bhis desk one of the feather quill pens then
generally used, and with a sheet of white
paper he slowly swept off that portion of
the counter upon which the coin had
been handled and as cnrefully shook the
paper into a thin box,

he depositor could not see any dust on
the paper, so he smilingly asked Mr.
Drexel what was gnined by the sweepings,
and was greatly astonished at the old
gentleman’s kindly reply : ** Why, young
man, rings me in a clean profit of
$1,000 or $1,600 & year.”

THE WORST OF THEIR KIND,

ﬁlrlend George has gone to Seattln,”
sald the obituary editor to the funny man.
quite seriously.

** Ah,” twittered the !unn; man, *“ what
has he gone to see Attle for?”

I should say,” responded the obituary
editor with grent solemnity, * that he has
gone to Beattle, Wush.”

And tbe funny man felt the gray nratter
!n hlssbgmln slowly congealiug.—~Washing-

on Star,

POPULARIZING S8CIENCE.

Two people were talking science the
other evanlnr. when the germ theory
came under discussion.

"J%st to think we are composed of
germs!” he exclaimed.

“Why, then,” we are all Germans,” said

she.
'?Yen." said he, “oxcept the Irish, acd
they are Mickrobes. —Selected.

THE WRONG HEAD.

A man went into a drug store and asked
for something to cure a headncee. The
druggist held a bottle of hartshorn to his
nose, and he was nearly overpowered by
its pungency. Assoon as he recovered, he
begun to rall at the druggist. * But didn’t
it help your headache ?" asked the apothe-
eury.

¢ {{elp my hendache!” gnsped the man.
“I haven’t any headache. Tt's my wify
that has the headache,"—8elected.

.\
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made a place for the young''massa” to
rest.

Robert began to tell the old negrothe
story of what had occurred at the house,
in the midst of which he was interrupted
by a loud rap on the door.

Whenjt.wns opened Clyde Bogert, his
co peared, and cried out as his
[ ted on Robert:
hatigall this I've just heard back at
se, Rob ? I was ltstening while you

her W, talking, but couldn’t
di nd get Yown stairs in time to pre-
vent your leaving. I followed you here,
for I thought you'd come to old Pete’s
cabin, and I want you to go right back
with me.”

1 can’t do it, Clyde,” said Robert: “ut
loast until my innocence is proved,” and
he proceeded to relate the first part of the
trouble of which Clyde, being asleep at
the time, had not known.

“It’s an outrage!” oried his cousin. I
don’t see how father can be so blind. He
ought to know you better.”

“But the circumstances did appear to
be against me,” said Robert, uncon-
sciously defending his uncle's position.
*You see 1 passed through the library
just when the money was first missed.”

* No matter. Father was very unjust. I
dare say he’s sorry for it by this time.”

Just then the loud barking of a dog
without drew their attention.

“It's Bruno,” sutd Clyde.
have followed me.”

They opened the door, and called the
dog. For some reason herefused to come
in, and the party stepped out to see why
it was.

“Dar's somefin on ’is neck, “‘cried old
Pete, * Brung dat lantern, Abe.”

The boy complied, and as he held up
the light old Pete, who had caught the
dog, cried out in surprise:

*De wallet for shuah!”

“How can that be?" asked Robert,

amagad.
But it was 80; the wallet was tled around
the dog’s neck, and the cousins were 8o
astounded at the unexpected sight that
they found themselves speechless.

Abe held up the lantern while old Pete
bent over the dog to untie the wallet, and,
when a few moments later they all entered
the cabin and examined the contents, the
money was found intact, .

Robert was overjoyed. His innocence
had been established sooner than he had
hoped for, and in a very singular manner.

He could return to his uncle now, and
when both boys started back, Robert was
as anxious to get back as he had been a
short time before to get AwWAay.

‘“He must
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THE RAPTURE OF PURSUING.
No endeavor is in vain;
Its ceward 1s in the doing,
And the rapture of pursuing
Is the prize the vanquished galn.
—Longfellow.

[ This Story began in No. 583.]

A Mountain 'lystery;
OR,
The Miami Conspiracy.
BY W. BERT FOSTER,

Author of *“In Alaskan Waters,” * A Lost
Erpedition,” ctc.

CHAPTER XXII
OSSINIKE GOES ERICSON ONE
BETTER.

For the fraction of a second the
half breed saw Tom with his uplifted
gun, but ere he could open his lips
to utter the yell which trembled upon
them, the stock of Tom's rifle de-
scended with crushing weight upon
his skull.

He dropped the child, swung half
round, and fell to the earth, his
inanimate body rolling down the de-
clivity and failing with a dull splash
into the deep watc under the bank!

Tom had no intention of striking
such a heavy blow and the result ap-
palled him. He rushed to the adge of
the bank and leaned over the pool,
but the half breed had sunk below
the surface and although Tom re-
mained there several moments, the
body did not rise again.

When Tom rose to his feet, feeling
half stunned by the occurrence, and
turned to see If Net had been injured,
he was astonished to find that the
child had disappeared. While he had
sought to rescue the Indian from the
water she had flitted away into the
forest.

“Net!" he called, though hardly
daring to raise his voice to a high
pitch. *“Net! where ara you?"’

But if the girl heard, she made no
sign, nor did a careful search of the
woods in the immediate vicinity re-
veal her whereabouts. Whatever ha-
intention had been upon leaving OLl
Nance’s cabin, she had elther de-
parted to carry it out, or had re-
turned to the hut, frightened from her
purpose by the incident. Having ar-
rived at this decision Tom communed
with himself as to what he should
do_next.

Truly, the quest upon which he, his
father and Dan Cheney had started,
was one full of dangers, and never
had he understood this fact as he did

old

It was near midnight when theyr

now.
t to the half breed had

the house, but Clyde soon roused his
parents, who had just retired again after
the recent exciting episode, and matters
were quickly explained.

Mr. Bogert was overwhelmed with re-
morse. He seized his nephew’s hand. and
exclaimed:

*My boy, an offense like this is hard to
remedy. Ican only say thatI am sorry,
and hope that you’ll forgive me. You
won't lose anything by it, and Ism as
heartily glad to find out I was mistaken
as you can possibly be.”

“But how came the wallet on Bruno's
neck do you suppose ?” asked Mrs. Bo-
gert.

This remained a mystery till the next
day. Then it was discovered that little
Goeorgle Bogert, a youngster of five, had
been playing in the library with the dog,
and, finding the wallet on the desk. had
mischievously tled it around Bruno’s
neck.

Singularly enough it had been there for
hours without anybody seeing it.

WAS HE DROWNED?

Mrs. Wade was In one respect a
“tormentorsome’’ woman to live with,
as her husband expressed 1{t. She
had ‘“no Imagination,” he said, and
“would ask the queerest questions.”
At the supper tahle Mr, nde men-
tioned a traglic circumstance that he
had read that day in the newspaper.
A passenger on a transatlantic
steamer had fallen overboard in
mid ocean and had never been seen

again.

“Was he drowned?”’ asked Mrs.
Wade. ‘““Oh, no; of course not,”” said
Mr. Wade. “But he sprained his
ankle, I belleve.”—TId Bits,

he

made a strong impression upon him;
Indian Joe had been the first person
whom he had ever intentionally in-
jured, and although he did not doubt
for an instant that he had struck the
blow In a righteous cause, still the
occurrence affected him deeply. He
shivered in the night air as though
the chill penetrated his warm coat.

He grasped his rifle more tightly
and glanced nervously about.

For the first time since entering
upon this scouting expedition (and it
could not be doubted that he was well
ql';:ld"(or tho task) he began to get * rat-

The fact was Impressed upon his
mind that his life, as well as those
of his companions, was in great and
imminent danger, for he doubted not
that neither Ossinike and his war-
riors, nor Ericson and his men, would
hesitate an instant to wipe out all
three of the Americans should the
latter oppose them in the least.

Their present position was most
hazardous and Tom felt the necessity
of talking with somebody of riner ex-
perience before he made any further
advance in the matter.

Besides this fact. young DPeterson
had not foreotten what Captain Erie-
son had sald about interviewing the
men aboard the catboat on the fol-
lowing day, and remembering that
Major Peterson was known to the
smuggler, he realized that trouble
would follow if that interview was
not aveocted.

Certainly the first thing to do was
to get out to where the cathoat lay
(she was anchored some distanc2
from the shore with a lantern in her
rigging llke any other honest boat)
and the only way to ge¢t there was
by _swimming.

Having come to this decision. Tom
sought a place on the bank nearly op-
posite the boat, yet well removed

from Old Nance's abode, and prépared
fuo his visit to the disguised Sylph.

Hiding his rifle underneath a fallen
log he removed his clothing, and hav-
ing made a compact bundle of it
placed it In a hollow, covering the
spot with leaves. Then approaching
the water he was about to slip into
it when a sound above him on the
ridge drew his attention.

It was a repetition of that low, sil-
very note which had rung through
the forest twice already that evening,
and Tom remembered with a shudder
that it was the dead half breed who
had previously uttered the welrd
sound.

Had some of the Indians returnsd
to the vicinity and were they valnly
signaling _their _ ally, Indian  Joe?
Tom dared not leave the spot with-
out investigating.

He brushed away the leaves which
hid his bundle of clothing and dressed
as quickly as possible. ‘The ticking
of his watch as he slipped on his
vest reminded him to look at_ the
time plece; it lacked but half an hour
of midnight. It had been but little
more than two hows before that he
had witnessed the meeting of Indian
Joe and the Miaml runner; could ft
be possible that Ossinike and his
band had been summoned within this
short space of time, and were they
about to fall upon the smugglers and
capture Jack Hardwick?

Tom was filled with apprehension as
the low, sweet signal note again
broke the silence of the night.

But if his suspicions were justified,
what were the Indians doing about
OM Nance's cabin? Surely they did
not think that Jack was held pris-
onc~ there, for Indlan Joe would have
told them differently.

Then Dan Cheney’s note came to
his mind and he could not help won-
dering it Jack really was confined in
the cabin, all indications to the con-
trary notwithstanding. But he was
hardly willing to accept the theory.

He was fully dressed by this time
and picking up his rifle advanced tow-
ards the cabin, taking up a position
as near to it as he dared.

He not waited five minutes
when to his surprise, not to say ter-
ror, a fille of at least twenty Indlans,
all naked to the walist and armed
with rifles and long knlves, stepped
out of the forest and approached the
cabin door. They had evidently de-
spaired of meeting Joe, and had taken
matters into their own hands.

Without an instant's hesitation the
leader pressed hie shouldsr against
the door and putting forth all his
strength, burst into the cabin. His
followo s sprang in after him, yet
uttering not a sound.

The only sound from within was a
single sharp cry—all else was silence.

Tom, in his eagerness, advanced
nearer the hut, but almost at the
same Instant the Miamis began to
swarm out of it again like bees out
of a hive and he had to fairly run
for it to keep out of their sight.

When he dared to_return, the cabin
was empty and the Indians were just
moving away. He could not seze that
they had any p-isoner with them,
yet he dared not lose sight of them,
even to venture into the house to
find out what had become of the old
woman and little Net, if so be the
latter had returned to the cabin.

The Indlans at once struck into the
trail which led to the head of the
basin, and believing that now, with-
out doubt, they were going to attack
the smugglers’ stronghold and obtain
possession of his friend, Tom decided
that his first duty was to keep close
upon their heels.

Something might turn up to aid
him in rescuing Jack not only from
Fiicson, but from this rabble as well.

The Indlans were strung out so
that it was impossible for him to see
the head of the column: in fact, the
last two warriors seemed Intention-
ally to fall behind as a sort of rear
guard.

Tom would have given everyth'ng
he possessed just then to have had the
mnajor and Dan Cheney with him: vet,
what conld even the three of them
have done against twenty fully
arm»d Tndians?

Between the clumps of bushes on
his right hand Tom could see the
lanterns flashing ahout the Jean-

nette’s deck and hear the muffled
creaking of the pulleys. Probably
every one of the smugglers wns at

wark and the Tndlans chuld attack the
cave without their being at all the
wiser. Tom, therefore confidentlv ex-
pected that the cave was the Mlamis’
ohirctive point.

The leading Indians made a stand
at the head of the basin where the
path turned off toward the rocks, and

after waiting for the main body to
come up, they earnestly conver-sed to-
gether for a few minutes.

The discussion waxed quite warm
at times, at least so Tom judged by
the excited gestures of the several
speakers, and it was evident that
some of the band were urging some-
thing to which others did not agree.

Tom did not dare even to draw near
enough to count them with any exact-
ness, but he thought there were fully
a score—quite enough to warrant an
attack on the smugglers’ stronghold,
for Captain Ericson would be quite
unprepared for such an emergency.

Could he have done so without be-
traying himself, Tom would have
tried to inform the smuggler of the
Indians’ conspiracy, for, although he
bore him no love, still while he re-
tained possession of Jack Herdwick
there was a better chance for Jack's
friends to compass his rescue. Tom
did not wish to see Ossinike get pos-
sesslon of his chum.

The majority evidently ruled In the
discussion among the TIndians, for
soon a few of them (Tom was ccnfl-
dent that there were not more than
five) separated from tne main body
and quickly departed in the directlon
of the interior.

The young American, however, Yln-
ned his faith to the main body. feeling
suro that, having been unsuccessful in
their search for Jack ardwick on
the point. they now proposed to turn
their attention to the rocky fastness, the
whereabouts of which they had doubt-
less learned from the traitorous half

reed.

In single file the Indians crept down
the declivity to the shore of the calm
basin, and. keeping in the shadow of
the rocks, andvanced toward the spot
where several of the canoes were drawn
up upon the beach.

There was still & good deal of run-
ning to and fro upon the Jennnette
as though the crew were hurd at
work; Lut whether the Indians were
about to attack the ship's crew or
ltiheicrwe among the rocks, Tom could not

eclde.
He followed the Miamis (thongh at
some distance) to the shore; but in-
stead of remaining close to ihe water
he darted in among the rocks, and
though keeping a course parallel with
the basin, both it and the hani of
Indlans were out of sight. He real-
ized that the situation was eritical
indeed and that what he mixht or
might not accomplish within the
next few minutes, would mean a
great deal to Jack Hardwick.

Once in the possession of Ossinike's
followers, his friend might never es-
cape with his life. Two m2n couald
keep that rocky defile before the Goor
of the cave against a thousani, and
as he hurried on Tom determined,
come what would, to warn FEricson
of the Indians’ contemplated raid and
join him in repelling their attack.

CHAPTER XXIIL
THE MAJOR AND DAN CHENEY
HAVE A VISITOR.

That same evening, as the sun went
down behind the western promontor-
jes, Major Petcrson and his compan-
jon, Dan Cheney, made everything
snug aboard the roomy catboat, now
transformed into thé Molly, and pre-
pared to spend the night not far from
the inlet. Ever since his adventure
with the old woman earller in the
day Dan had been thoroughly dis-
guln{ed with the inactlve position he

eld.

“I tell you what it I8, major, we've
made a mistake in leaving all the
scouting to Tom,” he said gloomlily.
“I've a good deal of respect for him,
but he’s only a boy after all. and
has had no experience to speak of.
We're really at his mercy and if he
makes a slip up, our cake'd be
dough.”

“Perhaps vou're right, Dan,”” the
major replied. showing considerable
concern. “I wish T had made it im-
perative for Tom to communicate
with us this evening, so that we
could know what progress he had
made.”

“I wouldn’'t care so much,” Dan
said, taking a huge bite of soda bis-
cuit (it was at supper that the con-
versation took place) “I wouln’t care
so much if it wasn't for the fact that
T belleve the bey is still on the wrong
track. While he is blundering around
trying to find the burrow those fel-
lows have doubtless got up the inlet,
he Is wasting good time. I'm willing
to bet every cent T possess that the
chap we are after i= in the little cabin
up, Ynnr]n- under that old _hag's eye.”

T'm very much Inclined to believe
vou: bhut as long as we’re not sure,
it would never do to meke an at-
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the stretcher while we get him down
stalrs?’ -

I.loyd sprang to assist, but when

Murphy was once on the strip of can-
vas,

ing borne out through the
doorway, “the wife set up a wailing
cry which «ang in young Abbott's
mind long after he had ceased to
hear 4t with his ears.

the man had been placed in
bulance and the latter had
ed off with clanging gong, the
fyouths from the Bassett mansion
s there in the midst of the crowd
on the pavement looking at each
other rather soberly.

“I never had such an expe-ience in
my life, Abbott,” said Van Dorn. “I
feel almost as If I'd murdered the
fellow. And I was thinking I was so
mortal good for taking hold of him
at all. Bah, what disgusting stuff
liquor is!

“I s’pose I ought to do something
for that poor woman while he’'s laid
up,” he continued. “I'll talk with the
governor about it. Come on round to
the house with me now, won't you?”’

“But you forget, I'm due to report
to M. Bassett.”

“You haven't got anything to re-
port though.”

“Still the nurse may have returned
with the child by the time we get
back. And I want to know that just
as soon as I can. I'm getting faint
with hunger.”

They had started mechanically to
walk down toward Eleventh Street to
take the car. Just as Lloyd uttered
these words, a young man who had
been standing on the sidewalk fell in
step beside them and:

“Can’t one of you gentlemen help
me?”’ he said. “I haven’'t had a bite
to eat today. I've been stranded with
a theatrical company. I've asked ever
.80 many people. Most of them don’t
take any notice and some laugh at
me. And I'm so hungry.”

Lloyd and Van Dorn exchanged
glances under a street lamp they were

and
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right,”” Van Dorn returned. “You're
welcome to the half dollac. But I
want to tell you this: there’s nobody
home but the servants. If you'll
come around at eight o'clock I'll let
you in myself, show you to the bath
room and give you a complete rig
out. My clothes will pretty nearly fit
you, I take it.”

“I'll come,” said the other. “I don't
know how to thank vou. If I said
God will bless you I'm afraid you'd
think I was just like the other beg-
gars. I've heard 'em say that. What
is the address?"”

Van Dorn gave it, and then he and
Lloyd hurried on.

“I wonder if he will show up?”’ said
the former.

‘““Are you hoping he won’t?’ asked
Lloyd. “It seemed to me like a gen-
uine case of down on his luck.”

“I've taken a lot of interest in the
chap. I'm stuck on theaters, you
know and besides, I feel like dolng
something or other good, to make up
for the harm I caused at the Mur-
phys'. My frriends would shout,
though, if they heard of my turning
philanthropist. I'm usually reckoned
to be fit for nothing but to wear
clothes and talk soclety gabble with
the girls.”

Lloyd could not but notice the
change that had come over his com-
panion, and he decided that there
was nothing like a good shaking up
of the sensibilities such as Clement
Van Dorn had received that evening.

“L tell you what,” Mr. Bassett's
nephew proposed afte: they had
boarded the cross town car, ‘“we’ll go
back to Aunt Laura’s, and then if
Harold has turned up all right—and
even if he hasn’t for that matter, von
can come around to the house with
me and I'll fill you up with a combi-
1ntt'lpt_lon supper-dinner. It's a go, isn't

‘“Of course it is, and you are the
jolliest sort of jailer out, Van Dorn.”
t was almost seven o’clock when
they reached the Bassett mansion

passing, and then, as if by a cc
impulse, came to a halt and took a
good look at the beggar.

There was no smell of liquor on
him, his volce was a singularly pleas-
ant one and what he had said about
being hungry went straight to Lloyd’'s
heart.

CHAPTER XXVI
TAKING UP WITH A TRAMP.

‘““That fellow’'s speaking the truth,”
Van Dorn saild in a low voice to
Lloyd.

“I agree with you,” replied the lat-
tar, beginning to fish in his cket.

“But if we give you enough to get
a supper,” Van Dorn went on, turn-
ing to the beggar, ‘‘you’ll be just as
bad off when breakfast time comes.”

“I know that,” was the response,
while the saddest possible smile
lighted up the fellow’s face, ‘“but that
fact doesn’t make me any the less
hungry now.”

‘““Haven't you any friends?” inquired
Lloyd.

“Yes; up in New Hampshire. And
they’'re suffering from hard times, too.
Besides, I'd be ashamed to ask them
for help, even if it was possible for
them to give it to me right off.”

“But you're not ashamed to ask

‘us,” Van Dorn put in.

“That’s because there was a chance
of your glving me something right
away, and when a man wants food
he doesn’t much care what he does.”’

‘“‘Here,” said Lloyvd, “Is a quarter. I
wish I could afford to give more.”

“Thank you, sir. If it wasn’t that
you might think I was a hypocrite
I'd ask you to give me your address
=20’s I could send it back to you when
I get on my feet again. And besides,
you mightn’t like for such as I have
become to know where you lived.”

As he spoke the fellow tried to pull
down the sleeves of his coat over the
cuffs which had evidently been put on
several days before.

““You say you've been on the stage?”’
said Van Dorn, as he handed over a
fifty cent plece. “You can square
yourself with me for this by telling
me your experiences.”

“Thank you, sir. I'll do it gladly.
You see—""

“Oh, I don’t mean now,’” interposed
Van Dorn. “You want to get som>thing
to eat and we've got to go up to my
aunt’s. But what's the matter with
your coming around to my house to-

night? My avening is frea grinea Annt
Laura has been upset by this affair
of Harold's. I want you to come. too,
Abbott. T'll fix it with Uncle Chet,”
he added in a lowered volce.

“But I can’t come to your house,’’
the tramp objected. ‘‘See what I look
like."”

“If you don’t want to come, it's all

again.

‘“The baby’s back!” cried the mald
when she openad the door for them.
“You hadn’'t been gone ten minutes
when Ellen came in beaming.”

‘“But where was she all that time?”
Lloyd wanted to know, feeling a great
burden rolled off his heart.

He and Van Dorn had taken seats
on the low masble slab of the hall
hat stand. N

“Why, getting back the right baby,”
the maid replied. ‘“‘She found out the
address of the other nurse after you
left, sir,” glancing at Lloyd. *There
was another nurse came along who
recognized the baby that had been
exchanged for Harold.

“A man that looked sickly said he’d
go along with Ellen to se2 how it
tuened out, but when they got to
the house they found that the folks
there had taken the baby, nurse and
all over to a town on Long Island.
They never knowed the difference.
Wasn’t it stupid of them? Catch me
not knowing Harold among a hun-

1

red!

‘“Well, Ellen took on so, and so
did the cook and the housemaid that
was left behind, when they found
out what was up, that they scraped
up enough money among 'em to send
Ellen and the other baby out to its
mother on Long Island.”

“And had she found out that she'd
got the wrong kid by that time?’ in-
quired Van Dorn.

“That she had, and an awful time
she was making over it. The poor
nurse_girl was almost wild with ter-
ror. You see, sir, she couldn’t tell
just when the bables had been ex-
changed, so she didn't know where
to go to look for the right one. Oh,
but it was a cruel joke. The mistress
was that wild with worry that I've
never seen the like.”

“It's all right now, though.” said
Van Dorn, rising. ‘“Come on, Abbott.
If we don’t hurry we shan't get any
supper, and I know you don’'t want
to miss that.”

“But perhaps I ought to see Mr.
Bassett first,”’ objected Lloyd.

“If you want to get him to apolo-
glze to you, which is really what he
ought to do, you had better sze him.
Where Is he, Marie?”’

“He’s gone ound to the police sta-
tion to dtop them searching for Har-
old.”

“Come along then, Abbott. Aunt
won’t want us bothering about now."
And as Llovd’'s appetite had bv this
time attained apnalling proportions,
there was no need to persuade him
farther.

He had nn scruples about accepting
Van Dorn’s invitation, since the lat-
ter had sepresented to him that he
would be all alone, now that his

aunt’s entertainment had been broken
in upon.
“We were to stay thyough the even-
ing,” Van Dorn had said, ‘“‘a regu-
lar family reunion, you know. And
one doesn’t like to call on friends un-
invited on holidays.”

The Van Dorns occupied a roomy
mansion on one of the cross stgreets
near Fifth Avenue, not far from the
Bassetts’.

Clement opened the door with his
latch key, and telling Lloyd to go
straight up to the third floor front
and make himself at home, started
for the basement to look up the pros-
pects for supper.

‘‘There’s nobody home but the ser-
vants,” he added, ‘'so you needn't
be afraid of running across any one
who doesn’t know you.”

But Lloyd did run across some one
in the second hallway—a woman in a
sweeping lavender satin gown, who
shrieked at sight of him, fled back
into the front room and slammed the
door shut.

Lloyd stopped shart. He scarcaly
knew what to do.

Who could this be? Evidently she
mas much terrified at the sight of

m.

But Van Dorn had assured him that
none of the family were at home. This
could not be a servant though, in all
that splendor of raiment.

Lloyd paused, leaning over the ban-
nisters, in the hope that Van Dorn
might appear. He could hear his
voice.

He was talking very loudly, angrily,
too, it seemed.

“I guess he's surprised the servants
at a game of ‘when the cat's away,
the mice will play.’ Christopher, I
wonder if the vision of lavender I
just saw was another case of the
sort?”

Lloyd decided that this must be
the solution of the matter, and con-
cluded that under the circumstances
he might as well go on up to Van
Dorn’s room.

But arrived here, he found it dark,
and not knowing where the matches
were, s8tood waiting in the doorway
for his host. He could hear him run-
ning up the stairs now.

Lloyd met him under the gaslight
in the hall.

He saw at a glance that he was
preatly excited about something.

CHAPTER XXVII.
AN INTERRUPTED STORY.

“This is outrageous! A pretty
state of things I find here.”

Van Dorn emphasized ‘‘pretty’” by
the viclous scraping of a match head
across his boot heel.

“You've discovered the servant's
playing high jinks, have you?’ re-
turned Lloyd.

“Yes, but how did you know that?”’

Van Dorn looked at his companion
sharply, as the gas flared up in his

room.

“I think I discovered one of them
in gala toilet on. the floor below.”

“Great Astorbilt, in one of moth:r's
dresses, I suppose. It must be Julia.
I missed her in the gay and festive
throng down stalrs. If you'll belleve
me they're giving a dance in the
kitchen, and have Invited all the
choice postmen , policemen and
butchers’ boys in the neighborhood.
Won’t mother send them all packing
when she gets home?”

“They must have been rather star-
tled when you burst in upon them.”

“I should remark. flash of
lightning from a clear sky was as
nothing to it. I ordered them to set
to work at once and dish us up
some supper. The Lord only knows
what sort of a set out it will be.
They're as mad as hops, and as sulky
as a two wheeled carriage. Now make
yourself miserable over this anticipa-
tion while I go down and see what
worse mischief that Julia’s set
foot."”

“Tt seems as if I was fated not to
get either dinner or supper,” Lloyd
murmured, when he was left alone.
“What a Christmas I am having! If
novelty constitutes charm I ought to
be as pleased as Punch.”

‘““Come on, Abbott,” Van Dorn called
up a few minutes later.

And Lloyd lost no time in obeying
the summons.

“There’s a lay out of scraps in the
dining room for us,”’ said his host.
““Happy chance if some of 'em aren’t
saturated with Rough on Rats. I've
crdered the cook to make some cof-
fee. Don't know whether she'll do it
or not. She’s called me almost every
name she could lay her tongue to,
and like as not she’M fill the coffee
pot half full up with cod liver oil.”

But in spite of the risk they ran.

Lloyd heartily enjoyed that haphaz-
ard meal of cold turkey, cranberry
Sauce, warmed over potatoes, celery,
coffee and jam.

The young men helped themselves
picnic fashion and Van Dorn grad-
ually recovered his good spirits. He
was in the midst.of a story of how
Murray McAlpine, when trying to
lead a german one night had fallen
on the floor with his partner at the
vaoy start out, when the front door
bell rang.

‘‘Great McAllistep!” he exclaimed.
“That must be’ my tramp. I forgot

“all _about him.”

He hurried to open the door him-
self, as he had promisad to do. Lloyd
heard him take the caller up stairs,
and presently there was the sound of
water running in the bath tub. Th:n
Van Dorn returned with the an-
nouncement.

“I think he'll be quite a presenta-
ble looking fellow when he's fixed
up. His name is George Maitland.
What do you tuink about my asking
him to stay all night? I don’t sup-
pose he has any place to sleep.’”

“You must do as you think best
about that.”

““You will stay of course.”

“It doesn’'t seem that I ought. Re-
member, you never saw me till half
a day ago.”

“What's the odds? This has been
an odd day for both of us. We
might as well finish it up in an odd
manner.

“Come on, you might as well stay.
You've got your traps with you, and
expected to be in town any way.
Then I'll run the risk and give Mait-
land a bed. Mother is a great one for
charity organizations and all that, so

don’t see how she could object to
beginning the good work right here
at home.”

“All right; I'll stay,” said Lloyd.

“‘Good; then we’'ll go up to my
room and pass a cozy evening to-
gether, listening to Maitland’s story
of his wanderings. I'll wager he has
an interesting one to tell.”

Liloyd felt in a strange mood as he
stretched himszIf out comfortably on
the lounge Van Dorn assigned him
in that comfortable third story apart-
ment. For a fellow who had twice
that day been accused of very seri-
ous offenses, he was now in a most
tranquil frame of mind.

To be sure, now and then he recol-
lected with some uneasiness, that he
would probably have to explain all
about his experiences at the March-
mans’ to his mother and Myra. But
then, he would be able to tell them
that the Marchmans themselves knew
he was not guilty of the crime with
which they charged him, which was
certalnly a mitigating factor, in how-
ever bad a light it placed his wealthy
friends.

“I think I owe it to myself,” Lloyd
argued, ‘to tell the Marchmans that
I know their motive in saddling me
with this theft.”

He was about to consult Van Dorn
on the matter when the latter hur-
ried off toward the bath room.

He was back in two minutes, ac-
companied by a well dressed young
man whom Lloyd found difficulty in
recognizing as the heggar to whom

e had given a quarter less than two
hours before.

‘“Mr. Maltland, Mr. Abbott,”
Van rn.

Lloyd got up and shook hands with
the fellow from New Hampshire, who
was really very good looking.

‘“This all seems llkke a play,” said
Maitland, as he sat down in the
chair Van Dcen placed for him. “I
don’t know how to thank you enough
for all you are doing for me.”

“I've told you how you can do it,”
put in Van Dorn. “Just reel off the
story of your experiences. How did
you happen to go on the stage any
way? There aren’t any theaters up
in the town where you came from,
are they?”

““No, but there was a boarder at
Laytons’ last summer,
played lead in ‘The Squire’s Son.’ I
got acquainted with him at the
store and post office and his talk
about the theater gave me the craze.”

‘“Then you didn't have a natural

sald

talent for acting?’ inquired Van
Dcen. “I mean like to speak decla-
mations in s ool and all that?”

“No: T nev thought of being an

actor before I met Walter Kirke. I'd
only been to the theater once in my
life, when I saw ‘The Old Homestead'
down at Portland. But I just got the
worst hankering to see what thines
were like on the wrong side of the
curtain.”

“I’ve had that same hankering my-
self.” iIntajected Van Dorn again.
“But go on.”

who '
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- JUDGE NOT.

Judgas not! Thou canst not tell
Why he, thy brother, fell.
‘Wilt, too, thy flowers might,
Exposed unto the blight;

Thy singing birds quite dumb,
*Neath darkened skies, become.

not! Thou dost not know
he has acted so.
e not so sure thy graln
'ould long residt such rain;
"“Thy bark, thus tempest tossed,
Might not the bar have arossed.

Judge not! Thou canst not say
Just where the blame to lay.

From strings long snapped in twain
Comes out the sweet refrain;

From streamlets frozen deep

Not soon the waters leap.

Bid not from that poor heart
The one last hope depart;
But, judging, questioning not,
The past all, all forgot,
Let sllence be the gem
Of mercy’s dladem.
—New Orleans Picayune.

{ This story began in No. 588.]
Trials and Triumphs

0OF A YOUNG REPORTER.
BY EARLE E. MARTIN,

CHAPTER VIIL
SEEKING THE SOLUTION.
Burglars make blunda-s as well as
people In other callings in life. This
was the conclusion at which Grant
Dudley arrived as he looked intently

at the half burned scrap of paper.

It seemed .a foolish plece of busi-
ness, for a housebreaker to leave be-
hind a thing of this sort, no matter
how small. .

Most of all it was foolhardy to
leave one’s private letters in a house
which no one has entered.

For the paper proved to be the
fragment of a letter.

By an unfortunate chance the
name of the person to whom the note
was addressed was burned away, and
the name of the sender was ne
gave the three final letters—*igg.

“This is tantalizing!” exclaimed
Grant, as he pored over the scrap of
and found no trace of a

paper,
name. “But here is an address—Bol-
ton! Well, I declare; this Is getting

rather interesting.”

Here are the words which Grant
Dudley found on the charred and
crumpled piece of paper.

They ‘were written iIn a clear
hand, and the quality of the paper
indicated that the writer was cul-
tured and well to do:

Bolton, August 4.
ed

oubt that the other
obtained with
r no difficulty
ome and see mee
Sat, night and we
an the whole
e sure to bring
cerely.
igg.

The flame had eaten away the en-
tire left hand side of the paper; and
the remnant which remained of the
writing gave only an ohscure and un-
satisfactory communication.

Grant puzzled over the scrap for
some time; he could derive but little
satisfaction, however. .

“Bolton,” he said to himself. *“Well,
that is some consolation. It is evi-
dent that the burglar knows som2
one in Bolton.”

Grant folded up the plece of paper
carefully, and sealed it in an en-
velope. Then he opened the safe, and
placed the packet in one of the com-
partments.

After that he took out the account
book labeled ‘‘Advertising,”” and be-
gan his work of posting the latest
changes, and finding what letters
were to be written.

The young edlitor was making rapid
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progress with his task, when the
door opened and his friend the law
student entered the office.

Bob had just come from home,
where he had been asleep since
breakfast.

Breakfast with the wealthy Whites
came at a later hour than in the
home of the Dudleys.

“I have a clew,”
Bob sat down.

“No,” exclaimed Bob eagerly.

Grant turned to the safe, and
brought out the precious scrap of pa-
per which he had hidden away.

Bob studied the paper for some
time, with an eager searching gaze.

But he had slight success in filling
out the meaning which the note had
originally conveyed.

Presently he Interrupted Grant who
was in the midst of a long winded
screed from ‘‘Constant Reader,” con-
cerning the Salem gas lights and the
late hours at which the lamps were
frequently lighted.

“Scott!” exclaimed Bob. “I have
seen that writing before. There was
some of It in McPherson’'s office a
week or so ago. I remember it dis-
tinctly, but whose name was signed
to it, I can’t tell.”

“Good,” said Grant.
ting nearer the truth.
the piece of paper?’

“I can try.”

Bob lajd the charred scrap on
Grant's desk, and almost ran out of
the office of “The Salem Tibune.”

Grant went on with his work, but
he was so anxious for his friend to
discover the author of the writing he
had found that he could not concen-
trate his mind upon his work.

Little progress did he make while
Bob was gone on his mission to Mr.
McPherson's law office.

With a disappointed countenance
Bob returned. .

He came into the office and sat
down in a chak gloomlily. Without
looking at him more than a moment
Grant knew that nis errand had been
a failure.

“I couldn’t find the paper,” saild
Bob. “I suppose it must have been
destroyed—probably it was only a
note or a memorandum of some sort.”

The two boys discussed the matter
from every point of view they. could
imagine.

They came to the conclusion that
the burglar whom Grant had surprised
in “The Tribune” office was Mr.
Street's unknown enemy.

They argued that the scrap of
charred paper had been used by the
burglae as a lighter, and that he had
carelessly thrown it away.

If they could only find the wrlter
of the letter, some strategy and a
clever plece of detective work would
solve the whole mystery and prohably
save Mr. Street and “The Tribune™
from the disaster which impended.

Botton and *igg’’—the young editor
and the law student ponderad the
words time and again; but their dis-
cussion was vain, for neither of them
could suggest a plausibie theory as to
who the letter writer in Bolton
might be.

With sudden determination Grant
wheeled back In his chair; and it was
evident that he had come to an im-
portant decislon as to what he would
do to umravel the mystery.

“I'm going to Bolton tonight on the
boat, and watch the wharf and the
statlon there to see if any one goes
there from Salem.”

“I belleve it would be the best
thirg von eonld do.” said Bob. after
a moment’s reflection.

said Grant as

“We are get-
Can you find

CHAPTER VIIL

THE PURSUER IS PURSUED.

‘When the steamer Fleetwing swung
in to her wharf at half past five that
afternoon, Grant Dudley was awalting
her.

With a careful search he had sve-
veyed the wharf boat, and he felt
sure that no other passengers were

waiting there except himself and a
woman, and three or four young
ladies who attended a boarding school,
‘he believed, further up the river,
That he might make doubly sure,
however, he stood near the gang

. plank and watched the wharf closely

until the clang of bells in.the engine
room told that the steamer was
about to resume her course up the
river.

“It is evident,” said Gr-ant to him-
self, “that my burglar is pressed for
time, and is going to take the train
later in the evening. I shall try to
be at the station, and greet his arrl-
val in Bolton.”

Grant went down into the cabin,
where he pald his passage and found
the clerk of the boat at leisure.

Grant had met the clerk before, and
they joined in a very pleasant con-
versation.

The young editor made free to ask
a good many questions of the clerk
concerning the state of river traffic
and other matters.

He managed to obtain half a dozen
good items; and he seemed so pleased
that the clerk offered to leave a mote
with the latest news along the rivar,
once or twice a week, as he passed
Salem.

Grant was very glad to avall him-
self of the offer, and he promised
to reciprocate if ever the opportunity
arose.

Bolton was a village of seven or
eight thousand inhabitants. It was
connected with Salem by a railroad
and the river; and it was sixtesn
miles distant.

The Fleetwing made the trip in a
little over an hour; and at twenty
minutes of seven the steamer
touched the little wharf at Bolton.

The sun was just setting, and Grant
concluded that he would get his sup-
per at the hotel before he went over
to the railroad station to inspect the
passengers.

“What time does the train from
Salem arrive?” Grant asked of the
boniface he found in the little Bolton
tavern.

“Eight fifteen is her time,” replied
the hotel keeper.

“Do vou want to make it?” he
added with the pardonable curlosity
which small hotel keepers take in
their guests. “You'll have plengy of
time.”

Grant Dudley ate a substantial sup-
per of beefsteak and hashed potatoes;
and when he had finished, and had
pald his bill, he sat down In the Ilit-
tle office, intending to write out the
notes he had secured on the Fleet-
wing.

When the clock showed twenty
minutes before eight, Grant got
up from the table and placing his
manusaript in his inner coat pocket,
left the hotel for the railway station.

In the latitude of Salem dusk lin-
gers for several hours in the August
nights. -

There was considerable light yet
when Grant left the hotel.

He could see objects plainly enough,
although they wore an unfamiliar as-
pect in the half darkness.

“I seem to have plenty of time,”
sald the young editor to himself.
“Why didn't I ask the hotel kesper if
a man by the name of “igg"” lived
here? But I will find out when I see
my burglar get off the train.

“He is some one who lives in Sa-
lem, from what Mr. Street said last
night; and if there is any one here
tonight to meet a Salem man, I'll
know it's “igg’” and the enemy.”

That time would hang less heavily
on his hands, Grant decided to stroll
on past the rallroad station and up
the track.

He walked three or four hundred
vards, when he concluded that he
would turn up one of the side streets
and thus make a circle around to the
rallway station.

Grant turned to his right to enter
the slde street, and as he did =o,
he looked toward the railroad sta-

tion whose lights shone through the
dusk of the summer evening.

Along the track between him and
the depot he saw a man walking rap-
idly and coming towasrd him.

Grant's experience of the previous
night and the mission on which he
was now bound, made the young edi-
tor a trifle nervous.

He quickened his step as he turned
into the street; and after he had
walked a distance of twenty yards
or so, he looked back to see if the
stranger had passed on.

But to his alarm the man also
turned at the st-cet crossing and he
was now coming directly toward the
young editor.

“Is it possible,” reflected Grant,
“that he is following me? I must
hurry and get out of his reach and
back to the station before the train
comes."

He quickened his pace for the
strange man was gaining upon him;
but as he hun-ied faster, the man did
the same.

Grant glanced over his shoulder and
saw that the man was still following
him.

A dull sense of dread filed his
breast.

““He s following me!” Grant toid
himself. “I must get out of this)”

With another glance over his shoul-
der he started to run; as he did so
the pursuer began to run also.

The sound of his footsteps told
Grant that the other was gaining
upon him, and he was thoroughly
alarmed

The street was very dark because
of the overhanging shade trees.

“I must dodge in somewhere,” he
sadd; and with that he leaped over a
fence, and dashed into a yved filled
with shrubbery.

The pursuer saw his movement and
likewise leaped the picket fence.

“I have you now,” he muttered be-
neath his breath. “My ruse of a

note worked well, We shall  see
whether Mr. Street has your help,
my boy!”

(This story w:ll be continued in the new
monthly form of THE ARGOSY. Sec notice
on cditorial page).

SEED SOWING AND HARVEST.

Now that every one is admiring Ad-
miral Benham, the naval officer who
knew how and when to protect
American Interests in South Ameri-
ca, the newspaper paragraphers are
hunting up all the episodes and char-
actoristics of his earlier life.

They naturally find that he was al-
ways clear headed, always brave, al-
ways gallant. It is only another
proof that any gallant action is but
an expression, an outcome of care-
fully bullded character. The man who
has always done the thing he be-
lieves to be right has self-respect and
self-confidence, and is not afraid of
responsibility himself, nor are othesr
people afraid to give it to him.

Admiral Benham was an efficer up-
on the first man-of-war which was
?enl{ﬁ;)u:alnsl the slave trading ships
n .

HEADING HIM OFF.

Fweddy—"Aw—Miss Ginevwa, could
you—aw—live in a flat?’

Miss Ginevra—"Yes. but not with
one.”"—Chicago Tribune.

JUST LIKE HIM.

here’s the hired man this morn-

asked M. Pinkleton. “I don"t
know,” saild Mrs. Pinkleton, ‘*‘but I
presume, from the fact that it is a
rainy day, he is getting out the hose
to wash the sldewalk.”—Harper's
Bazar.

fog

JUST CAUSE FOR DREAD.

Mr. Sub Erban—'You need not mind
I;:w;q‘er. His bark is worse than s

o,

“Mr. Towney (who has just been bit-
ten)—"Great Scott! I hcpz he womn't
bark.””—Puck.

AN ECHO OF THE TIMES.

John—“Money is very close with
me nowadavs. How is it with you?*

Harry—*“Tt isn’t with me at all.””—
Raymond's Monthly,











