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SEEKERS OF THE POLE. 
Arctic exp1o1-ers wlzo ltave sought to wrest 1latnre's secret .fro·llt tl1e ji·o::en uortl!-Tiie 

dari11g deeds pe,:formed iu tl11: 11ame o.f science. 

By E. M. Halliday. 

I IEUTEl\ANT FRARY, the daring ex
-" plorer, is at tl1is writin!{. sllllt up in 

the r\rcLic ice fields, waiting to be 
rescued. His wife, who accompa1Iied him 
on two of his joumeys, is writing letters, 
lecturing, and appeal ing to the An1erican 
people in eyery possible way, to save him, 
and presen·e the pn!cious fn1its of his dis
coveries. 

Lieutenant Peary has thonght out plans 
bY which his work coul<l be extended 
farther and farther to\\·arclthe pole, an<l he 
has made bases of supplies and built com
fortable quarters f1·om which practical ex
ploring could be carried oll. Too ofteu 
explorers have been so ambitious to 
make their own way north ward, and 
have become so discouraged by re
peated hardships that they haYe done 
lillie toward noting the connt1-y i n  
which tllev staYed for a time, and 
IJaye done. less toward sltioothing the 
path for auother man. 

The story of the efforts to conquer 
the frozen ).!orth, of tbe glamou r which 
the Arctic casts over every 11Ii-lll who 
has once come under its spell , makes 
another of this olrl earth's rolllances. 

Small as has been the amount of 
knowledge obtained , the wresting of 
this from the polar cirde bas brought 
out more heroism than have the dis
covel"ies in all other parts of the world 
since Columbus. 

In 1603 the first Arctic expe<.litionset 
out ull<ler Stephen Ben nett. Fonr 
years later Henclrik Hudson, who left 
his uame to our O\\"H beautiful river, 
was sent out as a clari ng n<lvcnturcr 
who would reach the pole if it were a 
po:::sibility-but like the dozens of other 
ships and brave captains that the 1\Ius
coyy C0.111pany equippe<l, he was stop
ped by tl:e ice. 

But the yessels brought hack car
goes of skins and oil and ivory enough 
to pay for the expeditiou. 

For a century every new adventurer 

who could find a ship ,,·anted to fitHl the 
pole. The British parliament offered a re
ward of l\Yenlv five thousand dollars to the 
mariner who ;_·ould come withiJI one de

gree of the pole. 
As far back as 1806 a :i.\Ir. Scoresbv came 

within fi,·e hundred all(1 ten miles- of the 
most uort11eni point, and be returne d be
lieving that by making a sledge ·which 
C01t'ld he converted into a boat, the great 
goal could be reached. . 

-The experiment >vas tried many years 
later by the celebrated Captain Parry, hnt 

with no great success. 

Sir John Franklin. 



SEEKERS OF THE POLE. 

S" john Ross. 

It is worth while running over the names 
of sotne of the bravest and most successful 
of the men who gaye years of hanlship and 
toil, and often life itself, as Pemy may uow 
be giYing his, to solve the mystery of the 
white north. 

r8r8 found many ships trimming their 
sails for the northern voyage. 

In that year Sir John Franklin (then 
merely a lieutenant); to whom the honor of 
discovering the northwest passage has ])een 
given, started out with Captain Buchan. 
Their expedition was not a success except 
in fixing the heart of young Franklin upon 
Arctic explorations. It is as though the 
great magnet which draws the needle had 
some similar effect upon the lives of all 
those who came within the radius of its in
fluence. 

Sir John Franklin \Yas a Lincolnshire lad 
who became a midshipman in the English 
navy in 18oo, when he was fourteen. vVhen 
he was fifteen Franklin was cruising on a 
voyage of discoYery about Australia, and a 
little later was serYing with distinction in 
the battle of Trafalgar. 

He came back from his 
first Yoyage, and the next 
Year he was sent to conduct 
�n overland expedition to 
mark the boundaries of North 
America. During this jour
ney, Franklin and his party 
are said to have ''alked OYer 
five thousand miles. 

In 1845 Franklin conduct
ed a goyernment expedition 
in search of a northwest pas
sage. Fwm this yoyage he 
never returned. 

In r857 llis wife sent out 
an expedition in the hope of 
finding some trace of him. 
On the borders of King Wil
liam's Land they came upon 
a cairn of stones in which a 
record had been placed say
ing that Franklin had died 
ten years before. 

The midshipmen went to 
sea early in the old days, and 
often had hairbreadth es
capes and saw a great deal 
of action before they were 
gt·own. The two Rosses, un
cle and nephew, whose 
names '"e haYe. come to as
sociate with the Arctic seas, 
were both middies. 

Sir John Ross was born at 
Balsarroch, in Scotlaad, in 
1777, and entered the navy 
at ten. He had an active life 
until r8r8. when he started 
for the north.· 

He ·went again in 1829 as 
the commander of an expe
dition sent out by Sir Felix 
Bootll. His chief discovet-y 

was a peninsula which he christened Booth
ina Felix. 

\¥llen he returned it was to receive the 
hon01· of knighthood and to be made a rear 
admiral. 

Yot1ng James Clark Ross had the unique 
experience of going ont to the frozen seas 
when he vvas only tweh·e. He was taken 
by his uncle as a middy to the Baltic and 
the \Vhite Sea, and in the great naval 
exploration for the northwest passage from 
r8rS to 1833· 

·while with his uncle he carried on 
separate scientific explorations upon his 
own account, and he discovered the north 
magnetic pole. For this he was awarded a 
post captaincy, and was bwught so prom
inentlv before the British rulers of the 
navy that he was chosen to make a mag
netic survey of Great Britain and Scotland. 

In 1839 he left the north for the other 
extreme, and in 1839 he approached within 
160 miles of the South Pole. He also was 
made a knight for his services. 

\Ve are llearing a great deal just now of 
1\1. S. A. Andree, the Swedish explorer, 



SEEKERS OF THE POLE. 

Sir James Claok Ross. 

who believes that be can reach the 
·orth Pole in a balloon. lie has 

succeeded in convincing not only 
King Oscar of Sweden that bis 
project is a good one, hut what is 
often far more difficult, his scieu
ti.(ic colleagues as well. 

The balloon is to carry advent
urers, wl10 arc reatly to stake their 
lives upon the snccess of the ven
ture. 

The balloon will bea�: a weight 
of six thousand pounds, iu boats, 
instruments, and ,provisions, and 
is expected to complete its peri
lous voyage through the air ia 
tllirty days. The maps could all 
be made by means of photogra
phy, for the white world would lie 
spread out beneath the voyagers. 

Nils Eklom, the famous S\Yed
ish meteorologist, who has been 
chief of the Swedish station ot 
Spitzenbergen, will accompany An
dree, and they are now looking 
for a third member of the party. 

Spitzenbergen was accurately 
located by another famous S\·vecle, 
Baron Kordenskiolrl, in 1868. 

Baron Nordenskiold was Lorn in 
Finla11d, a11d was an explorer from 
his boyhood. His great expedi
tion was in 1878 for the purpose 
of explot;ng the uorth polar sea 
from the mouth of the Yenesei to 
Behring Strait. He lJelieved i11 

the commercial use of the northern 
pai'sage. 

But it is Americans who are most 
distiuguishing themsel ves in Arc
tic exploration in these days. 

The earlif'St American explorer 
was Dr. Kane, and he brought 
back to us our ideas of the people 
and ways of the northern regions, 
which we have changed very little 
in the years since. The books of 
his adventures make better read
ing today than most of the reports 
which have followed. 

Dr. Kane was a Philadelphian, 
who entered the Uuited States 
uavy as a surgeon in r843. 

He was in the ship wilich car
ried Mr. 'Vebster to China as our 
minister, and tile two men became 
great friends. Webster was full 
of enthusiasm for any new project, 
and he aml Kaue often talked of 
the Franklin expedition, of which 
the world expected so much. 

Kane served through the Mexi
can war, and the next year went to
the north as surgeon in tile Frank
lin relief expedition, which v\·as. 
unsuccessful. 

It was Kane who started the false 
idea of an open polar sea, a chim-

Dr. Elisha Kent Kane, U. S. N. 



,-;o6 SEEKERS OF THE POLE. 

R. E. Peary. 

era which played so delusiye a role in sub
sequent explorations. 

Kane was determined not to gi \·e up the 
search for Franklin. The government re
fused to aid him, and he relinquished his 
pay for twenty months, and spent the time 
in lecturing, trying to raise funds. The 
new expedition was at last sent, but foun(l 
no trace of the m.en it searched for. Their 
fate was never known until Lady Prankliu's 
party discovered the cairn. 

De Long, the young officer who ·went out 
in the Jeannette on the expedition equipped 
by the New York Herald, together with 
Greely and Peary, have been the arctic all
venturers of the past few years. 

De Long perished before relief could come 
to him, on the banks of the Lena. Greely, 
who went out in the Lady Franklin Bay ex
pedition, in r88I, suffered incredible hard
ships, and was finally rescued by United 
States navy officers after many of his com
mand had died. Peary is still there. 

Greely tells us that during the weary 

<lays pt·eceding his rescue he dreaded to 
lie down to sleep, fearing that he vvould 
neYer ·waken. 

l\len who were brave as lions in fighting 
danger became so \Yeak mora11y that they 
\YOuld steal food from their starving com
panions. Greely was compelled to have 
men shot for this crime. 

For forty two hours before the Greely 
patty was rescued they lay in thei�· bags of 
fur unable to move, a few square Inches of 
soaked sealskin being their only nutri
ment. They were all dying. 

Suddenly in the middle of the night, in 
the midst of a booming tempest, the whistle 
of a vessel was heard. Then, through the 
frosty air echoed the shouts of strong men, 
such voices as they had not heard for months. 

"\Ve realized that our country had not 
failed us," said General Greely ; " that the 
long agony was over, and we were saved.'' 

Peary is somewhere i n  the frozen north, 
·waiting for the ship that has not been sent 
after him. 



THE \7\TILD \VEST THROUGH A CAl\IERA. 

So111e noteworthy adtieve11leuts will! leJts alld rijle-Peruliar methods of some 
.-lmerican hunters. 

By Frank W. Crane. 

,..[HERE is a certain charm in the stories 
of the "\Vild \Vest" t!Jat is irresist
ible. It is not absolutelv necessary 

that a pen-;on shoulrl possess a broatl yeia of 
sportsma11like tendencies to appreciate the 
tales of adventure and exciting hunting in
cidents which have had their birth in this 
region. There �u·e besides those eve11t.s 
which appeal peculiarly to the genuine 
spo1·tsman, other features equally attrac
tice; features so vividly illustrative of the 
wonderful growth of our country, that he 
who loves American history, whether 
young or oltl, finds a deep, patriotic in
terest in everything which throws a 
clearer light upon the primitive conditions 

of our Janel, and the means adopted by 
enxh- settlers to tmnsform the wilderness 
into· places of active prosperity. 

Although the \\'ild \Yest, as it "·as 
known a few years ago, h::ts practically 
passed into history, there are still sections 
of country where 11ature has l>ecu but little 
<1isturhed hy the white man, ancl where 
g1·eat droves of Jeer, elk, IJtOU11Lain sheep, 
aud other animals roam at 'Yill, except 
when startled by so111e ventnreso111e hunt
ing party. Their boundaries, however, are 
becoming narrower year by year , and the 
wild anilllal s less nulllerous. 

Already have the bison, or buffalo, those 
lordly animals of the plains encountered in 

A Hunters' Comp in the Northwest. 



.f08 THE TVILD TVEST THROUGII A CAMERA . 

A Mountain Lion. 

an opportunity, howeYer, 
was afforderl last :\lay to 
those who attended the big 
Sportsman's Exhibit held 
in the l\Iadison Square 
Garden. There, among the 
wealth of material show
ing the high standard at
tained by American sport, 
was an excellent copy of a 
typical \:Vestern log cabin. 
In this cabin were a num
be:r of\Vestem hunters and 
guides, men who have de
Yotcd the greater portion 
of their Eves t.o roughin g 
it on the plains, and in 
tracking wild a n i  rna 1 s 
Uu·ougl! their n a t  i v e 
haunts. 

Among these typical 
\Vesterners, who attracted 
particular attention, was 
Mr. A. G. Wallihan and 
his wife. Botl! were born 
in the \Vest, have spent 
the better years of their 
lives in its roughest sect
ions, and have bad their 
full share of dangers, hard
ships, exciting expei;en
ces, failure aud success. 
It may seem a little odd 
to many of us in this part 
of the country to learn 
that the first meeting of 
Mr. and Mrs. \Vallihan 
was one dark, snowy night 
in a sparsely settled local
ity, on the verge of the old 
Ute Indian Reservation, in 
the northwestern part of 
Colorado, a!Hl fifty mile:; or 
more from the nearest 

From a p110tf'tl"aph-Cor1!figh.Ud, fS95, by JV. H. 1Vriylit, jfi�Soula, Jfonta11a. place which, with any re
spectability, conlcl justly 

such numerous herds by the emigrant 
trains of a generation ago, almost disap
peared from sight. The few remnants that 
are left are now carefully IJrotected on 
State reservations, and swift punishment 
would speE'<lily overtake that hunter who 
dared to kill a buffalo today. 

The picture on page 41 i of buffalo graz
ing on the plains is Ot�e taken last year hy 
Charles Emsley, of Missoula, l\1.ontaua. It 
shows a portion of probably the largest herd 
left in America. This herd uumbers about 
two hundred, and is stationed on the Flat
head Reservation in :i.VIontana. 

There are also about forty buffalo on the 
Rabbit Ear Range, between North and 
l\1icldle Parks,iu Colorado, and about twenty 
in So.uth l'ark, C9lorado. The days, how
ever, are uot far distant when they will be 
entirely extinct. · ·· -

It is seldom that a New Yorker sees genu
ine evidence of wild \Vcstern life. Such 

be called a village. Tbe 
courtship of these two characteristic West
erners was carried on in that desolate region, 
by the big fire within an old log cabin. 

Mrs. \Vallihan had j u st performed a 
journey which few would care t.o take. Mr. 
\Vallihan had recently settled in that ois
trict with his brother in law and a fe-w dis
gusted miners from Lead Yille. It was a 
few years after the great Leadville excite
ment, and l\1r. vVallihan, after prospectiug 
in that district for two years, abandoued 
the miuer's occupation for that of a much
man, and located on that distant spot near 
the Indian resen,ation. The nearest city 
where supplies could be obtained was Salt 
Lake, Utah, and after putting their house
hold utensils in oroer, the brother in law 
started out for that place on horseback. 
Mrs. \Vallihan was his sister, and she 
started hack with him when he began his 
home trip, in a four horse wagon, loaded 
witll prov1sious and supplies. 
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THE WZLD IVEST TZ-:lROUGH A CAli.£ERA . 

.. 

Deer :n the Snow. 

For two or three nights the weather was 
so cold that sleep was absolutely impossible, 
and tbe slight shelter occasionally fouud 
at tbe foot of a risiug knoll offered but little 
protection against the fury of the storms. 
neat· River, which in that Yicinitv is about 
fifty yards wide, ·was hozen entirely 0\·er 
one night, a tbiug which rarely occur�. 

Finally, however, 'rorn out with their 
sufferings and almost frozen, the travelers 
arri verl late one evening and were as warmly 
received as circumstances would permit hy 
those who bad been a·waiting their arri,·al. 

After their marriage lYit-. and Mrs. ·walli
han went up to Lay, Routt County, Color
ado, and there they are 11ow living, Mr. 
\Vallihan having the pwud honor of hein<T 
the most influential citizen of the district, 
and postmaster as well. 

His house is a log cabin, but it is a (le
cidedly pretentious one, having four rooms, 
one of which is reserved for the reception 
of travelers and hunters passing through 
the region. It is a great hunting district, 
and enormous dt·oves of deer, elk, antelope, 

and other animals frequently pass in plain 
sight of l\Ir. \\ allihan's home. 

It ·was here at Lay, about fiye years ago, 
that Mr. \Vallihan added to his past achieve
ments the pleasures of that peaceful and 
entertaining pastime, photography. Always 
a loYer of animals and a keen observer of 
theit· habits, as soon as the photographic 
mania possessed him he was determined to 
take pictures of the animals of the ·west, 
which would show them in all their nat
ural characteristics. 

So, out there on the plains, l\Ir. vVallihan 
made photography a matter of deep study, 
and he has succeeded far beyond his original 
expectations. As a pbotographer of wild 
animals, one who has taken them as they 
actually appear on the plains, he is ac
knowledged as the most expert in the 
vVest. He does not, like many others, cap
ture his animals and take their pictures 
afterwards, but always takes their pictures 
first, and then if he wants to bag them he 
makes use of his gun. 

The view of Mrs. vVallihan standing by a 







THE TVILD TVEST THR OUGI£ A CAJ11ERA. 

A Snap Shot at Deer . 
.From a plwtogrct}'h-Copyriglded, iS95, l'!.l A. G. JV<�lliltan, Lay,. C(ll�l·arlo. 

dead deer is one which he took about two 
years ago. It is the thirty secoiHl deet· shot . 
by Mrs. Wallihan. 

It may be mentioned here that Mrs. \Val
lillan has won considerable fame as a true 
shot on the plains. She thinks nothing of 
bringing down a deer at two hundred yards, 
and once accomplished the remarkable feat 
of killing two deer with one shot, the bullet 
passing through the neck of the first deer 
and entering the body of another a short 
distance beyond. The deer in the picture 
is tlle last one that Mrs. Wallihan killed. 
Before shooting she photographed him, thus 
succeeding in getting a most excellent pic
ture and also an excellent deer. 

1\IIr. \Vallihan's photographs have been 
considered so true to nature, and so clearly 
illustrative of animal life in the \Vest, that 
a full series of them has been obtained by 
the National Museum at \Vashington, and 
the fame or his pictures has penetrate l into 
foreign lands as well. 

Iu the fall of the year, vvhen the deer 
come down fro m the 1i1ountaius along their 
well worn trails, 1\lr. \Vallihan stations him
self and his outfit· a short distance from 
the spot where they are liable to pass, and 
hiding all but the top of l1is camera behind 

a convenient sage hush, he patiently waits 
until he gels a gwup of deer at close range, 
and then snaps his shutter. It takes a great 
many days and a great deal of patience to 
get a good picture, hut Mr. vVallihan, un
derstanding the animals so well, has suc
ceeded in cases where hundreds of others 
have failed. 

He has photographed and shot mountain 
lions, wildcats, sage grouse, silver tipped 
and black hears, and occasionally rattle
snakes, all in the vicinity of his home . 

Anothet· hunter \\'ho was present at the 
Sportsman's Exhibit, aud \\'ho has seen 
many thrilling and exciting experiences iu 
the hunting districts of the \Vest, isl\Ir. \V. 
H. \\-right. :\Tr. \Vright's home is in l\fis
souia, :Montana, and be has trayeJed and 
hunted through some of the roughest coull
try of the region, o11e particularly long 
trip which he made not long- ago be!ng 
over three hundred miles i u length, tak1ng 
him through the Cascade mountain region 
from Spokane, \Vashington, north to British 
Coluwbia. I-Je has shot pretty nearly every
thing in that part of the country which it 
is possible to shoot-elk, moose, deer, 
grizzly bears, mountain lions, and other 
wild occupants of the woods. 



The Pole Vau it. 

INTERCOLLEGIATE' GAlVIES. 

T'VENTY years ago the athletes of the 
first colleges in the United Stn.tes got 
together to or�anize aa association. 

A competition between the nmuers and jmn
pers and strong men for the honor of their 
colleges would be a good thing, they 
thought, and how well they reasoned is 
shown by the prominence to which this in
tercollegiate ath lelic associ atiou lu:ts risen. 
Gradually, year by year, ''general athletics" 
has \\·or ked its way thron"h the fe,·ered in-- , 
terest concentrated about the ball fields and 
crews, and into the 1ninds of the u ndergrad
uates. Faculties, parents, and physicians 
alike understan<l that it is the well propor
toned figure, s haped and refined hy steady, 
moderate training, rather thau the hastily 
lleYeloped beef and bra\Yil of a football man, 
that best stands the strain of the \\'Orl<l, and 
that is why fi''e thousand people gathered to 
encourage the games at the Berkeley 0\·al 
in New York last :\Iay. · 

Since their inception these meetings have 
been productive of sensational feats in track 
eveuts. Each year some old college, 
or even world, record has been low
ered. The present meeting was not an 
exception. G. \V. Orton of Pentl. lowered 
the mile run ; \V. 0. Hickok of Yale tnade 
ttew lengths for the shot ancl hammer pnt
ting; C. T. Bucholz of Pennsylvania and \V. 
\V. IIoyt of Harvard raised pole vaulting to 
a new height, anJ J. L. Breemer of Harvard 
gave on arlded interest to the 220 yanl 
lmnlle. The start! i ng feature of lhe meet, 
however, was the 100 and 220 yard spri nting 
of John V. Crum of the University of Iowa. 

Yale won 1..l1e cup with a total of 30 points 
( fiye points are scored for a "'inner, two for 
a second, and one for third places). The 
total scores of tlte other colleges were : U. 
of Penn., 25 ; Haryanl, 22 ; 1,;. of Iowa, ro; 
C. of CaL, 7 ; Dartm outh, 5 ; Swarthmore, 
5; 'Cnion ,  4: Amherst, 2 ; and Princeton, I. 





A D I V E R1' E D  'lOY AGE. 
By Edgar R .  H oadley, 

Aut11nr of " 1'retin and Station," "A Split in tlw Club," etc. 
I.  

" '\ 'XJ HAT are we g-oi n g  to oo now, 
V \ Brad ?" asked Duke Brandon. in 

despondent tont:s,  aHll after a 
long pause. 

'' 'Vhat t·an \\'e do, bu t go home ancl ' give 
up the ship '," rcspoud etl Bradley King, in 
equally gloomy mood., looking up at his 
friend as if  he hopetl to recei\·e a sugges
tion that would help tllem out of their 
difficulties. 

" Nothing, I suppose, ' '  replied Duke 
slovvly. ' ' But if \Ye've got to go home, we 
m i ght as well take that :Mr. i\larshall to 
Fortune Island, anc.l make that lwndred 
dollars. It wo ;1 't he much out of our \\'ay. 
I wish I hadn't evet· asked you to come 
here, and perhaps tltis thing ,,;ouldn't have 
happened." 

" And perhaps it  would," added Brad. 
" I  had no business leaving tile money in 
the cabin ; but i t 's just our l uck , or rather 
bad luck, an<1 there's no use crying o\'er 
spilt milk. Perhaps \\'e had better do this 
service for Marshall, as vou sa,·. Half a 
loaf is better thau no bread, ,:ou know, 
though I don 't see ho\\' it \\·ill h-elp u s  any 
to keep the On dina. " 

The speakers \\'ere young fellows be
tween seventeen and nineteen years of 
age. They \\·ere muscular and sui1 brown
ed from outdoor life, but their toil marked 
hancls sho\\'etl that the latter l tacl itot all 
been passed in sport and pastime. 

They were seated ott the piazza of the 
'Vindsor Hotel, on Queen Street, in Ham
ilton, Bermuda. 

It was ten o'clock in the morni11g. and 
three hours before, they had discoyerecl 

" Wh:t are you d<>ing? •' cried Bob in great amazement. 



A DIVER TED VO YAGE. 

that since their arrival the previous after
noon, some one had broken into the cabin 
of their yacht and stolen seven hundred 
dollars. 

This money was their sole capital, which 
they bad intended to invest in tropical 
fruits, principally bananas, at o�e of the 
West Indian islands, and carry them to the 
States, where they could be sold at a hand
some profit. It is true they had come considerably out 
of their way to touch at the Bermudas, 
but this was done because Duke Brandon 
had relatives at Hamilton , and besides, 
they wanted to combine some rest and plea
su re with their business venture. 

Bradley King and Duke Brandon were 
from the west coast of Florida, as were Bob 
Lvnch and Perry Davis, the ot-her two 
m�mbers of their party. 

Brad's father owned an extensive orange 
grove, on which he spent the wi nter and 
worked as hard as any of the hired hands. 
He did not, however, do this for economy's 
sake, or because they could not employ 
enough men to do the work, but for tlle 
reason that h is father had given him a por
tion of the grove, containing about one 
hundred trees, and he was intensely inter
ested in its success. 

Duke-which, by the way, was not his 
n ame at all, the boys havin g  ignored h is 
baptismal one of Charles, because he was 
English , and they claimed that there had 
been a Brandon who was Duke of Suffolk 
-Duke was the son of the captai n of a 
packet schooner that ran between Cedar 
Keys, Tampa, and Key West. During the 
busy season, which had just en<led, he was 
the mate of the schooner, for which service 
he was paid the regular wages by his 
father. He was a �-;ood sailor, as indeed 
were his three friends, and he knew every 
bay, inlet, or river, on the west coast. 

Perry Davis and Bob Lynch were the 
sons of two men who had charge of the 
work of dredging for pebble phosphate in 
one of the South Florida 1·ivers. They 
had had no particular occupation as yet, 
hav ing recently left school in a northern 
city, but Perry expected to go as purser on 
a steamer, and Bob to get a position in 
the Un i teu S t ates Engineer Corps, the 
next winter. 

Not one of the quartet was possessed of 
ample means , though they were in comfort
able circumstances. 

Nearly two years before the memorable 
voyage (a portion of which we are about 
to relate), soon after they became ac
quainted and while the four friends were 
mak ing a trip on the packet ste_amer, they 
agreed to purchase, in partnership, a 
schooner yacht, if the proper one could be 
found, for their own use, and to take out 
parties from the great Tampa Bay hotel. 

They did not have to wait long to find 
what they wanted. A few uays later a 
beautiful yacht, complete and almost lux
urious in its every appointment, sailed 

into Tampa Bay. Her owner was with 
her, and, having met vvith a slight ac�id.ent, 
was disgusted with her and wanted to get 
rid of her, which he was prepared to do at 
a sacrifice. 

UnfMtunately Brarl and his friends did 
not hear of her till  she had been sold to a 
broker , and \vhen they approached him , 
they were told that they could have her 
for three thousand d ollars. which was con
siderably more than he had paid for her. 

This was much more than they had in
tended to expend for a vessel ,and was far 
beyond their means. 

But they were so pleased with the 
schooner, that they could n o t  give up the 
idea of possessing her, and after consider
able " dickering, "  they got the broker to 
Jet him have her for sixteen hundred 
dollars cash , the balance to be paid in two 
years, secured by a mortgage at seven per 
cen t. 

Of the sixteen hundred dollars, Brad 
contributed seven hundred, and each of 
his three friends put i n  three hundred. 
The balance, fourteen hundred dollars an d  
interest, was t o  be paid b y  Brad, thus 
making his interest in the yacht seven 
tenths, anu that of his friends three ten ths. 

At the end of the first year, he had paid 
off four hundred dollars of the principal of 
the mortgage, and wi thin two months of 
the date of its maturity, he had seven 
hundred dollars more laid aside to be ap
plied in the same way, all of it beiug th e 
proceeds h-om the sale of oranges from his 
grove. 

And as the orange shipping season had 
then just begun , Brad felt assured that be 
would have enough, and a great deal more, 
to pay off the mortgage when it became 
due. 

Unfortunately the eccen tricities of the 
elements did not enter into his calculations. 
The night before Cbristmas a killing frost 
swept over the whole of Florida, such as 
had not v isited the State in over sixty 
years, and not only was the golden fruit 
frozen solid upon the trees, but most of 
the trees themselves were killed . 

The almo�t total annihilation of the 
orange industry came like " a  bolt out of 
the blue ,"  as it were, and Brad viewed 
with dismay the destruction of thousands 
of dollars' worth of fruit, and the results 
of loug years of labor and care. 

The necess i ty of raisi ug the three hun
dred dollars to pay off the mortgage on the 
yacht was forgotten , for the time being, in 
the general discussion of plans for the 
future, as it would take from three to five 
years for even the oldest orange trees 
which had not been killeri, to bear again. 

The first of February, however, brought 
a notice from the broker in Tampa that he 
would expect the mortgage to be paid off 
when due the first of the following month, 
or he would foreclose and sell the yacht. 

Brad, however, had thought of the mat
ter before that, · and not without some 
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an xiety. but he felt reasonably sure he 
would have no trouble in getting a loan 
from somebody. especially as it was only 
three hundred dollars, and their interest in 
the yacht was now so large . 

But he soon found it was going to he 
anything but an easy matter to raise even 
so small a s u m  as three hundred dollars. 
His own father could not help him. for he 
would need every cent he had, and m ore 
too, to tide him over the years that his 
orange grove would produce nothing. And 
no one else seemed inclined to supply the 
amount, though he applied to those he 
thought would most likely accommodate 
him, among his friends and neighbors 
whom he knew best. 

He was met with a refusal by those who 
were orange growers, with the same reason 
his father had given, an d by others with 
the plea of " hard times " and the " strin
gency of money." This may or may not 
hav� been true, but the fact of the matter 
was, no one was inclined to accept as se
curity floating property, such as a yacht, 
however valtiable it might be. 

An appeal to the broker for an extension 
of time on the mortgage was equally un
prod uctive of relief. So, perforce , the four 
friend s were compelled to resolve them
selves into a committee on ways and 
tlleans. 

After considerable discussion this, too, 
failed to provide a plan to raise the neces
sary money immediately. It was then that 
Brad proposed they make a trading voyage 
in the yacht, using the seven hundred 
dollars he bad in hand, to purchase a 
cargo. 

He was confident, barring accidents, that 
they could make a profit of at least four 
hundred dollars on a venture of tropical 
fruits from the West Indies to the States, 
as then:: was , just at that time, a scarcity 
of bananas and limes there, and they were 
bringing unusually high prices. Brad cal
culated that they could easily make the 
voyage, stopping a few days at the Bermu
das, long before the first of the following 
month, when the mortgage was due. 

This brings us back to the beginning of 
our story, wheu they bad reached Hamil
ton, and when the theft of Brad's seven 
hundred dollars bad dashed to the ground 
all their hopes of retain ing possession of 
the Ondina, and unexpectedly changed 
their plans. 

II. 

" HERE come Bob and Perry ," continued 
Duke, who had been looking down Queen 
Street. where it joined Harbor. " I won
der if they have heard anything." 

" They don't look as if they had," ob
served Brad , following his friend's gaze. 
" They see us, and if they had any good 
news they would show it. '' 

" What news. boys ?" cried Duke, as Bob 
and Perry came up. 

" None . "  replied Bob gloomily. " The 
constables have gathered in all the sus
picious characters in the place, hut not a 
trace of the robber or the money can be 
found. 'l'be chief constable seems to think 
the thief m ay have come from one of the 
vessels in the harbor. A coaster is reported 
to ha ve sailed for the States early this 
morning just before daybreak." 

" Did you hear what her name \\'as ?' 
asked Brad eagerly. 

" Yes, tbe \Vanderer, of Nassau. "  
" We m ust catch her," continued Brad, 

jumping to his feet. " Come on, boys. · · 
" Hold on, Brad," interposed Duke. 

" Don't let tlS g-o off on a wild good chase. 
It's not a suspicious circumstance thaf that 
schooner should have sailed when she did 
-that's about the hour the tide served for 
going out." 

" I suppose you are right, "' said Brad 
dejectedly , dropping back into his chair ; 
" besides, if you were not, the eviden ce is 
too slim, an d there is hardly one chance in 
a thousand that those on her even knO'\v 
about the robbery, much less anything as 
to the whereabouts of the monev. It's no 
use; we m ight as well give it up for gone." 

" We met that Mr. Marshall a few min
utes ago ," said Perry Davis, after a pause . 
" He asked us if we had changed our 
minds about taking him to Fortune Island, 
and I told him he had better see you about 
it again . "  

" Duke and I had just about decided \Ve 
would take him when you came up," Brad 
rejoined. " It's the best thing we can do; 
in fact, the only thing we can do, though 
it wo n 't save the Ondina. " 

" Unless we could find out where that 
Cuban revolutionary leader is, or capture 
him ," laughed Bob. 

" What do you mean ? \¥hat revolution
ary leader?" asked Brad and Duke, almost 
in the same breath. 

" Why , Macedo-you 've heard of him 
through the newspapers, since they began 
that insurrection in Cuba early this spring. 
He's been in exile at San Domingo , and it 
is supposed that he is now on the way to 
Cuba to lead the insurgents. Well, it 
appears that some time during the night , 
placards offering a reward of six hundred 
pounds for the capture, or information 
leading to the capture, of Macedo, were 
posted all over town . Soon after daylight, 
however, the posters were torn down by 
the constables, but we were shown one at 
the chief's office." 

" No, thank you , Bob," laughed Brad, 
" I  don 't think we want to make Mr. 
Macedo's closer acquaintance just now, 
and the straits 'of Florida, well without the 
three mile limit, is as near as we want to 
get to Cuba just at this time." 

" And especially so, as a dungeon or an 
ounce of lead , or both, is waiting for you, 
if you should be caught by the Spaniards," 
added Duke. 

" Here's Marshall now," interrupted 
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Perry, as a man i n  a light costume and a 
Panama hat came up the steps. 

He was of medium height, though power
fully built, and his face was almost entirely 
covered with a thick black beard. He had 
said he was the owner of a large sugar plan 
tation on Fortune Island, which he was 
anxious to reach, as he had heard that most 
of his hands were leaving him and going 
over to Cuba to joiu the revolutionists. 

The boys had spent some time with him 
at the hotel the evening before, when he 
had tried to induce them to take him to 
his plantation, and they had discussed 
with him their plaus. 

In a few mi nutes Brad had concluded ar
rangements with him. '.rhey were to sail 
with the tide early the next day. Marshall 
was stopping at the hotel, and one of the 
boys was to call for him in the morning. 

" Well, fellows," said Brad, when he had 
gone, " I'm going to sleep on the Ondina 
tonight. '' 

" ·what for ?" asked Duke. " There's 
nothing left much worth stealing but the 
schooner." 

" I  know it, more's the pity," replied 
Brad sadly ; " but I have an idea I would 
rather do it." 

" But you'll come out and see the folks 
again before we go?" added Duke. 

He had invited his friend:; to spend their 
n ights at his aunt's near Prospect Hill, dur
ing their sojourn on the islands, and they 
bad passed the previous night there. 

• •  Certainly , " responded Brad ;  • •  and to
day we must take i n  the sights of the 
place . "  

The day was quickly and pleasantly 
passed in viewing the points of interest in 
Hamilton , in inspecting the Royal Dock
yard on Inland I sland and the military es
tablishment at Prospect Hill, and in a final 
visit with D uke's aunt. . 

At half past ten Brad was asleep in the 
cabin of the Onc1ina. . The schooner was 
anchored in Hamilton Sound, only a short 
distance from the line of wharves, which 
formed the water side of Harbor Street. 

Brad had slept probably an hour, when 
he was aroused b v  a knock on the cabin 
slide, which he had closed and locked. 

" Who's there ? What's wanted ? '' h e  
called, far from pleased a t  being disturbed. 

· · Is Mr. King on board ?" asked a voice, 
after a pause. 

" Yes; I'm Mr. Kin g. \¥hat's wanted ?" 
answered Bracl. 

" Mr. Marshall says he would like to see 
you up at the hotel a few minutes." 

'• Wh v didn't he come down himself ?" 
asked Brad impatie n tly , and wondering 
what their pnssenger wanted to see him 
for at that hour of the night, when they 
were going to sail bv davlight in the morn-
ing. 

· • 

Perhaps, he thought , he had changed his 
mind about going to Fortune Island, and 
they would have to return home without 
even the h u n dred dollars, 

" He said to tell you he would have done 
so, but he wasn't feeling very well," re
plied the voice to Brad's question. 

" That's different," said the latter, as he 
began to put on his clothes. " All right. 
Tell him I will be tbere in a few minutes.'' 

Brad found their passenger sitting up in 
his room. He did not appear, from his 
voice or actions, to be ill in any way, but 
if he was, it would have been impossible 
to have detected it in his face, so dosely 
was it covered by his thick black beard. 

He complained of a sick headache. 
In response to Brad's question, he said 

he not onlv still wanted to be taken to 
Fortune Island, but that he also had half a 
dozen boxes of sugar mill machinery he 
wanteu canied there. Would the boys 
transport it for fifty dollars additional ? 

Brad readily replied tbat they would, 
and expressed the wish that they could get 
a whole cargo at the same rates. 

Where were the boxes, and when would 
they be put aboard ? He was inform.ed 
that they were then on a steamer in the 
harbor, and would be transferred to the 
schooner as soon as i t  was light enough in 
the morning. 

rrhe matter being arranged, Brad pre
pared to return to the yacht. Marshall 
detained llim, however, with a 'discussion 
as to the best treatment for frozen orange 
trees, a subject in which, of course, Brad 
was intensely interested. 

This was followed by other topics , ' and 
it was after one o'clock before he found 
himself hack in the cabin of the schooner; 

At the first peep of dawn, the three boys 
were on hand. and :Mr. Marshall followed 
soon after. 

Brad immediately told his ·friend� of the 
additional arrangement h'e 'had made with 
the passenger. · 

As soon as it was light enough, a lat•ge 
yawl put off from a coasting steamer, 
lying not far d1stant, with Matshall's boxes, 
and they were quickly trausferi·ed t!) the 
schooner's hold. 

Just as the sun came up: tHe
. 

Ondina 
passed throug-h Tremblar�s Narrows, ·into 
the Atlan tic Ocean, and was headed south
east. 

With good weather, and a favoring 
breeze, i t  was about ten days' sail for a 
yacht like the Ondina to Fortune Island. 

Fortunately the weather was all that 
could be desit·ed, and n othing happened to 
iuterrupted the ·. ordinary routine of stand
ing watch; handling the sails, and taking 
alternate tricks at the wheel. 

Mr. Marshall kept to the cabin most of 
the time, and had very little to say. He 
appeared to be in deep thought, or worried 
about something, probably over the con
dition of affairs on . his plantation. He 
also devoted x:nuch ti me and study to a 
map and some papers he had with. him in 
a sma)l leather b,ag., . 

The only thing in his action s that caused 
any comment from the boys was the ex-



420 THE C YCLIST. 

t1·eme care he took that none of them " I thought you were only going to For-
should get a close view of the map or the tune Island.·· 
papers. " I think now we will keep on past For-

Late in the afternoon of the teuth day tune Island to Cuba . "  
Fortune Jslaud was sighted, and it was " I  think we'll do nothing of the kind," 
calculated that they could make its harbor retorted Bob decidedly . 
bv sundown. " Well, Bob, it doesn't make much differ-

. At six o'clock. when dinner was an- ence now what you think. You're the best 
nounced, they were within three o1· four sailor on this schooner, and I shall want 
miles of the island. Duke then fomul, by you to p1lot us �o Cuba." 
consul ting Mr. Marshall and their almanac, " That's where you are mistaken,  hut 
that they would have to \\'ait at least two eveu if I were I wouldn't take her another 
hours before the tide would be high enough step towards Cuba," said Bob angrily, re
to go into the harbor. linquishing his grasp on the spokes of the 

It was decided that they would anchor, wheel and stepping back. 
as soon as they came up opposite its en- " No ?" queried Marshall sarcastically, 
trance. as be drew a revolver from his pocket and 

Bob Lynch was at the wheel while the deliberately cocked it. 
others were at dinner. As the wind was Bob was alarmed and tremendously ex
lig,ht and steady, it was not n ecessary to cited. He had never be�:n called upon to 
have any one on deck to assist the wheel- look into the barrel of a pistol, and he far 
man. from relished the prospect. 

Dinner was about half finished when Mr. " Obey me in all things, Bob, and all 
�arsball rose suddenly from the table, will be well ,,·ith you," added MarshalL 
5ayiug: • '  What do you mean by this outrage, 

" Pardon me, boys, I have forgotten Mr. Marshall ? "  demanded Bob, whose 
something. My overseer said he would pluck had certainly deserted hun for the 
display a signal which would let me know moment. 
if all was right on the plantation. I want " l  mean we are going to Cuba, as I told 
to see if it is there . "  yon before," replied Marshall, as h e  turned 

He took the telescope from the rack o n  and walked forward. 
the side of the cabin, near the companion At this moment there was a pounding 
way, and hurried on deck. and pushing against the cabin slide, which 

When his two feet were beyond the acted as a spur on Bob, reviving his inborn 
combing of the companion, he turned like pluck, and impelling him to attempt a dar
a flash, and, slam mi n g the cabin slide ing thing. 
shut, fastened it with the -hasp and staple. Marshall had hardh• reached the main 

" \Vhat are you doing ?" cried Bob in hatch when he sprang forward to the 
great amazement. cabin slide, intent only on releasing h i s  

" You can see," replied Marshall coldly. companions. He had just put his hand on 
' ' I have locked your friends in the cabin, the hasp \\'hen Marshall deliberately turned 
and I ' m  going to take this schooner to and presented his revolver, as if he had 
Cuba. Behave yourself, and you sha'n't seen and was perfectly aware of what the 
be hurt." boy was doi ng. 

" Cuba!" echoed Bob, trying to control Bob crouched down behind the raised 
his excitement. " We don't want to go cabin ,  but apparently not soon enough, for 
there, and on the whole I don't think we almost simultaneously with the report o f  
will. " Marshall's revolver, he staggered to his 

"On the whole I think we wz'/1 go there," feet with a cry of pain, and lurched over-
said Marshall in a quiet tone. board. 

( To be conhnued). 

THE CYCLIST. 

WHEN first the rider on his cycle leaps . 
Ere yet beneath his grasp the handles glow, 
The foremost wheel. with wav'rings to and fro, 

Unstead ily . gathers way, and forward creeps. 
But soon a straight and steady course it keeps, 

Urged by those feet that make the pedals go ; 
More rapid still the revolutions grow, 

Till swift through singing air th_e safety sweeps. 
Behold the life of man depicted here : 

First tott'ring infancy's uncertain pace, 
Then manhood grows more steady in the race, 

When speedier still flies each revolving year. 
- Tlwmas Auld. 
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By M ax J .  Ha rvey. 

I 
HAD i n te nded to take a spin of six or 

eight miles before breakfast,  for it 
was i n  the latter part of .May, when 

the eastern horizon begins to show light 
shortly after four o'clock, but there were 
several reasons why I changed that part 
of my program . I had arrived at the 
Travelers' Rest late the night before and 
found it  one of the best hotels yet encou n t
ered on m y  two weeks' cycli n g  trip 
through the eastern part of Penn syl vania. 

I had wandered off the beaten track of 
wheel men, so that no road map was at 
command. In fact I was the pioneer of 
our club sent to lay out a course which a 
dozen of them had arranged to take during 
their sum m er vacation . 

I had had an u nusually long ru n ,  so that I 
was tired and h ungry, when I swung off 
my wheel at this quaint,  old fashioned 
hotel. with its well cooked food, its honest 
welcome, and its clean bedding. What 
more natural , therefore , that when I awoke 
a li ttle .later than usual and glanced at m y  
watch , where I had hung it  agai nst the 
w al l ,  I should turn over and sleep another 
hour before descending to breakfast ? 

All this is somewhat of a roundabou t 
way of say i n g  that i nstead of leaving the 
Travelers' Rest at five o'clock in the morn
ing, I did so at eight. I had now a run of 
nearly twenty miles through a wild part of 
the country, where I could not expect to 
find good roads. 

From the landlord I had gathered al l the 
information n ecessary , and understood m y  
course as well a s  i f  I had a route map before 
me. Five m iles of fair ordi.nary road, then 
ten or twelve through a wooded , hilly 
country, after w hich the highway was . a 
fair one to Wolfmere. Beyond that, all 
was good sai ling and had bee n studied so 
carefully by me that I felt familiar with it. 

There was j ust enough coolness i n  the 
air  to make the slight exertion w ith the 
wheel perfect enjoyment. The road was 
better than I an ticipated ; I had lingered 
over a most excellent meal , with the brief 
rest that was proper ; there was noth in g 
to cause haste ; the sky was w i thout a 
cloud and my w·heel seemed to nm of itself. 

I never struck so lonely a country as that 
through which I was now passi ng. Recall
i n g  the people whom I had seen , the 
several villages and n umerous dwellings 
only twen ty four hours before, it was hard 
to realize that I went mile after mile with
out seeing a living person or a h uman 

residence. This was all the stranger from 
the fact that the road was well worn and 
m ust have been traveled by vehicles within 
a short time. 

By and by I saw two men at work in a 
fiel d ,  but they were half a mile away and 
at first I doubted their reali ty. Then I 
met a horse man , who n odded in recogni tion 
of my sal ute, b u t  n either of u s  spoke ,  and 
then came an other h alf hour of solitude. 

I had passed several stretches of woods 
and debouched into the open country again , 
when I saw some one approaching. A 
glow of pleasure went over me,  for he was 
a wheel m an like myself. 

There is a feeling of comradeship among 
cyclists, especially outside the cities, where 
meetings between them are not so freque n t ,  
and though the young m a n  drawing n ear 
was a stranger, I warmed to h i m .  

A s  w e  m e t ,  w e  i nstinctivelv slackened 
our pace, came to a hal t ,  dismounted, and 
stand i ng beside our m achines, indulged in 
a few m i n utes' talk. 

He was from Philadelphia and out for a 
week's jaunt with his wheel. He had tak e n  
this course to get away from the traveled 
routes. He li ked i t  and expected to go 
back to his work in Philadelphia with per
fect health and strength. 

1 tol d h i m  about the roads I had come 
over and he was equal! y courteous. 

" It's a little bit rou gh further on , "  he said 
w i th a half fling of his head to sign ify the 
road over which h e  had just com e ,  · •  but 
you won't have any trouble o n  that ac
coun t. " 

" What then is likely to be the cause ?'' I 
asked. 

" You have a pi stol with you , ! suppose ?''  
h e  remarked w i th a smile. 

" I  never carry one." 
My new acquaintance shook his head. 
" You m ay not need a weapon when 

travel i n g  through a well settled portion of 
the cou ntry, but you do i n  this part of 
the world. And, as the Arkansas colonel 
said,  when you do want a revolver, you 
wan t it m ighty bad. " 

" And why ?" 
" About two miles to the rear, in a piece 

of woods, is Bear Hollow, that I was 
warn ecl against .  There's an old stone house 
near the highway, which seems to be the 
heaclqu :J.rters of a vicious set of tra mps ,  
who make a practice o f  holding u p  s u c h  
few wheelmen a s  venture t o  pass their 
place " 
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" Did they trouble you ?" 
. .  They tried it. Three of them took 

their station i n  the middle of the road. so 
that I could not pass, and notified mt: that 
I must hand over what valuables I had, or 

1 they would demolish me. I slipped off m y  
wheel, drew my revolver, and let fly. I 
didn't mean to kill any one of them, though 
I would have been justified, but killing a 
man is too serious a thing to be done 
lightly. So I nipped the ugliest looking 
tramp's ear with a bullet. That gave them 
a scare, and I was on my wheel and off 
again before they could recover. Sorry 
you haven 't a weapon. Look out for your
self is all I have to say except to wish yon 
good luck.'' 

\¥e parted company, and I rode along at 
a moderate pace, wondering what it was 
best to do, for after the warning of m y  
friend, I could not doubt the gravity of Lhe 
danger. 

Had there been a cross road offering a 
chance to flank the perilous poin t ,  I would 
have been quick to take it, but there was 
none. Wisdom suggested that I should go 
back or wait until I had company, but I 
could not know how long I would have to 
tarry in the lonely country, before finding 
some one who was going my way, and 
there are few things which a cyclist dislikes 
more than taking the " back track," after 
having fixed his day 's route. 

Thus it was that I kept moving at the 
same moderate pace until I entered the 
wooded stretch of country, the road leading 
straight in advance , without the slightest 
curve to the right or left. A gentle, down
ward grade , plain ly seen in front, left no 
doubt that it was Bear Hollow. where the 
frowsy vagrants were on the alert to stop 
and plunder solitary travelers like myself. 

I bad-not decided upon my precise line 
of action, but, seeing nothing of the men, 
concluded that the only thing to do was to 
gpurt. By putting on my best speed, I was 
hopeful of darting past the danger point 
before detection. I had begun to press 
more hardly. on the pedals, when I made 
two important discoveries. 

The little, tumble down stone house of 
which I had heard, stood directly beside 
the highway, partly hidden by trees and 
vegetation. I had hardly located it when 
the touseled head of a man appeared, peer
ing from among the trees. I saw his slouch 
hat, his heavilv bearded face ancl massive 
shoulders revealed for a momen t, and then 
drawn back. 

That he had discovered me was self evi
dent,  and I was sure to find m y  way 
blocked. The highest burst of speed wo.uld 
not take me past the place . A collision, 
an " unhorsing," a robbery, and perhaps 
a terrible beating awaited me, if I kept on. 

The second discovery was a path which 
was disclosed on my right and le<l into the 
woods. Like a flash, I sprang to the ground, 
and ran my wheel into the n arrow opening. 
At tllat season the vegetation was at its 

fullest, and a dozen paces took m e  beyond 
sight of any one passing along the road . 

This would have been a providential es
cape could I have been certain of one 
thing : that the path Jed around through 
the £01·est. coming back to the road at a 
safe distance beyond Bear Holiow. I 
thought it likely that such was the fact, 
but could not know uutil the test was 
made. 

At any rate, I might have picked my 
way among the trees, ultimately coming 
back to the highway, even if  it required an 
hour or more, but for the fact that the 
tramps would be quick to detect and frus
trate the attempt. 

If I failed to appear in front c;>f the stone 
building within the next minute, they 
would know that I had either stopped or 
gone back. A glance would fail to show 
me to them, glidi ng away from the spot, 
for it will be remembered that the high
way was so straight that they could see 
for a long way. They would know ou the 
instant, therefore, that I harl taken to the 
woods, and aware, too, of the path would 
know also my course and would be quick 
to head me off. 

However·, I had " crossed the Rubicon," 
and it would not do to hesitate. An at
tempt to return to the road was likely to 
bring me face to face with the fellows, and 
I pushed on, as fast as the situation 
would admit. 

'l'he path was narrow. little traveled, and 
crossed and overhung with limbs, again!';t 
which I brushed. and some of which I bad 
to thrust aside to make room for mvself 
and the wheel. The trail had probably 
been made many years before by animals 
in going to the stream at the bottom of the 
hollow for water, and was therefore older 
than the highway itself, for the latter re
moved the necessity of such a footpath, 
which probably was never used nowadays. 

It was a trying task . The pedals and 
wheels caught several times, and I had to 
watch out carefully to prevent the machine 
from being disabled. Where I could do 
so [ trotted., though it was risky work. I 
did not dare mount, but there were places 
here and there where I might have in
creased the speed by so doing; but more 
than likely I would have been swept from 
my seat by the obtruding limbs, or the 

· gearing would have been broken-a dis
aster which filled me with nervous dread. 

All the time I was listening an d glanc
ing back aud in front for the tramps, ex
pecting their appearance at any moment. 

Suddenly I came upon a small sluggish 
stt·eam at the lowest depression of the 
hollow. It was only a few inches deep and 
about a yard wide. It was so clear and 
cool looking, that but for my haste, I 
would have knelt down and quaffed my 
fill of the tempting water; but I sprang 
lightly across, pulling m y  wheel after me. 

The path continued without change on 
the other side, so that in the olden time, 
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the wild animals must have approached 
the stream from both directions. Whether, 
however, the trail led back to the high
way or deeper into the forest remained 
to be discovered. 

" Hey, there! sonny, we want you!" 
The startling hail came from the rear. 

There they were, two of as villainous 
vagrants as ever robbed a hen roost. They 
bad just leaped the narrow stream and 
were striding towards me, less than one 
hundred feet away. 

Had they chosen instead to head me off, 
there would have been no hope of escape, 
for before I could have turned round and 
mounted my wheel, they would have been 
upon me. 

As it was, they would have been at m y  
heels in a twinkling, had I not resorted to 
a desperate recourse, and one wholly unex
pected by them. I gave my wheel a start, 
leaped into the seat and applied every 
ounce of strength upon the pedals. 

" Stop, or we'll shoot!" 
I didn't believe they had any firearms, 

but had I known to the contrary, it would 
have made no difference. I was working 
for life now, and no young man ever 
wrought harder. 

Seeing my action , the men broke into a 
run. It took m e  a few seconds to acquire 
headway, during which they gained, but 
I was quickly drawing away from them 
and increasing the space at every revolu
tion of the wheels. 

It may be said, however, that the peril 
was more from my flight than from them . 
The path must have improved after it 
crossed the little stream. else I never could 
have kept my seat and maintained any 
rate of speed. 

The branches swished my face like the 
thongs of a whip ; some of the blows against 
my sides were painful, and though I bent 
my head, leaning forward, and peering 
eagerly from under the rim of my cap, it 
seemed certain every moment that myself 
and wheel would be overturned in a dis
astrous, all pervading smash. 

I did not glance back to see how my pur
suers were making out, for that was likely 
to precipitate the very catastrophe wbicll 
threatened, but bent every energy to get
ting ahead. getting ahead; that was the 
one all absorbing. overpowering desire, 
that thrilled through my whole being. 

This strange chase must soon end. I£ 
the path led deeper into the woods, m y  
progress must be checked. I f  it  debouched 
into the highway, it was time I reached 
that point. 

I could hardly restrain a shout when the 
increasing light ahead showed that I was 
close to the road. The path did curve 
around and return to it. It was directly 
ahead. Hurrah ! 

I glanced back. Despite the obstruc
tions, I bact drawn away so far from my 
pursuers that nolhing was seen of them. 

But I was rejoicing too soon. There 
stood the third ragged miscreant directly 
in my path on the edge of the highway. 
He had a huge stone in his hand and was 
waiting for me. 

" Out of my way or I'll shoot!" I shouted, 
slipping my hand back to my hip. 

He knew what the threatening move
ment meant and stepped to one side, but 
only for a couple of paces, so I bad barely 
room to clear him. 

I shot into the road as if  propelled from 
a catapult, and to save myself from plung
ing into the wood on the other side, I 
leaned so far to the right that it seemed m y  
elbow grazed the dust in the highway, and 
the wheel slid sideways as if on ice. But I 
kept my poise (though if the path had 
en tered into the road at right angles it 
would have been impossible), straightened 
up, and away I went down the highway 
like an arrow sped from the bow. 

Something whizzed passed my head and 
crashed among the trees like a cannon ball. 
It was the stone ,  which the tramp bad 
hurled with prodigious force and so true an 
aim that it missed crushing m y  skull by 
barely a hair's breath. But " a miss is as 
good as a mile." 

THE GOLDEN YEAR. 

THE year is a casket of costly things, . 
A treasure of priceless worth , 

A storehouse full for shepherds and kings, 
Whose gems are the joys of earth. 

We plunge our hands in the gleaming store, 
It yields so much, and we ask still more ! 
Like jewels bright from a necklace shed, 
The radiant moments have flashed and fled. 

The year is a palace of fair delights, 
·where the sun and the moon do reign 

O'er the nomad nation of days and nights, 
Who wander by bill and plain. 

Within the palace's gate of gold 
vVe hear the tale of tbe seasons told ; 
Each hour is a word i n  the endless rhyme 
Of ploughing, and sowing, and sheanng time. 

-Marston Moore. 



OVE R  A F R I CA.* 
By W i l l iam M u rray G rayd o n ,  

.Autlwr of '' U'tlder .Africa.," " Tile Sun God's Secret," etc. 

SYNOPSIS OF CHAP'rF,RS PREVlOUSLY PUB
LI::>HED. 

RALPH HALDANE, who held an editorial po
sition in the publishing house of Scudamore & 
Co., went to meet an expedition in Af1·ica in 
the interests of his firm, leaving i n  Mr. !-)cuda
rnore's ch:u·ge his little son, Hector. Some months 
later a porti on of the balloon in which he had 
ascended, is found floating on the river Niger, 
and Haldane is given up for lost. 

On Hector's twenty first birthday Mr. Scuda
more acquaints him with his father's fate, but 
can tell him little concerning his parentage. He 
gives the young man a small gold locket which 
belonged to his father, contain ing the portrait of 
a beatttiful woman, whom both believe to be Hec
tor's mother. 

Shortly after graduating from Oxford, several 
years later, Hector receives a letter announcing 
Mr. Scu damore's death, and that as the deceased 
has died intestate all his property reverts to his 
widow, thus lea v ing Hector penniless. 

Learning that an expedition is being fitle<l out 
by Sir Wilfred Coventry in order to rescue the 
elder Haldane, who is believed by some to be 
still living in the wilds of Africa, Hector joins 
it. The others of the party are Captain Jolly and 
an old classmate of Hector's, Philip Berkeley. 

The party embark on a magnificent balloon, 
the Explorer, which the baronet has had made 
especially for the journey. After many thrilling 
adventures, they reach !Jake Chad ; but the havoc 
created by the grapnel in a native village, pre
vents a descent. With the supply of gas almost 
gone, they are driven over a vast plain too level 
to afford a hol<l fo1· the anchor, and rapidly ap
proach lhe broad sheet of water, apparently des
tined to encounter death, if not from drowning or 
tlte crocodiles which in fest it, at the hands of the 
Buddumas, a bloodthirsty tribe inhabiting the 
adjacent region. 

CHAPTER X.-(Co?ttimted,) 

face of the lake for miles," he cried, " and 
did not know it. This is that great desert 
of reeds which Barth believed to be illimit
able , and in which he so nearly peri�hed. 
If the car descends here we are lost-and 
look ! the open lake is just before us. " 

The baronet S\\'iftly hauleci. up the grap
nel, and then turned to his companions 
with more excitement in his manner than 
thev had ever seen before. 

.. -The balloon is falling steadily," he ex
claimed. " Throw ont everythiug that you 
can spare. It is our only hope. God grant 
that enough gas still remains to take us 
aCI'OSS the Jake !" 

He seized the small quantity of food that 
still remained and tossed it over. Captain 
]oily threw out a flask of water and a box 
of loaded shells. 

The balloon rose slowly until it was fif
teen feet above the water, and then crept 
gradually down again. 

Sir Wilfred, with a look of despai r. flung 
out the blankets. and then another box of 
ammunition. 

The car rose twenty feet above the 
water, and soared along with the breeze 
for half a mile. 

Then down it sank until the tops of the 
tallest reeds swayed above the heads of 
the aeronauts. Its motive power was al
most spent. 

The baronet and Captain Jolly ex
changed meaning glances. Then each 

IN WHICH ALL SEEM FATED TO PERISH. seized a rifle and flung it into the air. 

THE balloon was now only thirty or The balloon went slowly upward, and as 
forty feet above the ground.  The the car burst from the dense rushes that 
baro11et attached an extra piece of had threatened to ingnlf i t ,  Sir Wilfred 

rope to the grappling anchor-making its pointed ahead with a sharp cry, and his 
length fifty feet at least-and standing comrades followed the motion of his arm 
erect, he threw it from the car. with glances of the utmost terror. 

All eyes watched the iron book in its For an instan t  a m azement and fear held 
swift descent-the frail object on which all speechless. Not fifty yards away was ' 
cen tered all their hopes. It plunged into the open surface of the lake-a vast sheet 
the coppice of reeds and disappeare d. of sunlit water that stretched afar in 
Then came a loud splash, a scattering of sparkling wavelets until it faded into the 
turbid, yellow water in every direction, dimness of the horizon. 
and as the grapnel plowed its deep furrow To the right and left a faint outline of 
throLtgh the towering rushes, myriads of the shore was visible for a long distance, 
wild fo\vl rose with frightful squalls, and and numerous islands, green with vegeta
swarmecl about the car. tion and timber. But in the immediate 

Sir \Vilfred turned to his companions foreground-appalling sight to the imper-
with a gesture of despair. iled aeronauts-were hippopotami sporting 

" We have been traveling over the sur- their un wieldy bodies in the shallow water ; 

*Tize fi1'Sl IO chapte1·s of this si01'J1 appeared in the Ju ne and July issue of THE ARGOSY, 
which will be fm·wa1'ded to any address on rt'ceipt of 20 cents. 
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snorting river horses , and huge crocodiles 
lying idly on the surface. 

A mome nt later the balloon swept past 
the last straggling barrier of reeds, and 
hovered over the open lake, now dipping 
coquettishly toward the surface, and then 
soaring a dozen feet in air. As though 
scenting their prey, hu ndreds of hungry 
crocodiles thrust their scaly snouts from the 
lake, and turned their yawni ng jaws toward 
the car. 

Sir Wilfred's calmness did not desert 
him even at this critical momeut, but his 
compan ion s were pale with dread. They 
leaned over the car, unable to tear their 
eyes from the grewsome spectacle, and 
still the balloon sank lower with fatal per
tinaci ty. 

The baronet glanced at the three re
maining rifles and the scanty supply of 
ammunition. 

'!'ben he turned his pockets inside out, 
and flung his knife, his pistol , and a hand
ful of coin i nto the lake. The others fol
lowed h is example . 

CHAPTER XI. 
CAPTURED BY THE BUDDUMAS. 

THE sacrifice of these small articles had 
no visible effect on the balloon. It skimmed 
on its course , barely six feet from the sur
face. 

The bale of tobacco had been temporarily 
forgotten . Hector made a dash for it, and 
over it went, much to the disgust of the 
crocodiles, who anticipated a daintier mor
sel . 'l'he bal loon rose a few feet, and then 
dipped obliquely toward the surface. 

It seemed that no earthly power could 
save the hapless aeronauts . Hope was at 
an end. 

Suddenly all eyes \vere turned on th e 
half lifeless Budduma, who was reclini ng 
against the side of the car. 'rhe same 
though t had entered the minds of a11. If 
this fellow were thrown out they m ight be 
saved yet ! What business had he there, 
anyhow? He was onlv a Budduma. a pirate, 
a bloodthirsty wretch who would be better 
off dead !  

· 

Sir Wilfred shook his head and looked 
rebukingly at his companions. 

" No, not that," be said. " It would be 
murder. Better die th an live with such a 
stain on our souls. If I thought i t  would 
do any good," he continued, " I  would sac
rifice the three rifles and the remainder of 
the ammunition. But i t  would only 
lengthen our struggles. Let u s  commend 
ourselves to Providence ! " 

A sublime expression was on the baro
net's face a s  he looked upward toward the 
peaceful blue sky. It impressed his com
panions, cowering fearfully in the bottom 
of the car. " I will show you how a man 
should die," it seemed to say to them . 

The crocodiles gathered thicker a n d  
thicker i n  the wake o f  the balloon . 

As far as the eye could reach the yellow 

surface of the lake was dotted with black 
specks. 

Chako clung to th e  cords that fastened 
the car to the hoop , uttering shriek after 
shriek. Was the judgmeut of Heaven 
about to descend on the daring explorers 
who had chosen so audaciously to disre
gard the laws of nature ? 

As the car fluttered over the very surface 
of the lake, grazing the water at intervals 
like a swallow in its fligh t, Hector sprang 
up with a radiant face. 

" There is still a last resort," he cried 
eagerly. " vVe can rid ourselves of at 
least a hundred poun ds of ballast. Let us 
cut the car loose anct cling to the m�shes of 
the balloo n . "  

" The lad is righ t," exclaimed the baro
net. " It is a clever plan. "  He grasped 
Hector's hand and shook it w i th a warmth 
that spoke more than words. 

The oscillations of the exhausted balloon 
were now frigh tful , and no time was lost 
i n  carrying out frector's suggestion . Sir 
Wilfred stuffed the compass and map iuto 
his pocket. The guns, the boxes of ammu
nition , and the rope ladder were tied se
cut·ely among the ropes. 

The baronet and Captain Jo1ly seized 
the Budduma with the intention of hoist
ing him to a place of safety , but the wrelch 
roused himself from his stupor and made 
such a fierce resistance that they were com
pelled to drop him. 

" It's u o  use , '' cried Sir �rilfred ; " we 
can never get h i m  up among those ropes 
unless he lends bis own assistance. He 
w1ll have to remain in the car. I gave the 
outside a coat of rosin and pi tch before w� 
left Lagos, ancl it will keep afloat for a few 
momen ts at l east-long enough perhaps 
for yonder canoes to pick the fellow up. 
Into the netting now, all of you. "  

The ba,·onet's admonition was not 
needed. All seized the cords and went 
nimbly up. hand over hand, first to the 
hoop and then into the tightly woven net
work that covered the balloon . Chako 
was more agile that any, and climbed far 
aloft like a great monkey. As they reached 
this temporary place of reft1ge the car 
struck the water with a swish that made 
the spray fly, and the body of the balloon 
whirled dizzily round and rou nd . 

For an instant the lives of all hung by a 
very slender thread and the ravenous croc
odiles narrowly m issed a stupendous feast 
-missed, I say, for just in the nick of ti me, 
Hector, who was far down in the cordage, 
swung his gleaming hatchet, and one by 
one severed the ropes that held the car. 
'l'he last one parted of its own accord 
from the strain ,  and the balloon soared 
twenty feet in air. where it encountered 
quite a little breeze, that carried it swiftly 
to th e eastward. 

The car containin� the refractory Bpd
du ma was seen to float l igh tly upon the 
water surrounded by numerous black 
snouts. 
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" His friends will rescue him," said Sir 
Wilfred, pointi ng to three big canoes that 
had just put off from an island that lay 
scarcely a mile ahead. 

" And probablv do the very opposite for 
us," added Captain Jolly in alarm. 

However, the captain's fears proved 
groundless. The occupants of the canoes 
shook their spears threateningly, but the 
balloon passed one hu ndred yards to the 
north of them, and kept steadily on toward 
the i sland , which was now very close at 
hand. 

'!'he thick vegetation concealed its inte
rior, but i t  was very long, apparently quite 
broad, and the banks rose steeply from the 
water's edge. 

The balloon must have presented a 
strange sight shorn of its car, and with 
the five men clinging by hands and feet 
to the dangling meshes of the netting. 

" We are sure to strike that island," said 
Hector to Sir Wilfred, \Yho was nearest to 
him. " The balloon will dash against the 
trees." 

" We must take what comes without 
complaint," replied the baronet. ' ' Through 
the mercy of Providence we have escaped 
the crocodiles. Even so we may be deliv
ered from the cruel Buddumas, into whose 
bands , I confess, we seem destined to fall 
-for th is island is undoubtedly inhabited." 

There was no time to say more . As 
though guided by an invisible hand, the 
balloon swept straight for the landing 
place 011 the shore of the island , which was 
marked by a long row of canoes, a11d by a 
well worn path leading up the bank. 

At this close range the aeronauts could 
see a cleared space beyond the outer fringe 
of timber. The trees were fortunately not 
very close together, and the balloon swept 
right betwee11 two of the tallest trunks, 
only half a dozen feet above the grou nd, 
and soared over a Budduma town swarm
ing with natives, who had evidently been 
awai ti ng- the arrival of the strange visitors 
in silence. 

Now they sprang up by dozens, shaking 
their spears and slings, and yelling so 
hideousl v that the terrified aeronauts 
nearly fell from their perch . 

In fact they had barely time to realize 
the hornet's nest they had stumbled into, 
when a native lifted his sling and sent a 
two pound stone crashing through the top 
of the balloon . Through this double rent 
the gas swiftly escaped , an d  the huge bulk 
of oiled silk collapsed right in the center of 
the village, dumping the aeronauts rudely 
to the ground and covering them up in its 
immense folds. 

They crept out one at a time, none the 
worse for their fall, and each new arrival 
was greeted by a hoarse yell from the ex
ul tant Buddumas, who crowded in a dense 
circle about their captives, eying them 
with hostile looks, bnt refraining from any 
attempt at personal violence-for the pres
ent at least. 

The scene was worthy the brush of au 
artist-the great balloon, s o  lately full of 
life, now a shriveled, shapeless mass upon 
the ground ; the little group standing by 
its side, who had ended so disastrously 
their daring voyage; and the naked, brown 
savages swarmi ng in the background. 
clamori ng frantically for their captives' 
life blood. 

Cbako groveled on the ground , the image 
of abject despair, but the beal"i ng of the 
four \vhite men was quite different. Hec
tor and Phil were very pale, and tht: cap
tain's round face was wrinkled with anx
iety ; but Sir Wilfred confronted his ene
mies as calmly and gracefully as though 
be were facing an applauding audience 
from the platform of a lecture hall. At 
length he turned to his com panions and 
said, " Do notl1i ng to anget· these people . 
Respect their \\'ishes, but at th e  same time 
be careful to show no trace of fear." 

For fully five minutes the captives were 
subjected to the scrutiny of the Buddumas; 
but presently a dozen ��rim looking fellows 
came forward, who drove the people to a 
little distance with their long spears, an d  
then roughly laid hands on the prisoners. 
At this demonstration the mob ceased their 
frenzied howling and became expectantly 
silent. 

CHAPTER XII. 

IN WHICH TilE CAPTIVES BECOME THE GUESTS 

OF KING KASONGO. 

AT first the captives fully bel ieved that 
they were doomed to immediate death, b ut 
they were soon joyfully un deceived. The 
Buddumas lerl them roughly throug-h the 
crowd to a small circular !Jut on the oppo
site side of the village, and thrust them 
into the dark interior. 

" My dear friends," said Sir Wilfred, 
" it is best that vou should know how cnt
ical is our situation. Let us not deceive 
ourselves with false hopes. The B1Hldumas 
are a cruel people. They never keep pris
oners ; they invariably kill them. We 
have fallen in to bad hands . "  

This statement was confirmed b v  Chako 
in a few inarticulate senten ces,

-
for the 

Ashantee was almost speechless from 
terror. 

I n  this hopeless frame of mind the cap
tives sat down on the floor of the hut, 
which was strewn with dry grass. Very 
little light shone in through the cracks of 
the door, and outside the barbarians were 
still keeping up a most terrific commotion. 

All at o11ce the din grew louder-if such 
a thing were possible-and the tenor of the 
cries st:emed to change. 

" Unless my ears deceive me," said Sir 
Wilfred, " the wretches are howling for 
joy. Our fate has probably bee11 pro
nounced." 

The prisoners started anxiously to their 
feet, not knowing what to expect, as a 
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rush of footsteps was heard, and the door 
of the hut was torn away. 

Each man was seized by two Buddumas, 
and led out of the b u t. Chako alone made 
any resistance. He fought his custodians, 
tooth and nail, believing that they were 
taking him to instant execution. 

The center of tb� village was jammed 
with natives, who fell apart as the captives 
advanced, leaving a space for them to 
walk. 

The procession halted by the side of the 
balloon, which lay just as it had fallen. 
" Shiver my hulk ! " ejaculated Captain 
Jolly, and the others shared his surprise, 
for there lav the wicker car that had been 
cut adrift on the lake. 

Suddenly a tall savage appeared, leading 
by the hanc'l the e maciated young slave 
whom the aeronauts had rescued from the 
Shoa Arabs. 

The man possessed rather an intelligent 
face, and was dressed more pretentiously 
than his companions-in a blue garment of 
native manufacture. 

He singled outSir Wilfred and addressed 
him volubly in some strange dialect. 

Much to his companions' amazement, 
the baronet replied in the same tongue, 
and for fifteen or twenty m inutes an ani
mated conversation was carried on, which 
was listened to with the greatest attention 
on the part of the Buddumas. Sir Wilfred's 
friends, of course, could nor understand a 
word that was said, nor could they form 
any conception as to the drift of the dis
cussion, for the baronet's expression was 
sphinx-like and told them nothing. 

At last the Budduma moved aside-to 
signify that the conversation was over for 
the present-and Sir Wilfred turned to his 
companions with a rarliant countenance. 

" Conceal your feelings ," he said cau
tiously ; " don't let these fellows see your 
gratification. Providence has i nterposed 
to save us. How fortunate it was that I 
should have learned the Shoa dialect a year 
ago ! That Budduma yonder is also familiar 
with it ; where be acquit·ed it I don't know 
:-probably from some captive Arab. But 
that matters not. Whom do you suppose 
he is ? None other than Kasongo, the so
styled king of all these piratical Budduma 
tribes who inhabit the numerous islands of 
Lake Chad, and that puuy lad beside him, 
whom we chanced to rescue from the Arabs, 
is his son, Prince Agga, who vvas captured 
a month ago while the Buddumas were 
raiding some Shoa town. His father had 
given h i m  up for lost until the canoes 
picked up our floating basket a little while 
ago. 

" We have earned the gratitude of the 
king and of his savage followers. Kasou
go believes that we purposely rescued his 
son and bt·ought him to this island. By 
all means let him think so. The prince, of 
course, knows no better. King Kasongo 
asked all manner of questions about our
selves and about the balloon. I explained 

our journey through the air as Iucir.lly as 
possible, and told the king something con
cerning the object of our expedition, He 
professes to be deeply grateful, and prom
ises to give what iofvrmation be can, and 
all the assistance that lies in his power. 
We shall soon see if he intends to keep his 
word. At all events, we are in no imme
diate danger, and the chances are that our 
trip to the island of the Buddumas will 
tum out to be the best thing that could 
have happened to us. Bear in mind what 
I have told you. Show no trace of fear. " 

It may be imagined with what joy the 
captives heard this good news. They were 
mindful of the baronet's warning, .how
ever, and carefully disguised their real 
feelings. 

King Kasongo speedily gave substan tial 
proof of his good intentions toward his 
captives-or rather his guests, as they 
must now be regarded. Acting upon a 
suggestion of the baronet's, he commanded 
a dozen of his subjects to fold up the bal
loon, and this they did quite cleverly. 
Then the king with his own band severed 
the guns and the rope ladder from the 
hoop and gave them to Sir \iVilfred, who 
retained his own rifle, and handed the 
others to Hector and Captain J oily. He 
gave the ladder to Phil, bidding him take 
good care of it. 

The \Vicker car was placed beside the 
rolled up balloon and a guard of Buddu
m.as was pnt around both. Then, while 
the natives uttered hideous yells, that 
were meant for welcome and approval, the 
king led his new friends across the open 
center of the village to a more substantial 
hut than those around it. It was slightly 
raised on piles. The floor was of plank 
and strewn with the skins of wild animals, 
while a collection of rude arms ornamented 
the walls. 

Kasongo and Prince Agga squatted down 
on a big lion skin, motioning the others to 
sit opposite. The king clapped his bands 
several times, and presently two slaves en
tered, bearing rice, honey, sour milk, and a 
platter of cooked meat. 

Sir Wilfred regarded these slaves with 
interest. They were intensely black, with 
quite regular featm·es ,  and hair that 
showed not a trace of curliness. The food 
was a welcome sight, and the king seemed 
to enjoy the hearty manner in which his 
guests ate. He kept up a li\·ely conversa
tion with the baronet all the time, in which 
Prince Agga frequently joined, though he 
gave most of his attention to the food, 
eating as though nothing had passed his 
lips for a week-which was as likely as not 
the case, poor fellow ! 

" I  have news for you , Haldane," said 
Sir Wilfred, when he had sated his appe
tite and his mind at the same time. " Ka
songo has heard, in a vague way, however, 
that a white man like ourselves has lived 
for many years among natives who dwell 
many miles to the southeast of Lake Chad. 
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What m anner of people these are , and h o w  
far distant their country i s ,  Kasongo can
not tell. lt is  somewhere near the sources 
of the great Shari River, which flows into 
Lake Chad from the south-and that sec
tiou of Africa, you k n o w ,  is totally un
known and u n explored. Kasongo declares, 
of course, that we will only be throwing 
our l i ves away by attempting to journey i n  
that direction. H e  s ti l l  asserts that he 
will aid ns, however, and I have strong 
hopes of bei n g  able to resc ue your father, 
Hector, for th i s  unknown white man can 
be none other than Ralph Haldane. 

" How that water bottle from. the balloon 
Mercury reached the vil l age on the eastern 
shore of this lake , where Chako lived in 
captivity, I can not tel l ,  nor would it be 
safe for us to go the·re i n  search of i n for
mation . Still stranger, indeed, is the fact 
that Ralph Haldane should turn up a 
th ousand m iles or more from the river 
N iger, where fragments of his balloon 
were found floating fifteen years ago. 
That mystery will be cleared up ere many 
mon ths are passed, I trust. But tomorrow 
we m ay learn more. Kasongo has offered 
us a sleeping place, and we need rest badly.  
Let us avail ou rselves of his offer. "  

Sir Wilfred spoke a few words to the king, 
and the whole party were led to an inner 
apar tment of the house, which was strewn 
deeply with rugs. . 

I n  ten minutes all were sleepi n g  soundly, 
while the sun san k lower and lower behind 
the island of the Budd umas. 

C HAPTER XIII.  
A FLIGHT FOR LIFE. 

W HILE these eve nts that we have j ust re
lated were taki n g  place in the village of 
the Bu dd umas, other events were trans
piring some m iles away which were des
tined to deeply concern our sleeping 
heroes. 

Under the peaceful security of King Ka
son go's roof they slum bered all that night 
and far into the next day. In fact, it was 
� igh noon when they straggled one by one 
mto the outer room , where a palatable meal 
was spread in waiti n g. 

The king and Pri nce Agga greeted the m 
warmly, and a herald announced to the 
m ul titude outside the i mportant piece of 
news that " the strange white men who fly 
i n  the air had deigned to wake up." 

Their long rest had transformed them 
completely. They looked sleek, happy , and 
con tented. Even Chako, who observed 
the veneration with which his companions 
were treated, was in buoyant spi rits. 

The long; hours that afternoon Sir v..·il
fred spent in close converse with Kasongo, 
wh ich was barren of result as far as i n 
formation concerning t h e  whereabouts of 
Ral ph Haldane was concerned. 

H o wever , the baron et obtained one im
portant concession from the kin g. Kasongo 
promised most faithfully to guard the bal-

loon and the car u n til Sir Wilfred should 
return-if he ever did. Perhaps Kasongo 
thought he was safe enough in making 
that promise. It i s  difficult to u nderstand 
the baronet's motive i n  asking such a 
favor. He m ust have known that the bal
loon cou l d  not be utilized ; that it was im
possible to manufacture gas i n  the interior 
of Africa. 

Kasongo sole mnly made the promise , 
however, a n d  it seemed to give Sir Wilfred 
great satis'f action. 

This Budduma king was probably no 
better than the rest of his people, but he 
undoubtedly had a deep affection for h is 
son, and this m ade h i m  feel a ge n uine re
gard for his strange visi tors. 

He recounted the truly shocking list of 
perils that inevitably awaited the daring 
men if they ventured into the dreaded te:::rri
tory to the south of Lake Chad. bul ail this 
eloquence was wasted upon Sir Wilfred. 
I t was not in the sturdy baronet's nature 
to turn back after he had once resolved on 
a course of action .  

After his intervi e w  with the king h e  dis
cussed the situation with his com pan ion s,  
and it was decided to remain a day or two 
longer on the island, and then procure 
transport to the sou thern shore of the lake ,  
a n d  a supply o f  provisions. 

The baronet was now thoroughly con
vinced of Kasongo's good faith , and his 
example naturall y  m ade the rest of the 
party feel quite at their ease in the midst 
of these bloodthirsty savages. 

But the storm was even then ready to 
break. At four o'clock in the afternoon a 
messenger came to the king's palace, and 
announced that a boat contai n i n g  half a 
dozen Arabs was approaching the islan d, 
and that they were waving branches of 
trees in token of peace. 

Kasongo seemed much surprised at this 
piece of news. Bidding the \vhite men re
main i ndoors, he a n d  Pri:lce Agga h ast
ened away to receive the visitors. 

Sir Wil fred felt that something serious 
was i m pending, but not wishing to alarm 
his compan ions. he made no mention of h i s  
fears. 

D uri 1i g thi s  period all ha<l been quiet 
outside, but now distan t shouts were heard , 
and parties of n atives ran through the vil
lage. 

At len gth Sir Wilfred went to the door, 
but the half dozen burly guards before the 
palace stern ly motioned him back. 

Night had now falle n ,  and soon fires 
were blazing over all the village. The 
ruddy glow shone through the chinks in 
the palace wal l .  

The h u m  of many voices floated from the 
direction of the open square, and presen tl y  
th is changed to a perfect babel of shouts. 

Sir Wilfred stood the suspense as long as 
be could. The voi ces of the people seemed 
to grow more threatening; each moment, 
and neither I{asongo nor Prince Agga re
turned. 
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" I must find out what this means at all 
hazards , '' he sai d to his companions. " Stay 
right here until I return , and don't atte mpt 
to go near the door. I will not be gone 
long. " 

'l'he baronet e ntered the rear apartment, 
and drew h i m self u p  to a ·small window 
midway up the wall. It faced a back 
quarter of the village , and, though many 
huts stood n ear, not a living creature was 
in sight. He dropped to the ground and 
vanished in the gloom. 

Sir Wilfred's absence affected the spirits 
of his companions. They sprawled on the 
rugs, listeni ng uneas ily to the hoarse yells 
that came from the vicinity of the square. 
They were h ungry, too, having had but 
the one meal that clay. 

S u ddenly a dull noise came from the 
other room, and the dim light revealed Sir 
Wilfred's familiar figure gliding into their 
prese nce . 

" I have had news,''  he said quickly. 
" The rescue of Prince Agga and the un
avoidable damage that we i u flicted on the 
Arab town is already bearing fruit. I 
gained the edge of the square by crawling 
from house to house. Hu ndreds of natives 
are collected there, and in their midst are 
six Shoa Arabs from the town of Loggum 
-the same that we passed yesterday. 
From the scraps of conversatiou that I 
heard it seems that these Arabs have come 
to demand our surrender. They accuse us 
of sacrilege in purposely destroying their 
mosque duri ng the hour of worship,  and 
they are persuading the natives that we 
are evil spirits, and that unless they deliver 
us up all manner of terrible things will 
befall them. Kasongo is attempting to 
coun teract the effect of their speech, but i t  
takes very little t o  inflame t h e  passions o f  
these Buddumas, and i f  the fanatics once 
get it i n to their heads that we are evil 
spirits, Kasongo's influe nce will count for 
nothing. It is impossible to predict what 
will be the outcome, but let us prepare for 
the worst. \Ve have three rifles and plenty 
of ammuni tion. vVe will at least sell our 
lives dearly. " 

Great alarm followed the baronet's 
words. Chako at once set u p  a howl and 
had to be choked into qnietude. 

" So these are the verv Arabs who mal
treated the k i ng's son , at1 d with whom the 
Buddumas have lately been at war," said 
Hector in amazement. " A nd yet they 
dare to venture to this island on such an 
errand ! Why does Kasongo not seize 
them ? "  

Sir Wilfred attempted to answer this 
question , but such a deafening yell rose at 
that instant from the town that the words 
froze on his lips. 

Then the palace door was flung vio
lently open,  and Kasongo appeared on the 
threshold. 

He spit out a fe\v sentences in a quick, 
breathless manner. Sir Wilfred turned to 
his companions. 

" The worst has com e , '' he exclai med. 
" The Arabs have apparen tly gained an 

· ascendancy over the people. 'l'he king's 
words were disregarded. He com manded 
his subjects to seize the Arabs, an d they 
refused. There is still hope. Kasongo 
says he will save us. I don 't see how he 
can do it,  though , "  h e  added in an under
tone. 

Meanwhile the king was not idle. He 
closed the palace door and darted into a 
side apartment, whence he reissued a mo
ment later, carrying an old fashioned 
mu sket, a flask of powder, and a bag of 
bullets. Observing that Captain Jolly 
an d Chako were unarmed , while thei r  
comrades bore rifles,  Kasongo thrust the 
weapon and its equipment into the cap
tain"s hands, and tore a long spear from 
the wall for Chako. 

Unuoticed by an y of the party one of 
the slaves previously mentioned had fol
lowed the king from the side apartment. 
A shield was slung on his back and he 
carried a spear similar to Ch ako"s. 

Kasongo pointed to h i m ,  and spoke a few 
hurried words to S i r  Wilfred. 

Then he guided the party to the rear of 
the palace just as another fierce yell broke 
from the excited crowds in the square. 

" Be cal m , "  whispered the baronet to his 
friends. ' ' Now is the time to show what 
stuff we are made of, Kasongo has prom
ised this slave his liberty if h e  will guide 
us across the island to a spot where some 
boats are lying, and thence to the southern 
coast of the lak e. " 

There was no time to say m ore. .The 
increasing tumult from the direction of the 
square meant, beyond a doubt , that the 
fanatical Buddumas were advancing to 
seize the.c prey. 

Kasongo dashed a hole into the fragile 
rear wall of the palace and the fugitives 
crept · through , one by one, headed by the 
slave. 

Sir Wilfred delayed a second to bid fare
well to the brave Buddum a  who was put
ting his own life in such jeopardy to save 
the white men, and then he followed his 
comrades down the narrow, deserted ave
nue of huts that led to the confines of the 
village. 

Behind them the sky was red with many 
torches, and the earth seemed to tremble 
beneath the rush of hundreds of feet. 
They h urried on through the outskirts 
until the last straggling hut was left be
h ind, and the gloom of the forest was be
fore them .  

A s  they passed into the friendly shadow 
of the trees a most frightful yell rose from 
the village , so vengeful and so blood
curdling that even Sir Wilfred's strong 
nerves were shake n. 

It was easy to account for this demon
stration of rage. The Buddumas bad dis
covered the escape of their prey. 

'fhe horrible din continued without ces
sation until the very forest echoed. The 
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fugitives stumbled on behind their guide , 
but the darkness was intense aud the path 
was strewn with loose stones and trees and 
matted grass, and so they fell conti1_1ually, 
only to rise and press forwarrl , paytng 110 
heed to painful bruises and scratches; but, 
despite all, their progress was fatally slow, 
and behind them the forest was already 
alive with the torches of the pursuing 
Buddumas, flashing and glowing like so 
many gigan tic firefl ies. 

CHAPTER XIV. 
IN WHICH THE FUGITIVES HAVE A NARROW 

ESCAPE. 

AT that moment escape seemed impossi
ble, and Sir Wilfred was about to call his 
scattered companions together and bid 
them sell their li ves dearly, when the situ
ation took an unexpected turn. A couple 
of torches suddenly flashed up in front of 
the fugitives hardly twenty yards away, 
and a group of natives were seen advanc
ing through the forest. 

" We are surrounded ," cried the baro
net. " Make every shot tell." 

He stopped in his tracks, uncertain 
whether to make a stand right there or to 
charge against the enemy in front. The 
slave, however, lost no time in hesitation. 
With the hope of ultimate liberty to spur 
him on, be dashed straight for the on com
ing natives with a hideous yell which "vas 
evidentlv meant to i ntimidate them. Sir 
William-and his companion s swept on be
bind, and, as he ran, the baronet fired two 
rifle shots in the air. 

The result was more than satisfactory. 
With cries of fright the Buddumas broke 
apart and fled in every direction, flinging 
their torches to the ground to make their 
flight more secure. 

As the fugitives came up Sir Wilfred 
seized the only torch that was still burning, 
and fan ned it in to a blaze. A brief glance 
showed him that his companions were all 
there. " Keep close together, "  he cried 
warningly, and then , with the slave a yard 
in advance ,  he dashed on into the forest, 
holding the torch over his head. 

The natives that had blocked the way 
were probably journeying to the village 

· from the interior of the island, and knew 
nothing of the events that had recen.tly 
taken place. 

The forest in which the fugitives now 
found themselves was so dense with vege
tation and young timber that the torches 
of the pursuing horde of the Buddumas 
were completelv invisible, though their 
fierce cries seen1ed ·to fill the whole island. 

The fugitives were fortunate in h aving 
such a guide, and even more so. in the pos
session of the torch , without which they 
mns.t inevitably have become separated in 
the darkness and perished one by one. 
Though n o  path was visible, the slave 
pushed ahead with unfaltering determina
tion, choosing the most accessible places 

an d tearin g  a passage through the jungle 
with his spear. 

The apparent extent of this island \vas a 
great surprise to all. The idea tb at they 
had formed of its dimensions when ap• 
proaching i n  the balloon was a moderate 
one, bt1t they were already more than a 
mile from the village ,  and still the tangled 
forest stretched before them. 

Their amazement continued to increase 
as· they went on, for presently the ground 
sloped upward, and they struggled toward 
the crest of quite a considerable hill. Here 
the traveling was far more difficult than on 
the level ground . for m asses of rock ob
structed the way, and trailing thorn bushes 
grew everywhere. The shouts of their pu r
suers bad now ceased almost entirely ,  and 
this hopeful fact cheered and aided the 
fugitives in their difficult climb. 

At la�t the top of the ridge was gained, 
and as they paused to take breath the slave 
pointed silently toward the forest that they 
had just left. It was fairly alive with 
glowi ng torches-some act ually half way 
up the hill . The crafty Budclumas had 
kept silence, hopi ng to throw the fugitives 
off their guard. 

Now, as they saw the torch gleaming on 
the bill crest , and knew that their own 
lights were in plain view, they began to 
shout savagely, and the cry was caught up 
and repeated by the stragglers far back in 
the forest. 

• • How far are we from the shore ? "  de
manded Sir Wilfred of their guide , forget
ting at that moment that the fellow could 
not understand him. 

But the slave comprehended the gesture 
if not the words. He poin ted down the op
posite side of the }lill in a manner which 
seemed to indicate that the water wa� not 
far distant. 

" We m ust be off," cried the baronet. 
" The fiends are approaching rapidly. 
Keep up your courage; a place of safety 
must be close at han d. " 

" I--I can't walk," panted Captain Jolly, 
who was puffing and blowing like a dimin u
tive steam engine. " I ' m  done-out. Leave 
-me. Save-yourselves. Oh, why did-
1-come-to such-a-beastly place ? " 

" Nonsense ! " exclaimed the baronet. 
" You must run. If you don't, Jolly, these 
demons will cook you at a slow fire, and 
then have a feast over your bones. Try 
to help him a little, Hector, you and Phil." 

This direful warning was not without 
effect on the captain . He allowed his 
companions to take his arms, and i n  this 
manner the fugi tives fled down the hill. 
I t  was little short of a miracle that they 
reached the bottom alive. They fell eve1·y 
few steps, tearing their skin on jagged 
stones and thorny plants,. and jnst when 
level grou nd was reached, the torch flew 
from Sir Wilfred's hands, struck violently 
on a big rock, and went out in a shower of 
sparks. 

To prodnee a fresh light was Oltt of the 
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question. They must finish the race i n  
darkness. 

" There they come ! " cried Hector. 
H e  pointed up the hill to a bunch of 

torches that were mo ving forward with in
credible speed. The other lights were j ust 
begi nning to straggle over the distant 
crest. 

" Those fellows must be taught a lesson, .. 
said Sir Wilfred sternly. " It will take a 
few lives to pn rchase our safety." 

He motioned his companions to remain 
where they were , an d the n ,  with rifle in 
han d ,  he awaited the approach of the Bud
duma's advance guard. The torches that 
they bore shone on the d usky skins and 
the ugly faces distorted with passion . 

They came on with fierce cries, angered 
because the torch no longer showed them 
the whereabouts of their in tended victi m s .  
They were less than twenty yards distan t 
when Sir Wilfred fired. The leader toppled 
headlo11g to the ground, and a couple of 
his followers stumbled over him. Then 
the baronet and Hector fit'ed together
reali zi n g  that stern measu res were needed 
-and the crack of tbe rifles was succeeded 
by shrill cries of agony. Some of the 
torches fell spl uttering- to the groun d ,  and 
others were purposely thrown away, so 
that the marksmen would not be able to 
see where to shoot. 

The main body of the Buddumas only 
quickened their approach on heari n g  the 
cries of thei r friends, and the crescent 
shaped line of torches began to move rap
idly down the hill. 

" That will do," cried Sir Wilfred. " We 
h ave gained time and breath by our li ttle 
m aneuver. Now for another dash toward 
the water. " 

The slave, who bad been standing by the 
baronet's side, watching the attack with 
mute approval, at once started off again , 
uttering continually a low cry that was in
tended t o  guide his companions i n  the 
proper direction. 

There was no lagging behind, for each 
realized that the crisis was near-that a 
very few moments would decide their fate. 
Captain J oily \\'aS in a state of collapse, 
and his breath was almost spent, but Hec
tor and Phil dragged him on relentlessly. 
Chako's natural fleet footedness stood him 
in good stead during this trying flight,  and 
he kept close behi n d  Sir Wilfred. The rope 
iadder, tied in a bunch, dangled from his 
shoulder. The baronet had given this to 
him when they 1eft Kasongo's palace. 

It was well for the fugitives that the for
est was now more open . They ran into 
trees occasionally , but no obstructions were 
on the ground to trip their feet. The slave 
still uttered his low cry , and all followed i t  
bli ndly. 

Behind them-and not many yards 
eit her-came the Buddumas ; but their 
voices were b ushed,  and only the crackling 
of twigs and the glimmering of torchoo 
told of .their approach. 

Su ddenl y  a strange noise was heard, and 
then the slave's warning cry ceased. 

Sir Wil fred moved ahead cautiously-at 
a loss to account for this-and all at once 
be stepped on empty space, and rolled 
down a six foot bank. He rose to his fee t, 
unhurt, and warned his companions j ust 
in time to save them from a like expe ri
ence. One by one they crept down and 
stood by his side. 

Un de rfoot was a firm , sandy beach , and 
straight ahead, faci n g  into the starry 
horizon , was the shadowy surface of Lake 
Chad. 

The slave, who had been the first to 
tumble over the slope , was already speed
ing swiftly along the shore, and Sir Wilfred 
led his companions on behind with weary 
but hopeful strides. 

\Vhat a happy moment it was when they 
halted on the reed gro wn shore of a small 
bay that curved toward the edge of the 
forest, and saw before them two long 
canoes , hollowed by b an d  from the trun ks 
of huge trees ! The careful owners h ad 
skilful l y  covered them wi th rushes, but 
the slave had been instructed beforehand 
as to their whereabouts , and so was able· 
to lead the party right to the spot. 

The paddles lay in the bottom of each 
canoe. The guide, with Sir Wilfred and � Captain Joll y ,  en tered one, and the re
main der of the party took possession of the 
other. 

The canoes were hastily shoved off, and 
with lusty strokes their occupants sent 
them skimming far from the shore, just as 
the baffled Buddumas came trooping with 
dismal cries to the water's edge. 

CHAPTER XV. 
P U R S U I T  B Y  W A T E R .  

A FEW stones and spears were cast in 
the direction of the fugitives, but this futile 
m anifestation of rage was all that the sav
ages could do. No boats were at hand, 
and at length the procession of torches 
crept back into the forest one by one, and 
not the faintest radiance remained to show 
the location of Kasongo's island. 

The two canoes plowed forward side by 
side, the paddles rising and falling in reg
ular time. 

" I declare it makes a fellow feel good to 
use his arms a little after such a big strain 
on the legs as that, "  remarked Hector. " I  
never had such a run before in m y  life." 

" Your arms would soon give out w ith 
the journey that we have ahead of us," said 
Sir Wilfred. He had placed his paddle 
aside , and was fumbling, as he spoke, in 
the bottom of the canoe. Presently he 
dragged to light a section of rude matting, 
eight feet long by five wide. The two 
narrow ends were sewed firmly to wooden 
strips. 

The baronet rolled this carefully up 
ag-ain ,  and then lifted from the bottom of 
the canoe a stout pole fully twelve feet 
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high . A copper ring \\'as imbedded in the 
upper extremity. 

" A  sa1l ! "  he exclaimed joyfully. " This 
is the mastpole ,  and here at my feet is a 
block with a hole in it. It is possible that 
th is discovery 'INill benefit us greatly, 
thoug�1 

.�
t present a dead calm seems to 

prevaiL 
" \Vhere are ·we bound now ? "  asked 

Hector. " Won't the Buddumas pursue us 
by water ? You know how man y canoes 
they have at the village." 

" I fear they will ,"  replied tl1e baronet ; 
" but we will give them a stern race. 'We 
crossed the island from west to east in our 
flight ; therefore \\'e are paddli n g due east 
at the present time and headed in a pretty · 
straight line for the mou th of the Shari 
River, if mv calculations are correct. You 
see. Lake Chad i!; less than one hundred 
miles across at the southern extre mity ; and 
just at the point where the shore curves 
directly to the east ,  thus increasing the 
width of the lake, the Shari River enters. 
We have a journey of eighty or uint:ty 
miles before us. "  

" And no food," exclaimed Captain 
Jolly dismally. " Not a bite. We shall 
starve, Sir Wilfred. " 

•· I don 't think so," replied the baronet 
calmly. " vVe had a good meal this morn
in g, and that ought to last us a day or two. 
But we are ·wasting too much time in idle 
discussion. I want all of you to get in this 
canoe. It is plenty large enough, and, of 
course, the one sail cannot be utilized for 
two boats. Moreover, we can make much 
be tter speed. "  

'!'he baronet's suggestion was a good one, 
and the change was soon effected . '!'he 
useless canoe was cast adrift, and then the 
fugitives paddled steadily on through the 
night. As far as the eye could reach no 
glimmer of light was visible. and the 
starry horizon seemed to dip into the sur
face of the lake i n  every direction. 

After a while, as their m uscles grew 
weary, they began to paddle by rel ays
first Sir Wilfred, Captain Tolly, and Phil, 
then Hector, assisted by Chako and the 
slave. 

In this manner they made splendid 
progress, for the canoe was well adapted 
for speed . being very long and n arrow, 
and the lake had no current to speak of. 

It was now about midnight, and tile 
baronet urged his companions to paddle 
diligently. He had hopes of reaching the 
mouth of the Shari inside of twenty four 
hou rs-though the use of the sail entered 
largely into this calculation. 

After a while Ca�tain Jolly fell asleep, 
and such a temptmg example was too 
mucll for Cbako, who was soon in the same 
condition. 

The others repressed all desire for slum
ber, and paddled on steadily through the 

l ong hours of the n ight, \Yith brief in ter
vals o£ rest. Very_ little conversation was 
indulged in. Si:· Wilfred seemed to be i n  
one o f  the brown studies so comlllon t o  his. 
nature. He spoke only once, and then tcr 
comment upon the most extraordinary 
gratitude �hat King Kasongo had shown 
toward the rescue1·s of h i s  son, in giving 
them a slave, a �un anll am m u n ition
which was probably the l< ing's choicest 
treasure-and iu risking his own life to 
save theirs. 

" That poor barbarian , bloodthirsty fa
n atic though be is," said the baronet, " is 
better at heart than many men who live in 
civilized and cultured lauds. A h ! this is a 
strange world ! " 

Sir 'Wilfred lapsed into silence after this 
remark, and ben t steadily to his paddle. 

Morning came at last-and such a morn
ing ! The fierce African sun blazed from 
a cloudless sky, and heat waves danced 
over the surface of the lake, n o w  smooth as 
a millpond, torturing the castaways as 
they paddled desperately forward. Hun
ger in this case gave them strength , for 
un til land \\'as reached their stomachs 
must remain unfilled. Fortunately. the 
wate1·s of Lake Chad are fresh, so they 
were spared the torments of thirst. 

At sunrise a lig-ht mist had obscured the 
view in every d-irection , and within this 
limited vista not an island was in sight, 
not a speck upon the water. But pres
en tly this treacherous haziness lifted and 
the fugitives could count half a dozen 
boats approaching them from the west
ward. 

" '!'hey are coming." said Sir 'Wilfred. 
" Bend to the paddle, all of you ; not a man 
can be spared." 

He encouraged his comrades by his own 
example and by cheering words. Their 
paddles rose and dipped in unison. It was 
a noble sight to see Captain Jolly straining 
every muscle, his round, fat face red as a 
boiled lobster. 

An hour later five of the hostile canoes 
were only a mile in the rear-the sixth \vas 
barely half that distance away, and it was 
gaining rapidly on the fugitives. Its crew 
-a dozen i n  number-,.,·ere half Arabs and 
half Bud dumas. The former at least were 
armed with rifles, for suddenly a shot was 
fired ,  and tbe ball was seen to strike the 
water. 

" Keep �ool." said Sir 'Wilfred, " atld 
don't cease paddling. " 

His own implement he had laid aside, 
and now he sat in the bow of the canoe, 
facing h is companions and the pursuiu� 
boat. He glanced at his rifle, to make sure 
that the magazine \vas filled, and then 
placed it calmly on his knee. 

The enemy advanced swiftly under the 
steady spurt of twelve paddles, and in 
utter silence. 

( To be contz1z ued). 
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CZ:braltmr and its eveuifttl !tisiOIJ'- Tiie famous rork wliic!t Eugia?td lws turned iuto 

a fortress-A It impregnable guard at tile gateway o.f au t'ufand ocean. 

By G i l bert N .  M arks. 

1� H E  great rock of Gibraltar, which some 
fanciful person has likened to a 
crouching lion facing all Europe, is 

callecl the Lock of the Mediterranean, a 
lock to ·which jolln Bull holds the key. 

Almost evet·yhody expects to find that 
Gibraltar is an island. It is ahyays pictured 
with ships lying at its foot, and the little 
strip of grou nd which connects it with the 
mainland of Spain is kept ont of sight. 
This little strip is called the " neutral 
ground , "  and clay by day and night by 
night the sentries of two nations pace it at 
either end, with a " dearl line " between 
them; anrl whe n a wan passes that without 
giving an account of himself he is shot 
dead. At least they say he would be sllot 
dead. But it is altogether likely that if the 
records were examined it would be found 
that n obody e\·er has been. 

\Ve always, for some unknown reason, 
think of Africa and T::tngier as being nearer 
to Gibraltar than is Spain. But i n  reality it 
is part of the Spanish main laud, au<l Africa, 
the silent, grim sphinx's country lies four
teen miles away to the south. 

No rock in the world has had so mauv 
histories as Gibraltar. It was the first land
ing place in Europe ofthe l\Ioors, and their 
last foothold before they fled back into the 
wastes of Africa. 

Between those times they made Spain 
beautiful with buildings like the AliJambra, 
and left their mark so deep that as long as 
our present civilizabon exists, their ''�'011-
ders of architecture will be fa1i10us. 

The rock is about three miles long an<l 
almost a mile , wide, aml fourteen lnmdrecl 
feet above the sea at its highest poi nt. Jt 
is composcrl of gray marble, and seen from 

The Rock of Gibraltar, from the M�mlanJ 
c 
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The Spanish Fishing Hamlet under the Rock. 

the sea it is bru·ren, grassless, aud treeless. 
But down i n  tlle crevices of the cliffs are 
little ravines where there are wooded uooks 
full of partridges and pigeons, and Barbary 
apes. 

Nohorly is allov•,;ed to shoot on the rocks, 
so that the upper regious of Gibraltar are 
overrun with these half tame creatures. 

All through the rock are caves, which 
run from the great IIalls of St. Michael, 
whose opening is one thousand feet above 
the sea level, down to the place whe1·e bad 
air has cut off further exploration, and 
where the boom of the sea can be lleard far 
below. 

Thirteen times the rock has been besieged. 
Moors held it for seven hundred and fifty 
years, and then -Moors and Spaniards took 
it from each other again and agaiu until at 
last the Moors, six hundred thousand of 
them, were driven away in r6ro. 

Spain l1eld it until 1704, and then the 
English took a haucl in the fight, and tnte 
to J ohu Bull's principle of keeping the 
ground upon which he sets his lordly foot, 
he owns it yet. 

But it has not been without some trouble 
to himself. 

There is a whole long story in the siege 
of 1779, when General George Elliot held 
the rock for over three years with six 

thousand half starved men, against tlle 
combined Frencll and Spanish forces. 

E11glancl was fighting our own little 
colonies at that time, and had an African 
war or two on her hands, besides; so she 
looked across the seas, bade General Elliot 
good luck, and left him alone with his 
garrison to fight it out as best he could. 

He was plucky and brave, and he had the 
best bone of England beside him, and the 
rock is still theirs. They had the thanks of 
Parliament-such of them as came home 
agaiu . 

General Elliot used in his defense the 
novel expedient of heating his cannon balls 
reel hot, so that when they struck a ship . 
they woul<l set it on fire. 

Since then Gibraltar's historv has not 
been very eventful , but it retains its in
teresting-we might almost say its fascinat
ing-qualities. 

People go to Gibraltar to stay for an hour 
or two, as the ship touches there on the 
way to Genoa, and a week later fiads them 
still hanging about the rock as if held by a 
magnet. 

The town contains about sixteen thousan<l 
people, witboqt counting the garrison of 
six thousand soldiers, whose uniforms 
brighten up things wonderfull y  as they 
move about the streets. But the streets ·or 
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Gibraltar would be bright even minus the 
militarv. 

Here
-

are the Moors, with their ·white 
wrapped heads and bodies, their yeilow 
slippers, bare brown legs.and general air of 
being colored bronzes out of a Broadway 
window. 

The Spaniards ·with their black cloaks, 
red sashes and hats, are l ike nothing but 
the chorus in an opera, and one expects 
them to stan d in 1·ows, give their cloaks a 
flip which will land the ends over their 
shoulders, and begin to tell the woes of 
somebody. 

Rut Tom my Atk ins the British soldier, 
in his stiff red jacket and his white helmet, 
or the Highland kiltecl laddie from some 
Scotch regiment, is al ways there to let you 
know that Britannia rules the rock as well as 
the wave. 

The town rises above the ring of mmparts. 
The houses are nearly all yellow with green 
bli nds, and between them, from little parks 
and grass plots, stick up palms and other 
tropical plants. 

It  is all very pretty and picturesque, and 
when you see the bare rock lying a·way up 
there above you, sometimes with the clouds 
wreathing themselves about its summit, it 
l ooks very innocent, as though it were a 
simp�e solid mass of stone upon which people 
lived, and nothing more. 

The streets are as clean as a floor, and the 
whole place looks as though it had been set 
out bv some artist to naint. 

There are queer iron lamps ancl carven 
doorways, deep sunken into walls, and 
cathedrals and shops are all jumbled up to
gether as in a scene ou tlle stage. 

The principal street runs up the hill from 
the landing place, and it is always full of 
color. The cabs are yellow, and the horses 
and mules wear a red harness ornamented 
with tassels. · Goats are driven about and 
milked before the clom·s, and there is a 
tinkle of bells, ancl the flash of sunlight on 
the muskets of moving soldiet·s all day long. 

Ou one side. of the street is the Moorish 
market, where the bare legged brown men 
sell chickens and eggs aud vegetables. They 
nev-er appear to be doing anything at all but 
" candling " eggs. That is, holding them 
up before a candle to see if they are fresh. 
On the other side the Spaniards sit and 
glower at them. 

Hundreds of these men drift away every 
night, for no one not born on the rock or 
not a British subject, can pass the night 
there without a permit. 

But it is Gibraltar the fortress which i s  
most inter·esting after alL Somebocly has 
said that the rock is a huge joke, like the 
wooden horse which the enemy ran into 
Troy filled with soldiers. It looks so bland 

Gibraltar-The Town and the British Fo iifications. 
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and i nnocent, with all its uglin ess, that no 
one would imagine the depth of its cunning 
arran gements for fighting. 

Nobody except the commandant, and the 
engineers who planned the present fortifica
tions, know the rock 's real strength. There 
are ramparts all about th e foot on the west
ern side, and they are commanded by guns 
and gunners who know exactly what to do 

E u ropa Point. 

m case of attack, although gen erations of 
them ·will probably come and- go before 
there is a real attempt to scale the rock. 

On that side which looks toward Spain 
are long galleries, something like the case
mates i n  our own little old fashioned forts, 
only these galleries are cut i n  the solid rock, 
and are high up on the hill .  

Delow is a bridge o\·er a moat. Hidden 
under it is a great powder magazine, and at 
the touch of a little electric button away off 
i n  the middle of offices somewhere, the 
whole sol id piece of masonry could l .Je blown 
into dust, and Gibraltar be an island at last. 

Electricity is used i n  all sorts of curious 
ways. Up on the head of the rock are mon
-ster guns. There is a signal sta'.ion here, 
but about hal f the time the cloud·3 so Co\·er 

the summit that it  was impossible to mm 
and fire the guns. 

At last a clever man named \Vatkins in
vented a very clever device. 

It is an object finder. I believe it  is con
structed something on the same principle as 
the object finder i n  a kodak. It is all ar
ranged with such mathematical nicety, that 
a man sitting at a little table i n  an office 

clear down below the guns, 
can train them in position, 
so that thei1· shot will strike 
ships lying miles out in the 
harbor, ships that could not 
be seen from the points where 
the guns are. All this is done 
by electricity. 

Then , too, the ·water all 
about is fu ll of torpedoes, 
and there are telegraphs, 
telephones, search lights, and 
all sorts of contri vances to 
annihilate distance and dark
ness, ready for i n stant use. 

The whole rock is one 
- honeycomb of tunneling, i n  
·which are guns and provis
ions. There is food stored 
away i n  that grim cliff suffi
cient to keep the garrison of 
six thousand soldiers for sev
e n  years, should an enemy 
knock so long at their im
pregnable gates. 

One of the regiments sta
tioned at Gibraltar was once 
known as the King's A meri
can Rifles. It vvas the regi
ment which took Quebec and 
l\1ontreal . In the mess room 
of this regiment are pictures 
of the men on the heights of 
Quebec. 

Each regiment in the En
glish army has some ! l ick 
name, some I i ttle observanc�, 
which belongs to itself alone. 
Rudyard Kipling has told us 
a great deal about these 
things in his stories of army 
l ife in India. 

The1·e is a regiment at Gi braltar which 
has a peculiar custom. It is a light infantry 
regiment, and the sergeants all wear their 
sashes knotted in a different way from that 
i n  which sergeants ever wore sashes before. 

This is because once upon a ti me, in a 
great battle, every officer was killed, and 
the sergeants, seeing that they must com
mand the regiment, took their sashes off 
and turned themselves i nto officers. A11d on 
account of their readin ess i n  an emerge ncy, 
the sergeants haye been allowed to wear 
their sasll es- as the officers <lo to this day. 

One of the great trades at Gibraltar is 
smuggling. It  is a free port of entry, and 
thousands of dollars' worth of goods are 
landed here to he shipped across that little 
stretch of neutral grouml i nto Spain.  
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" The Old Woman's Teeth "-Gun Gal le ries in the Rock. 

Men train dogs to ru n  rapidly and quietly 
across loadecl with tobacco aud all sorts of 
small dutiable articles. It is  consirlered a 

rrreat breach of faith for the English to l e t  
tJ1e 3panish smuggle,  and pwbably if  Spai n  
were stronger, a n d  the frowni ng guns not 
so j ustly feat-eel , there might be some fuss 
made about it. · 

The people on the rock seem to have 
rather a merry time of it altogether. A n  
Englishman will enj oy himself  i f  you give 
him a horse to ride or a tennis ball to 
to knock about, and they have plenty of 
both here. 

Looking at the steep sides of the rock 
one wonders how they can e ver use a horse, 

but the sm·e footed animals ·will eyen carry 
their masters on fox hunts through t11e 
glens an d  over the gullies, which remi n d  
o n e  o f  t h e  famous leap o f  the Mamelukes, 
and of General Putnam's escape. 

The event of t h e  day is the dress parade 
every even ing at Europa Point. Tourists 
always arrange to be present at this military 
episode, which is attended with much cere
mony. The change o f  guard a few hours 
later is also an interesting spectacle. 

Gibraltar was named by the Saracens who 
passed into Spai n  ·with the chieftain,  Tarik. 
The rock was called Gcbel-Tari k ,  which 
means " rock of Tarik , "  and Gibraltar is 
its corruption. 
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A city whose seeming· misfo1'itme was the gr eatest blessi11g that could fzave come to it
So11le factors in tile marvelozts gTowth to gt·eatness of Ch icago. 

By R 1 c h a rd M ac e .  

C
HICAGO has been called the Fair City, 

until Chicago for herself, Chicago 
the young giantess, has lost some of 

her own personality i n  the minds of a great 
many people. 

They do not realize that the magnificent, 
un heard of splendor of that White City by 
the lake was only on e of Chicago 's enter
tainments ; that if she had not been the 
most vigorous, the most ambitious of cities, 
full of the fire and enthusiasm of youth, the 
Columbian Fair would not have surpassed 
every exposition ever given in any country. 

The story of Chicago as a city reads like 
the romance of some young man who starts 
out in the world with only his head and his 
hands for capital. He may not have had 
time to cultivate the softer graces of life. 

He may not know exact! y how to dress 
h imself, to be ultra fashionable, and now 
and then he may make mistakes in matters 
of etiquette, or i n  literature or art, but he 
has plenty of time before him to learn all 
these things. 

In the mean time he has been growing 
sturdy and strong, showing his character 
and tak ing his place among men. 

Just before tlle Fair, the largest news
paper in Chicago offered a prize tor a figure 
which would be typical of the city . . The 

· design. which was accepted shows a hand
some, strong looking young gid, with firmly 
planted feet. On her breastplate are the 
words " I will. " 

This uefiant, joyous young person is seen 
ornamenting everything from clocks to 

Floral Piece in Lincoln Park. 

From a pholOf!1"aph by J. W. Taylur, Chicago. 
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The Auditorium Build ing. 
From a 1'luX.ograph by J. W. Taylo,·, Chicago. 

sign boards all over the city, a n d  she may be 
said to fairly represent the spirit of the peo
ple. Chicago is alw.ays say ing, " I  wil l , "  
and keeping her promise. 

The beginning of the city was as far back 
as 1803, when Fot·t Deat·born was built here 
as a protection against the Indians. Near 
the Chicago River stands a stone house with 
a tablet in the side telling that this is the 
site of Fort Dearborn block house. 

A picture of the fort is carved on the 
marble, and shovvs a typical wooden fort 
with a palisade. It was destroyed by the 
Indians i n  one of the dt·eadful massacres of 
the plains, rebuilt in 1 8 1 6, and left stand
ing until the great fire swept it away i n  
I 87 I .  

The town grew i n  a half h earted sort o f  
way i nto a village until after t h e  American 
civil war. 

The results of the war to this country 
cannot be measured by the freeing of the 
slaYes, and by the loss of so many of its 
young men . That was n o  more than hal f 
of• t! Je effects as we see them today. 

Until the war came, farmers' boys and 
the young men who were not of a very ad
venturous spirit, stayed at home. They 
had no idea beyond hearsay, what the 
great outside ·�·oriel was l ike. The war 
broke out, and the sound of the fife and 

drum, an d the call to arms through the 
land ,  took them from the plows, from the 
forge , from the counters, and sending them 
hundreds of miles over the country, min
gled them with men from everywhere. 
The New Englanders saw land which made 
their poor farms seem like barren rocks ; 
they heard of the great new 'iVest,  and 
when the war was over they flocked there 
by the thousand. 

About this time there were some changes 
in the immigration laws, and the peasants 
from Europe began coming in droves, to be 
shipped on to the North west. Here we 
have the material for the development of a 
great country and a great city : the New 
England men, with their shrewd brains in
herited from the Puritans, and the Swedes 
and Hungarians and Italians, who knew 
nothing but to wmk and plod, and were like 
the hands and feet, ready to do the head ' s  
bidding. 

By 1 87 1  Chicago had become a big, rich 
town , very proud of itself. and with some 
very wealthy citizens. These rich men 
were not very young, however. They had 
worked and toiled, and were ready to rest 
and take l ife easy. 

Their sons were growin g- up like the sons 
of a good many other rich men, to go to 
college and spend money, and nobody 



.t 
1? 0 
.. � . > "' 

:; ;:; 0 
�< � 

<Xl -
L1E·+ • j-, 

" :> ..,; c 
�,·���: 

" � > 
\. ;· 

<( "" 
c: � .. .. ., :<: � 0 "'-iE 

� tZ; 



THE ME TR OPOLIS OF TI-lE WES T. 

The Masonic Temple. 

knows exactly what the fate of Chicago 
would have been except for one thing. A 
fire, started i n  a wooden stable, burned it  
up. 

The wealth of a great portion of the city 
was entirely swept away. Then the young 
men who had been rich yesterday and were 
poor today showed what sort of stuff they 
were made of. 

They went to work l ike Troj ans, taking 
upon their shouldet·s the rebuilding of the 
city. They were helped by men i n  the -
East and by the Chicagoans whose property 
had not been destroyed. Men worked to
gether l ike brothers, and held out a lland 
to each other in a way that never was 
known in the world before. 

Very few people have any idea of the size 
of the city, or the great amount of business 
which is done there now. A boulevard 
completely encircles it, and it is a thirty 
mile drive around it .  More vessels leave 
the port of Chicago up there on the lakes, 
than clear from the ports of New York, Bos
ton, and Philadelphia. It is the greatest 
distributi ng point in the United States, and 
for a very good reason. The farmers of all 
the middle West take their produce into 
Chicago to sell it ,  and then spend their 
money there before they go home. 

Growing rich so young, and so full of 
different nationalities, queer develop
ments have come about. There is a 
saying that " Chicago beats her own 
brag ; " that she grows so fast that the 
citizens who want to tel l stories of her 
greatness have not imaginations rapid 
e nough to keep up with what she is 
d�n� . 

The tall buildi ngs with which we are 
growing familiar i n  New York, first 
showed themselves i n  Chicago and they 
still keep a little ahead on that line. 
Entering one of these hives, you are put 
i nto a " through express " elevator and 
shot to the skies it seems. ·when you 
\¥ant to come down you are simply 
dropped. Or at least you feel as though 
you han been dropped. Nobody has 
any time to wait for slmNer methods, 
Sometimes four thousand people are 
busily employed in one of these build
ings, and at six o'clock, when they all 
come out on the street together, for 
blocks there is a struggle and push and 
rush of humanity ·which seems like a 
mob. 

· 

These tall buildings are all i n  one part 
of the city, about half a mile square, and 
the l ife which pulses here is the very 
heart of Chicago. 

This is very near the railway stations. 
One twenty fifth of the mileage of the 
world terminates i n  Chicago, and this 
brings to its men a knowledge of the 
whole country. 

A Chicago merchant must know what 
the people in Georgia and Oregon want 
to buy as well as what suits Chicago, and 

i t  is necessary for him to be alive and active 
all the time. The business everv man must 
do keeps the city continually i n  a ' ' hustle. ,

, 

People talk of it as a Chicago habit. In
stead of that, it is  a Ch icago necessity. 

The city is divided into three parts. 
North Chi cago or the " North Side, " as 
thev call it,  is where the handsomest resi
den-ces are built, fronting on the lake shore 
drive, with beautiful grounds about them. 
The people we heard so much o f  during the 
·world's Fair live here. The Potter Palmer 
house, one of the handsomest of these resi
dences, is not only like an English castle 
outside, but inside has works of art that 
compare only with those i n  the famous gal
leries abroad. 
. There is an idea that the arts suffer i n  

Chicago. I t  i s  true that very few artists 
live there, but the people who buy their 
pictures do 

On the south sid e the business blocks 
roar all day, clown town,  and then the 
houses stretch avvay for miles. The beauti
ful Grand Boulevard is on the South Side, 
and so is the park where we all saw the 
World's Fair. 

Chicago's system of parks and boulevards 
is famous. Any street in the residence 
portioi1 of the city may be turned into a 
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oulevard if the citizens agree to it .  Then 
an improved road betl is  ll!ade, flowers are 
planted, and no street cars nor traffic wag
ons of any sort are allowed upon it. At 
night these streets are as still as coun try 
lanes, and in the smumer the munu ur of 
fountains and the smell of flowers come in 
at the windo,,·s. 

The parks are made beautiful by every 
known device. There are no signs warning 
people off the grass or telling them not to 
pull the flowers. 'We hear of Chicagoans 
as being ruffiq.ns. Sometimes the foreign 
element will throw bombs, but they never 

This would not be noticed so much, ex
cept that physical culture carries such 
·weight here. A man or a "·oman cannot 
take a degree u nless he has taken the 
physical culture course auy more than he 
can take a degree without Latin or mathe
matics. It is  considered an essential thing 
that he should have a heal thy body as a 
case for a h ealth v mi nd. 

On the \Vest Side the great mass of for
eigners I ive. Immediate! y after you cross 
the bridge, a statue faces you. It is in a 
dingy place, sun-ounded with wagons, from 
\Nilicil meat and vegetables, chiefly cabbages 

Potter Palmer's Residence. 

pluck the flowers which are set out for 
them to enjoy. The civic pride goes that 
far. 

Away down on the south side is the col
lection of massive buildings which make 
up the Chicago University, which was 
founded by m en who had not had univer
sity educations themselves, but vvho realized 
how much they had missed. They w i ll 
tell you how many milli O J I S  it aU cost, but 
we are more interested in it, as some of its 
features show Chicago characteristics. 

It is the verv first institution in the world 
where absolutely no distinction is made be
tween men and women students. They 
study together, eat together, and there is 
no talk of any difference being made ex
cept in one very slight particular. They 
haYe different physical exercises. 

and turnips, are being sold. Then you real
ize that you are in the famous Haymarket, 
where the mob of fanatical A n archists 
killed the policemen with bombs a few 
years ago. 

The bronze pol iceman is a heroic figm-e, 
and as you see his l i fted hand, and read the 
inscription on the pedestal, " In the name 
of the State o f  Illinois, I command peace , ' '  
a l ittle thrill goes over you. 

You k now how those brave men stood like 
this facing certain death.  

The \Vest Side appears to have more 
Swedes than any S wedish city, more Hun
garians than Budapest, and allllost as many 
Ital ians as th ere a1-e" in Rome. This great 
body of the city stretches out on the prairie, 
and where land is cheap there seems no 
limit to i ts growth. 
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Tile Auditorium is an 
exa111 ple of Chicago l ib
erality. It ·was bu i lt by 
a stock company of citi
zens as a great hall which 
coul<l be used for any 
sort o f  an entertainment. 
ll has ne,·er paid expen
s=s, a!Hl nobody expects 
i t  to. It is one of the 
bxuries. 

The pork packing es
bblisluueuts, of which 
y ; e  ll ear so much, are not 
i : J  Chicago, but outside 
whe1·e they disturb no 
oae.  

I f  any one imagines 
that C hi cago k nows only 
p<)rk packing as a n  in
dusti-y, he s:JOws h imsel f 
to be very ignorant. E,·_ 
cry year n e w  manufact
uring i nterests go to Chi
cago. Coal is cheap, 
water tra nsportation is 
cheap, and here is the 
market for the goods af
ter thev are made. 

Ther'
e are some queer 

i nstitutions i n  Chicago, 
which show how the city 
is valued as a distributing 
poi u t. Every year the 
publishers of the United 
States hold a ' ' book fai r ' '  
here. They take a series 
of rooms at one of the 
hotels, and the men who 
own small or large retail 
book stores come h ere 
and look over and buy 
the season's books. 

C hicago is now, i n  
point of size, the second 
city in the country, hav
ing outstripped Philadel
phia some three or four 
years ago. The name is 
derived from the Indian 
Clzecqua, about \dwse 
meaning there is some do ubt, as·to whether 
it is " wild on ion " or " slrong . "  If the 
uame be typical of that to which it  is appl ied , 
the latter definition should win th e day. 

Among the big things put through by 
this hustling metropolis of the prairies was 
the raising of the city ten feet i n  order to 
obtain proper drai nage, and the reversing 
o f  the course o f  the Chicago R iver. The 
latter receives the sewage from the streets 
and formerly flowed into Lake Michigan , 
but as the water supply is dra·wn from the 
lake, the river was turnerl in another direc
tion and caused to empty i n to the I lli nois. 

Chicago i s  the greatest marvel of a city 
in quick growth and in sudden wealth that 
the world has ever seen .  1\'Ir. \V. T. Steac l ,  
the Englishman, says that i t  is going o u  

T h e  Haymarket Monument. 

and on, until it becomes to the world what 
Babylon once was in greatness and glory
and in wickedness. For Chicago is a 
wicked city, and a dirty city. 

The black prairie mud coYers the streets 
and there seems to he no effort made to re
move it. Dlack smoke tumbles out of 
chimneys, ann hangs in the murky at
mosphere until heart and 1 ungs are op
pressed. There is a sense of puslt which 
hurts, which dislracts and annOYS. · 

' 

It is an ugly city. Every ,;acant lot is 
fenced \\·ith staring billboards inviting you 
to buy something you do not \\·ant. But, 
as was said in the beginu ing, C h icago is 
not grown.  It is only i n  the half grown, 
hobbledehoy stage. ·when it is finished it 
is going to be the wonder among cities. 
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The mm'iJW Presideut's final c!t arge to his cabiuet--A hopefulness u.f miud that presaged 
ilze peace lze had toiled .for but was destined uot to e1ljoy. 

By Sam u e  I N .  Parks .  

I
T appears to b e  o n e  of the ironies o f  life, 

which we do not like to remember are 
possible, that the man who made the 

sentence begin ning : " vVith malice toward 
none and with charity for all, ' '  should have 
ended his beautiful and great life by the 
hand of murderous spite. 

Lincoln's last words to his cabinet were 
an injunction to think over the subjects 
under discussion, and meet him a few days 
later, understanding that now they must all 
begin to act in the interest of peace. The 
men who surrounded and loved him weut 
away with those words of good will in their 
ears. 

Abraham Lincoln. 

It seemed as though that 14th of April, 
1865 , was an unusually happy day for Mr. 
Lincoln. I n  the superstitious old world 
tlley used to look with pity upon the un
reasonably happy, saying that they we1·e 
about to be miserable. 

But Mr. Lincoln tllought he had reason 
for his rejoicing. His so11 Robert had just 
come in with General Grant, and peace was 
drawing near. He went for a drive with 
Mrs. Lincoln and talked happily of plans 
for the next four years. That day the flag 
which had been lowered from Fort Sumter 
in '61 was run up to its old place, and the 
Stars and Stripes, the flag of all the States, 

floated over the spot where 
the first gun of tbe rebellion 
had been fired. It was Good 
Friday, but to the ·war sick 
President it seemed a day of 
rejoicing instead of sorrow, 
aucl he ended it by going to 
the theater. 

That great, simple mind 
could not conceive of the ugly 
plans of assassins, least of all 
conlcl he believe that the hand
some young actor whose face 
and fame he knew so well, 
could be plotting his death. 
John Wilkes Booth was more 
of an actor and a vain man , 
tha11 a strong partisan. The 
true people of the South real
ized that fact from the first. 

He entered the stage box 
where the President sat wit2 
his friends, a knife in one 
hand and a pistol i11 the other. 
He put the pistol to the Presi
dent's head and fired, and 
deeply wounding one of the 
gentlemen in the party with 
the k n ife, he sprang lightly 
over the edge of the box to the 
stage. 

It was no leap at all for an 
athlete like Booth, but he 
caught his spur in the Ameri
can flag which draped the 
front of the stage, and fell, 
breaking his leg. Unmindful 
of the pain, be turned to the 
audience, and cried out, " Sic 
sr:mper tyramzis. ' '  Then he 
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The Hovse Where Lincoln Died. 

fled rapidly away, to meet a dog's death at 
last from his pursuers ; to be reviled by 
North and South, to be seen for what he 
was, a notoriety seeker, who had sacrificed 
the noblest soul in the nation for his owu 
petty and trivial ends. 

A plot had been laid by Booth, in which 
several hot lleaded or merely stupid men 
and women were engaged, by which all the 
cabinet officers were to be murdered at the 
same hour. But only Seward and Lincol n  
were attacked. 

Eight men and one woman were executed 
for the murder, and three were sentenced to 
imprisonment on the Dry Tortugas. 

The president hardly moved. He was 

carried to a house across the street, and the 
great men of the nation came to see him 
die. 

Lincoln was shot a little after ten o'clock 
in the eyening, and never regained consci
ousness. An alarm was immediately sent 
out, and with one thrill of sorrow, the city 
and the nation realized its great loss. 

All through the night the men who had 
worked under his wise counsel for four of 
the most terrible years any country ever 
suffered, stood by his bedside. At seven 
in the morning he died. As Stanton put his 
hand to the dead eyes, he said solemnly 
what the world has echoed : 

" Now he belongs to the ages. " 



" Marshal Forward." 
Jo"rt.lt'll a pkQ!ograpli by tltt Berli1� P/l.tt,�t·aJ·hi� ComJ�an,v a.fta the 1'4it,ting by [i' • .• Vwla au1. 

' ' lVI A RS I I A L  F O R \V A R D. ' ' 

.// sketc/1 o.f /lie 1{/i.· and personality o.f IIJe gn•at Ccrmnn .!{t'nernl ze!Jo shared �c,it/J 1/Je 
lJuke of /Vellinglou f.lle honors of Ziidory at Watedoo. 

By Rob ert T. H ardy, J r. 

G
EBHARD  LE ll E R E C ll T  YO� 
BLUCHER became a soldier more 
by accident than design-or perhaps 

it was fatality ; certain it is that the great 
field marshal's father, who already had 
three elder sons in the Russian, Pruss ian, 

am1 Danish sen·ices, was firmh· r.:soh-ccl 
that his ) ounger o!fspring shmild tle,·otc 
their li,·es to less perilous pursuib. 

Young Gebhard was only fourteen when 
tlle Se,·en Years' \\"ar broke oul, but he 
was sent a\\'ay from the parental abode al 
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Rostock, in Mecklenburg Schwerin, to the 
island of Rugen, and there placed in charge 
of a relative, thus apparently removing from 
him all the glamour of conflict. 

Alas for paternal precautions ! A year 
later a regiment of hussars from Sweden, 
then at war with Frederick the Great, set 
foot on the island, and Gebhard, weary of 
trying to amuse himself on the barren isle, 
became infatuated with the martial uniforms 
and jingling sabers, and j oined them . 

About a year after his enlistment, in a 
cavalry skirmish against his own country
m n, the young soldier was captured by a 
Colonel Belling. The latter conceived a 
liking for the boy, and offered to obtain for 
him a subaltern ' s  commission in the Prus
sian service. 

Honor forbade Blucher' s  acceptance, how
ever, until an exchange was effected with a 
prisoner who, being by birth a Prussian , 
had forfeited his life to military law. 

Blucher served through the latter part of 
the Seven Years' vVar under the great G:en
eral von Zieten, and took part in numerous 
battles, among them Cunersdorf and Frey
borg, in which latter engagement he re
ceived a painful wound. 

With the dawn of peace came several 
years of garrison duty. After his campaigns 
under the great Frederick, Blucher found 
this irksome in the extreme. He tried to 
vary the monotony by riotous living, punc
tuated with various duels. When his old 
patron Belling, now a general, ventured to 
remonstrate, the hot headed Blucher took 
umbrage, and challenged him to mortal 
combat. Only the veteran commander's 
generosity saved his fiery subordinate from 
being summarily sh0t for so gross a violation 
of military etiquette. 

In 1 770, greatly to his delight, Blucher, 
now a captam, was sent with his regiment 
into Poland. The Poles sought to avenge 
themselves upon the enemy, whom they 
durst not meet in the field, by assassina
tions. Sentinels were often found stabbed 
to the heart, and it became unsafe for a 
Prussian soldier to traverse the streets alone. 

Captain Bliicher, who was quartered in a 
Polish town, lost several men in this way. 
Suspicion pointed to a certain priest as the 
instigator of two of these crimes, so Blucher 
arrested him, and resolving to give the 
citizens a lesson, sentenced him to death. 

The evidence was so slight, however, 
that even the impetuous captain hesitated, 
On the day set for the execution the pris
oner was blindfolded and placed before a 
freshly dug grave. A file of soldiers was 
drawn up, and a volley discharged. Only 
they and their captain knew that the cart
ridges were blank, and the poor priest 
nearly died of fright. 

This and other acts in opposition to 
Frederick's conciliatory policy led to 
Blucher's degradation from the highest to 
the lowest on the list of captains in his 
regiment. When a vacancy occurred soon 

D 

after, and a junior officer received the pro
motion ,  Blucher resigned his commission. 
Loth to lose so good an officer, Frederick 
placed him under arrest solely to give him 
time to reconsider ; but the captai n ' s  blood 
was up and he insisted on his discharge. 

This he obtained, and in the thirteen 
years of retirement that followed he had 
leisure to regret his rashness. He married 
and became a man of prominence in Pomer
ania, where he had purchased an estate ; 

.but the quietness of his existence palled on 
him. He pined for his old life, and made 
frequent though unavailing appl ications 
for reinstatement. 

Frederick was inexorable, but after his 
death, in 1 786, Blucher renewed his efforts. 
While his application was under con
sideration, he appeared at the grand annual 
inspection as a spectator, and there, in that 
vast conclave of military men, he attracted 
the attention of the new king by his gallant 
bearing and superb horsemanship. Freder
ick William soon restored him to his rank 
in his old regiment of hussars. 

Shortly afterward, on the death of his 
colonel, Bliicher assumed command. H e  
was n o w  fifty one years o f  age. Like the 
great von Moltke of a later generation, he 
was first accorded the opportunity of dis
tinguishing himself at a time of life when 
most officers look forward to retirement, 

The French Revolution in 1 793 was fol
lowed by twenty years of almost uninter
rupted war, and Blucher acquired a great 
reputation as a cavalry leader. His contempt 
for danger and sangfroid under fire inspired 
his men with some of his own courage. 
Amid a murderous torrent of shot and shell 
Blucher would coolly check his horse while 
he lit his pipe at the linstock of a gunner. 
His rather coarse jest.s extorted grim 
laughter from his column while grapeshot 
was tearing its ranks . 

Blucher' s  favorite plan of attack was to 
lead his squadrons upon the enemy with 
great fierceness. If serious resistance was 
encountered, he would retire, remaining 
within easy striking distance. The slightest 
manifestation of disorder or weakness was 
his signal for attack. Darting upon the foe 
with lightning rapidity, he would hew his 
way through their ranks, and be off again 
before a sufficient force could be amassed to 
crush him. 

During the campaign of 1794, alone, he 
captured four thousand men, fifteen hundred 
horses, and eleven guns. 

Bliicher succeeded to the command of the 
left wing of the army on the death of Gen
eral Goltz. After the peace of Basle, he 
held a command in Munster for a time, and 
i n  18oi became governor of that province. 

When war broke out in 18o6 between 
Prussia and France, Blucher was com
mander of cavalry. In this capacity he had 
no power to correct or repair the blunders 
of his superiors. When Napoleon crushed 
the military power of Prussia at Jena, 
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Blucher implored permission to lead his 
squadrons against the French. A charge 
might have saved the day, but the king re
fused, and all Blucher could do was to save 
as large a remnant of his troops as possible 
by a retreat. 

Here Blucher showed the indomitable 
courage and extraordinary ability which 
characterized his entire career ; but despite 
all his efforts, he was overtaken by the 
French at Liibeck, and forced to capitulate. 

After a brief retirement on parole at Ham
burg, Blucher was exchanged for General 
Victor. He visited the French headquar
ters on this occasion, and was received with 
marks of distinction by Napoleon. 

In 18o8 Blucher became dangerously ill. 
For several months his malady clung to 
him, and it was thought that he could not 
live. At times his reason was affected. In 
his delirium he inveighed vehemently 
against Bonaparte, his country's oppressor, 
and prophetically predicted his downfall. 

" This must happen , "  he would repeat, 
" and I must assist at it. I will not die till 
it shall have come to pass. " 

When Napoleon's tremendous armament 
succumbed to the ravages of the Russian 
winter and the Czar's Cossack hordes in 
1812,  Prussia took up arms to help Russia 
rid Europe of their common enemy. 

Napoleon raised and equipped fresh troops 
to replace those whom he had left under 
the snows of the steppes. They were raw 
recruits, but he unhesitatingly led them 
against the allied forces. 

At Lutzen, where the great Swede, Gus
tavus Adolphus, fell in 1632, the Prussian 
and Russian armies were met and defeated 
after a murderous battle. General Blucher 
commanded the Prussians. Though wound
ed he left the battle field but half an hour, 
and conducted the retreat so brilliantly 
that the allied forces did not lose a gun. 

At Bautzen Napoleon was again victori
ous. A truce of two months followed, when 
hostilities opened again. This time Na
poleon's loving father in law of Austria ar
rayed himself on the side of Russia, Prussia, 
and Saxony. 

At Dresden a battle was fought on August 
26. Napoleon won rather a doubtful vic
tory. On the same day, however, on the 
river Katzbach, the French under Marshal 
Macdonald were badly defeated by Blucher. 
Never was field more fairly won. Eighteen 
thousand men and one hundred cannon 
fell into the hands of the Prussians. 

Two months later the French were worsted 
at Leipsic. For his services in this battle 
Frederick William presented General 
Blucher with the marshal ' s  baton. 

The whole of Europe seemed banded to
gether, in 1814, to compass the downfall of 
the hated Corsican . Three tremendous 
armies crossed the French frontier. 

The Prussians under the redoubtable 
Blucher were the first to encounter' s Na
poleon's legions. At Brienne they gained 

a victory, and again Blucher triumphed at 
Laon . 

Napoleon believed by a counter invasion 
of Germany, he could draw the allies away 
from Paris. Instead of following him, how
ever, they strained every nerve to capture 
the capital. 

Finding himself foiled, Bonaparte tried to 
reach Paris first. He arrived too late. 
Paris had fallen, and the French senate 
passed a decree that Napoleon had forfeited 
his throne. 

In spite of his advanced age Blucher con
tinued with his command until the entry of 
the allied sovereigns into Paris. To him 
must be accorded most of the credit for the 
victory. 

Blucher was at Berlin when the news of 
Napoleon's escape from Elba reached him. 
He at once donned his field marshal's uni
form, and appeared on the streets, to remind 
the younger officers that they need not 
expect him to surrender to them his rightful 
place in the coming fray. 

On the Prussians under Blucher, and the 
English under the Duke of Wellington, fell 
the responsibility of meeting the French 
empero_r's first onslaught. 

Napoleon attacked Blucher at · Ligny on 
June 16, rSrs.  Here the marshal led a cav
alry charge in person with all his old time 
dash. His horse was killed and Blucher 
fell under the dying animal. 

Despite the shock and bruises of the fall 
he continued to direct operations, finally 
withdrawing his troops towards Wavres. 

To prevent the junction of the English and 
German forces, Napoleon sent Marshal 
Grouchy with thirty four thousand men 
to follow Bliicher and hold him in check. 

At ·waterloo on the 17th Napoleon under
took to crush Wellington. In the Iron 
Duke the Corsican found a foeman worthy 
his steel. Until towards nightfall the battle 
waged hotly, with the issue in doubt. Then 
victory seemed to incline toward the French. 

About five o'clock, during a lull in the 
battle, the shrill sweet notes of a cavalry 
bugle sounded far on the French right. 

At first the French believed that Grouchy 
was returning. Vain hope ! Blucher's 
legions had reached the battle field at last, 
and the aged field marshal 's promise of as
sistance to Wellington was redeemed. 

So bitter was Blucher against the man 
who was responsible for his country's mis
fortunes and humiliation, that had not the 
English intervened, Napoleon would have 
suffered death instead of exile. 

On the return to Prussia, the old field 
marshal was received with every demon. 
stration of respect. But his health was 
shattered, and he lingered but four years, 
dying at Krieblowitz, 111 Silesia, in 1819. 

He had lived to witness the downfall of 
his country's oppressor, however, and true 
to the prophetic utterances of his delirium 
years previous, he had assisted at it, and he 
did not die till it had come to pass. 



O F F  TO T H E  ROC K I ES.* 
By Edward S .  E l l is, 

.A��tlwT of " Da1·ak Edtva1·ds' Onlea/.," " Decrfoot Ser·ies," etc. 

SYNOPSIS OF CHAPTERS PREVIOUSLY 
PUBLISHED. 

ON the advice of his physician, Arlos Hayman, 
who has injured his health by too close applica
tion to study, goes on a hunting trip to the far 
West. 

He hopes to secure the company of Dolph Bush
kirk, an old schoolmate livmg in Denver, but 
finds that the latter has started a week earlier 
on a similar trip to the same regions. 

Arlos engages Budd Slogan, a fine type of the 
frontiersman, as guide, and together they leave 
Central City for the wildest regions of the Rocky 
Mountains. 

\Vhile Arlos is on guard the first night out, one 
of the ponies whinnies. The lonely sentinel 
regards this as sufficient cause for alarm. 

CHAPTER V. 

h aps more than one, was prowling near 
the camp, the young sentinel would expose 
h imself to a shot or stealthy attack. He 
did not k now precisely where to look for 
his enemy, who would be the first to de
tect him. 

The fire had smoldered so low that it 
ceased to give out any illumination. Not 
the fain test glimpse of Bu dd's body could 
be perceived, so that Arlos, who was still 
further from the ashes, was certain of be
ing out of sight of any one. 

Suddenly an ember, lying across an other, 
broke apart . and a twist of flame shot up
ward. 

It was like thrusting a lighted lamp into 
A L u c K Y s H o T • a darkened room. The abrupt glare lit up 

T
HE mind of Arlos Hayman was filled the surrounding gloom for a distance of 

with a score of disturbing fancies several yards. Not only was the inani
as t<;> the nature of the danger which mate form of the guide brought into dis

threatened the camp. tinct relief, but the scared face of the youth 
He knew from his own experience, be- seated on the ground several paces away , 

fore being told by Bud Slogan , that one of reflected the glow. 
the keenest and most unerring of sentinels Instinctively Arlos turned his eyes in the 
is an intelligent horse. His senses of smell direction of the spot where he supposed 
and vision often enable him to detect the the animals to he. To his amazement , he 
approach of peril when it is unsuspected saw that one of them bad risen to his feet, 
by his master. an d  was looking off into the gloom. 

The faint whinny of one of the ponies He was motionless, and Arlos discerned 
showed that be had been disturbed, and bim very indistinctly and only for an i n
whatever the cause, i t  must be of an alarm- stant, when the little flame expired and all 
in?, nature. became blank darkness agai n. 

fbe youth held his rifle so as to be able Prudence whispered that it was high 
to use it on the instant, and leaning slightly time to awaken Budd Slogan. The situa
forward tried to peer into the impene trable tion bad · become so grave that he alone 
gloom ; but it was too profound for him to could deal with it, but the youth was now 
distinguish anything. acting in obedience to a curious impulse. 

He recalled that Budd had not given him H e  had been appointed sentinel , and 
any directions as to what he should do i n  nothing was said about his appealing to 
the event of being disturbed. It must his veteran companion, no matter what 
have been that he deemed such a thing too the situation might become, until the turn 
improbable. Had he thought otherwise he of nigh t. 
would have warned Arlos to awaken him " An d  I won't ask his help," muttered 
on the instant. Arlos, compressing his lips ; " we are likely 

Not having done so, Arlos decided not to have considerable of this sort of busi
to dh ;turb him, tmless the peril should be- ness, and there's no better time than now 
come more tangible. to break myself i n . "  

The immediate question with h i m  was Gently flinging off his blanket, h e  began 
whether be should steal out to where the creeping away from camp and toward the 
animals he.d lain down and ascertain for standing horse. While doing so he grasped 
himself the nature of the danger. This, it his rifle i n one band. 
will be seen , was a risky thing to do ; for He moved slowlv and with extreme care. 
if it should prove that an Indian , or per- glancing conli nually to the rig-ht and left, 

* The first 4 chlapters of this story appeared in t!te Jttly issue of Trm ARGOSY, which will 
be forwarded to any address on rrreipt of IO ants. 
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i n  front and even behind him. · Every few 
seconds he stopped and listened. He could 
n o t  hear anything, and the starlight en
abled him to see but a slight distance. 

The point wh�re he had caught sight of 
the standing animal ,  was so clearly re
membered that he did not deyiate in his 
course to it. When he had · gone, as it 
seemed, the full distance, he paused with 
a thrill of misgiving. 

The pony was not visible. 
'' Some one has stolen him ! " 
But the fear bad hardly shaped itself in 

h is mind , whe n ,  to his great rel i e f ,  he per
ceived the outlines of the animal ,  which 
h ad lain down again. Just beyond was 
the second horse, though , in the dark ness, 
Arlos could not identify either of them. 

" They are safe for the time, but there's 
no saying how long they \\' i l l  be. "  

H e  crept sti ll  closer. The nearest pony 
raised his head, pricked his ears and again 
whi n n ied, but with so slight effort that he 
could not have been heard more than a few 
rods distant. 

" There must be an India::J. on the other 
side of him," was the conclusion of Arlos, 
who it  need not be said was thin k ing hard 
and fast. " I 'll steal roun d  to that point 
and see whether I can get a shot at him . "  

I t  was a daring proceeding, but the 
youth carried it out in spint and letter. 

With infinite labor and pains be moved 
through the grass, keeping his head and 
shoulders so low that at times he seemed 
to be gliding after the manner of a serpent, 
i nstead of upon all fours. 

\Vhen directly opposite the point where 
he had first halted, he paused agair:. , as 
alert, watchful ,  and attentive as ever. He 
had gone so far beyond the horses that h e  
could barely m a k e  o u t  the form nearest t o  
h i m ,  which,  i t  will b e  borne i n  m i n d ,  was 
not the one that was the means of bringing 
h i m  to this spot. 

It was the turn of thi s  animal now to 
throw u p  its head, and , holding it  motion
less a moment, emit that signal of alarm 
which has often saved a man's life. 

" vVhat can it be that you have learned ? "  
With the question came a conviction to 

Arlos Hayman, which , despite his trying 
situation , brought a smi le to his face. It 
m ust have been himself that had caused 
the last evidence of disturbance on the part 
o f  the pon ies. His stealthy movements 
h ad attracted their notice, but evidently 
they speedily iden tified him and ceased to 
be frig-htened. 

Following this conviction was another : 
whatever the nature of the danger, it was 
gone. The prowler m ust have discovered 
that the sentinel was alert, and that it  was 
n o t . safe to attempt to run off the horses. 
Accordingly he had withdrawn to awai t a 
more favorable opportun i ty. 

This terrifying thought came to the -
youthful guard : suppose that in his brief 
absence the treacherous foe had stolen up 
to the campfire and slain Budd Slogan ? 

The awful fear caused Arlos to run across 
the intervening space, not pausing until he 
bent over the dark bundle at the foot of 
the boulder and heard the deep breathing 
of his friend. Then he heaved a sigh of 
relief and thankfulness . 

" It was a close cal l , "  he muttered ,  re
suming his old place , with his back agai nst 
the boulder, and his blanket gathered 
about him. " ·what a fatal m i stake any 
one would make to sleep without a guard ! 
I 've a strong notion to keep up the watch 
through the night. " 

Fifteen minutes later Arlos Hayman vvas 
as sound asleep as Budd Slogan ! 

Who can fight off the insidious approach 
of slu m ber ? Though a thousand lives 
may be at stak e ,  though the wearied 
sailor is clinging to the swaying mast. 
though the enginee r  stan ds with his hand 
upon the throttle, though the general is 
directing the battle upon which hangs 
the fate of n ations, though the parent is 
watching the last m i n u tes on earth of the 
loved one-yet uncon sciousness steals 
upon him despite every re?olution and 
effort to fight off the weakness. 

Not only that, but the strongest mind 
cannot recall the momen t when his senses 
fled from him. 

Arlos was seated as I have described , 
alert and watchful,  an d certain that h e  
could maintain his vigil through the· re
maining hours of the n ight, when his head 
bowed forward, and, to all intents and 
purposes,  l ife was gone from him. 

Budd Slogan was one of those who have 
the power of awakening at any momen t 
previously fixed i n  his m i nd. It was not 
five min utes past twelve when h e  opened 
his eyes, flung aside his blanket and sat 
up, as fully himself as when holding the 
glass of his young friend leveled at the d is
tant camp fire. 

A momen t's listening brought a suspicion 
of the truth .  H e  pronounced the name of 
Arlos several thi1es, gradually increas
ing the loudness of the tone, but without 
bring-ing any answer. 

" Just what I expected , "  he m uttered, 
movi n g  cautiously abo u t  until he could 
get the " lay of the land. "  

This did not require long. He foun d  
where Arlos sat asleep and discovered 
that the animals h a d  not been harmed or 
stolen. ·Nothing had gone amiss despite 
the sluggard s�ntinel. 

Budd made a guarded visit to where the 
ponies were l ying, and finding no cause for 
alarm returned to his former position.  There 
he seate<l himself o n  the grou n d ,  in the pos
ture of the sleeping Arlos, and, with the 
grim patience he had learned in his years 
of experience, assumed the duties of 
sen tine I. 

At such times the m inutes pass slowly 
and the hours are i n tolerably long,  but the 
man . h ardly stirred a m uscle while the 
night was wearing away. Not once did he 
feel the slightest drowsiness. 
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When a t  last the growing light in the 
east told of the coming day, he was as 
alert as ever. Looking across at his young 
fnend, he saw that he was still unconscious. 

" I will leave him to wake fur himself," 
reflected the guide. 

. Rem em bering that no food was at com
man d ,  Budd decided to ohtain it. The 
ponies had risen to their feet, and, after 
drin king from the small stream , renewed 
their cropping of the grass. 

Budd thought it time enough to rebuild 
the fire when there was something to broil. 
So, rifle in hand, he set out in quest of 
game. 

He had been gone perhaps half an hour, 
when Arlos Hayman opened his eyes and 
stared about h i m ,  unable for a m i n ute or 
two, to recall his wanderi ng senses. 

" By gracious ! " he exclaimed, when it 
had all come back to h i m ,  " I  m ust have 
fallen asleep ! I forget to wake Budd, and · 
we have both slept through nearl y the 
whole night. Well, nothing has happened 
to the horses. " 

Satisfied on this point,  i t  was easy to 
explain the absence of his com panion. 
Arlos concluded that he had awakened a 
few mi nutes before hi m and gone in quest 
of breakfast. 

" I  hope he won't forget to shoot enough 
for both. It seem s  to me that I am h ungry 
all the time. I think I'll take a look around,  
myself. " . 

And, without stopping to pick up his hat, 
where it had fallen while he was uncon
scious, the youth started on what may be 
termed his first hunt since leaving home. 

It is the unexpected which generally 
happens. He supposed that in the natural 
order of events, he would meet with n o  
game, while Budd w a s  certain to secure 
more than was needed, but the reverse 
was the fact. 

" I  wonder if I run across anythi ng, what 
it will be, ' ' he mu sed, as he picked his way 
forward, the gentle wind blowing the hair 
from his forehead. ' '  I believe they find 
grizzly bears, an telopes, wolves, deer--" 

A smothered bellow caused him to turn 
his head like a flash. To his amazement, 
he observed au immense buffalo bull, 
which was browsing in a small open space, 
upon which Arlos had i ntruded without 
seeing the anim al. The latter was quick 
to detect him. 

It  struck the young h unter as an odd 
fact that this enormous animal was alone 
instead of with a herd , but he supposed 
his companions were feeding near by and 
that th ey would"speedily meet. 

Those n oble creatures, as m v readers 
know, have been extermi nated within the 
last few years, by the wanton destruction 
of professional and amateur sportsmen. 
\Vhere not long- ago there were tens an d 
hundreds of thousands, today there is 
none. 

Although their n umber had been g-reatly 
thin ned out at the time of Arlos H ayman's 

visit to the Rocky Mountains, enough were 
still met to afford excellent sport, though 
they frequented the open country far more 
than the mountainous regions. 

The first thought of the youth, after re
covering from his shock of surprise, was a 
natnral one. 

" You look to me, old fellow,  as i f  you 
would m ake a good meal for us, provided 
Budd doesn't want more than his share . "  

T h e  bull was a combative fellow a n d  
disposed t o  resent this i ntrusion upon his 
domain . He stood with raised head and 
g-laring eyes, the grass d ripping from his 
j aws, as if expecting to see the young man 
break and fly before him, while there was 
yet time to escape his resi stless charge. 

Arlos stood a moment admiringly view
in?; the magni fice n t  creature. H e  was the 
finest speci men by far upon which he had 
ever looked. He j udged that he must be 
king of an i m mense herd, which could not 
be far away. 

" I m ight be tempted to spare you , but 
for the fact that I 'm so hungry I am sure 
to perish if I have to wait another half 
hour for breakfast-great king !" 

Well might Arlos utter the exclamation , 
for the bull , as if impatient over the tardi
ness of the daring intruder's flight, sud
denly lowered his . head, emi tted a savage 
bellow, and " went for " the young- man 
with m ight and main. 

Naturally Arlos supposed that no more 
fatal spot could be found for lodging his 
bullet, since the animal 's position made the 
heart in accessi ble ,  than the head. Bring
ing his Win chester to his  shoulder, there
fore, he took a quick aim and let fly. 

To h i s  aston ishment, the animal showed 
not the slightest effects. His furious, 
headlong flig-ht con tin ued without check. 

It is a fact that the bony structure in the 
head of the bison (im properly called the 
buffalo), often proves an effective armor 
agai nst the most penetrating of firearms. 
So it was in this instance, · seeing which, 
Arlos, with com mendable coolness, quickly 
shoved another cartridge in place and fired 
again. 

This time, he aim e d  at the foreleg, 
knowing that a bullet there would cripple 
his enemy, even if it did not slay him. 

Such was the fact. With a bellow of 
pain , the huge creature stu mbled and 
plowed forward on h i s  head and knees, 
striving fiercely to gain his feet. 

At this moment he was so close to Arlos 
that the latter ran several rods,  afraid of 
becoming entangled in his throes. Wheel
ing quickly, however, he hastily prepared 
another cartridge and anxiously looked for 
a chance to use it. 

He was astonished to see that the brute 
had regained his feet and was striving to 
reach him. The an imal is of a low degree 
of intelligence, but this one was not long 
i n  comprehending that something was 
amiss. He stopped his struggles and stood 
motionless on three legs. 
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Ados slipped to one side, and the next 
moment sent a bullet it� to the body directly 
back of the foreleg. 

That settled matters, for the missile was 
so truly aimed that it bored its way through 
the seat of life, and the king buffalo, \>vith 

· a half smothered bellow, sagged forward, 
turned heavily on his side, and ceased to 
move. 

" Purty well done , younker !  You've been 
luckier than me!" 

I t  \\·as Budd Slogan who called to Arlos. 
He was a short distance off, when be heard 
the youth's \¥inchester, and not knowing 
what it might signify, ran to the spot. 

" It seems to me," remarked the youth, 
contemplating the mountainous animal 
with no little satisfaction, " that he is un
usually large, Budd." 

" I've killed hundreds of them critters on 
the Llano Estacado and dozens of different 
prairies, but I don't think I ever fetched 
down a bigger bull than him . " 

" I'm proud to know that, but I'm wor
ried over one thing." 

" What's that ?''  
" I'm afraid there's not enough meat on 

him for our breakfast. " 
" Mebbe not," gravely replied Budd, 

" but it will sorter stay our appetites till 
we can find the herd he's strayed from and 
kill a dozen more. we·ll try it, any way, 
and here 's hopin' it  won't keep you awake 
ton ight when you're on watch . " 

The guide grinned and winked, when the 
blushing Arlos looked reproachfully at 
him. 

" I'm ashamed of myself, Budd, for I 
didn't think it possible. But then, it gave 
you a chance to gain a full night's sleep, 
and we'll fix it better next time. "  

"Gave m e  a full night's sleep?" repeated 
the elder. " I  woke at midnight, j ust as I 
said I would, and found you like a dead 
younker. You was sleeping so hard I 
thought it a pity to wake you, so I sot up 
till morning." 

" 'l'oo bad ! I can only apologize and 
repeat my promise, but if you were half as 
hungry as I, you wouldn't keep breakfast 
waiting. " 

CHAPTER VI. 

FURTHER INTO THE WILDS. 

THE keen edged hunting knife of the 
guide served him '\vell. He first ran the 
poi nt along the bison's spine, and then 
peeled the skin down each shoulder, from 
one of which he cut a steak , large enough , 
it would seem, to supply half a dozen per
sons with an all sufficient meal. 

The steak was carefully washed in the 
running brook, while Arlos busied himself 
in renewing the fire. 

It would be hardly prudent for me to tell 
how much Budd Slogan and Arlos H ay
man ate. 

The you th advocated broiling still more 
of the steak and taking it with them, since. 

as he insisted, in a few hours they would 
be as hungry as before. 

" It ain't worth the bother, "  replied 
Budd, rejecting the proposal. " As we push 
further into the mountains, we'll find all 
the game we want. " 

" If you're sure of that," said Arlos, with 
pretended solicitude, " I'll take the risk, 
great as il is." 

Accordingly, it was so done. The horses 
wet·e saddled and bridled, and the two re
newed their journey, following a sort of 
pass between the mou ntain ranges, where 
_the progress was alternately difficult and 
easy. 

The ground continued stead ily rising, so 
that before n oon a decided change of tem
perature was perceptible. Vast peaks 
towered on the right and left, the tops 
covered with snow, from which a chilling 
breath now and then reached the horses 
·and their riders. The pass resembled scores 
of others in the Sierras and Rocky Moun
tain ranges, that are the avenues through 
which emigranls formerly journeyed, and 
without the existence of which the •early 
overland emigration to the Pacific coast 
would have been impossible. 

This pass might be termed a canyon , and 
seemed to have been made at some remote 
age, by a stupendous upheaval of nature 
which split the rock ribbed ranges asunder. 

This canyon was of varying width. In 
some places it was n o  more than a hun
dred feet across, while at others it ex
panded to three or four times that extent. 

The bottom showed that at certain sea
sons, as during a cloud burst, an unusual 
melting of snow, or a great fall of rain, it 
was swept by a tum ultuous torrent that 
carried everything before it. 

Budd gave it as his opinion that many of 
the huge houlders and rocks, around which 
they were forced to pick their way, had 
been carried along for unknown miles by 
one of those inconcei vably fierce currents 
of water. 

A curious feeling was present with Arlos. 
I t  seemed to him when they made a turn 
in the canyon, they had but to go a little 
further, when they must confront a solid 
wall. 

But Budd smiled at his fears. He had 
traversed the same pass several times, and 
knew that by maki ng some changes of di
rection further on, tbev could eventually 
reach the Jess broken country through 
which flow the White, the Green, and other 
rivers, with the Uiutah, Snow, and Wah
satch ranges beyond . 

There was no intention , liowever, of pen
etratin g  that far, since they would find all 
the b unting they could wish within the 
Rocky Mountains proper, where, too, Arlos 
was hopeful of meeting his old schoolmate 
and friend, Dolph Bushkirk. 

Arlos told the story of his experience 
when acting as sentinel. He was sur
prised at the slight interest shown by the 
guide. 



OFF TO THE ROCKIES. 45 5 

" I  thought it was an Indian prowling 
round the camp. for a chance to shoot 
one of us or run off with the horses," added 
the you.th . 

" Nothin' of that sort," replied his com
panion ; " like enough it was a wolf or 
some smaller critter h unting for some
thing to eat. " 

Budd scrutinized the skY with the keen
ness of one who had long since learned 
how to read the secrets of the weather , as 
revealed by faint indications which most 
people would not notice. 

The sun was shining brightly , with 
every promise of several days of ideal 
temperature . Yet he said , 

" We'll catch it inside of twen ty four 
hours. It may be snow , hail, or rain 
and wind, but we're bound to have some 
kind of flurry." 

To the surprise of Arlos Hayman, the 
progress continued easy and comparatively 
rapid until late in the afternoon. The 
canyon seemed to lose its distinctive 
character, for it broadened to such an ex
tent that it resembled a valley or elevated 
table land, between the towering moun
tain walls. Water was abundan t, gTass 
plentiful , and traveling so smooth that, had 
they chosen, they could have ridden most 
of the distance on a swinging gallop. But 
there was no call to hurry, and their ponies 
were allowed to walk. 

The air was crisp, but not uncomfort
ably so, and the tough little animals seem
ed to find the progress as pleasant as their 
riders. 

The two had eaten so heartil y  in the 
morning that they decided to make only 
one more meal, which naturally was set 

. for the close of the afternoon, though it 
need not be said that the younger hu nter , 
at least, felt like gratifying his appetite 
long before the hour fixed by the other. 

" I must gain Budd's respect.'' he re
flected, " by proving that I am able to un
dergo hardship, suffering. and hunger like 
a seasoned veteran. If I am weak and 
whimsical, I will go down to zero in his 
estimation. So I will endure like a martyr 
the pangs of starvation , caused by ten 
hours' fast. He shall not hear a murmur 
from me if he decides to wait a half hour 
longer before dining ." 

The ground was so undulating that when 
the afternoon was well along, Budd said 
they were hardly fifty feet higher than 
when they left camp in the morning . Fur
thermore, they could pass entirely through 
this portion of the Rocky Mountains with 
but little increase of altitude. 

" It is cold enough here.' '  he said, " in 
the wi nter , when the snow lays forty feet 
deep i n  some of the gullies, to freeze the 
stirrups apart under your feet, but the 
season is too fur along for us to be bother
ed by anything like that now." 

The lofty mountain peaks hid the sun 
from sight, though its rays were gilding 
the summits when the two drew rein 

with the purpose of campi ng for the n igh t. 
The spot selected by Bu<ld Slogan was 
the most inviting that hau yet met the 
eyes of the youth, who was impressed from 
the first with the magnificen t  scenery on 
every hand. He was sure that no finer 
site could have been found, had they 
searched for \\"eeks. 

They were still in the valley-like depres
sion between the ranges, with an abun
dance of succulent grass and clear running 
water. A stream not deep, but several 
rods in width, as clear as crvstal and as 
cold as if i t  had ju st come from· a dissolving 
iceberg, flowed through the middle of the 
valley ,  and tbe banks, as far as the vision 
extended, were green with the blades that 
bad so recently sprung into life. 

'l'here was food in plenty for the cattle 
" on a thousand hills . "  

The sloping sides o f  the valley were 
broken here and there by immense brown 
masses of rock, and oddly tumbled bould
ers, some of which were so heaped to
gether as to shu\\' rough structures as 
large as a city building. 

When Arlos noticed dried sticks, limbs, 
branches, and ·even large trees scattered 
here and there at a considerable distanc� 
from the stream, Budd explained that they 
had been brought down from the moun
tains during the spring freshets, or by au 
unusual flow of water. 

" I  remember seeing that stump of a 
tree twelve years ago," he said, pointing 
to a decaying trunk near at hand ; " and 
since it  was old at that time, it must be 
purty \\'ell seasoned now. In them rocks 
there to the right, two of us stood off a 
dozen Injins for a couple of days and 
nights, and that's where we're going to 
make our headquarters for some weeks to 
come." 

In answer to Arlos' look of surprise. the 
guide said that they bad now reached a 
point where their ponies were of no further 
use. They would be turned loose to graze 
until needed again , while their riders 
amused themselves in hunting through 
the smrounding region. 

'' Are they not liable to be stolen ?" 
asked Arlos. 

Budd shrugged his shoulders. 
" \•Ve must take our chances · we're no 

more likelv to lose 'em here tban if we 
tried to keep 'em by us, further in the 
mountains. When me and the boys was 
spending our time along the beaver runs, 
that's what we had to do, and we gin 'rally 
found our ponies when we wanted 'em. If 
we didn't, we hoofed it or borrowed others ."  

In acco1·dance with the plan of the guide, 
the saddles , bridles. and everything were 
taken from the animals and carried into a 
sort of rude cave among- the boulders, 
which Arlos did not notice until it was 
pointed out by his compan i on . 

This natural opening was abont a dozen 
feet in extent, covered and walled in on 
three sides, but >vith the fourth half open 
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or exposed. The shelter, therefore, which 
it offered wa� only partial . though much 
preferable in severe \\'eather to the open 
air. 

" We'll stay there tonight," said Budd, 
" and I hope we'll find our things and our 
pon ies \\'hen we'rt! rt!ady to set out fur the 
.Miners' Delight. " 

It took but a few minutes to stow away 
their goods. More than an hour of day
light remained . 

" How is that gentle appetite of yourn?" 
suddenly asked the guide, when they stoocl 
on the outside of their rockv home. 

" I  think I can stand it ·a few minutes 
longer,'' replied Arlos, with a grave counte
nance. 

" Stand what?" . " T�; hunger that is gnawing at my 
vttals. 

" Wal, now, if you'll gather a lot of the 
·wood you see scattel't!d round here to start 
a good roaring fire, I 'll make a hunt for 
supper." 

" Be assured tllat I won 't neglect my 
part . Will it be buffalo , bear, an telope , 
mountain sheep, or what ?'' 

" Can't tell ; depends on what I run 
across . " 

" That's right, Budd, that's right ; don't 
be particular. Shoot the first game you 
set your eyes on , if it's a wolf. Don't wait 
to ch oose ; the crisis is too serious. " 

Budd Slogan laughed as he swung off 
wi th his vViuchester ready for service. 

" He's a comical cuss, bLlt I like him ; I 
wonder if he always carries round an ap
petite like that. It leaves my thirst a 
thousan<.l miles out of sight." 

C H APTER VII. 

A MONARCH OF THE WILDERNESS. 

LEFT alone once more, Arlos Hayman 
set about gathering wood for the fire needed 
to cook their supper, 

" I wonder what Dr. Kleinmaa and 
father and mother and Miriam would 
th ink ," he mused, " if they could see me 
n ow . They wonld say I was entirely well, 
and might go home to them, but I don't 
e xpect to do so for a good while yet. I'm 
enjoying myself too much. Besides ,  I need 
more time to build up my strength ,  so it 
will stay built up." 

O n  the same side of the stream, but some 
d i stance up the sloping bank of the valley, 
was a grove of pines, the trunks standing 
near together, .l i ke tall colum ns, support
ing their roofs of branches, which cast a 
shadow so deep that the sun's rays never 
pierced it. Nothing seemed more likely 
than that in this grove \\'ould be foun d  not 
only many dried cones that had fallen 
from the trees, but a plen tiful supply of 
t\vigs and branches so seasoned by years 
of death that a tiny match would be suffi
cient to ign ite them . 

Arlos started for the spot, in tending to 

collect his last armful of fuel , with which 
to k i ndle the fire for the evening meal. 

Not a thought of rlanger entered his head 
while he walked toward the grove, nor 
after he had stepped between the trees. 
He was thinking only of the preparations 
for supper, and wondering how long it  
would be before Budd Slogan returned. 

He had not heard the report of his gun, 
an d was disappointed that so much time 
must elapse before satisfying his gnawing 
hunger. 

" After he shoots his game, he will bring 
it or a portion of it back to the fire, which 
will have to burn a wh ile before there will 
be coals enough to broil it. I wonder 
whether he has any idea of my suffering-" 

It is a truth that we are sometimes warn
ed of danger before \\·e see or hear any
thing of it. Not the faintest sound struck 
the ear of the youth , nor did he notice any
thing. All the same, however, he paused 
abruptly in his communing, and, with a 
startled shudder, looked around, absolutelv 
certain that some personal peril was upoi1 
him. 

The sight which met his gaze was suffi
cient to tingle the nerves of the most in
trepid hunter, holding the trustiest of 
weapons in hand. 

Hardly fifty feet distant was a grizzly 
bear-his size so mountainous that at first 
Ados thought he was some species of mon
ster, with dou blc the bulk of that forest 
monarch. 

As in the case of the bison , he had de
scried the i ntruder first. Wi thout emitting 
a growl or sound , he reared partly on his 
hind legs, and looked at him-that and 
nothing more. 

There was that in the vast size of the· 
brute ,  his peculiar posture, and his perfect 
silence that made the situation more fear
fully impressive than if he had emitted a 
warning growl and lumbered forward on 
all fours. It was unnatural, terrible , awe 
inspiring. 

Arlos was petrified. He could only stand 
and stare at the formidable beast, too ap
palled to retreat. The bear remained half 
upright for a moment or two , and then 
dropped to his natural posture. His head 
was still in sight, with the horri ble jaws 
parted , displaying his red,cavernous mouth 
and his tongue and gleaming teeth. 

What animal seized in the embrace of 
such a brute, or receiving a biow from one 
of his beam-like paws, could stand for an 
instant before h i m ? 

These and similar thoughts rushed 
through the brain of Arlos Hayman as he 
stood for a few a w ful seconds in front of 
the monster,who, had he chosen to advance, 
could have crushed the youth to pulp as if 
he were an eggshell. 

And he was without a weapon with 
which to defend himself! True, h is revolver 
was i n  his hip pocket, underneath his coat, 
but had he emptied every chamber into 
the front of the grizzly , it  is probable that 
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the brute would hardly have been aware of 
it .  The bullets would have been about as 
effective as so many paper wads. 

There was but one wild,  irrestrainable 
desire in the m i n d  of Arlos Hayman : that 
was to get away as quickly as h e  could, to 
reach his Wi nchester, or some place of 
refuge among the rocks. 

Pausing j ust long enough to pull himself 
together, Arlos turned and ran as never 
before. When i n  his usual health he was 
a superb sprinter, and he now gave a n  ex
hibi tion that would have w o n  him the 
cham pionship could i t  have been placed on 
record. 

He did not glance over his shoulder at 
his terdble pursuer. He was sure he heard 
h i m  crashi ng among the trees and across 
the open space, with a speed surpassing 
that of a race horse. He caught his deep 
breathing and felt h i s  hot, musky breath 
upon his neck and shoulders. It  seemed as 
if each second m ust be his last. 

The terrified fugi tive saw where his Win
chester was leaning against the boulders 
close to the pile of wood. The distance 
was short, and be was running b ard, but 
it seemed he \Yould never reach it. 

Strai n i n g  every nerve , however, h e  
plunged headlong, al most falling on h i s  
k nees, a s  h e  snatched the weapon a n d  
whirled about t o  begin pumping h i s  bullets 
i n to the savage brute. 

The grizzly was nowhere in sight ! 
The pan ting youth could not believe the 

evidence of his own eyes. \Vhat had be
come of the monster ? Whither had he 
vanished ? Was it all his d istorted .fancy 
that had conjured up a n  ogre among the 
pines ? 

I m possible. He had seen the most gi
gan tic of grizzly bears, and had been within 
fifty feet of him. He •vas mi staken in 
supposing the ani m al pursued him in his 
fligh t from the spot ; but that h e  was still 
among the pines, hardly a hundred yards 
distant,  Arlos Hayman had no more doubt 
th an he had of his own existence .  

Convinced that he was safe for t h e  mo
ment,  the young- hunter's next won der ·was 
why the bear had not followed him. Had 
he cl:wsen to do so, assuredly nothing could 
have saved the fugitive. Should h e  still 
emerge from the grove , it was doubtful 
whether the Winchester with its n umerous 
charges would check h i m .  

A n d  believi ng that h e  would still appear, 
Arlos began a hasty search for a spot that 
would give him refuge from the beast. 
The cavern could not serve, for it was so 
open at the front lhat the bear could force 
his body, large as it was, i n to a n y  portion 
of i t. 

At one side a cavity showed beneath the 
largest rock. Stooping down and peering 
into the dark slit, Arlos fancied that he 
might crawl far enough beneath to be be
yond reach of the brute's paws. 

" lf he comes for me I' ll try i t , "  he mut
tered, glancing affrightedly around . .  

Now that h e  had reason t o  believe a safe 
retreat was at han d (for his first fear that 
the animal might overturn the rock disap
peared after sober reflection),  Arlos re
gai ned his n atural courage. 

" I  would be proud to say I had shot a 
grizzly,' '  he thought, looking w i stfully at 
the grove. " I  could cut off his claws and 
take them home, and they would prove the 
truth of what I boasted about; but I have 
beard too much of these anim als to run 
the risk . "  

H e  took several steps toward the pines, 
but was prudent enough to check himself, 
before going further. 

" I  m ay have another chance before I go 
home,  and I would l ike to have Budd with
i n  call , for I would be pretty certain to 
n eed h i m . "  

From where h e  stood Arlos scruti n i zed 
the pines for some evidence of the grizzly, 
but was unable to detect any. They were 
as silent and motion less as if they had 
never con tained a l iving thing. 

He was still speculating over the strange 
situation, when to h i s  joy he caught sight 
of Budd Slogan , coming along the bank of 
the stream , his course being such that it  
must take him close to the grove of pines. 
He shouted and hel d up something large 
in his hand to prove that he had been suc
cessful, even though the youth had not 
caught the faintest report of his Win
chester. 

" And that remi nds m e , "  Arlos ex
claimed, setting down his gun agai n ,  draw
ing out his match safe, and stooping i n  
front o f  t h e  dried cones a n d  twigs which 
were wai ting to be kindled. 

They were arran ge d  so well , and the 
fuel was so inflamm able that before Budd 
reached the spot, the flames were roaring 
and crackling right m errily. 

" It's mountain sheep this ti m e , "  ex
plained the guide as he came u p ; " t h e  
best k i n d  o f  a meal, too, which y o u  don't 
often get in the Rockies. " 

" I have heard of the animal and hoped 
to see one . "  

" .More'n likely you won ' t  have a glimpse 
of a m o u n ta i n  sheep all the time you're i n  
these parts ; but i f  yon do, you won't get a 
shot a:t 'em . "  

" You succeeded ,''  said Arlos, with a 

smile. 
" I b'l'eve I'm older than you , but in my 

case the whole thi ng was accerde ntal. 
The sheep was browsing on the top of one 
of the ranges off yonder to the west, when 
I first sight�d him. H e  was too fur away 
to make sure wilh m y  rifle , and I did n 't 
expect to give him much of a scare even ; 
but while I was look ing and admiri n g  h i m ,  
and thin king what a fine supper he would 
make for you and me, for he must have 
weighed n igh onto two hundred pounds, 
something scared him. It m ight have been 
a mountain lion that was trying the sneak 
act on him. I seen him raise his head, 
look behind him, take two or three steps, 
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stop, start forward agin. and then be made 
a jump straight over into a gorge that was 
five hundred feet high if it was five inches." 

" I have heard of animals committing 
suicide when they saw no way of escape 
from their pursuers,'' interjected Arlos. 

" There warn't no suicide in this critter's 
medicine. He knew what he was doing, 
and if it hadn't been for me he would have 
been safe . " 

" But, Budd, think of a jump of five 
h undred feet, or eve n  one hundred feet !" 

" Ain't nothin' for a mountain sheep ; but 
onderstand m e : I don't m ean lo say he 
plumped straight down to the bottom of 
the gorge, for it stands to common sense 
that no animal that ever lived could do 
that without being smashed to everlasting 
smithereens. You see the gorge warn't 
very wide. The sheep made his jump, and 
landed on a ledge on t'other side that 
warn't bigger'n my band, but it gave him 
a second to gather himself, when he made 
a jump to t'other side , striking at a p'int 
twenty feet or so lower down, where he 
catched on another bit of stone, and he 
come back agin . It was for all the world 
like a rubber ball bouncing and wabbling 
from side to side, till it  reached the bottom 
of the gorge without a jar. 

" When the sheep landed the last time, 
it was within a dozen yards of where I was 
scrooging ag'iust the side of the gorge. 
He catche<l sight of me and whirled to run, 
but of course I saved him from that 
trouble. I fetched enough along to make 
us a supper and breakfast. I washed it in 
the stream afore I seen you, so all we are 
waiting fur is the coals." 

" And they will soon be ready." 
While the meal was preparing, Arlos 

told of the great fright he had received 
through his mee ting with the grizzly bear. 

" Yes," replied Budd, in his matter of 
fact tone, " we sometimes run agi n  these 
critters in th is part of the world, though 
there's not so many as there used to be. 
Keep an eye on the wood, while I'm busy ,  
and i f  he shows hisself, why we'll have a 
little argymen t with him . "  

" I suspect it will be a pretty big argu
ment," commented the voutb, who, how
ever, did not let the prospect interfere 
with his evening meal. 

By the time this was finished, it was 
growing dat·k. The bear had n.ot appear
ed, and rifle in hand Budd Slogan set out 
to hunt for him. 

Arlos asked the privilege of taking part, 
but the guide promised that if the brute 
was still among the trees, which he doubt
eel, he would call to him to help in the 
sport. 

It turned out as Budd suspected : the 
bear had m ade a change of quarters. 

" I  guess you scared him away ," re
marked the veteran, as he came back. 

" If he was scared one tenth as much as 
I, he isn't done running yet." 

" Like enough you're the first two foot-

ed animal he has ever seen. Howsum
ever, he may pay us another visit tonight ; 
we'll look out for him." 

" Are not our ponies in danger ?" 
"No; they are nimbler than old Ephraim, 

and won't Jet him get nigh enonglJ to burt 
'em. But no mistake, one of them critters 
is an ugly feller to drive into a corner. 
The smell of our cooking meat may bring 
him round the carnp, and you and me 
wouldn't more'n make him a square meal. " 

The night was colder than they had be
fore expet·ienced. 

The arrangement for guard duty was 
similar to that at the p receding camp : 
Arlos was to act the part of sentinel until 
midnight,  when Budd would take his place. 
Earlier than before the guide withdrew to 
the cavern, where he stretched out his 
blanket and san� into deep. refreshing 
slumber. He advised Arlos to keep the 
fire going, since there was an abundance 
of wood, and the grizzly, like all wild an
imals, is afraid of fire, which might be 
found more effective in battling with him, 
than their \Viuchester rifles. 

The youth was resolved not to repeat the 
mistake of the previous night. This time 
he had a ta.ngible ,  un mistakable peril im
pending, and was without the ponies to 
warn him of · its approach. Tiley had 
wander�d so far up the valley that they 
were beyond sight when the afternoon 
drew to a close. 

It seemed to Arlos that he would have no 
difficulty in keeping alert. Having thrown 
fresh fuel on the fire, he seated himself 
as before, but it \\'as with the resolve that 
upon the first approach of drowsiness he 
would rise to his feet and by violent exer
cises, drive it off again. He had only to 
follow this course to perform his duty 
faithfully. 

Besides, the certain �y that the huge 
enemy was more than hkely to appear pro
duced a marked effect in helping him to 
fight off his tendency to sleep. 

He recalled that Budd had again failed to 
give h im in structions about calling him in 
the event of disturbance,and he determined 

not to do so, unless it should become im
peratively necessary. 

" He has placed much responsibility upon 
me,ancl I'm resolved to meet it like a man." 

And the very test Arlos Hayman feared 
was not long in coming to him. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

A G R E A T  E X P L O I T .  
" ELEVE:-< o'clock, "  repeated Arlos Hay

man, as be replaced his watch in his pocket; 
" one honr more and Budd goes on duty. 
I begin to feel a little drowsy. '' 

He placed his rifle against the /boulder 
beside him and threw more wood on the 
fire. He stretched his arms over his head, 
and standing within the circle of light 
thrown out by the blaze, looked around 
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in the gloom and listened with his senses 
on the alert. 

The situation recalled that of the previ
ous night. The same solemn stillness held 
reign and the world of darkness inclosed 
him on every hand. 

Now and then he heard the faint rustle 
of the stream as the current slightl y  
change d  its course, b u t  no other noise 
pierced the night. 

The sky was studded with stars, there 
being no moon until long past midnight, 
and even then i t  would be only partly full. 
The air continued chilly, so that the warmth 
thrown out by the flames was acceptable, 
and whtm Arlos dre\\' his blanket around 
him, its clasp was pleasant. 

His thoughts were of the monstrous ani
mal that had terrified him a number of 
hours before. He preferred to meet him 
again \.Yhen it was daylight, though he �id 
not forget what Budd Slogan bad told !urn 
about the h.elp be was likely to receive 
from the fire, of which all animals are n at
urally afraid. 

" I  wonder what that is ! "  
Peering out in the gloom, it seemed to 

h·im that a portion of the darkness was be
coming more disti nctly marked than the 
rest. I t  was as i f looking down in to a 
deep body of water, one sees a part roiled 
or murky. 

Where all was black, a portion was 
blacker than that which surrounded it. 

" '!'hat's odd," he muttered, leaning for
ward a.nd striving to penetrate the dark
ness. " There can 't be anything the matter 
with my eyes." 

A coll1 shiver ran down his back . Peer
itlg at the mass of deeper shadow, he 
caught a phosphorescent glow, showing at 
two points near together. It was produced 
by the reflection o[ light from the eyes 
of some animal. At the same moment, 
he heard a low, cavernous growl. 

The grizzly bear had arrived. 
The outlines of t h e  animal were so dimly 

shown at first th at Arlos failed to i dentify 
him, but now he wondered that he had 
not recognized the brute at once. 

The situation was si milar to that which 
the youth had had in mind from the first. 

He thought the bear wou1d approach u n
seen in the darkness until at hand, when 
he wonld stop because of the blaze that 
confron ted him. 

It was clear that it was that which acted 
as a check. He had probably caught the 
odor of meat and was on a tour of in vesti
gation. But for the burning wood, he 
would have borne down on the youth with
out halt or hesitation. 

Arlos reached out and seizing a couple 
of the largest sticks ,  flung them on the 
blaze. They temporarily obscured the 
flames and he dre ·..v a little closer to the 
fire, wh ich quickly rallied and widened its 
circle of illnmination. 

There was the magnificent monster, 
clearly revealed in the gloom in all his 
astounding proportions. \¥ith the same 
odd tendency he had shown during the 
afternoon, he reared on his hind feet and 
stood nearly erect. 

As he did so, he was in plain view, for 
the glare of the fire was increasing , Arlos 
brought his Winchester to his sboulder, 
aimt:d beneath the forelegs and blazed 
away, follo\\'ing the first shot with three 
others in rapid succession. 

A muttering growl as the bear dropped 
npon all fours left no doubt that he had 
been hit hard enough to feel a stinging 
pain . . 

Now that the young hunter had opened 
the bom bardment, he kept it up until he 
had fired fonr more times. Then he stopped, 
not that he m ight hold the reserve for 
other emergencies , but because the grizzly, 
instead of tumb ling over and pawing the 
air, swung ponderously toward the young 
gentleman , as if he recognized tlle author 
of the injuries bad recei ved, and intended 
to settle accounts with him. 

" Gracious ! he must be mad !" exclaimed 
Arlos, stating a very self evident fact, as 
he sei�ed tbe protruding end of a large 
burning stick; " he doesn't care for mv 
rifle. and if this won't stop h i m ,  I'm in 
trouble." 

He had dropped his gun, and, with the 
blazing torch i n  hand and held in front 
and above his head, be advanced toward 
" Old Ephraim. "  

( To be continued. ) 

T H E N .  

MARJORY laughs and climbs on my knee , 
And I kiss her-and she kisses me,  
I kiss her-but I don't much care, 
Because, although she is charming and fair, 

Marjory's only three. 

But there will come a time, I ween, 
'¥hen if I tell her of this little scene, 
She will sm:le and prettily blush, and then
I shall long in vain to kiss her again 

When Marjory's seventeen ! 
- Truth. 
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A N O T H E R  FA N C I F U L  TALE 

By Robert T. Hardy, Jr. 

A CONSIDERABLE time elapsed after 
the first efforts of Mercutio O'Hou
lihan to acquire fame and fortune 

through the medium of a fairy godmother, 
and his consequent aml subsequent seance 
with �lugemio the blacksmith, before that 
gen tle youth's body and spirit healed suffi
ciently to enable him to concentrate his 
enormous brain power upon the problem 
of encompassing his heart's desires without 
working for them. 

Mercutio did not like work. True, sev
eral years before, he had undertaken to dis
pose of a little surplus time by clean ing up 
his uncle Nonesuch's abode. The prophet 
was so thoroughly engrossed and absorbed 
in his astronomical and alchemical re
searches that be seemed quite unaware of 
the existence or the doings of his interest
ing nephew-until the latter had the mis
fortune to smash one of the crucibles, 
whereupon the old man talked for eleven 
days without any cessation whatever, 
which rather discouraged Mercutio from 
further efforts to be useful i n  that line. 

But once his state of health permitted 
such violent exercise, Mercutio thougllt a 
great deal. In fact, he did little but think. 

One bright, sunny day in June, the 
thoughtful youth wandered off into the 
sylvan woods (l am quite certain that they 
were sylvan) in order that he might pun;ue 
his customary vocation undisturbed. 

Flinging himself down upon tlle banks of 
a murmuring streamlet, Mercutio thought. 
But the more he thought the Jess of in�pi
ration he received. He had conceived 
n umberless plans . bnt those that seemed 
at all feasible after mature deliberation 
seemed too hazardous, and Mercutio was 
n ot taking any more chances. 

" It's no use." be reflected di�mallv . 
" There appears to be absolutely no way by 
which an ambitious youth may easily be
come rich and famous any more. 'Tis true 
'tis pity ; and pity 'tis 'tis true." 

The reader may have noticed that that 
last remark of Mercutio's is also to be found 
in the late Mr. Shakspere 's i nteresti ng play 
" Hamiet." vVtthout wishing to accuse 
the bard of Avon of wilful plagiarism, I 
have every reason to bel ieve that I have 
been correctly informed. and that Mercutio 
�as the originatvr 0f the saying i n  ques
tiOn. 

Suddenly the youth started. A brand 
new and fresh idea had dropped upon him 
as gently as the proverbial thistledown, 

Feverishly seizing a roll of parchment from 
his girdle, together with a quill pen and 
ancient inkhorn , he wrote rapidly, pausing 
only when it became necessary to ink hts 
pen. 

In an hour or two he had evidently fin
ished his task, for he stopped and looked 
around him guiltily. Then, once more he 
sought the abode of the prophet Nonesuch. 

The next morning Mercutio informed his 
ancient relative that he had decided to re
sume his quest for fortune, and shortly 
after took his departure together with his 
uncle's blessing. Times were so hard that 
the old gentleman could not spare any 
more threepenny bits. 

Many days did the gentle Mercutio stride 
on, carefully treasuring his precious roll of 
parchment, until finally he reached a large 
citv. 

Unfamiliar, as he was with the throb and 
bustle of metropolitan life, for a time be 
felt thoroughly bew ildered. But, as I said 
befot·e, he was a sturdy you th , and not 
easily phased. 

Approaching a tall, broad shouldered 
gentleman in a blue uniform with brass 
buttons, and a decoration of some sort on 
his breast, he woke him gently. and 
whispered �o rnething in his ear. 

" Certai nly," said tile whisperee affabl y, 
l ifting his helmet, " with pleasure, sir ; "  
aud bailing a passi ng chariot be escorted 
Mercutio to it and instructed the bell 
ringer on the rear plat form where to Jet the 
young man off. Then, once more bowing 
politely, he returned to finish his nap. 

The bell ringer courteously notified 
Mercutio, on arriving at the latter's destina
tion, and the youth alighted, and entered a 
tall building according to the directious he 
had received from his friend i n  the blue 
uniform. 

Mercutio was about to walk up stairs, 
but an obsequious attendant led him to the 
reat· of the great hall where stood what 
resembled a h uge cage. He stepped in
side, and before he could even cry out the 
thing shot rapidly upwards. 

Another obsequious attendant. who 
seemed to be in charge of the extraordinary 
machine, inquired suavely where the young 
man wished to alight. 

l\tlercutio managed to gasp out. " Fifty 
second." The obsequious attendant pressed 
a button at the floor indicated, and bowed 
the youth out. 

Still another obsequious attendant (the 
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building was just full of them) conducted 
Mercutio to a vast portal upon which was 
emblazoned the legend-

EDITORIAL ROOMS, 
Spread Eag-le M ag·azi'ne. 

Then with a profound salaam, the o .  a. 
retired, and with a wildly palpitating heart 
Mercutio entered. 

Several richly attired gentleman hastened 
up to him, one bringing a beautifully up· 
holstered armchair, another a fan. A third 
tendered him a glass of water cooled with 
natural ice. 

When the youth seemed to be thoroughly 
comfortable, a man \\'ho was evidently 
of more importance than the others, 
courteous! y inquired the reason for their 
being thus honored. 

·• l have a poem," Mercutio ventured. 
" Bless me !" ejaculated the man. " A 

poem ? Did you say a poem ?" 
" I have here a poem on spring," said 

Mercutio proudly. 
• · A poem on spring !" repeated Mereutio's 

interrog-ator. " Did you say on spring?" 
he added a little doubtfully. 

" Yes, it's on �pring." Mercutio assured 
him. " There are thirty seven stanzas to 
it." 

" Thirty seven stanzas-\\·ell, well!" said 

the man; then turning to his-subordinates, 
who "·ere listening respectfully, he ex
claimed gleefully, · •  H e  has a poem on 
spring with thirty seven stanzas to it." 

Instantly the persons addressed became 
frantically enthusiastic. " Just what we 
nee(l! " Mercutio heard one of them say. 

Meanwhile the gentleman who had acted 
as spokesm an, was hastily glancing over 
the roll of parchment Mercutio had handed 
to him. 

" How much are you \'l'illing to take for 
this ?" he asked, when he had fin1shed. 

::\fercutio looked nonplussed. He did not 
kno\\' the market price for poems on sprin g· ,  
thirty seven stanzas in length. 

" All you will give me," be replied 
finally. 

" Oh, take more, by all mean s ! "  said the 
other hastily, and turning, he gave one of 
the other genllem en an order. 

Instantly pens and ink and a large book 
m arked • · Checks " were brought and placed 
before him. He hastily filled out a check, 
and signed it with many flourishes. Then 
with a low bow, he handed i t  to the expec
tant and delighted Mercutio. 

I never could find out the size of that 
check, because just at that moment Mer
cutio woke up ; but I know it must have 
been large. 

THE WAIL OF THE REJECTED MS. 

BRANDED as " unavailable," alas ! 
Sa<lly I pass 
Forth from each sanctum where post haste I came 
In search of fame. 

Edi tors tal l ,  short, dark, blond, fat, and thin, 
Neat as a pin 
Or with desks wildly strewn-all, a11 agree 
To frown on me. 

Newly enveloped each successive trip, 
Homeward I slip 
Dog eared. bethumbed, stamped, travel stained, and worn
'�1h y  was I born ? 

Always the same old jack-o'-lantern quest
U nwelcome g-uest ; 
E\·en my author sheds a secret tear 
'Yheu I draw near. 

How could her pretty hand so cruel be 
As to pen me ? 
Lo, she is waiting by the open door
I'm back once more. 

Fain would I end the miseries of earth 
Here where I had my birth. 
Oh that I might-there glows the open grate
Myself cremate ! 

Ambitious scribbler, I have done my best ; 
May I not rest ? 
Grant me the peace my soul hath long desired
! am so tired ! 

-Li'llian Plunkett Fe?'gusolt. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 
A C R I T I C A L  M O M E N T .  

G
UIDED by his boy compa11ion , Andy 

found the Sherman House and regis
tered there. The change was a very 

satisfactory one, and he enjoyed the com
fortable room to which he was assigned. 

After a hearty supper he took a seat in 
the office and watched with interest the 
crowds that surged in and out of the hotel. 
Presently he saw a familiar figme enter
ing. 

It was his late companion, Percival Rob
inson. The latter was not long in recog
nizing the boy. 

He walked u p to the chair ou which 
Andy was seated , and addressed him with 
a look of anger. 

·• So I have found you, have I ? "  he said 
roughly. 

Andy knew that this man had no right 
to interfere with him, and answered coolly ,  
" So i t  seems." 

" Why did yott play me Ruch a mean 
trick, boy?'' 

" My name is Andrew," said Andy with 
dignity. " What right have you to speak 
to me in this manner?" 

" I'll tell yon presently. You have made 
a nice return for my kindness." 

" I know of n.o kindness. You got ac
quainted with me on the trai n ,  and took 
me to a house ·where I didn't care to 
stop." 

" 'Why didn't yon care to stop there?" 
" Because I found that it didn 't have a 

good reputation.. My employer wouldn't 
care to have me stay at such a house." 

·• You are mighty independent for a 
young boy .  I want you to return the 
pocketbook of which yon relieved me." 

Andy was startled at this reckless 
charge . 

" ·what do you mean ?" he demanded 
hotly. " You know that this is a false
hood. "  

" ·we'll see if yon will brazen i t  out. If 
you don 't give me back the pocketbook , 
which I have no doubt you have in your 
pocket at this moment, I will have you 
arrested." 

Andy began to feel nervous. He was a 

stranger in Chicago. There was no one 
to identify him or vouch for his honesty. 
What if this man should carry out his threat 
and have him arrested. 

However, An dy had pluck , and didn't 
intend to surrender at discretion. 

This conversation had attracted the at
tention of two or three guests of the hotel , 
who were disposed to look with suspicion 
upon Andy.. His accuser appeared like a 
man of good positio n ,  being well dressed 
and with an air of assurance .. 

One old gentleman , who was fond of 
giving advice, said reprovingly, • ·  My boy, 
you will find it best to hand the gentleman 
his pocketbook. It is sad to see one so 
youug guilty of theft." 

" Perhaps the boy is not guilty," sug
gested another guest. 

1 1  I am in the employ of a gentleman 
in New York , ' '  said Andy, " and this man 
is scheming to rob me." 

• ·  You are perfectly Rhameless, "  said 
Robinson , encouraged by what the old 
gentleman had said. " I  will give you 
just five minutes to return my pocketbook, 
or I will have yoLl anested." 

Andy felt that h e  was i n  a tight place, 
but his wits had not deserted him. 

" As you claim tht: pocketbook, "  he 
said, " perhaps you will tell how much 
money there is in it." 

" I  can't tell exactly," replied Robinson. 
11 I �pend money liberaily, and I have not 
counted the money lately." 

" That is quite reasonable ," said the old 
gentleman. • '  I don't know how much 
money there is in my wallet." 

'• What is there besides money in the 
pocketbook ? "  asked Andy, following up 
his advantage . 

" I  think there are a few postage stamps," 
answered Robinson at a guess. 

" You certainly have a good deal of as
surance, young man," said the old gentle
man in a tone of reproof. • •  If I were i n  
this gentleman's place I '.Wuld sum mon a 
policeman at once."  

" I prefer to give the boy a chance, "  said 
Robinson, who had his own reasons for 
not bringing the matter to the knowledge of 
the police. •· I don't want to get him into 
trouble. I only want my money back. "  

* The first 3I chapters of this story appeared in the April, May, June, and July issues of 
THE ARGOSY, which witt be forwa?'ded to any address on receipt of 40 cents. 
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" You are more considerate than he de
serves,'' said Andy's <.:ritic. " A nd by the 
\\'ay, here is the hotel detective. Officer, 
will you come here, please ? Here is a case 
that requires your attention. "  

The h otel detective, a quiet looking m an , 
approached. 

Robinson was far from th anking the old 
gentleman for his officiousness. He feared 
recognition. 

" vYhat is lhe matter ?" asked the detec
tive, com i ng up and eyi ng Robinson 
sh arply. . 

The old gentleman volunteered an ex
planation. 

'l'he detccti ve seemed amused. 
" So tlJis man charges the boy with rob

bing him ?" he said. 
" Yes, sir; and we all believe that he has 

good grounds for doing so.'' 
" I don 't believe it , "  said the gentleman 

who had already spoken for Andy. . 
" \"7hat have you to say, my boy ?" asked 

the detective , turning to Andy. 
" Only that I made the acquaintance of 

this man on the train. H e  induced me to 
go to a small hotel on the outskirts of the 
city, on the ground that I could board there 
cheaply. ·what I saw and heard there ex
cited my suspicions, and I left the place 
without his knowledge." 

" Taking my pocketbook with you. I in
cautiously laid it on the bed. vVhen I w ent 
up later I found that it  and you had (lisap
peared. " 

" Do you hear that, officer ?" asked th e 
old gen tle man t1·iumpbantly . 

" I do,'' answered the detective. Then, 
turning to Robinson with a change of tone , 
he asked, " How did you got so much 
money, Tom Maitland ?" 

Robinson turned pale. He saw that he 
was reco�nized. . 

• • I will let the matter drop," he said. 
" I don't want to get the boy in trouble." 

H e  turned towards the door, but the de
tective was too quick for him. 

" You will have to go with me,'' he 
said. " You have been trying a bold con
fidence game. I shall have to lock you 
up." . 

" Gentlemen," . said Robinson, turning 
pale, " will you permit this outrage ?" 

" I t  is an outrage," said the old gentle
man hotly. 

" My friend," in qu ired the detective, . 
" do you know this man ?" 

" No, but--" 
" Then let me introduce bim as Tom 

Maitlan d , one of lhe cleverest confidence 
men in Chicago . "  

He produced a pair of handcuffs, which 
he deftly slipped over the wrists of 
Percival Robinson, and led him out of the 
hotel. 

Andy was satisfactorily vindicated, and 
it  must be admitted, enjoyed the discom-· 
fiture of the old gentlemen, who slunk 
away in confusion. 

When Andy set out on his journey h e  

intended to go to Tacom a  by way o f  San 
Francisco, but found as he proceeded that 
he could go hy Llle Northern Pa<.!ific as far 
as it was built. and proceed the rest of the 
way by stage and over Puget Sound. This 
seemed to him to afford greater variety 
and he adopted the plan. 

Some h undreds of m iles east of his desti
nation he took the stage. It w as rather a 
toilsome mofle of traveliug, but he ob
tained a good idea of the country through 
which he was passing. 

At that time stage robberies were fre
quent, nor have they wholly ceased now. 
Among the stage robbers who were most 
dreaded was a certain Dick Hawley, who 
had acquired a great reputation for dar
ing , and was known to have been engaged 
i n  nearly twenty stage robberies. 

As they approached that part of the 
route in which he operated, there was a 
great anxiety manifested by the passen
gers, an d  especiallv by a thin , cadaverous 
looking man from Ohio. 

" Do vou think we shall meet Dick Haw-
ley today , clriver ? "  he asked . 

' ' I can't !;ay, sir. I hope not." 
" How often have you met him ? " 
' '  Three times. " 
" Did he rob the stage every time ? "  
' ' Yes. " 
" Were there many passengers on 

board ? " asked Andy . 
" Nearly ten every time." 
" An d  they allowed one man to rob 

them ? '' 
· 

" Wait till you meet him ," ·said the 
driver, shrugging h i s  shoulders. 

" If he stops the stage I shall die of 
fright," said the cadaverous looking man. 
'• I know I shall." 

" Have you a good deal of money ·with 
you ? "  asked a fellow passenger. 

' ' I  have n inety seven dollars and a half,·· 
answered the other soberly. 
• " Better lose that than die ! If you give 
it up, there won 't be any danger of bodily 
injury." . 

· 

The cadaverous looking man groaned, 
but did not reply. 

Gradually they ascended , for they were 
among the mountains, till they reached a 
narrow ledge or shelf scarcely wider th an 
the stage. On one side there was a sheer 
descent of hundreds of feet, and great 
caution was requisite. 

Just at the highest point a horseman ap
peared around a curve, and station ed him
self directly i n  front of the stage , with a 
revolver pointed at the driver. 

" Stop and give:: up your money, or I 
fire ! " he exclaimed. 

It was the dreaded highwayman-Dick 
Hawley. 

CHAPTER XXXIII. 
A SUDDEN TRAGEDY. 

THE driver pulled up short. The passen
gers realized tlu�t something had happened, 
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and the nervous man pu t  his head out of 
the window. 

I nstantly a change came over his face. 
" \Ve are all dead men !" h e  groaned. 

" I t is the high \\·ayman." 
Andy felt startled i n  spite of his pluck, 

and so did the other �Jassengers. 
" I  would jump out and confron t the 

scoundrel," said a determined looking man, 
" bu t  there is n o  room. We are on the 
verge of a precipice. ·• 

" What will happen ?" exclaimed the cad
averous looki ng man, i n  an agony of ter
ror. 

" I suppose we shall be robbed . That 
\\·ill be better than tumbling over the pre
ci pice . "  

" Ob, wh y  did I ever leave home ? "  
" I don't know. Ask m e  something 

easier." said the resol ute man, in disgust. 
• '  Such a man as you ough t never to stir 
from his own fi.res1de." 

" Stop the coach and pass over your 
watches and pocketbooks !" cried Dick Haw
ley in a com mandi ng tone . 

By way of exciting alarm, and enforcing 
his order, he fired one charge of his revol
ver. The consequences he did not antici
pate. 

Tbe terrified stage horses, alarmed by 
the report, got beyond the con trol " of the 
driver and dashed forward im petuously. 
The high wayman haft hardly time to real
ize his danger when his horse was over
thrown and pushed over the precipice along 
with its rider, while the stage dashed on. 
The last that the passengers saw of Dick 
Hawley was a panic stricke n face looking 
upward as he fell rapidly down towards the 
rocks at the bottom . 

" He's gone! We are saved!" exclaimed 
the cadaverous looking man joyfully . 

" That is, i f  the coach doesn't tumble 
after him." 

But the coach was saved. Had the horses 
swerved i n  their course all would have 
been killed. As it was, the dan gerous plase 
was safely crossed, and the stage emerged 
upon a broad plateau. 

The driver stopped the horses, and dis
mounting from the box carne around to the 
coach door. 

' '  I congratulate you, gentlemen ," he said. 
" We have had a close shave, but we are 
out of danger. Dick Ha wley will rob no 
more stages. " ' 

" Driver, yon are a brave man . You 
have saved u s . "  said one of the passengers. 

" It was not L It was the horses. " 
' '  Then you did no: start them up?" 
" No ;  I should not have dared to do it. 

They were frightened by the revolver, 
and took the matter i n to their own hands." 

" Dick Hawley was foolhardy. Has he 
ever stopped a stage at this point before ?" 

" Yes, he did so last year. " 
" And succeeded ?" 
" Yes, he made a hig haul. This' time 

he has met h1s deserts. " 
. There were no further incidents that 

deserve recording i n Andy's journey. It 
is needless to say that he enjoyed it. 'l'be 
scenes through which he passed were new 
and strange to hi m . It was a country he 
had never expected to see, and for this 
reason perhaps he enjoyed it the more. 

At last he reached Tacoma. It was 
irregularly built on a hillside. There were 
no buildings of any pretensions. All its 
importance was to come . 

H e  put up at the Tacoma House, a hotel 
of moderate size, and after dinner he went 
out to see the town. He sought out the 
plot of lots owned jointly by Mr. Crawford 
and himself, and found that they were 
located not far from the center of the busi-
ness portion of the town . 

· 

It took no sa�acity to foresee that the 
l and would rise 111 value rapidly, especi ally 
after tile Northern Pacific Railroad was 
completed. 

In the afternoon, feel ing tired, he sat in 
his room and read a book he had picked up 
at a periodical store-a book treating of 
the great Northwest. The partitions were 
thin, and noises in the adjoining room were 
easily audible. 

His attention was drawn to a sound of 
coughing, and a groan indicating pain. It 
was eviden t that the next apartment was 
occupied by a sick· mao. 

Andy's sympathies were excited. It 
seemed to be a forlorn position to be sick, 
and without attention in this remote quar
ter. After a moment's hesitation he left 
his own room and knocked at the other 
door. 

" Come in ! ·• was the reply in a hollow 
voice. 

Andy opened the door and entered. 
On the bed lay a man, advanced in 

years , with hollow cheeks, and every ap
pearance of serious illness. 

" I  am afraid you are very sick,'' said 
Andy gently. 

" Yes ; I have an attack of grip. I am 
aft·a1d I ""ill have to pass in m y  checks." 

" Oh, i t  isn't as bad as that, '' said Andy 
in a reassuring tone. " Have you no one 
to take care of you ? "  

" No. EYerybody here is occupied with 
schemes for money mak ing. I can't get 
any one to look after me for love or money. "  

" Then you have n o  n ear friend or rela
tive in Tacoma ? "  

" No, nor I may say anywhere else. I 
have a niece, however. in Syracuse. She 
is at  school . She is the only tic, the only 
one on whom I have any claim . " 

' ' If you need money--'' began Andy, 
feeli nR a li ttle delicate about offering pe
cuniary assistance. 

" No, I have no need of that kind. I 
suppose I look poor, for I never cared 
about my personal appearance, but I am 
one of the largest owners of real estate i n  
Tacoma, besides hav ing some thousands 
of dollars in a San Francisco bank. But 
what good will it all do m e ?  Here I am 
sick , and perhaps near death. " 



AND Y  GRANT 'S PL UCK. 

" I  will do what I can for you , "  said 
Andy.  " I  am myself a vi::;i tor i n  Tacoma. 
I came on busiuess for a New York gen
tleman. I am authorized to buv lot::; i n  
Tacoma. When you are better, I will 
make you au offer for your land, if you 
care to sell. " 

" Help me to get well , and you shall 
have it on your own terms. "  

" You will need some one besides my· 
self. Do you authorize me to hire an at
tendan t ? "  

" Yes, I shall be glad to have you do 
so. I begi n to hope for recovery, through 
your assi::;tance. I had given myself up 
for lost. " 

" Then I will go out and see what I can 
do. Do you authorize me to pay liberally 
for the service of a nurse ?" 

" Pay anythi ng-fifty dollars a week , if 
necessary ; I can afford it. " 

" I will go out at once. I will see if I 
can buy some oranges. "  

Andy left the hotel and walked towards 
the steamboat wharf. I t  was de::;erted, 
except by two persons. 

A young man of thi rty , bronzed by ex
posure to the weather, w ho looked like a 
farmer stood beside a plai n ,  cheap trunk 
o n  which sat a woman somewhat younger, 
who had a weary and anxious look. 

The young man, her h usband doubtless, 
seemed troubled. 

" Good afternoon , "  saicl Andy pleasantly. 
" Are you i n  any trouble ? I s  there any· 
thing I can do for you ?" 

" Well, my boy, I'm i n  a tight place. I 
came here from Iowa, with my wife ,  ex
pecting to meet a cousin who had promised 
to get me employment. I find he has left 
Tacoma. So here I am with less than five 
doll ars in my pocket, and no prospect of 
work. I 'm not a coward , but I don't m in d  
sayi ng I ' m  afraid to thi n k  o f  what will be
come of us. " • 

A n  idea came to Andy. 
H ere was a chance to secure a n urse. 
'' Is your wife used to sick ness ?" he 

asked. " Coul d  she take care of a sick 
man ?'' 

'l' ! J e  woman brightened up. 
" I  took care of my father for a year," 

she answered. " I 'm a m iddli n '  good 
nurse ." 

" She's the best nurse I know of, " put in 
her h usband. 

" All right ! Then I can fi n d  you em
plo y ment. An acquaintance of mine,  an 
old man ,  as old probably as your father, is 
sick with grip at the Tacoma House. He 
will pay you liberally. Can you come with 
me at once ?" 

" Ye::;, and be glad to. " 
" Come then. You will be paid twenty 

five dollars a week . "  
" Why that's a fortune," said the woman, 

amazed. 
" Come with me at once , and your hus

band can follow at his leisure." 
" Maria, that's what I call a streak of 

E 

good luck ," said her husband,  overjoyed. 
" Go along with this you n g  man ,  and I 'l l  
get a cheap room somewhere i n  to wn.  I 'll  
take the tru n k  along with me. " 

He should ered the small trunk, a n d  his 
wife \\'ent off with Andy. 

In a fe w min utes she was installed in the 
sick chamber, an d soon showed that she 
u nder::;tood her bu::;i ness. A doctor was 
sent for, and Seth J ohnson , for this was 
the sick man's n ame, was soon made com
fortable. 

He ratified A n dy's bargai n ,  and paid be
side for Mrs. Graham's board at the hotel. 
He did not gain rapidly, for h i s  strength 
was at a low ebb, but he improved steadily. 

The husban d fou n d  employment in a 
couple of day::;, and thei r temporary de
spondency gave pl ace to hope and courage. 

" You've done bet ter for me than m y  
cou::;in would have done,• Andy , "  said 
Graham , a few days later. " You've set 
me on my feet, and I'm n ot afraid n o w  but 
I 'll get al ong." 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 
SETH JOHNSON 'S GIFT. 

IT was four weeks before Seth John son 
became convalescent. His system was 
run down , and be was in a very critical 
state when fo und by Andy. Careful n urs
ing saved h i m .  

When able to g e t  o u t  h e  accompanied 
Andy to show him his lots. The plot was 
about as large a::; M r. Crawford's, but was 
a li ttle farther from the center of the town. 
It  would make about twenty five lots of 
the average size. 

" How mu ch will you take for the e ntire 
plot ?" asked Andy. 

" I  don 't want to sell the whole , "  said 
Johnson. 

" I thought you mean t to leave Tacoma 
for good ?" 

" So I do, but I propose to give one fifth 
of the land to a friend. " 

" Then let me know how much you will 
take for the remai ni ng four fifths."  

" Vhll fi\'e thousand dollars be too 
much ?" 

" I  will  buy it at that figure , "  said A ndy 
prom ptly. 

" You don't ask me to whom I intend to 
give the fifth which I reserve ?'' 

" I t is probably no one whom I know. " 
" O n the con trary it is one whom you 

know well. It is yourself. " 
Andy looked his amazement. 
" But how have I dese rved such a g ift ?" 

he asked. 
" You have saved my life.  If you had 

not found and befriended me, I should not 
have been l iving a t  this moment. •All that 
a man hath \\' i l l  he give in exchange for 
his l i f e , '  the Bible says. I don't give all , 
but I gi ve merely one fifth of my land. I 
have ten thousand dollars, besides, i n  San 
Francisco. " 

" I  am deeply grateful to you , Mr. John-
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son . I am a poor boy,  and this u n expect
ed gift will help m e  to carry out some �)lans 
for the benefit of m y  father, who IS I n au 
e mbarrassed condi tion . ' ' 

" I acl vise yon not to sell the Ian cl. till  
you can sell at au advan �ed price. • ·  

" I sball  not do so. ·w b en t h e  Northern 
Pacific i s  completed I am sure lots will be 
m u ch higher. " 

" To be sure .  You are young- and can 
wait. I arn old, and I h ave no particular 
desire to make lll OIIey. I have enough to 
see m e  through. "  

When A n cl v  started for N e w  York he 
had the company of Seth Joh nson. It 
was agreed that th e final arrangements 
for t h e  transfer of the lots should take 
place in Mr. C ra w ford's office. 

They reached the city w i thout adventure , 
and Andy w i t h  his new friend reported at 
his e m  plover's . . 

" I hope vou are satisfied with what I 
have d o n e ,  Mr. Crawford , "  said Andy. 

" Thoroughly so. You have made a 
good purchase. I shall pay yon five hun
d red dollars as an acknowledgment of the 
service you have ren dered m e . "  

" But, M r.  C:·awford, M r .  Johnson has 
already given me five lots. " . " True, but this is his g1ft, n ot m m e .  
You m ust not be afraid of becoming too 
rich . You will need all your money. " 

" Yes, sir, but not for myself. I can 
n ow relieve 111 y father's anxiety. " 

" Do you i n tend to tell him the amount 
of your good fortu ne ?" 

' ' I will only tell him of your gift. " 
On the basis of the sum which Mr. 

C rawford paid for the other four fifths,  
Andy's share of. Mr. Johnson's land 
a m o u n ted t o  twelve hundred and fi fty 
dollars. But wheu three months later 
active operations for the extension an� 
completion of the rail roan com menced, It 
could easily have been sold for double. 

But Andy was too sagacious to sel l .  I n  a 
year his  father's mortgage would be pay
able , and he \\'anted to l>e prepared for 
that. 

Meanwhile Andy devoted himself with 
e nergy to masterin g  the details o f  the real 
estate. busin ess. Perhaps because he n o w  
h i m self owned real estate, h e  became very 
m uch in terested i n  i t .  He was not able 
often to visit Arden.  b u t  he never let a 
week pass withou t w riting a lett�r home. 

It was usually addressed to his m other , 
as his father was more accustomed to 
guiding the plow than th� pen. ?.e also 
h eard occasionally from h is boy tnends. 
No letters were more welcome than those of 
Val e n ti n e  B urns. Abo ut three m on ths 
be fore the mortgage came clue he received 
the following from Valenti n e :  
D EAR ANDY, 

I wish I could see you oftener, but I know 
you are busy, and getting on. That . is a gr.eat 
satisfaction to me. Your last letter mfornnng 
me that you had been raised to fi fteen d ollars 
a week gave me much pleasure. I wanted to 
tell Conrad, only you didn't wish to l!a·ve me. 

He is getting prouder and more disagreeable 
e very day . He really seems to have a g1·eat 
spite agai nst you, thougll I cannot understand 
w h y .  

I met him t h e  other d a y  and he inquired 
afte1· you. " He hasn ' t  been to Arden lately, " 
he said. 

" No , ' '  I answered, " he is too b�sy. " 
" Probably he cau 't afford the ratlway fare, "  

said Conrad . 
" I  think be is getting good pay, ' '  I said. 
" I  know better. He isn't  getting over six 

dolla1·s at most, " said Com·ad. 
" Diu he tel l you so ? ' I asked. 
" No, but I lleard on good authol'ity, " he re

plied . 
" I  wish I were getting that, " I said. 
" You wouldn 't  want to live on it, ' '  he re

j oine d. 
" Well , perhaps not, " I admitted. 
" He won't long have a home to come back 

to " said Con rad after a pause. 
1 '  Why not ?" I inquired. 
" My father holds a mortgage on lds father's 

farm, and it will fall due in three months, " he 
answered. 

" Surely he won 't  foreclose ? "  
" Surely h e  will , . ,  returned Conra<i. " Old 

Grant will have to leave the farm and go to 
the poo!'l tonse, or at a�y rate to some sm.all 
place l ike the Sam Martm house. It contams 
four rooms, and is good enough for a bank
rupt. " 

This made me uneasy. I hope, Andy, you 
will  fi n d  some friend wh o  will be able and 
willing to advance money to pay t!te mort
gage when it  falls dne. I hear Sqmre Carter 
is heating with a city man .to b.uy the pl!ice. 
He evidently feels sure that 1t will come Into 
his possession. 

When A n d y  read this portion of the let
ter h e  smiled. 

" I  suspect Conrad and his father will  be 
disappointed, ' '  he said to himself. " The 
city man will h ave to look elsewhere for an 
investment. " 

One clay Andy had a pleasant surprise. 
Just in front o f  him on Broadway he saw 
a figure that looked familiar. 

T h e  tall,  bent form, and lon g white hair 
he recognized at once as belonging to Dr. 
Crabb, the principal of Penhurst Acad
e n1 v. 

He pressed forward, 
" Dr. Crabb !" he exclai med, " it  i s  long 

since we have m et. I hope you are well . "  
Dr. Crabb surveyed h i m  with a p uzzled 

look ; Andy had grown so m uch that he 
could not place him. 

" I  suppose you are one of my old 
pupil s , "  h e  said, " but I shall have to ask 
your name. '' 

" Don't you remember Andy Graut ?" 
' ' Bless my sou l ,  is it possibl e ? Why,  

you have grown m uch taller and larger. " 
" Yes . sir ; I didn't want to stand still . "  
" And what are y o u  doing n o \\' ?" 
" I am in business in this city. " 
" That is wel l ,  but i t  is a great pity you 

could not have remained at school . "  
' ' I thought so myself a t  the time I left, 

bnt I'm quite reconciled to the change 
now. " 

" Doubtless you are doing your rl uty 
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wherever you are. In what business are " I am not ml1Ch of a capitalist , Andy. 
you engaged ?''  I und erstand Latin and Greek better 

. " I  am in a real estate office . "  than I do investments, b u t  if a loan o f  a 
" I  hope you are making fine wages ?" few h u n dred dollars will help him I shall 
" I  receive fifteen dollars a week . . , be w ill in g to let h i m  have it. " 
" Bless my soul ! Why that is all I pay " 'rhank you very much, Dr. Crabb , but 

my head assistant. You must be giving my employer, Mr. Crawford, will give m e  
great satisfaction. A n d  bow is your father?" all the help I need . "  

" H e  i s  pretty well, sir ; but his loss o f  " I  am truly pleased t o  hear it. I wish 
'property has worn upon him . "  you were able · to return t o  th e academy. 

" Naturally. Did I not understand that You were our primus, and I did n ot like 
he had to mortgage his farm ?" to spare you. You might in time have 

• • Yes, sir. " succeeded me. '' 
" I hope there is no datJ:ger of fore- " I hope it will be a long time before you 

closure ?" require a successor, doctor. I shall con-
" There might be, sir ; but when the fine my ambitions to succeeding in my 

danger comes I shall be able to help him." busin ess. " 

( To be continued. ) 

T H E  C A PTA I N 'S B OY. 

By J a m es Barto n Ad ams. 

A 
SOMEWHAT unmilitary looking cav

. alcade . moved out of Fort Steele, 
Wyoming, one spring rnorning in 

1884, and proceeded up the valley of the 
North Platte . First came a government 
ambulance drawn by four spirited mules, 
the taut lines held in the hands of a soldier 
wearing the fatigue uniform of the United 
States army . 

Following closely behind the ambulance 
were six pack mules laden with provisions 
and camp equipage, the loads seemingly 
almost as large as the bodies of the animals 
which bore them. Riding behind the beasts 
of burden were two of U n cle Sam ' s  bronzed 
troopers, who with sharp cries and yet 
sharper whistles, tinged at times with what 
sounded very like profanity, urged the 
heavily laden beasts to keep pace with the 
wheeled vehicle when the animals drawing 
it broke into a trot. 

In the rear moved a detail of twelve 
troopers under command of grizzled old 
Sergeant Daley, a veteran who had served 
for many years at border military posts, and 
had distinguished himself in n umerous 
campaigns against hostile Indians. 

By the side of the sergeant, mounted 
upon a sleek coated, wiry little native horse, 
rode a lad of about ten , a manly looking 
little fellow wearing th e u niform of the 
army. His name was Charlie Wallace, and 
he was the only son of Captain Lester 
Wallace, commander of B Troop, 6th United 
States Cavalry. 

Charlie was very proud of his horse, 
which his father had purchased for him 
from a Ute Indian , and he often averred 
that the animal was yet unborn which 
couid equal Chi'ef in any essential point. 

Riding in the ambulance were Captain 
and Mrs. Wallace, Adj utant and Mrs. 
Burton, and Lieutenant and Mrs. Hayes. 

The expedition was bound for Trout Creek, 
in the Medicine Bow mountains, thirty 
miles distant from the fort, intending to 
camp there for a week, and angl e for the 
speckled beauties from which the stream 
derived its name. 

The entire party were in most excellent 
spirits, for it was a grateful relief to be able 
to leave behind the monotonous duties of 
garrison life, and live for a season,  free from 
every care, amid nature' s  picturesque 
mountain wilds. 

At a point about three miles distant from 
the fort the road left the river bottom , and 
wound around through the low sand hills 
in a southeasterly direction, toward the 
Medicine Bow range. Just after e11 tering 
the hills the party met a horseman ridiug 
toward the fort. H e  proved to be Bill Haw
ley, a somewhat noted borderman who 
owned a srnall horse ranch on Pass Creek , 
a �ributary of the North Platte. 

The officers of the fort had on several oc
casions found in him a valnable scout and 
guide when the Utes became troublesom e, 
and !1e was regarded as the best posted man 
011 Indian affairs in that section of the 
West. 

After a handshake all around, Hawley 
said , . 

" I  hardly reckon you'11  have any trouble 
up in the rallge, but I ' d  advise you to keep 
a sort o'  skeery eye on the trail ahead, an' · 
have your men sleep within reachin' dis
tance o' your guns at night. The \.Vhite 
River Utes have been aclin' a little sassy 
lately, an' while I don ' t  hardly reckon 
tllere's any immegiate danger, I 'll bet my 
best hoss there'll be a lively dance afore the 
the grass gets much higher . "  
. ' '  vVh y d o  yon think so, Bill ? ' '  asked 
Captain Wallace. 

" W' e11,  there's  signs a beginnin' to crop 
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out. You've got to j udge Injuns entirely by 
signs, you know, till they begin to do things 
that talks out louder. A band of 'em went 
to Jack Caldwel l 's ranch up on Grand 
Camp Creek a few days ago, an' helped 
themselves to everything they cared to tote 
off in the grub line. 01' Jack j ust had to 
stand there an' keep his face shut, fur they 
war ugly, an' would have opened a sho tin' 
matcll on mighty little cause or proverca
tion. Only last Wednesday a band of 'em 
under Colorow jumped down on Tom Ben
nett's herd, an' run off a bunch o'  his best 
beef steers. Them are signs that the red 
niggers is gettin' oneasy an' sp 'ilin' fur a 
muss, so while, as I said afore, I don' t  sniff 
any immegiate danger, it'll be your best 
play to keep your eyes unbuttoned.. "  

" I  don ' t  anticipate the least trouble, 
Bill , "  Captain Wallace replied. " It is well 
known the Utes will impose on remote set
tlers and bluff them to secure food or to
bacco, but they would be as peaceable as 
children in an army officer's camp. " 

" Reckon they would, cap ' n ,  for they are 
skeery o' the white warriors, but all the 
same, don 't take any too big chances on 
their childlike natur' .  The time to look 
for Injun trouble is when you least expect 
it, you know. " 

" That is an old border adage , Bill. but I 
have never had any convincing evidence of 
its truth. I feel no solicitude for our safety, 
or I would never have brought the ladies 
away from the fort. " 

" I never knowed you to make a rank 
play in Inj un work yet, cap'n, an' I don't 
hardly reckon you'll  see a red face on the 
whole trip. Good by, an' good luck. Sich 
a trip '11 put fresher posies in the women 
folkses' cheeks, fur there's medicine in 
every sniff o' the mountain air. ' '  

The scout awkwardly raised his broad 
sombrero to the ladies, who smiled au ac
knowledgment of the salute, and rode on
ward toward the river. 

" I must confess that his words make me 
feel quite uneasy, " said Mrs. Hayes. " You 
know I am but a new comer. I have 
always had a dread of Indians. Is there 
any possibility of danger, Captain Wallace ?' ' 

" There is always a possibility of meeting 
with Indians, but no danger need be appre
hended. The Utes are peaceable. Only 
yesterday a small band of them were at the 
fort, trading at the store, and they were 
very good natured. However, if Haw
ley's words have alarmed you, ladies, and 
you feel that your apprehensions may rob 
you of the anticipated pleasures of our 
outing, we will turn back . "  

To this there was a n  emphatic protest. 
The other ladies assured the wife of the 
adj utant, who was yet but a bride of a few 
weeks, that there was not the least danger, 
and that she would be as safe in camp on 
Trout Creek as at the fort. The officers em
phasized the assurances, and the young 
wife's fears were in a great measure quieted. 

Song and laughter and merry jest soon 
again prevailed, and the meeting with the 
borderman was almost forgotten. 

" Father, the sergeant sends his compli
ments, and asks if he had not better send 
some hunters ahead, as we are getting into 
an antelope country . "  

Charlie had ridden u p  t o  the side o f  the 
ambulance, and his bright face was aglow 
with the pleasurable excitement of the ride 
as he smilingly asked the question. 

" Yes, Charlie. Tell the sergeant to de
tail two or three good men, and send them 
in advance of us. Some nice antelope steaks 
would be a welcome addition to our dinner 
when we camp at noon. "  

A few moments later three troopers 
dashed by the ambulance on their powerful 
horses, and sped away along the trail. 

1'he expedition soon emerged from the 
hills, and came out upon a large, open flat, 
flecked with alkali and sparsely studded 
with sage brush. Every few moments a 
jack rabbit would dart from beneath a 
bush, and laying its great ears back over 
its shoulders bound away with the fleet hop, 
skip, and jump peculiar to that habitue of 
the Western plains. 

The flat was seamed with numerous 
gulches and shallow ravines, and under 
cover of these the hunters worked in their 
quest for antelope. Occasionally one of 
them could be seen to emerge from one 
gulch and ride rapidly to another, where 
he would again disappear from view. 

Now and theu the distant report of a 
rifle was borne back ou the breeze to the 
ears of the occi.tpants of the ambulance, and 
small bands of antelope were seen speeding 
away over the fiat toward the distant hills, 
the peculiar white bunches of hair on their 
haunches flaring up like diminutive snowy 
banners. 

" The hunters are meeting with success, 
ladies, " said Captain Wallace, " and a feast 
fit for a king will be ours at the noon camp. 
I declare I already feel quite hungry in an
ticipation of the treat . ' '  

When a couple o f  miles of the desert fiat 
had been traversed, the driver of the ambu
lance called the attention ofthe officers to the 
fact that one of the hunters was riding back 
at a high rate of speed, and suggested that 
one of the men might have been injured by 
an accidental shot, or a fal l  from his horse. 

Directing the driver to stop, Captain 
Wallace stood upon the seat of the vehicle, 
and leveled his powerful field gl asses on the 
approaching horseman. The troopers and 
pack mule drivers stationed themselves 
about the ambulance, awaiting the result of 
the officer's observations. 

" The man is riding at a desperate pace, 
and seems to be urging his horse to yet 
greater speed, " the captain said. " I fear 
one of the troopers has had something 
serious befall him . "  

When the soldier dashed u p  t o  the ambu
lance on his panting, perspiring steed he 
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quickly saluted, and in a voice which de
noted considerable excitement, said, 

" Captain vVallace, can I speak to you 
privately, sir ?" 

The captain sprang to the ground, and 
followed tlle trooper a few yards away from 
the vehicle. Dismounting from 1his horse 
the soldier said, 

" I did not wish to frighten the ladies. A 
band of about fifty Indians have sighted us 
from the hills ahead, sir, and are moving 
toward us, keeping in cover of the gulches. 
You had best take the back trail, and lose 
not a moment. They are scarcely a mile 
away . "  

" They surely cannot b e  hostile , "  the 
captain replied. " You have no doubt al
lowed yourself to become frightened at 
seeing a peac·eable hunting party . "  

' '  I am too old a soldier for that, sir. • I 
l1ad a good view of them through my 
glasses. They are in war paint and wear 
feathers. They are looking for no four 
footed game. ' '  

A cry from one o f  the packers caused 
every eye to be fixed upon the trail ahead. 
The Indians had emerged from cover in 
pursuit of the two remaining hunters, and 
the reports of their rifles and fiendish yells 
came to the ears of the party with frightful 
significance. 

The captain sprang into the ambulance, 
and directed that the back trail be followed 
with all possible speed. The troopers 
brought up the rear of the fleeing cavalcade, 
with carbines in hand ready for warm work 
should the Indians overlake them. 

The faces of the ladies were blanched 
with fear, yet there were no screams nor 
hysterical outbursts as the ambulance rolled 
onward , rocking violently at every depres
sion in the ground. They sat calm and 
silent, the older ones forcing smiles to their 
faces at the reassuring words of the officers. 

Captain Wallace leaned from the side of 
the ambulance and watched the movements 
of the savages with anxious eyes. 

" They gain ou us rapidly, " he whispered 
to Adjutant Burton. ' ' We must make a 
stand and defend oursel ves as best we can. ' '  

At this moment Sergeant Daly dashed up 
to the vehicle. 

" They will be on us in ten minutes, cap
tain , "  he said, " and we had better get i n  
shape t o  meet them. The odds are greatly 
agai nst us, sir, but the men are veterans, 
and the red haythens will find it no easy 
job to get away with them. There is a 
d eep gulch ah earl but a very short distance, 
and under its cover we shall have a great 
advantage . "  

' ' We will get into the gulch immediately, 
sergeant. Ascertain which of your men 
rides the fleetest horse, and start him 
quickly to the fort for assistance. Tell him 
to ride at the highest possible speed and re
port our condition to Colonel Carri ngton. " 

The sergeant fell back to his men , but ere 
the courier could be despatched upon his 

mission it was seen that an attempt to con
vey the tidings of their desperate condition 
to the fort must prove futile. 

A second body of Indians, equal in num
bers to the first, emerged from the hills on 
the road leading to the fort, and dashed out 
upon the flat to intercept the party. It was 
evident that when the savages had first 
sighted the expedition , half of the band had 
been sent by a circuitous route to cut off re
treat. 

An easy descent into the gulch was 
quickly found. It was some six feet i n  
depth and perhaps a dozen in width, with 
steep banks up which the men could 
climb and use their guns to advantage 
over the top. It was no new work for the 
braye troopers, yet there was a look of anx
iety on their bronzed faces as they noted 
the great odds against them. Officers and 
men climbed up the sheer sides of the gulch 
with rifles in hand, determined to make a 
most desperate resistan ce. 

The two hunters whom the Indians harl 
been pursuing dashed into the ravi ne,  the 
uniform of one flecked with blood from a 
wound in the shoulder. 

Despite the entreaties of the women that 
they be allowed to bind up the injury, the 
brave trooper replied that i t  was no time to 
think of a mere scratch, and hastened to 
join his comrades at the top of the bank. 

A shower of bullets whizzed harmlessly 
over the gulch. The Indians yelled with 
demoniac glee as they swept onward, for 
they felt that they had entrapped their 
gam e, and that the capture would be an 
easy one. 

" Do not waste a shot, men , "  said Cap
tain Wallace. " We may need aU our am
munition before we are through with the 
work before us. Take deli berate aim, and 
keep cool . "  

At the first fire from the troopers three 
Indians fell from their ponies, and others 
were unhorsed as the deadly carbines con
tinued to ring out their notes of defiance. 
So accurate was the aim of the cool headed 
soldiers that the Indians were thrown into 
confusion, and instead of dashing up to the 
edge of the gulch where their guns could be 
effectively used, as had been their evident 
intention, they withdrew to a safe distance 
and awaited the action of the band on the 
other side of the besiegerl party. 

The gulch . i n  which the whi tes had 
sought refuge was very tortuons in its wind
ings through the flat, and the spot chosen 
for a stand was in an elbow where they 
could be protected on every side from flying 
bullets. The captain felt that their only 
hope of safety rested i n  the coolness and 
accurate marksmanship of the men, and he 
expressed the belief that t!Jeir deadly fire 
might serve to hold the Indians i n  check 
until nightfall, when by making a mn for 
a distance up or down the gulch they 
might be able to elude their foes aud escape 
in the darkness. 
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Couriers began to fly back and forth be
tween the two bands of Indians, crossing 
the gulch above aud below the besieged 
party. 

N otiug that there was no immediate dan
ger of attack, the officers descended to en
courage the women, iustructing the troop
ers to be watchful and quickly report any 
evidence of an advance on the part of the· 
Indians. 

The ladies exhibited n�arked courage ; 
even Mrs. Ilayes, who had but a few weeks 
before left a luxurious home in an Eastern 
city to share ·with her husband the cares 
and dangers of life at a frontier post, had 
nerved herself to face the desperate circum
stances bravely, and while her fair face was 
pale with apprehension, she exhibited no 
outward sign of fear. 

" Have you hope, captain, that we may 
escape from this dreadful trap ? ' ' asked his 
wife, as he . reached her side and greeted 
her with a kiss of encoumgement. 

" \'Vhile there is life there is hope, dear. 
I feel that we may yet escape the-m, but I 
confess the outlook is a very serious one. 
Are you frightened, Charlie ? " 

" I  don't know whether I am or not, 
father. I feel queer, but I don't think I am 
much scared. I wish mother and the other 
ladies were at home. I wish, too, that I 
had a gun, so I could help you fight." 

" Do you not think, captain, that one of 
the men might be able to ride by the Indi
ans, and succeed i n  reaching the fort ? "  
asked the adjutant. 

" I  have given that matter serious 
thought," the captain replied. " A  brave, 
resolute man, mounted upon a fleet horse, 
might be able by a quick, bold dash to get 
beyond them and distance them in the pur
suit which would follow, but iu ninety nine 
instances out of a hundr.ed the forfeit of a 
life would be the result of the effort. I 
would not ask any mau to take such a des
perate risk. ' '  

Had the father been watclling the face of 
his boy he ·would have seeit an eager, ques
tioning expression steal over it as he spoke. 
There was a strauge light in the lad's eyes 
as he moved behind the ambulance and sat 
down upon a roll of blankets. 

He sat there for a few moments in deep 
thought, aud there was a look of eager de
termination on his boyish features as he 
arose and moved toward his mother, who 
was seated upon a camp stooi. He clasped 
his arms about her neck and kissed her, 
and with a voice tinr;ed with an emotion 
which he vainly endeavored to conceal, said: 

" Mother, I have not been a real good boy 
sometimes, and I am real sorry I ever 
offended you. You will forgive me, won't 
you ? "  

The tears started to her motherly eyes, as 
she pressed him closely to her bosorn. 

" \Vhy, dear, you have always been a 
very good boy, and mother has nothing to 
forgive. You must not allow your courage 

to fail now. Be brave, for I feel that God 
will not desert us." 

" You must not allow your thoughts to 
unman you, my boy , "  the father said. 
" Remeu1ber that you are a soldier's sou 
and you should face danger as a soldier. 
Cheer up and dismiss your fears, for we 
may all be safely in our beds at the fort to
night. "  

" You kiss m e ,  too, father. I will be 
brave. ' '  

H e  clung to the captain's neck a moment, 
and again embraced and kissed his mother. 
Then he returned and sat down on the 
blankets behind the ambulance. 

" Poor dear boy ; I wonder he holds up 
as well as he does, when our terrible condi
tion appalls older hearts," the mother said. 

She little knew what was passing in the 
brain of her beloved child when he was so 
affectionately clinging about her neck. She, 
as well as the father, bad attributed his agi
tation to fear of personal danger, never 
dreaming that he was bidding them a fare
well which he dared not speak. 

At a call from Sergeant Daly the officers 
returned to their posts with the men on the 
banks of the gulch. It was evident that the 
Indians were preparing for a simultaneous 
charge from both sides. 

They were lengthening their lines so as 
to present a less solid front for the aim of 
the soldiers, and a small band was detached 
from each body and moved away, one up 
and one down the gulch, to endeavor to 
reach the besieged party under cover. 

A startled cry from one of the troopers on 
the side of the gulch nearest the fort caused 
a chill of horror to sweep through every 
breast. 

"Merciful Heavens! T!tere I{Oes Charlie!" 
Mrs. ·wallace hastened up the bank, and 

with a wild scream of terror, fell fainting 
into the arms of her husband, who had 
sprung from his station on the other side 
and ascended just behind her. 

Mounted upon Chief, plying whip and 
!:>pur with all his youthful might, the brave 
lad -...vas flying like the wind aloug the trail 
toward the fort. 

For a few momeuts the Indians gazed in 
amazement upon the slight, boyish figure ; 
then, divining his intention, whiie some 
turned their ponies and dashed away to 
intercept him, others began firing, hoping 
to strike him or the horse and bring them 
to a halt. 

J,.eaning low upon the neck of his game 
little pony and urging him to his utmost 
speed, the brave lad flew on. The nearest 
Indians were yet a hundred yards away 
when he passed their line and sped onward 
like the wind to outdistance those cutting 
across the flat to intercept him. 

Shot after shot was fired at him, but in 
their amazement and excitement at such 
an unlooked for dash by a mere child, the 
aim of the Indians was inaccurate, and the 
heroic lad yet held his course. Even in 
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their painful solicitude for his safety the 
soldiers coJJ.ld not repress a cheer as he 
gaiued the hills and disappeared from view 
a good distance in advance of his yelling 
pursuers . 

. The ladies soon succeeded in restoring 
Mrs. Wallace to consciousness, and she lay 
upon the blankets, moaning piteously. She 
was over and over again assured by the of
ficers that her boy had passed the Indians 
unharmed, and that his heroic action 
would speedily bring assistance from the 
fort. 

They did not da're to tell her that a band 
·of painted demons was pursuing him, and 
that their own breasts were torn with ap
prehension for his safety. 

There was great activity among the In
dians after the boy 's unlooked for and 
desperate escape from the trap. Couriers 
galloped back and forth between the two 
bands, crossing the gulch both above and 
below the spot where the party had sought 
refuge. 

Through their field glasses the officers 
noted that on the arrival of each courier on 
either side a h eated discussion was held, 
the gesticulation of the speakers denoting 
the fact that plans of attack formulated by 
the leader of one band did not meet with the 
approval of the other. 

The Indians were well aware of the fact 
that should the boy not be overtaken, 
troops would be dispatched from the fort in 
hot haste ; and the stubbornness evinced by 
each chief in not favoring the plan of attack 
suggested by the other, aroused a feeling 
of anger on both sides, which was plainly 
observable in the violent speech and em
phatic gesticulation which followed the ar
rival of the couriers. 

It was after a time evident that the party 
on the side furthest from the fort had deter
mined to act independently of the other. 
The Indians strung themselves out in a long 
line, so as to present a less solid front to 
the aim of the soldiers than if they should 
charge in a more compact body. 

Anticipating their action, Captain Wal
lace called all but one of the men from the 
other side of the gulch, leaving there but a 
single trooper to watch the movements of 
the other baud, and report any threatened 
attack from that direction. 

The men were scarcely posted ere the 
charge began, the Indians yelling like 
fiends as they swept across the flat toward 
the gulch. The outer riders of the line 
beaded inward, so that when they were near 
the gulch the band would come together i n  
an unbroken line, a n d  pour in upon the sol
diers in an overpowering mass. 

" Now, men, take deliberate aim and 
make every shot tell a story, "  said Captain 
Wallace. " Scatter your shots so no two 
will fire at the same Indian . "  

Th e soldiers opened fire when the attack
ing party was yet three hundred yards dis
tant, and several riderless ponies proved the 

accuracy of their aim. Bullets from the In
dians' rifles began to fly harml essly over
head, and tear up the sandy soil in front. 

The1·e was a momentary check to the 
charge at the first fire, but the blood of the 
savages was now up, and they quickly 
rallied and came sweep1ng on, their fien dish 
yells ringin g  out on the air with startling 
import. 

vVith remarkable coolness the officers and 
men kept pouring in the fi1·e from their re
peating carbines, and Indian after Indian 
was seen to fal l  to the ground. 

vVuen within a hundred yards of the 
gulch a savage of l ordly mien, whose great 
display of eagle feathers and gaudy dress 
proclaimed the chief, urged his pouy to the 
front and in loud voice encouraged his fol 
lowers t o  press onward. He was a mark so 
conspicuous that a number of the soldiers 
fired at him, and he was seen to throw up 
his hands, reel for a moment in the saddle, 
and fall to the grounc1 . 

The loss of their chief seemed to throw 
the Indiaus into great confusion. A rush 
was made toward the spot whe1·e he had 
dropped, and in a few moments the body 
was surrounded by a mass of excited sav

.ages. 
The troopers concentrated their fire on 

the huddled crowd with such deadly effect 
that the Indians broke and fled in wild dis
order, bearing with them the body of the 
chief, and such of their companions as had 
fallen near him. 

The Indians on the other side had 
watched the battle without making ail ef
fort to aid their defeated tribesmen. One 
of the officers expressed surprise at this in
activity, but Captain \Vallace, who pos
sessed a thorough k nowledge of Ute char
acter, readily explained it. 

" Each band of Utes has its own war 
chief, " he said, " but all are under the au
thority of the head chief of the tribe. 
There always exists a feeling of jealousy 
between these sub chiefs, each one being 
eager to outdo the others in deeds of war. 
To this feeling is due the fact that they did 
not make a simultaneous attack npou us. 
Eacll one of the chiefs desired that his 
ideas should govern in tile plan of attack. 
vVhen the chief of the band to the south of 
us advanced with his warri01·s, the other 
fellow would not have lifted a hand had he 
known that by the least cooperation our 
capture or death "vould have been assured. 
He is no doubt now jubilant over the de
feat of his rival . ' '  

" The Indians who were chasing Charlie 
are returning, sir , "  said the trooper on the 
lookout across the gulch. 

The officers hastened to that side, and the 
spark of hope flashed up brightly in the 
breast of Captain vVallace as he leveled his 
glass on the returning braves. 

They came riding slowly down from the 
sand hills, their jaded ponies drooping low 
their heads with fatigue. Charlie 's pony 
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was not with them, but it was not that fact 
which so encouraged the father, for had the 
boy been shot from the saddle Chief might 
have escaped. 

His heart beat with hope because he noted 
that the Indians were not yelling with 
triumph as would have been the case had 
they overtakeu the brave lad, nor did they 
bear a bloody scalp as a trophy of the 
desperate chase. 

" Thank God the boy succeeded in dis
tancing them , "  the captain said in tones 
which could not reach the ears of the 
mother, she being yet in ignorance of the 
fact that savage fiends had been hot 011 the 
trail of her son. 

Couriers were flying back and forth be
tween the two bands of Indians. They 
were almost a mile apart, each band keep
il lg well out of range of the soldiers' guns, 
and their parleying occupied consic.lerable 
time. 

It became evident that tlle Indians on the 
soulh side, smarting under their defeat and 
wild to avenge the death of their chief, had 
determined to accede to the wishes of the 
cllief of the other band. They rode swiftly 
over and joined the other baud, and after a 
brief parley, the united forces prepared for 
a final and decisive charge o n  the beleag
uered party. 

" They will ·now come at us in a body, 
men, and it will be a miracle if we can 
check such a greatly overpowering force," 
said the captain. " If it be that we must 
meet death, let us do so bravely . "  

The gallant troopers assured h i m  they 
would fight until death snatched their rifles 
from their hands, and with faces knit iu de
termination, they crouclled behind the 
bank and awaited the onslaught. 

" Hello ! What does that mean ? "  The 
exclamation came from Adjutant Burton .  
The Indians were i n  great confusion·, riding 
hither and thither and gesticulating excit
edly. 

A horseman, who had evidently been 
stationed on the lookout on the trail lead
ing to the fort came galloping down from 
the hills waving his blanket as a signal of 
alarw, aud wheu he reached the Indians 
the entire force rode rapidly away toward 
the lVIedicine Bow mountains. 

" The meaning lies tllere, " said Captain 
·wallace, pointing to the column of dust 
arising from the hills. " My heroic boy 
reached the fort in safety, and the troops 
are coming." 

A loud cheer burst from the men, and 
smiles of thankfulness spread over the faces 
which bnt a moment before were grave with 
apprehension. 

Down from the hills swept two troops of 
cavalry, tile sabers and carbines of the men 
flashing bt·ightly in the sunlight. 

They sighted the retx·eating Indians, and 

the gallant soldiers, led by their i n trepid 
officers, dashed across the flat iu pursuit. 
Two men followed by au orderly left the 
flying column and rode rapidly up to the 
now joyous party standing at the ec!ge of 
the gulch. 'l'h ey were Colouel Carrington, 
the old post commander, and Bill Hawley, 
the bordennan. 

" I thank God we reached you in time, " 
said the commander, dismounting and 
grasping Captain ·wallace's hand. 

" Just in the nick of time, colonel," the 
captain replied. " Had you been ten min
utes later you could have avenged our 
deaths, but would have been too late, I fear, 
to have saved our lives. " 

" Is Cllarl ie safe, colonel ?" asked Mrs. 
Wallace, her pale, drawn features expre55-
ing the terrible apprehension which had so 
tortured her. 

" Your little hero is doing nicely, madam, 
and you have jnst cause to be proud that 
you are the mother of such a boy. I will 
tel l  you the plain truth, but first let we as
sure you that there is no cause for the 
slightest alarm over his condition. Charlie 
received a pretty severe flesh wound in es
caping past the Indians. He was struck by 
a rifle bullet in the thigh, and is now in the 
hospital being cared for by the surgeon, who 
assured me it was but a flesh wound, which 
will soon heal . ' '  

" Captain , " said Bill Hawley, with a mis
chievous twinkle in his eyes, " it is an old 
border sayin' that the time to look fur In
jun trouble is--" 

' ' That will do, Bill," the captain replied, 
with a smile. " I am uow forced by rather 
startling experience to acknowledge tlle 
truth of the old adage . "  

" Are you mad a t  m e ,  father, for doing 
what I did ?" asked Charlie, when they were 
reunited. 

The strong arms l ifted the boyish head 
and pressed it to the loving breast as, in a 
voice trembling with emotion, the father 
replied : 

" Mad at yon, my little hero ! No ; I am 
very proud of you. But what put it into 
your boyish head to make that desperate 
attempt ?' '  

" I  heard you say that a man would stand 
one chance in a lmndl·ed to get by the In
dians, and I thought a boy on such a horse 
as Cllief ought to stand several more 
chances. And I got by them, too, if I did 
get hit. I never could have done it on any 
horse in the world but Chief, though. "  

The troops overtook the fleeing Indians 
some two miles from the gulch, and brought 
them to a stand. A battle ensued, and it is 
believed the quick. and severe punishment 
inflicted upon them intimidated the whole 
tribe of White River Utes, and that thus a 
contemplated outbreak of great magnitude 
was smothered in its incipiency. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 
PEN HAS A TALK WI TH MR. TERRY. 

T
H E  following eveni n g  Mr. Austin 

Terry was seated at his desk i n  his 
apartments,  writing a letter, when 

the electric bell sounded , and a moment 
later Pen en tered. 

" Your visit is timely," sai d Mr. Terry, 
looking up w i th a smile. " I  am writing 
to your mother. Any word to sen d ?" 

" Not tonight, though I have news 
enough," answered Pen. 

Detecti n g  something u n usual i n  Pen's 
ton e,  Mr. Terry turn ed quickly ,  and pushed 
his chair back from the desk. 

' W hy, has anything happened ?" he 
asked. " You look worried. What's the 
m atter ? H ave you seen Mr. Furman ?" 

" Yes, sir; I saw h i m  last night. " 
" And what d i d  he say of your play ?" 
Pen gave his friend the substance of his 

conversation with M r. Furman. 
" '!'hat's hopeful ," responded 1'vlr. Terry. 

" Of course you are goi ng to follow his 
suggestions."  

" Yes, si r ;  I intend t o  do m y  best, "  said 
Pen. 

Then , taking a package from his over
coat pock et, he laid it on the desk. 

" I  came up this evening to bring you 
these photographs , " '  he wen t on , as Mr. 
Terry removed the wrapper and uncovered 
the leather case he had given Pen before 
he left the city. " I should have return e d  
them before, b u t  o n e  t h i n g  or another has 
occurred and--" 

· •  There was no need of putting yourself 
out. You could have waited till it was 
perfectly COI;lve nien t , "  answered Mr. 
Terry. 

" I  wanted to come tonight , "  said Pen. 
The n ,  dropping i n to a chair beside the 
desk, he wen t o n  with nervous abruptness, 
" Mr. Terry , would you mind telling me 
what you k n o w  abou t my fath er ?" 

M r. Terry started, and for fully a m inute 
studied h i m  closely without speak i ng. 

" Why, Pen . "  h e  said at length in a 
cautious manner, " that is a subject that i s  
difficult for m e  to-to--" 

" I  u n derstand you, sir," put in Pe n .  
" It z:t a difficult subject t o  speak of. Even 

at home we do not speak of it. But for 
certain reasons I feel it necessary tonight 
to ask you to speak of i t .  I know why 
yon hesitate. You are uncertain as to how 
much I really know. " 

" Yes," answered Mr. Terry ; " an d I am 
very doubtful wheth er it would be right for 
me to speak to yon at all on the subject. 
Your mother, you know, is the one--" 

" I  understand vou , sir," said Pen 
quickly, as Mr. Ten=y paused , " bu t  there 
is a question I must ask you-a question 
that von , I am sure , can answer better than 
any one else, and for that reason I come to 
you. You can be perfectly frank with me. 
I know more perhaps than you think I do. 
Although my mother has said very little to 
me on this subject, I have learned a good 
deal in one way and another. I know that 
my father left home because things did not 
go well-repeated disagreements-and the 
rest. I don't ask you to speak of those 
things, Mr. Terry. What I want to know 
is what happ·ened afterwards. What can 
you tell m e  of my father's life after he 
left home ?" 

Mr. Terry looked relieved. 
" As regards that, Pen , "  he said, "l can 

tell yon all I know very easily,  for I know 
very little. Your father dropped out of 
sight completely. Often I tried to find 
traces of him. but, wi th the exception of a 
l ittle news once i n  a while, comi n g  in
directly and from sources by no means re
liable, I was quite unsuccessfu l . "  

" An d  what was it  that you heard ?" 
" News of various en terprises i n  which 

he was i n terested,  chiefly in the far West. 
Your father was always a good business 
man, Pen-very shrewd and keen witted. 
though perhaps too fond of speculating. 
On that account h e  had his ups aud 
downs. ' '  

" That is particularly what I wanted to 
to ask you about, Mr. Terry," said Pe11 
quickly. " Tell me what you know of m y  
father's busin ess character. I t  was not 
financial trouble that drove him from home, 
was it ? There was n o  shadow-nothing 
wrong, was there ?" 

" Your father was perfectly honorable i n  
all his dealings-let your mind rest easy o n  
that poi n t , "  said M r .  Terry reassuringly. 

'1"' The first 28-chapters of this sto1y appeared in the Ma 1·ch, Ap.;il, May, June, and July issues 
of THE ARGOSY, which will be forwa1·ded to any address on receipt of 50 cents. 
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" In many ways he was an exceptional 
man . How good a fri e n d  h e  was , how 
liberal and kind,  I know well ,  for we were 
close compan i o n s  i n  the old days. There 
was but one flaw-a quick and passionate 
temper-and tha t brough t him m ost of his 
trouble. He was very sensitive , and at times 
irritable, and that was the cause of-well, of 
those disagreemen ts-a n d  the rest, as you 
say . "  

There was a m oment's silence. T h e n  
Mr. Terry wen t on ,  

" I was h opeful for a long t i m e  that I 
might find him a n d  bri n g  h i n1 back,  but I 
was n ever able b u t  once to reach h i m . "  

. Pen looked up i nquiringly. 
" Once out in Chicago, about six mon ths 

after he left home, I met him , and talked 
wi th him , but I fou nd him quite u n reason
able. My effort� availed noth i n g ,  and 
after tllat he tried to avoid me,  I am sure, 
for I could n ever learn where he "·as. So 
it went on for three years 1\'i th only a bit 
of indirect n e ws .  and then came word of 
his death i n  the South Pacific-and that of 
course e nded i t  all. I coul d do no more . "  

Pen started. 
" H i s  death , sir-in the South Pacific !" 

he exclaimed. 
Mr. Terry looked s urprised. 
" Has your·. mother n ever told you ?" he 

asked. " She knew of i t  at the time. " 
' '  \Ve have been brought up at home to 

consider our father as dead , Mr. Terrv," 
said Pen .  " But I know m y  mother never 
meant tllat be really was dead-only dead 
to us. " 

M r. Terry b i t  his l ip. 
" I  h ave made a mistake then i n  speak

ing of i: t , "  he said. 
Pen rose to his feet as i f  struggling to 

con trol himself. · 

" You have m ade a mi stake,  Mr. Terry, " 
he said, " a  . great m istake-but not i n  
speaking t o  me-a greater mistake than 
that . "  

" \Jilby, Pen , what do you mean ?" asked 
Mr. Terry looking up quickly. 

" M y father, sir,  is not dead. My mother 
knows that he is n ot dead . "  

M r. Terry's b a u d s  slipped from t h e  arm 
of the chair an d fell l imply i n to his lap. 

" N o t  dead !" he echoed. 
" No, sir. Ob , I must tell you. I bad 

resolved to keep it a secre t, but I can't. 
lVIr. Terry, I saw my father last night -at 
the opera b ouse. " · 

For fully a m i n ute Mr. Terry sat motion
less and silent, his eyes fixed steadily on 
Pen's face. 

Then , leaning forward, he said slo wl y ,  
• ·  D o  you k n o w  w h a t  y o u  are saying ? 

You sa\v your father;?" 
" Yes, sir, and talked w i th him.  I will 

n ever forg-et that meeting as long as I live. 
He sat in the bo�'.ll ext to me. He asked 
m e  the time. vVlien I. took ou t m y  watch 
-it was my motl.Jer's--he recog n i zed it.  
Then I recognized him ; . from h i s  l ikeness 
in yom phot(>graph case. 'if.l e talked to-

gether there in the hack of the box for ten , 
fi ftee n ,  t\,· e u ty m i n u tes ; it may have been 
a hal f hour, I don't know. Mr. Terry, I 
can 't tell you all be said,  but I can tell you 
t h i s  m uch. He v•ants to come back home. 
He has wan ted to come back for a long 
t ime,  but h i s  pri d e  at first kept him away, 
and afterw ards he feared it was too late , 
that he h ad put i t  off too long. During the 
last two years he has beeu very successful, 
b ut be is unhappy. He wants to come home 
and see mother. " 

Pen s topped and sank i n to h i s  chair. 
Mr. T e rry rose and placed q u e  h an d  on 

Pen's shoulder. His voice trembled as h e  
spoke. " Wh ere is h e  now ?" he asked. 
" Cau I see him ?" 

Pen shook his h e ad. 
" He h as gone West again , by the n ight 

trai n .  The most i m portant ven ture of his 
life, he told me, compelled him to go. But 
he said he wouid come back soou , and he 
gave me a m essage for m other. " 

" And what did y o u  say to him ?" asked 
Mr. Terry. 

" What could I say, Mr. Terry? I seemed 
to have lost m y  speech. I t  all seemed l i k e  
a dream . 'The position w a s  s o  strange. 
Though I knew h i m  to be my father. he 
was a complete stranger to me,  and I did 
not know llow to speak to him.  'l'o all that 
he had to say I listened without a word. 
Then when I1e questioued me I tried to 
answer, but m y  words were clumsy and 
cold. At first al l I could thin k of was his 
long neglect of us, and I simply said,  •You 
are a stranger to m e ,  sir. Perhaps m y  
mother would k u o w  vou ! '  That seemed to 
cut him so dreadfully that I was sorry I 
had said it. 

" I  asked him why he had n ever written 
to my mother. • I t  is she , '  l said,  ' and she 
alone ,  who m ust give you an answer. •· 

" H e hesitated a moment,  and then said, 
' I have sent sev eral m essages to her-of 
one k i n d  and anoth er, but I h ave never had 
an answer . '  ' Then is n ot that an answer 
in itself ?' I asked. He said no-that I did 
not understand-that he h ad not dared to 
expect au answer at first, but that h e  was 
determi n ed to try again an d again in t h e  
hope o f  finally w i n n ing back t h e  place he 
had lost-that now that h e  had seen me, 
his hope had gained new strength ; that 
he rested his hope on m e ,  uelieving 
that if I bore his message hom e ,  it would 
fi nd favor in mv m o ther·s heart. Still I 
hesitated, when ·suddenly he cried out as 
if i n  terrible p ai n ,  ' Do you doubt m e ? 
Can you not see how much it m eans to m e ? 
My happiness-perhaps my life depends 
on it.  I have lived of late solel v i n  this  
hope. ' I looked i n to his  face, and lbelieved 
in h i m .  

" Then-but I have already told more 
than I meant to , Mr. Terry. Of all that 
was said I can n o t  speak . lt is en ough to 
say that I beli e ved in him , and that I 
promised to take h i s  message. It was a 
very small message , and I think I di d 
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right in taking it, for I know mother, and 
-and -- " 

" You did right , "  said Mr. Terry decis
ively. Then be went on slowly: " It is all 
a great surprise to me. I can hardly real
ize it. I feel dazed and bewildered. It 
seems like a message from the grave. I f  I 
could only have seen him-have taken his 
band-have talked with him. But that 
will come, I hope. In the mean time, Pen, 
I can do nothing. It rests with you-and 
your mother." 

" It has don e  me good to speak though , 
Mr. Terry," said Pen, rising again . " The 
secret was too h eavy for me to carry. I 
felt that I must tell some one-and you are 
our oldest friend, so I have told you all I 
could. " 

" I am glad you did. I respect the con
fidence, Pen," answered :Mr. Terry gravely, 
as he pressed Pen 's hand. " I am the 
oldest friend, as you say. I was their best 
man. you know-and God knows I wish 
them both all the happiness i n  the world." 

His voice shook slightly and Pen felt the 
nervolls fingers grip his hand tightly in 
parti ng. 

When Pen had gone , Mr. Terry paced 
the room for nearly a quarter o£ an hour, 
his face bent though tfully toward the 
floor. 

" Al ive-really alive-! can hardly be
lieve i t , "  he muttered repeatedl y. 

At length he seated himself again at his 
desk, and took up the unfinished letter to 
Pen's mother. I t  began " My dear frieui! . '' 

Mr. Terry tore it slowly in half ; then, 
folding it, tore i t  again across the middle , · 
and let the pieces fall into his wasteba�ket. 

From a little pile of stationery at one 
side be drew a fresh sheet and began 
again : 

· 

" My dear Ivi rs. Rae." 
But his pen traveled slowly , and it was 

nearly an !Jour later · when, after many 
pauses. he finally covered eight sheets of 
paper. 

• · 1 l.Jave never \Vritten less than eight, " 
he said as he folded them up and slipped 
them into ·an envelope. 

When Mrs. Rae received that letter she 
wondered if .Mr. 'ferry was altogether 
well when he wrote it. 

" It must have been written under some 
unusual pressure,'' she thought. " I  could 
hardly believe it was his but for the hand
writing-and even that seems unsteady. " 

CHAPTER XXX. 
A BUNCH OF VIOLETS. 

'l'HE new popular magazine had at last 
appeared, and from the day of publication 
its success seemed assured. The press 
greeted it cordi ally, the public liked it, and 
i t  sold well. 

Of the general comment, Pen's story
which was fully and attractively illustrated, 
and occt1pied a prominent posi tion-ob
tained a liberal share. 

The days immediately following the ap
pearance of the magazine formed an event
ful period in Pen's life. The first copy he 
could obtain .was mailed promptiy to his 
mother. That pleasant duty discharged, 
his next care was to watch for the press 
crilicisms,- and this , too, proved to be a 
pleasure, for the notices were almost with
out exception favorable and encouraging. 

The publishers were highly elated at the 
reception accorded the magazine, and set 
to work at once boldly enlarging and ex
tending their plans for future numbers .. 

In these plans they naturally included 
Pen, for their estimate of his ability had 
been fully confirmed by the favorable 
notices his story had received ; and the 
inquiries that bad been made at their 
offices by various people i nterested in the 
new author, urged upon them the import
ance of continuing their relations with 
Pen. 

" How are you getting on with your serial 
story ?" asked Mr. Davis one day , as Pen 
sat by his desk looking over some new press 
clippings. 

" It is finished, sir," answered Pen, " and 
only needs a little poli shing. •: 

" When can you let us see 1t ? \Ve would 
like an early glimpse at it.·· 

• ·  In a day or so, if you wish." 
" Good. Bring it to us soon as you can. 

And what are your plans then?" 
" First . o£ all, I mean to take a l ittle run 

out home," answered Pen. " I promised 
myself that as soon as the magazine 
appeared. If you really want to see m y  
serial story at once , I w1ll not rest until it 
is finished and in your hands." 

" That would s n i t  us best , ' '  said Mr. 
Davis, smiling. " Then while you are 
away, we can read it." 

Pen could lJardly help shivering as he 
thought of that ordeal. Suppose his longer 
story should prove to be a failure ? It 
would be harder· than ever to face defeat 
now that he had tasted the sweets of suc
cess. 

" I will have it ready by Thursday , ' '  he 
said, " and I bop� you will be pleased \vith 
i t ."  

" I trust we shall,'' answered Mr. Davis 
pleasantly. " How long will you be 
away ?" 

" Only a few days , I thi nk , though that 
will depend on circumstances." 

" Be sure to remember us in your plans 
for future \\'Ork," said Mr. Davis. " We 
have a special i nterest in you, for, you 
know, we are your discoverers . "  

" There is no chance of my forgetting 
that," answered Pen, " and I mean to de
serve the interest vou have shown if I can. 
I feel very grateful to you for it." 

" That sounds very well,'' said Mr. Davis 
to his partner after Pen had gone. "That 
is the way these young authors talk-while 
they are beginners. But after they have 
found a market for their work the1r tune 
changes radically." -
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" Which means ?" put in Mr. Clarke in
quiringly. 

" That the only way to do, when you see 
rare promise in a man,'' continued Mr. 
Davis, " is to engage his future work
secure it in some way." 

" And do you consider Rae worth secur
ing ?" 

" By all means, judging from the work 
he has shown us-and you see how the 
criticisms bear us out i n our judgment. If 
this serial story fulfils my expectations, I 
should urge mal�ing some sort of definite 
proposition to Rae for his future services. 
There is good ::>tuff in him-and you know 
we are looking for new blood now." 

" Very good," answered Mr. Clarke. 
"When you have reatl his story let me 
know your judgment on it, and if it is 
favorable, we will talk the matter over." 

Pen returned at once to his manu
script, and by Thursday he had it in form 
to be submitted to Mr. Davis' examina
tion. 

He left it in the publisher's hands about 
m idday, and by the first afternoon train 
he set off for \Vilton , reach in� home shortly 
before the supper hom. He had written 
his mother to expect him, and accordingly, 
she bad prepared a little dinner party to 
celebrate his return as an author. 

To this modest function bad been in
vited Mrs. Rae's old pastor and a few of 
the more intimate friends of the family, all 
of whom had read his story, and were cor
dial and profuse in their congratulations. 

This little reception quite took Pen's 
breath away. When the people of Wilton, 
who had so long pronounced him a good 
for .nothing, could find his work worthy of 
commendation, surely it must be an 
achievement of no ordinary kind. 

" The acceptance of m y  story surprised 
me enough, but this is the proudest mo
ment of all,'' he confided to his mother in 
a whisper. 

But Pen was somewhat misled in this 
first impression, which had been created 
altogether by his mother's interest in him. 

He never knew how keenly Mrs. Rae 
had felt the slight put upon her son by the 
people of Wilton; he never knew how 
eagerly she told her friends of his progress 
in the city, dwelling on his occasional suc
cesses, and veiling his defeats; and he 
never knew with wha� pride she had gone 
about among her acquaintaucep telling them 
about his story, buying �nd presenting 
copies of the magazine in some instances, 
and lending her own in other cases, in order 
that all should know what talent he pos
sessed. 

Knowing how pleasant it would be for 
Pen to receive their praise, and what an 
encouragement it would be to him, she 
had planned this little dinner party for 
that purpose, and had primed the �uests 
in advance on the subject of his wntings, 
present and prospective, as far as she 
thought j udicious, in order that they might 

speak appreciatively and encouragingly to 
him. 

But this was a select group of the more 
intelligent people of Wilton, and did not 
constitute a reversal of the town's verdict 
upon him by any means, as he discovered 
the next day when he went about and 
found the great mass of the people quite 
ignorant of and indifferent to his new 
honors. 

To the boys abrJut town he was, as al
ways, the .. Poet of Wilton," said with a 

. laugh. 
· 

'fhe general opinion was tersely and 
bluntly expressed by one horny handed 
citizen, a b uilding contractor and some
thing of a personage-a self made man, 
even to his grammar. who \\"as overheard 
to say at the post office : 

" I jest heerd the young chap's bed a 
story printed, and he spends his time gen
erally writin' po'try aud sech stuff. I used 
to write po'try myself when I was a young 
fool, in love, but every chap that's got any 
sort of stuff in him gets cured of that, just 
like the measles. It would be a favor to 
his good mother if �omebody would make 
him drop po'try and learn some honest 
trade. " 

All this, however, did not disturb Pen. 
His ideas had very much enlarged since 
h is residence in New York. He took a 
broader view of things, and little matters 
did not worry him so much. 

" Of course I wish every one in town 
thought as much of me as the few kind 
friends we had here the other n ight, "  he said 
to his mother on a certain afternoon; "but, 
after all, I have done very little to deserve 
their kindness. There is a great deal to be 
accomplished yet before I can expect to be 
anything here but what the boys call me. 
• the Poet of Wilto n . ' " 

Then he added with a smile, 
" '!'hey call me that in fun. Perhaps 

some day I may be able to earn the title i n  
honor. I am going to try." 

Although Pen had been home several 
days, a suitable opportunity had not until 
just then offered itself of accom plishing 
the main object of his visit-giving· his 
mother the message he bore from his 
father. 

It was nearly five o'clock, and they were 
alone together in the si.tting room at the 
front of the house. Will was down town 
on an errand, and the servant was busy in 
the kitchen, several rooms distant. There 
was no chance of being disturbed. 

As Pen saw that the favorable moment 
had come he grew nervous, walking back 
and forth across the room, and talking ab
sent mindedly about one thing and another, 
until his mother, noticing his uneasiness, 
called him to. a halt. 

" What's the matter. Pen, dear ? "  she 
asked. • • You look worried." 

Pen stood by the mantel. His mouth was 
dry and his hands shook, but he was re
solved to hesitate no longer. In the past 
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few days he had carefully thought out what 
he must say, and had considered various 
ways of introducing the matter. 

But all that was forgotten now. Drawing 
au envelope from his pocket, he pfunged 
with nervous ha!;te into the very heart of 
affairs. 

" Mother," he said, his voice unsteady, 
" I have here a message for you-a mes
sage I promised to bring you m yself." 

" A  message?" echoed Mrs. Rae curious
ly. " From whom ?" 

Pen paused. The question was too 
direct. 

" You will see," he went on, after a few 
seconds. " One night-last week-I-l
wei!, some one gave me this message for 
you, mother, and-but take it-open it, and 
you will understand." 

Pen held out the en velope. It was thick 
and soft, and fastened with a string. 

With a strange look, first at Pen and 
then at the little package . Mrs. Rae slowly 
took the latter from her son's hand and 
opened it. 

A crushed and faded little bunch of vio
lets fell ont upon her lap, and with it a 
small piece of paper on which were written 
a few lines. One glance at these, and Mrs. 
Rae dropped her head. A long. low cry 
escaped her lips, and her whole figure 
trembled as she gripped her hands tightly 
and struggled with herself. 

For a few seconds the strife lasted. 
Then, catching up the envelope and its 
contents, she rose and hurried out of the 
room and up stairs. A moment later Pen 
heard her door close. 

With fast beating heart, he stepped out 
soft! v to the hall and bending forward, 
listei1ed inten tly. From behind his moth
er's door he could hear the muffled sound 
of weeping. 

Unable to bear it, he stole quickly up 
stairs. His mother's door was locked. 
From within the room came great, gasping 
sobs that wrung Pen's heart and brought 
the tears in a gush to his eyes. 

" Mother ! Mother ! " he cried. " Let me 
in ! I want to see you ! I must see you ! 
I have so much to tell you." 

He shook the handle of the door. 
There was no response but the continued 

weeping. . 
" Mother ! Mother dear ! Don't you 

hear me? I want to see you, and talk to 
you. Please let me in ."  

There was a pause. Pen spoke again. 
·• Mother ! "  
" Yes, dear." 
The voice was low and broken. 
" Can I come in ? ·· 
" Yes, dear, but not now." 
• •  Don't you want to see m e ?  •· 
" Yes, but wait, Pen dear. Leave me 

alone for a little while. Come to me again, 
a little later." 

" In an hour, mother; will you see me 
then ?" 

' 4 Yes. ' '  

She spoke so softly, her voice was 
scarcely audible. But Pen heard her, and 
without another word turned away and 
slowly descended the stairs. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 
A N U N E X  l' E C T E D  0 F F E. R. 

AN early train the next day carried Pen 
back to New York. There were two 
causes for his sudden return to the city. 
The first of these was a letter from Mr. 
Davis which arrived at Willon by the first 
moming mail and which requested Pen to 
call 11t the p ublication office of the mag
azine as soon as possible. Though no re
ference to his manuscript was made in the 
letter, Pen believed that his story was to 
be the subject of the proposed interview, 
and accordingly he was very anxious to 
see Mr. Davis and have his doubts set at 
rest. 

The other cause that urged him to this 
speedy return to New York arose from the 
conversation he had with his mother the 
evening before. That conversation had 
lasted a long time, and in the course of it 
Pen had learned a great many things. In 
the light of it all, he felt that it was im
portant for him to go back to New York 
soon. 

" There is no knowing what day father 
may return, and I must not miss seeing 
him now," he said to himself the last 
thing that night. 

The next morning, therefore, when Mr. 
Davis' letter came and fixed his resolve, 
lle lost no time, but set off by the earliest 
train. 

On reaching the city he went at once to 
Mr. Davis' office. He found that gentle
man cordial and pleased to see him so 
promptly, a fact that seemed to argue well 
for the fate of his story. 

" Now,''  began the publisher , settling 
himself in his chair in his favorite attitude, 
with hands clasped back of his head , 
" first of all let me tell you that I took 
your story home the very afternoon you 
gave it  to me, Thursday, and read it my
self that evening. I like it, and Mr. 
Clarke and I will publish it in the mag· 
azine." 

Pen's face flushed, and he drew a long 
breath to still the beating of his heart. 

" There are a few changes we want to 
suggest, and I have no doubt you will 
recognize them as improvements," went 
ou Mr. Davis. " I will go over the manu
script with you a little later. " 

• • I will be very happy to meet your 
wishes as far as I can ," said Pen in tones 
that badly concealed his excitement. 

" And n ow , another matter," continued 
Mr. Davis. 

Pen looked surprised. He thought the 
story was the matter in mind. It seemed 
not. 'Vhat next then ? 

' •  You are not engaged in any regular 
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work at presen t , are you ?" asked Mr. 
Davis. 

" No, sir," answered Pen. " I  am doing 
nothing except my literary work. I have 
no regular position . " 

" How would you like a position of a 
literarv kind ?" asked Mr. Davis. 

Pen .looked up quickly. 
" It is exactly what I am looking for, 

sir. The experience I have had here in the 
city-in your store and eisewhere, sir-has 
shown me very clearly that I am not fitted 
for a purely business position-as clerk, 
salesman, or anything of that kind. It 
does seem to me, hO\\·ever, that I might 
fill satisfactorily a position of a literary 
character, and I have been trying for some 
time past to find such a place." 

" Suppose we otier you one ?" put in Mr. 
Davis. 

Pen hesitated, not knowing what to 
say at first. 

" But, Mr. Davis,'' he began at last, 
" you and lvlr. Clarke know me well. You 
have tried me; and-and-- " 

-

It was now Mr. Davis turn to be discon
certed . 

. . I know-I know," be hastened to say. 
" That was all very unfortunate. Mr. 
Clarke and I mistook your talents alto
gether. I don't think any one was to 
blame i n  that. You were simply in a place 
unsuited to you, and being in such a place, 
yon couldn't do yourself justice, and we 
failed to see your true worth. Now it is 
all different. \Ve know what you can do, 
and we \Vant to offer you a post suited to 
you." 

" And what-what is this position ? " 
asked Pen ,  still in doubt of his senses. 

" Well, i t  is an assistant to myself that I 
want," answered !lfr. Davis. " With the 
opening up of our magazine comes a great 
increase of the routine business-an enor
mous mail and a great many people to see. 
I want an i n telligent young man of literary 
taste who can help me i n  going over the 
many manuscripts that come in every day, 
sorting them all, keeping record of them , 
and readi ng some of them, and who can 
meet au thors who come into the office and 
talk wi th them. I believe you will fill 
such a position admirably." 

" I think I could learn to do so," said 
Pen, with glistenin,g eyes. 

" No doubt of it," continued Mr. Davis. 
" I shall be right at hand to guide you. and 
you will soon be in command of the office, 
for I may as well tell you frankly that 
what I want in von is a right band man
a man who will have matters here so 
thoroughly at hi s fingers' ends that I can 
give a little attention to other things in our 
business. I am now fairly overwhelmed 
by the magazine editorial work and am 
pinned fast here in this office. I '\vant 
to arrange matters so that I can be freer, 
retaining a general oversight over all 
departments of the magazine. First of all 
then, would the place suit you ? "  

" Yes, sir," answered Pen eagerly. " I  
believe it is exactly the place for me." 

" Good. Now as to salary. At first and 
while you are learning the details of the 
work, we will pay wllat we want to call 
only a nol'llinal salary : one thousand dol
lars a year ; that is about twenty dollars a 
week." 

Pen held his breath. 
Twenty dollars a week a " nominal sal

ary "! I t  was more than he bad dreamed 
of making for a long time. 

" The reason I put it Lhat way is this, '' 
continued Mr. Davis. " I want the position 
to improve, and this is sim ply a good 
clerk's salary. You can better both posi
tion and salary rapidly by the work you 
do. The chance ahead is excellent. Yon 
have only to make the most of i t. There is 
no reason why yon should not develop into 
the regular offi ce editor of the magazine i n  
time. You will see the possibilities a t  once 
when you have taken hold of the work. 
Now there is the proposition. vVhat do yon 
thi nk .of it ?'' 

Pen did n ot hesitate an instant. 
" I  will accept it at once, Mr. Davis,'' he 

said , " and I feel very much flattered by 
the offer. I will do my best to fill the posi
tion as you waut i t  filled. "  

" Very good. We shall he glad to have 
you with us, and the sooner the better, for 
things are getting more and more choked 
up here every day. \Vhen can you be
gin?" 

" Next Monday , sir ?" said Pen inquir
ingly. 

" That \vill do. We will look for you 
then on Monday morning, and I will have 
a desk for vou in the office here. And now 
that that matter is setlled, let us go back 
to your story, and I will point out the few 
particulars in which we suggest alter
ation." 

Mr. Davis drew Pen's manuscript from a 
drawer of his desk, and beckoning him 
closer,  opened the closely written sheets 
and laid them before him. 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

A NEW YEAR's SURPRISE. 
h took Pen several days to fully realize 

the new situation of affairs ; i n  fact. it was 
not until he had literally " g-rasped the 
situation " by taki ng his place in Mr. Davis 
office the following Monday morning , that 
he really came to believe in his good for
tune. 

That day stan ds forth in Pen 's mind in 
red letters, as the begiuuiug of a new era 
in his life ; an era of steady progress and 
growth. After many discouraging- set
backs, success had at last begun to bestow 
her favors upon him. His star had finally 
risen, and continuing to rise from that time 
on, it shone steadily brighter. 

The thing that had puzzled him especi
ally in this happy turn of affairs was the 
suddenness of it all. When he left the city 
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not the slightest i n tim ation had been 
given him that Messrs. Davis and Clarke 
needed any assistan ce in their magazi ne 
offices. l-Ie was to them m erely a young 
author, doubtfully successful, offering a 
serial story for their examination. 

O n ly a few Clays later he returned in 
response to an urge n t  letter to fi n d  his 
story read and accepte d ,  and before he 
could recover from the agreeable shock of 
that revelation , an offer of an editorial 
position was m ade to him. 

It  was all so un expected, so rapid, and 
so unlike Messrs. D avis an d Clarke, who 
were usually cautious and deli berate , that 
it dazed Pen .  

I t  was made clear enough, however, a 
clay or so afterwa.rcls , when Pen was talk
ing over his good fortu ne with Mr. Terry. 
The latter smiled as Pen expressed his 
surprise at the unexpected windfall. 

" I 've no doubt Richards had something 
to do with that," said Mr. Terry. " Yo u  
remember Richards , don't vou-in the· 
li terary department of the Tr;·bune .'t " 

" Oh yes, sir , "  answered Pen. " He 
was one of the gentleman you sent m e  to 
see, with a letter of i n troduction. But 
what has he to do with it ?" 

• • He has read your story in the m aga
zi n e ,  a n d  li ked it i m m ensely. He told m e  
so. He remembered your visiting h i m  
an d wanted to k n o w  more o f  you, so one 
afternoon on his way u p  town he stopped 
in to see Mr. Davis, with whom he is  well 
acquain ted, and aske d  him a lot of ques
tions-wh ether you had done any other 
work , what experience you had had, and 
all that. No doubt these i nquiries made 
Davis think that Rich ards had a position 
to offer you on the Trz!nme ; and probably 
be and Mr. Clarke had already been con
sideriug some sort of an offer to you them
selves, so, when they had disposed of 
Richard s ,  they probably sent that letter to 
you at once and clinched the m atter with
out further delay." 

Mr. Terry was a shrewd guesser and 
had hit upon the exact truth in this. T h e  
interest that M r .  Richards b a d  shown 
and the inquiri es b e  bad m ade, had en
hanced Pen's value tenfold in the eyes of 
Messrs. Davis and Clarke, and had de ter
mined them at once on securing his ser
vices. 

Wh atever motive may have urged them 
to this action , they never had cause to 
regret it. I t  was not long before Pen had 
acquired a complete command of the de
tails of the edi torial office , and was re
garde.d as a valuable and almost i ndispen
sable factor in the literary management of 
the magazine. Not only were the routine 
m atters u n der his control, but literary 
affairs were frequently referred by Mr. 
Davis to his ju dgment,  and his opinions 
were respectfully considered. 

In short Pen had at last foun d  h is place. 
On the ground floor of Messrs. Clarke and 
Davis' store, in the retail or wholesale 

departme n ts ,  he would have been quite 
as much at sea as before. Here in the 
editorial rooms he h ad fou n d  the work 
suited to l1i m ,  and h e  was successful from 
the start. 

" After all ," he sai(1 one day laughingly, 
when Carl Moran was congratulating h i m ,  
" there seems t o  b e  a place i n  t h is harsh 
world for everybody-even for a poet. " 

When Pe n went home to Wilton for 
Christmas,. he told his mother he would not 
come out again on Ne w Year's Day. 

' ' I t's only a week fr0111 now-too soon for 
another trip. Besides," he added, "  I have 
a New Year's engagemen t  in New York . "  

Mrs. Rae smiled. T h e  traitor!  He had 
set apart New Year's Day for the Craigs 
and Bertha Lalor-and :ill rs. Rae knew i t  
well. 

Pen had not told his in other so very 
m uch about the Craigs and Bertha, but he 
had told her enough. Mothers don't have 
to be told m uch. I n  view of this Mrs. Rae 
was considerably surprised when she re
ceived a letter from Pen on the last day of 
the old year, stating that be had chan ged 
his plans, and would spend his New Year 
at home after all ,  ann that she might look 
for him New Year's Eve. 

I t  was an hour before supper, about five 
o'clock and quite clark , when Pen arrived.  
As he came i n ,  Mrs.  Rae, who was seated 
at the pian o ,  rose hastily to meet him. Pen 
hurried forward, an d ,  taking · her by the 
hands, pushed her back upon the piano 
seat, and, as he kissed her, said,  

" Surprised, I suppose, when you got my 
letter. Well,  you won't be w hen I tell you 
whv I came. "  

· � Well, why ?" asked his mother, holding 
his hands an d looki n g  up smilingly into his  
face. " Has your New Year's party failed 
you ?" 

• • No. I have brought a New Year's party 
home with me,'' answered Pen ; "  a surprise 
party . "  

M rs. Rae looked puzzled. 
" Mother," contiriued Pen , leaning down 

and speaking in a lo w tone, " do you re
member a dream you had once-about 
m e ?" 

" That I saw the curtains there open and 
you come in-yes. " 

" Aud a moment later the .curtains parted 
and I came i n . "  

" Yes, dear. " 
" \Vel!, m o ther." Pen's cheek n o w  rested 

against her hair, and he spoke almost in a 
whisper, " h ave you ever-when &�.11 alone 
here - (heamed that the curtains there 
parted- and some one else came in-some 
one you have not seen in a long, bng 
while ?' '  

" Pen !  Pen ! W h at do you m ean ?" 
Mrs. Rae b ad risen again .  Her voice 

was trembling,  and the color fast leaving 
her lips. 

" Look, m other-look there ! " 
Mrs. Rae turned her head quickly an d 

looked toward the door. 
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Tbe curtains had parted , and a man 
stood there ,  bendi ng forward , his hands 
tightly clasping the curtains on either side, 
his face, rugged and pale as her own, 
turned towards her with a pleading love. 

Mrs. Rae's eyes met his, and remai ued 
fastened there for ful ly a minute-a silent 
greeting across the chasm of fifteen years. 

At length he spol\e: 
" Lizzie, will you tal�e me back ?" 
A gush of tears blinded her. She drop

ped, fainting, and wo uld have fallen had 
he not caught her in his arms. 

Meantime Pen had slipped out and up 
stairs to his brother's room. There he 
talked for an hour with Will, and when , at 
length, the supper bell rang. and the two 
came down the stairs together, Will said, 

" No doubt you 're right , Pen, an d it's all 
for the best. I am as anxious as you to 
make mother happy.' '  

With that they e n tered the dining- room . 
The table wa� set for four, aud Will, for 
the first time since be could remember, took 
his place at the side of the table and oppo
site Pen. 

" I  suppose this must be my seat now," 
be said, " since I am no longer bead of the 
house." 

At that moment the door from the sitting 
room opened, and Mr. and Mrs. Rae came 
i n. 

CHAPTER XXXIII. 

A SURPRISE THAT FAILED. 

TnERE is but little left to tell , but oue in
cid ent more, and that occurred late in the 
following spring. Durin g the intervening 
time, affairs bad gone happily for Pen ,both 
at Wilton and in New York. 

At Wilton it was easy to see that Mr. 
Rae's return was " all for the best.'' There 
was a peace and h appiness in the little 
home there that 1uacte all things seem 
bright and new, and Mrs. Rae appeared to 
grow you nger every day. 

Though Mr. Rae returned wealthy, 
neither he n or Mrs. Rae cared to change 
their simple mode of life. They clung af
fectionately to the modest place that had 
been their first home , and was now the 
scene of their com plete reconciliation. But 
Mrs. Rae gave up her music teaching, con
fining her attention, as she said, smilingly, 
to " lessons in h armony at home." 

'fl�e winter and spring had brought only 
contmued success to Pen, and the summer 
was ushered in with anticipations of the 
keenest delight for him. 'I'hese an ticipa
tions related to a trip abroad, for which he 
w as to have a leave of absence, begi nn ing 
with the first of Ju ne. While Peu regarded 
it as a pleasure trip chiefly , it was to com
bin e business with pleasure. 

The success of the magazine had been 
such that the publishers had resolved to 
make arrangemen ts for establishing an 
agency in England. With this mission Pen 
was intrusted, neither of the firm being 

able to leave their offices in New York. 
He was allowed a month for this work and 
his expenses paid, and to this period was 
added the customary t\\'o weeks' vacation , 
maki ng six weeks iri all, and enabling him 
to spend a little time on the continent. 

What added greatly to .the delight of 
this trip was the fact that Mr. Lalor and 
Bertha were to sail at the same time. Mr. 
Lalor proposed taking Bertha for an ex
tensive trip through Europe during the 
whole summer, and,  O il  learning of Pen's 
inten tions, through Bertha, he arranged to 
take the same vessel and to make his plans 
on the o ther side coincide with Pen 's as far 
as was practicable. 

'l'his secured to the two young friends 
considerable time togeth er abroad under 
the guidance of an experienced traveler 
who would allow them to miss nothing 
worth seei ng. 

As a farewell to Pen, Mrs. Rae came on 
to New York during the last week of May, 
an d spent several days there, visiting at 
the Craigs' house ou their urgent invita
tion . 

Mr. Rae stayed with Mr. 'l'erry for the 
sake of old times ami, as Mr, Terry said , 
" just to see if we've forgotten how to be 
boys." 

On the 1ast Monday evening in May 
there was a select little party at one of the 
Broad way theaters. It consisted of �Ir. 
and Mrs. Rae, Will Rae , who was visiting 
Pen, Mr. Terry , Mr. and Mrs. Craig. Bertha 
Lalor, and Carl Moran. In speak ing of 
the theater party to M1·s. Rae, Pen had 
said incidentally that this particular the
ater had been selected because it was a 
first night there and two new plays were 
on for in itial performance. 

The party occupied one of the boxes, 
Pen sitting in the back aud j ust behind his 
mother's chair. The first play was a one 
act piece lasting about half an hour. It 

·was a pretty little bit of sen timent , char
acterized by delicate touches of humor 
and pathos , and was received with great 
favor by the audience. 

During its course Mrs. Rae sat motion
less. watching the stage, while Pen's eyes 
were fastened but half the time upon the 
play. The rest of the time he studied his 
mother's face as it was revealed in profile 
by the warm lig-ht from the stage. 

When the piece was over, and while the 
audience was sti ll applauding, Pen lean ed 
forward and whispered to his mother. 

" Do you remember your telling me once 
that I could n o t  surprise you, no matter 
what I did ? "  

Mrs. Rae nodded an d sm iled. 
" vVell," continued Pen, " I  have a sur-

prise for you now." 
" No," answered Mrs. Pen quickly. 
" Yes," insisten Pen laughin g . 
" No," repeated Mrs. Rae. " You have 

no su rprise for me. I know what you 
mean." 

" You do ? "  
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" Yes. You mean to tell me that you 
are the author of this little play we have 
just seen. •· 

" Oh," cried Pen, " there is treachery 
here! Mr. Terry or Cad has let you into 
the secret." 

" No, they told me nothing." 
" Then yon have had a glimpse of one of 

the programs. I thought I had kept them 
away from you. •· 

" No. I have not seen the program . I 
didn't need it. I guessed the secret five 
minutes after the play began. It is you 
all over. I couldn't mistake it. " 

" Then I'm beaten," said Pen , leaning 
back in  his chair, while Mrs. Rae now 
laughed , and with her Mr. Terry,who stood 
beside them an d heard the con versation. 

" You'll have to work a miracle, Pen, if 
you're bent on a surprise ," said the latter. 
" You know Mr. Hamlet says in the play 
named after him that it's a '  wonderful son 
that can surprise a mother.' " 

When the performauce was over and the 
party had returned to the Craigs' house for 
a late supper, Mrs. Rae came over to 
where Pen was sitting and put a newspaper 
in his lap. 

" That is to comfort you for your failure 
in surprising me,'' she said. 

" What is it ?" asked Pen, unfolding the 
paper. 

" It is a copy of the Wilton Press that 
will no douht surprise and open the eyes of 
some of its subscribers in the way you 
thought to surprise me." 

Pen's eyes fell upon a two column article 
in the paper entitled " Our Talented 
Young Author . "  and devoterl to a sketch of 
himself. At the head of the fit·st column 
was his portrait in outline, quite unrecog
nizable but as much like him as most �uch 
portrai ts are to their subjects. The article 
was highly laudatory , giYing a brief sketch 
of Pen's l ife and work, and pointing him 
out as a coming light in American li tera
ture . 

The writer had the facts, reviewing his 
past modest efforts. his serial story. t\\'o in
stalments o f  which had already appeared in 
the magazine , and even mentioning the 
play just performed for the first time, news 
of which nlllst have been obtained from 
ad vance notes of "dramatic affairs published 
in the New York papers. · 

" So you see , Pen dear," sairl Mrs. Rae, 
" you are now • not without honor eve?l 
in yon r own country.' '' 

And so rests the story of Pen Rae, and 
it may interest the reader to know in cou
clu!'ion that, vvhile some incidents of it are 
fiction , and others have received a new 
coloring to snit the narrative, the story 
itself is substantially true. 

THE END. 

F 

A SONG OF SUMMER '!'DIE. 

OH, the swaying of the branches and the flitting thro' the trees, 
And the music of the voices that come upon the breeze ; 
Oh, the singing and the winging of the birds that come and go, 
And the frisking of the squirrels as they scamper to and fro; 
Oh, the ferns and mossy carpets and the waters dark and cool, 
That go stealing through the shadows from some clear, unsullied pool ! 

Oh, the trilling of the songsters 
From the branches and the grass, 

And the glancing of the sunligllt 
On the waters as we pass. 

Oh, the glancing of the sunlight as it strikes the water clear, 
And the singing of the thrnshes and the other songs we hear ; 
Ob, the boating and the floating on the waters of the lake , 
And the ripples and the shadows that go dancing from our wake; 
Ob, the breezy days of pleasure and the pleasant nights to dream, 
When the stars look down and twinkle and the winged lanterns gleam ! 

Oh, the summers in the country, 
Where the songsters nest and sing; 

And the pleasure without measure 
That the woods and waters bring ! 

-Frank H. Sweet. 



LAT E N T  B I OGRAPHY. 

By D. 0 .  S. Lowe l l .  

I. " THE LITTLE LION. " 

"A" WAS the initial letter of one of 
his names. 

Which 01ze .� 
Well, it may have been his' first or his last, 

or any that came between, if such there 
were. He was one of the most illustrious 
Americans of his day and generation. Some 
good judges have even ranked him above 
Washington .  

H e  served the Union effectually a t  a most 
momentous crisis in its history, and but for 
him the vision wllich Webster prayed God 
to avert, of " States diss.evered, discordant, 
be1ligerent., " might have become a dreadful . 
reality. He was the idol of SOJlle, and the 
uuject of the Vt!llOinOUS ·hate of others ; � . 
statesm an of uuimpeachable i ntegrity, and 
a patriot as unswerving as Cato the Censor ; 
he stood in the zenith of glory, looking 
down upon the end of a marvelous victory, 
when the bullet of the assassin B -
stretched him dying. 

* * * · *  

1\IIarlemoiselle Faucette was a maiden of 
rare beauty, both of mind and character. 
Her father, a French . Hugue11ot, left his 
native land in pursuit of religious freedom, 
and settled as a · physician on one of the 
Leeward Islands of the Lesser Antilles. 
There the daughter m�t and love(j. a young 
Scotch. merchant .of good f'a,mily, who bad 
come to America in search· of fortune. Sev
eral children were born to them, but A-
was the only one who lived to maturity. 
O n  the island of Nevis-a little spot of 
earth containing but twenty square miles, 
and a possession of Great Britain-was born 
this English son of a Scotch father and a 
French mother, who was destined to leave 
his impress upon the American Union for 
all coming time. 

A--'s mother died w.hen lle was very 
young, though he . always retained the 
memory o{ her " nob1e and generous spirit 
-her ··elegailt and refined manners. " His 
father, strangely unlike the illustrious son, 
had no gift for finance and ·tailed in busi
ness ; as a consequence, young A-- was . 
placed in charge of his mother's relatives on 
the neighboring island of Santa Cmz. Here 
he pursued ll.is s�dies-; but such was his 
aptness as a scholar, that by the time he was 
twelve years old he had learned all the 
island school could teach him. 

He then entered the counting house of a 

merchant. Here he proved himself so cap
able and trustworthy that before a year bad 
passed his employer, on going abroad, left 
the entire management of his business with 
the thirteen year old clerk. His confidence 
was not misplaced, for A-- administered 
the affairs of the bouse with complete suc
cess. 

This was not because he had a taste for 
merca.utile life, as we shall soon see ; but it 
was a lifelong characteristic of A-- to 
bend all his ·energies to the task in hanc!, 
however uncongenial . As a result the out
come of his life was an exemplificatiou of 
the pJ:overb :  ' ' Seest thou a man diligent 
in his -busiliess, he shall stand be fur� kings ; 
he shall not stand before mean men." · 

Just after A-- had entered the counting 
house-before he was yet thirteen-he 
wrote a remarkable letter to a friend. It 
was truly prophetic, and contained " words 
of learned length and thundering sound " 
that may. well· have startled his juvenile 
correspondent ; to wit : 
. " As to what you say respecting your 

soon having the happiness of seeing us all, 
I wish for an accomplishment of your 
hopes, provided they are concomitant with 
your welfare, otherwise not; though doubt 
whether I shall be present or not. For to 
confess my weakness, Ned, ·my ambition is 
prevalent, so that I condemn the groveling 
ambition of a clerk, or the like, to which 
my fortune condemns me, and would will
ingly risk my life, though not my charac
ter, to exalt my station. I am confident, 
Ned, that my youth excludes me from any 
hope of immediate preferment, nor do I 
desire it ; but I mean to prepare the way 
for futurity. We have seen such schemes 
successful when the projector is constant. I 
shall conclude by saying, I wish there was 
a war." 

, 

For three years A-- ·dis�harged his 
clerkly duties with fidelity, while he em
ployed his leisure in reading such works of 
history, poetry, and philosophy as he could 
find, and in acquinng a mastery of the 
French language, both spoken and written. 
His ambition, however, continued " prev
alent, " and a curious incident brought the 
youth into public notice. 

A dreadful hurricane visited the Leeward 
Islands, leaving wreckage and death i n  its 
track. Soon after, a lurid account of the 
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storm , that would have stirred the · envy of a 
modern newspaper reporter, was published 
in a St. Christopher jourual. The governor 
of Santa Cruz read it, and was curious to 
find who had such uncommon gifts of lan
guage. He set various inquiries afoot, and 
young A-- was discovered to be the 
author. 

This was a turning point in the young 
islander's career. Friends recognizing his 
promise sent him to a Latin school in New 
Jersey. He had been " preparing the way 
for futurity " and made the most of his ad
vantages. At the end of one year he en
tered what is now Columbia College, in 
New York. 

While he was in coliege, another of his 
prophetic wishes came to pass ; the " war " 
for which he had longed so eagerly, broke 
out. With voice and pen he threw him
self into the arena of public discussion of 
the underlying causes of the war, and 
other momentous and ki ndred guestions, 
with such effect that " before his eighteenth 
year ended his reputation as an orator and 
writer was established. " 

True to his boyish· program he resolved 
to " risk his life to exalt his station " ; so he 
l eft college and enlisted as a captain of 
artillery. He was soon called into active 
service, and passed unscathed through sev
eral battles. 

In one of these he attracted the favorable 
notice of General --, the Commander in 
chief, who offered the youthful captain a 
position on his staff with the rank of lieu
tenant colonel. A-- accepted, and be
cause of his youth, his small stature, and 
his bravery, he was dubbed the ' ' little lion ' '  
b y  his fellow officers. 

He soon became the commander's " prin
cipal and most confidential aide , ' '  was 
intrusted with all the state secrets of im
portance, and began to act as private 
secretary before he was yet twenty one years 
of age. 

One day the great general gave his sec
retary a sharp reproof for what he somewhat 
hastily considered a neglect of duty. 

" I am not conscious of it, sir, " replied 
A-- ; " but since you have thought 
necessary to tell me so, we part. " 

General -- not long after found that h e  
had been mistaken in his j udgment, an<l 
asked the offended aide to resume his office, 
but in vain. The proud youth forgave his 
commander and always preserved his friend
ship, but he left the staff, returued to the 
army, and remained till the close of the 
war. 

An incident during this war well illustrates 
A--'s bravery, impetuosity, and general
ship. 

In Virginia the opposing armies had met 
for a final struggle. One of the enemy's 
redoubts was to be carried by assault. A-
begged the privilege of leading the attack. 
It was granted. One of his biographers 
thus describes the scene ; 

" Th e  signal was E;iven by the discharge 
of a shell. A-- ordered ·an advance at the 
point of the bayonet. Dashing forward in 
front of · his men he clambered over the 
abattis to the parapet and sprang down into 
the ditch. The · troops pursued after him, 
not firing a shot, but with. bayonets fixed. 
For a moment they lost sight of him and 
t:hought he was killed. But soon he ap
peared giving his orders. In nine minutes 
after the abattis was passed the redoubt had 
been carried without the discharge of a 
single musket. ' Few cases, '  said the com
manding general, ' have exhibited greater 
intrepidity, coolness, and firmness, than 
were shown on that occasion . '  " 

After the close of the war there were 
many grave questions of national polity to 
be considered. Victories always bring re
sponsibilities, and with responsibilities 
serious doubts as to matters of procedure 
are sure to arise . .  

Questions of finance, o f  statesmanship, of 
best methods of government, all com
mingled, and asked for speedy and wise 
answers. . The historian Schouler says : 

" Two young men now appeared upon the 
scene whose six years of united labor· did 
more for establishing our present cotistitu
tional union than the work of any ·other 
ten Americans, --- perhaps excepted: 
The younger, and undoubtedly the more 
brilliant of the two [A-- ] ,  was a man of 
slight' figure, but strongly impressive pres
ence, erect in bearing, singularly self pos
sessed, having the air of a Cresar. His face 
was a handsome one and beamed with in
telligence ; he had an eye piercing and ex
pressive, a firm set mouth which betokened 
promptness and decision of character, an 
open and fearless countenance. His was 
one of those minds whence leap ideas clad 
in full armor. He would not only unfold 
a plan of his own so as to present the 
strongest arguments for its adoption, but 
anticipate every objection and counterplan 
which others would be. likely to urge 
against it. This mind of marvelous fertility, 
this self confidence which inspired by its 
audacity, were the endowments of a youth 
as yet scarcely turned of twenty five. " 

An incident in his career well illustrates 
his power as a logician and public speaker : _ 

A most important meeting had been 
called at Poughkeepsie to consider a mat
ter of great national importance. When 
the delegates assembled it was clear that 
the majority was against the views which 
A-- advocated ; but nothing daunted, h e  
began his work. By adroit private inter
views and eloquent public argument h e  
' ' not only gained to his supp4>rt a majority, 
but even ultimately had the aid and vote of 
his most eloquent and powerful antago
nists. " 

But not alone as soldier and as orator did 
A-- 's versatility display itself. We have 
seen that even in childhood he wielded a 
most facile pen. He now resumed this 
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weapon with most telling effect in order to 
enforce his views. Eighty five short papers, 
of which he was the moving spirit and 
principal contributor, appeared in rapid 
succession over an assumed name in the 
New York journals. They are now a per
manent part of our literature. Of them 
Schouler says : 

" Even at this day, despite the correc
tions of experience, they stand as the best 
commentary on the American Constitution 
ever written, and a safe book of American 
politics. ' '  

The English magazines said of them : 
" For comprehensiveness of design, 

strength, clearness, and simplicity, they 
have no parallel . ' '  

Shortly after this, A-- was made Secre
tary of the Treasury. In this capacity he 
did more than any other man in the history 
of our Union to establish our fi nancial 
credit. ln the language of Daniel "Webster : 

" He smote the rock of the national re
sources, and abundant streams of revenue 
gushed forth. He touched the dead corpse 
of Public Credit, and it sprung upon its 
feet. " 

Many of his financial schemes were so 
bold that they aroused the most violent 
opposition even from distinguished and 
patriotic statesmen ; but the " projector was 

constant, " to quote from his early letter, 
and his views prevailed. 

After retiring from the treasury he was 
offered the position of Chief Justice of the 
United States, but he declined this honor, 
and returned to the practice of law. A dis
tinguished Frenchman who was visiting this 
country saw A-- at work late in his law 
office, and exclaimed : 

" I have seen one of the wonders of the 
world. I have seen a man laboring all night 
to support his family, who has made the 
fortune of a nation. ' '  

But a sad fate awaited him.  An ambiti
ous, but unscrupulous, politician had aimed 
at the Presidency of the United States. A-
opposed him because of his unfitness, and 
the politician was defeated by a narrow 
margin .  The latter then sought to become 
governor of New York, but again A-
crossed h is track and defeated him. This 
was too much. The politician turned as
sassin and hunted his foe to death. On the 
eleventh of July the fatal shot was fired, 
and A-- died on the twelfth. A coroner's 
jury sat upon the case from July 13th till 
August 2d, and then returned a verdict of 

"iWttrder, by A-- B--, principal, and 
N-- P-. - and W-- P-- V-- N--, 
accessones. " 

Who was " A " ? 

THE LITTLE C H O I R  BOY. 

B�:HOLD him with his surplice o n  ! 
He seems so fair and saintly ; 

With eyes of so devout a loo k ,  
And smile that quivers faintly. 

So quiet and seraphical, 
So passionate and mild, 

The ladies are in ecstasies. 
With such an angel child. 

I saw him in the chancel once ; 
He sang so pure and sweetly,  

I t  brought a dimness to mine eye , 
And softened me completely. 

I felt so bad compared w ith him
So utterly a sinner ; 

Next day the fond emotion went
! saw him at his dinner. 

The white robed boy too good for earth, 
The cherub-saints defend us ! 

He swallowed like a li ttle horse, 
With appetite tremendous. 

He m ade the tarts and sweetmeats fly 
With hands not wise but hasty, 

And then he had a li ttle pain 
· 

From eating too much pastry. 

'Tis sad that all our best ideals 
Are soon so badly shattered ! 

My idol of that choir boy 
I s  now a trifle battered. 

I thought he was too good to live, 
But now that view's abated ; 

No doubt he 'll reach a good old age 
Before he is translated. 

-



CORR ESPONDENCE. 
L- C., Attleboro, Mass. There is n o  premium 

on any of your coins. 
E. H., Fond du Lac, Wis. No premium on 

the half dollar of r8J4-
J. A. S., Pinegrove, Pa. No premium on the 

half dollar of r826 or 1839. 

H. K. P., Camden, N. J. In good condition 
the cent of 1797 is worth from 15 to 35 cents. 

F. A. D., Carthage, 0. No premium on the 
half <'lo11ar of r826 nor on the thret:: cent piece 
of 1853· 

A READER, Mt. Oliver, Pa. Your envelope 
bearing the names of Abraham Lincoln and 
Andrew Johnson, has no special value. 

J. W. H., New York City. " Ragged Dick" 
and ' 'Tattered 'rom " were issued in book form 
long before TH E ARGOSY was started. 

C. B. A.. Pitman, N. J. Thet·e were six 
numbers of THE ARGOSY containing ''Reuben 
Stone's Discovery " after No. 509, Vol. XV. 

S J. H., New York City. If your half dollar 
of 1 836 is without ' ' E  Pluribus Unum '' ou the 
reverse and is in good condition, it is worth 
from 75 cents to $1.25. See advertisements of 
coin dealers. 

CYCLIST, New York City. The reply to your 
second query in the July number should read 
' ' eight miles an hour," new rules having been 
made as to the limit of speed at which wheel
men may ride in New York. 

L- R. E., Elroy, Wis. I. Lieut. R. H. Jayne 
has written several seriaJj; for THE ARGOSY. 2. 
Frank Converse bas been dead over five years. 
It is possible we may print an article by the 
other writer named, in the next number. 

A. K., Baltimore, IvJd. Mr. Moffat has 
never written a story called " Brotherhood of 
Sylvester." What you are thinking of is a 
secret society so named described iu his serial 
" Dirkman's Luck," published in Vols. XIII
XIV of THE ARGOSY. 

J. F. P., Whitestone, L. I. Tlie only way in 
which a young- man can secure a position in 
the literary line is by showing ability for that 
sort of work. For the writing of fictiou, this 
ability must be born in him, just as it was in 
Pen Rae in Mr. Moffat's story. 

H. L· B., Sag Harbor, N. Y. 1 .  There is no 
premium on the " Eagle" cent of 1857, on the 
three cent pieces of r865 and 187r, not· on your 
quarter of I85J· 2. For. a circular �f infonna
tion about Cornell Umvers1ty, wnte to the 
registrar of the college, Ithaca, New York. 

BRANDON TARR. r.  Only at very rare inter
vals and in special cases. 2. Cyanide of pot
assium is a more deadly poison than hydro
cyamic acid. 3· We may publish a railroad 
serial within the next few months. 4· William 
1'. Adams ( Oliver Optic) is at present writing 
only for book form. 

A READER, New York City. Better than 
waterproofing tents is to buy the ordinary 
canvas, not the heavy kind, but light " dril-

ling." This for the tent proper. 'l'hen pur
chase ordinary cotton cloth for the fly. It will 
be cheaper for you to buy the sort of material 
you want for your folding boat than to try to 
make it yourself. 

THE vVHITE KING OF AFRICA. I. W. Bert 
Foster's serials for THE ARGOSY were: ' ' The 
Treasure of Southlake Farm, "  Vols. X-XI. 

'• Arthur Blaisdell's Choice , "  Vols. XI-XII
XII I ;  ' ' A Lost Expedition," Vol. XIV; " In 
Alaskan W aters, " Vols. XV-XVI ; " A Moun
tain Mystery, ' •  Vols. XVII-XVIII;  "The Quest 
of the Silver Swan, '' Vols. XIX-XX. 2. There 
is no objection to sending queries to us on a 
postal card. 

C. L. G., Winston, N. C. 1. Horatio Alger, 
Jr. has written what would average up to 
about a book a yeat· for every year of his life. 
2. General Schofield is acting commander of 
the United States Army. The naval ranking 
ofthe nations of the world was given in answer 
to W. F. A. iu the June number. The com
parative strength of the various armies cannot 
be determined with any degree of accuracy. 

L. C. F., Waterville, Me. 1. Julia Marlowe 
was married in Apl'il, 1894, and did not play 
again until after she returned from Paris. 2. 
We have no binders for THE ARGOSY. 3· Franci!! 
Wilson may be addressed at New RocheiJc,  
N. Y. ; Beerbohm Tree, Haymarket Theater, 
London ; Charles Frohman, Empire Theater, 
New York. The other persons named may be 
reached by addressing them care of this office. 

W. c. H., New York City. 'l'he serials by 
William Murray Graydon that have appeared 
in 'l'HE ARGOSY are : "The Rajah's Fortress,'' 
Vol. IX; " Under Africa, ' '  Vol. X; " With 
Cossack and Con viet," Vol. XII I; " On Wind
ing Waters , ' '  Vols. XIV-XV ; " Tracked 
Throu�h Russia," Vols. XVI-XVII ;  ' ' The 
Diamond Seekers , "  Vols. xvn-XVIII; II The 
Sun God's Secret," Vols. XIX-XX; " Over 
Africa," Vol. XX. 

E. B . ,  Charleston, S. C. I. Freight charges 
are lower than express rates. 2. Yes, if a four 
page amateur monthly has a bona fide circula
tion of paid subscribers, it ruay be entered at 
the post office at second class rates. 3· About 
9 ounces of spaces are used in an ordinary 
column of 'l'RE ARGOSY. As to the number of 
quads used, it depends altogether on whether 
the matter is solid or open, as when there is 
much dialogue or short sentences. 

I. T. R., Shelbyville, Ky. 1. Mr. Munsey's 
novel, " On the Field of Honor," appeared 
complete iu tile June number of MuNSEY'S 
MAGAZINE, Vol. VII. 2. Mr. Graydon's 
novels, " Vera Shamarin " and ''The House of 
Orfauoff'' may be obtained in Vol. VI of 
MUNSEY'S MAGAZINE. ,)- ' ' Captured in the 
Punjab " was i n  Vol. VII of 'l'RE ARGOSY, 
and is not a sequel to "The Rajah's Fortress." 
whiclt was not published untll later. 4· The 
last issue of THE ARGOSY in weekly form was 
No. 590· 



QU AI NT AN D C U RIO U S. 
" LITTLE DROPS OF WATER. " 

ONE of the Chinese modes of punishment, 
especially when a confession is wanted from a 

criminal, is to place him where a drop of water 
will fall upon one certain $pot in his shaven 
crown for hours, . or days if necessary. The 
torture this inflicts is proven by an experience 
of Sandow, the strong man. 

When he was in Vienna a few years ago, a 
school teacher bet him that he would not be 
able to let a half liter of water drop down upon. 
h-is hand until the measure was exhausted. A 
half liter is only a little more than a pint. 
Sandow laughed at the very idea of his not 
being able to do this. 

So a half liter measure was procured, and a 
hole drilled in the bottom j ust sufficient to let 
the water escape drop by drop. Then the ex
periment began. Sandow laughed and chatted 
gaily-at first. The schoolmaster kept tab 
u-pon the number of drops. At about the two 
hundredth Sandow grew a little more 1\erious. 
Soon an expression of pain crossed his face. 
With the entrance into the third hundred his 
band began to swell and grow red. '.then the 
skin burst. The pain grew more and mote 
excruciating. Finally, at the four hundred 
and twentieth drop, Sandow had to give up 
anrl acknowledge himself vanquished. 

His hand was sore for several days after. 

A HAPPY EXPEDIENT. 

AT Annapolis, science as an aid to discipline 
has been found effective where all else failed. 

A naval officer once found he could not 
teach the youngest men in the Naval Academy 
not to squirm and start and j ump, and plug. 
their · ears with their fingers, when the heavy 
cannon were fired. It was of no use to argue 
with them ; pleadings were in vain and re
proofs were useless. It was highly ridiculous 
to have a lot of young men, whose profession 
it is to make war when war is needed, act like 
sch·ool gitls when the sea artillery was in noisy 
operation. 

Finally the officer hit upon a plan. He had 
a camera " trained " upon his gallant cadets 
without their knowing it, and then he ordered 
broadside after broadside to be fired. The 
noise was thunderous, and the actions of the 
cadets were as usual most undignified and 
most unwarlike. A few days later some ex
cellent photographs of the "young-men-afraid
of-a-noise " were hung up in prominent posi
tions to be a perpetual reproach to those who 
plugged their ears. 

Those photographs did their work. The 
next time the cannon roared the cadets stood 
Hke statues carved from stone, petrified with 
their fear of the ' ; deadly camera " and its 
brutal frankness. 

SURGERY THAT USED LIVING THREAD. 

A WOUND is not a pleasant thing to be 
obliged to endure at any time, but with the 

style of surgery said to be i
.
n vogue among 

the Indians of Brazil a man who is troubled 
with weak nerves must look upon the cure as. 
a more horrible experience to pass through 
than that of the wounding itself. 

The materials are handy almost anywhere i n  
the Brazilian forest. These materials are a 
species of very large ant, which has mandibles 
which can bite through almost any substance. 
One of the pecul iarities of this ant is that 
when it catches hold of anything with these 
jaws it cannot be made to let go. Even if t}:le 
rest of the body is pulled off, these j aws still 
keep their hold. What the Brazilian Indian 
does when he has received a gash is  this. . 

He catches some of these ants, and holding 
them to the wound, which he has previously 
closed together, lets them bite. They fix 
their mandibles on each side of the wound, 
and then he pinches off the rest of the body. 
The jaws do not come apart, and so a.row of 
these ants' beads keeps a wound together as 
well as the surgeon's needle and wirt! would 
do, and as the bite of the ants is not poisonous, 
this rough and ready surgery is quite efficient. 

FISH THAT CAN'T SWIM. 

IT has been commonly asserted, as a some
what singular fact, that sailors are not as a 
rule good swimmers. But still more surprise 
will be excited by the statement that there is 
more than one species of fish which cannot 
swim. 

The most singular of these is perhaps the 
maltha, a Brazilian fish, whose organs of 
locomotion only enable it to crawl, or walk, 
o·r hop, aft�r the manner of a toad, to which 
animal this fish, to some extent, bears a re
semblance. It is provided with a long up 
turned snout. The anterior ( pectoral ) fins of a 
maltha, which are quite small, are not capable 
of acting on the water, but can only move 
backward and forward, having truly the form 
of thin paws. Both these and the ventral 
and anal fins are very different from the 
similar fins in other fishes, and could not 
serve for swimming at all. 

Other examples of non swimming fishes, 
include the seahorse, another most peculiarly 
shaped inhabitant of the sea, which resembles 
the knight in a set of chessmen ; and the star
fish, of which thete are many specimens, which 
mostly walk and crawl on the shore or rocks, 
both being unable to swim. 

A BICYCLE IN SMALL COMPASS. 

WE heard recently of a bicyclist who es
caped paying toll by dismounting j ust before 
reaching the gate, hoisting his wheel to his 
back, and carrying it past the gaping toll keep
er. He might have outwitted the latter still 
more neatly i f  he had possessed a machine ·or 
the pattern thus described by a New York 
paper : 



Q UAINT AND CURIOUS. 

One of the most interesting scenes in the 
city on a recent evening was a bicycle rider in 
a suit of brown corduroys and a white cap, 
riding down Broadway. He had on the 
handle bar of his bicycle a small bundle of 
tools. When he got to the City Hall Park he 
stopped and began to take his  wheel apart 
and put it in a bag. The people passing by 
stopped to look at him. One man , thinking 
he had got a fall, asked him if he was hurt. 
He said no, that he was tired, like his bicycle, 
and was going to go home by train, and down 
to the Park Place Station. he went with his 
bicycle in his bag. 

NOBODY WOULD BE LATE AT THIS SHOW. 

THERE is probably no truth in the assertion 
made in the subj oined paragraph, clipped 
some time since from a daily paper, but it 
is interesting as affording an idea of what sort 
of entertainment will prove of thrilling 
pleasure to the large number of spectators 
that w ould have to be attracted in order to 
make such an enterprise ( ?) profitable. 

A Chicago man is going to get up a spectacle 
for the coming summer that will be peculiarly 
Chicagoesque. He expects to lease IOO acres 
of land in one of the suburbs and build a 
railroad track thereon. He will buy two en
gines at an estimated cost of $ro,ooo apiece. 
Then he will erect an immense grand stand on 
each side of the railroad, accommodating 
Ioo,ooo people. The engines will be steamed 
up to their full capacity and started toward 
each other. The spectacle when they collide, 
the Chicagoan calculates, will be so thrilling 
that thousands will want to witness it. 

THE CLEVER OCULIST. 

THE man who takes up a certain line of 
business should take pains to master every 
detail of it. He never knows when he may be 
called upon to make use of bits of information 
that may seem unimportant when acquired, 
but which may prove of immense service 
when applied in certain directions. 

In a large factory, in which were employed 
several hundred persons, one of the workmen, 
in wielding his hammer, carelessly allowed it 
to slip from his hand. It flew half way across 
the room and struck a fellow workman in the 
left eye. The man averred that his sight 
was blinded by the blow, although a careful 
examination failed to reveal any inj ury, 
there being not a scratch visible. 

Under the law the owner of the factory was 
responsible for an injury resulting from an 
accident of this kind, and although he be
lieved that the man was shamming and that 
the whole case was an attempt at swindling, 
he had about made up his mind that he would 
be compelled to pay the claim. The day of 
the trial arrived, and in open court an eminent 
oculist, retained for the defense, examined 
the alleged injured member and gave it as his 
opinion that it was as good as the right eye. 
Upon the plaintiff's loud protest of his in
ability to see with the left eye, the oculist 
proved liim a perjurer and satisfied the court 
and j ury of the falsity of his claim. 

And how do you suppose be did it ? Why, 
simply by knowing that the colors green and 
red combined make black. He procured a 
black card on which a few words were written 
with green ink. Then the plaintiff was or
dered to put on a pair of spectacles with two 

different glasses, the one for the right eye 
being red and the one for the left eye consist
ing of ordinary glass. Then the card was 
handed him and he was ordered to read the 
wdting on it. This he did without hesitation, 
and the cheat was at once exposed .  The 
sound right eye, fitted with red glass, was un
able to distinguish the gt·een writing on the 
black surface of the card, while the left eye, 
which he pretended was sightleRs, was the 
one with which the reading had to be done. 

BOULDERS THAT ARE NOT STONE. 

THE Falkland Islands, far off in the South 
Atlantic, between the lower end of South 
America and Africa, are not very inviting spots 
to visit. They are swept by fierce winds blow
ing from the South Pole and carrying all ob
structions before them. For this reason there 
are no trees on the island, at least not what 
we, who are accustomed to think of trees as 
things with height, would call trees. 

The visitor to the Falklands sees, scattered 
here and there, singular shaped blocks of 
what appear to be weather beaten and moss 
covered boulders in various sizes. Attempt 
to turn one of these " boulders " over and you 
will meet with a surprise, because the stone i's 
actually anchored by roots of great strength, 
in fact you will find that you are fooling with 
one of the native trees. No other country in 
the world has such a peculiar ' ' forest ' '  growth, 
and it is said to be next to impossible to work 
the odd shaped blocks into fuel, because it i s  
perfectly devoid of grain .  and appears to  be  
nothing but a twisted mass of woody fibers. 

HAP HAZARD MAGNETIZING. 

WE are all pleased when an effort to con
duct an experiment in magnetism results suc
cessfully, but there are occasions when re
sults are attained without any intention on our 
part of bringing them about. And confusion, 
not to say calamity, is the consequence. 

The recent order of the British admiralty 
whereby sentries are forbidden to carry side 
arms when on duty in the dynamo fiats of her 
majesty's ships, appears to be due to some 
experiments which are said to have demon
strated that bayonets belonging to the mariues 
have become highly magnetized owing to 
close proximity to the dynamos employed for 
lighting purposes. 

Both magnetic and electric influences may 
easily be perverted, and sometimes with 
startling results. Not long ago a passenger on 
board an ocean steamer folded up his iron 
deck chair before retiring, and as the night 
was stormy left it inside the pilot house. The 
man at the wheel presently began to be aware 
of something wrong with the compass, and 
before the delinquent deck chair was pounced 
on the ship was half an hour out of her course. 

Au equally well authenticated case is that of 
a learned professor who took his head student 
out testing one day. It was winter, and as a 
cold wind blew through the station the student 
kept on his hat while taking insulation read
ings. The result showed an unprecedented 
degree of insultation, one, in fact, greater 
than infinity, and the professor, as well as the 
student, was amazed and mystified. The 
former,. however, repeated the test, and ob
tained results much less creditable but still 
good. The student had ignored the fact that his 
hat was stiffened with a steel wire in the rim. 



QU ALITIES THAT "W I N. 

THE BULLSEYE OF JOURNALISM. 
" WHICH men make the best reporters-high 

school or college graduates ?" '£his was the 
theme of a discussion not long ago among 
newspaper men. '!'he decision arrive<.! at was 
in favor of the high school boy. And why ? 
Because of the comparative simplicity of his 
w ork. 'l'IIE ARGOSY is not prepared to agree 
that college training unfits a man for news
paper making. But it is a strong advocate of 
simple writing, direct and to the point. 

It may -be argued, says the Washington 
Times, and with all truth, that some of the 
best newspaper men in the country have had 
the advantage of college educations, and any 
of us could print a long list of brilliant names 
in proof of that fact. nut they are successful 
not merely because they are college men, but 
because, unlike the majority of their fellow 
collegians who aspire to literary fame, they 
had the journalistic instinct, that indefinable 
thing called the ' ' n ose for news, " and, leaving 
their togas outside, entered the journalistic field 
with the consciousness that they did not 
"know it all' ' ;  that they had much to learn. 

Vvllen the last flood made rivers of our 
beautiful streets two young reporters were 
sent by the city editor to the river front to 
gather the facts for a " story." One was a 
high school boy and the other a graduate of a 
famous college. The latter was quite a long 
time " covering ''  !lis moist field, but when 
he returned, his essay, for it was nothing less, 
was good enough for the archives of a univer
sity. 

It recited the history of famous floods, and 
grandiloquently depicted the scene, teeming 
with such OTll;tte language as " opalescent 
skies," the "blue etnpyrean vault, " anu so on. 
A good blue pencil was spoiled on it. 

'!'he high school boy's report was a little 
grandiloquent also, but he confined himself to 
" surging waters, " " rushing waves, '' and like 
phrases. However, his manuscript teemed 
with cold facts, his descriptions were accurate, 
and his whole effort was well knit and such as 
the editor wanted. It was published. The 
college man is now a clerk in a real estate 
office, while the high school boy is a promin
ent New York newspaper man. 

THE MAN AND THE OPPORTUNITY· 
How did it happen that Columbus, the poor, 

unhonored Italian, obtained an audience with 
the king and queen of Spain ? 

He was resting by the roadside one warm 
day and asked for a drink of water at the door 
of a convent. The prior entered into conversa
tion with him, and, struck by his appearance, 
and afterwat·ds by the magnificent simplicity 
of his ideas, gave him the intmduction he so 
sorely needed; and thus Columbus gave to 
Castile and Aragon a new world. 

Had the navigator thought such a trivial 
opportunity not worth the testing, how differ-

ent might have been the result ! The man 
who wins is he who believes in his idea and 
neglects no occasion, however insignificant it 
may seem, to maintain it. 

HISTORY IN A NUTSHELL. 
A WASHINGTON paper, the Pathfinder, 

offered a prize to the person who should send 
it the best original history of the United States, 
containing not more than IOO words. '!'here 
were gu contestants and the qualities that 
won were possessed by the author of the fol

lowing, W. T. Gooden, of Pana, Illinois. 
The revival of learning, commercial rivalry, 

and religious zeal in Europe lead to Columbus' 
discovery of America iu 1492. Conflicting 
territorial· claims and parental animosity in
volved English, French, and Spanish colonists 
in wars culminating in English supremacy in 
I763. England's oppression alienated colonial 
affection, induced revolution, hastened inde
pendence. Common cause and danger begat 
colonial union; the weakness of the con federa
tion demanded a Federal Republic. Party 
differences tempted legislation. Negro slavery 
precipitated civil strife, secession, emancipa
tion. Federal authority suvreme, reorganiza
tion succeeded. Religious freedom, an un
muzzled press. invention, internal impmve
ment, and universal education have conspired 
to prosperity at home and honor abroad. 

COURAGE AND COWARDICE. 
FAITHFULNESS iu service an d  the capacity to 

stick to the post of duty through thick and 
thin are qualities that employers, whether 
they be business men or the government, are 
constantly looking for in applicants for posi
tions. 1'hese are prime requisites in lighthouse 
keepers, and in an article on the subject, the 
Detroit Free Press tells of tlle contrasted 
actions of two keepers in Chesapeake Bay. 

'!'he lighthouse at Sharp's Island was lifted 
from its foundation, thrown over on its side 
and carried away by ice early in February, 
I88r. The keeper and his assistant clung to 
the fallen house, and, although one of their 
boats remained uninjured, tht:!y were adrift in 
the bay sixteen and a halfhours, without food or 
water, always in great peril ,  as the heavy float
ing ice often piled up against and threatened 
to swamp the house. It grounded, fortunately, 
on an island, shortly after midnight, at high 
tide, and was full of water. Being satisfied 
that it would not float off again, the two 
keepers went ashore in their boat, and when 
the tide had fallen they returned, saved and 
took to the shore the lens, its pedestal, the oil, 
the library, much damaged by water, and even 
the empty oil cans, and then reported the 
facts to the lighthouse board. 

Meantime the keepers of another lighthouse, 
fearing the ice, had deserted their post and 
gone on shore. The fact that no vessels could 
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have needed the light while the ice remained 
unbroken, and that they returned to their post 
when the danger had passed, did not avail 
them. As soon as the fact of tlleir desertion 
was known, they were dismissed the service, 
and the two keepers who had spent those terri
ble hours afloat in Sllat·p's Island lighthouse, 
and then had saved the apparatus, were 
highly complimented and appointed to the 
deserters' places. 

THE SIMPLICITY O F  CLEVER INVENTIONS. 
THE best way to become an author is to be 

born with a brain subj ect to flashes of inspira
tion that will supply you with first class plots. 
But if you want to be an inventor you should 
work from the opposite standpoint. Find a 

crying need, and seek to think out a means by 
which it may be met. Here is the fashion i n  
which one man d i d  this. 

Walking through a greenhouse one day, he 
noticed that the gardenet· in charge was obliged 
to go to a good deal of trouble to raise each 
ventilating window separately. 

" Vlhy could not some arrangement be de
vised,' '  this observant individual said to h i m
self, " by which all these windows could be 
opened by one movement ?" 

He thought over the problem, and contrived 
a model, and the result was the apparatus now 
in use in all conservatories, and which brought 
a fortune to its inventor. 

THE VALUE OF QUICK THOUGHT. 
THE stamp of courage that requires prompt 

decision and instantaneous action is nowhere 
better exemplified than in the Alpine guides. 
Here is one instance out of many. 

The Lyskamm is one of the most disagree
ably dangerous mountains in the whole of 
Switzerland. Most of the route lies along a 

ridge of snow with a steep slope on one side 
of it, and a precipice veiled from view by a 
cornice of ice on the other. The ascent on 
this occasion had been made in safety, but 
dnring the descent an accident occurred. The 
party, of course, were secured together by the 
rope. One of them slipped. The impetus of 
his fall dragged his nearest companions from 
their foothold, and the whole weight of the 
three falling men came upon Peter Knubel. 
He knew t hat he could not withstand it, and h e  
had only a fraction of a second i n  which t o  de
cide what he would do. 

On the instant, before the rope had time to 
tighten, he threw h i m self over the precipice, 
crashing through the cornice, and hung sus
pended in mid air, balancing his companions 
and checking their fall long enough to enable 
them to get their ice axes into play and cut 
themselves fresh steps and haul old Peter up 
on the ridge again. 

A HERO OF THE REBELLION. 
PHILADELPHL" is proposing to erect a statue 

to Admiral David D. Porter in front of her city 
hall . Tt is eminently fitting that such a plan 
should be carried through. Admiral Pot·ter as 
a hero of the late war. and a loyal son of 
Pennsylvania is deserving of such an honor. 

As early as 1824, when but eleven years of 
age, Admiral Porter left his home in Chester, 
going with his father in the shi p  John Adams 

to suppress piracy in the West Indies. In 1829 
he entered the navy as midshipman, and after 
a cruise in the Mediterranean served on the 
coast survey until 1841,  when he was promoted 
to lieutenant. 

He served throughout the Mexican war, and 
was engaged in evet·y action on the coast, fi rst 
as lieutenant and later as commander of the 
Spitfire. At the breaking out of the civil war 
he was placed in command of the steam frigate 
Powltatan and sent to j oin the Gulfblockading 
squadron at Pensacola. Subsequently he was 
placed in command of the mortar fleet of 
twenty one scltooners, with which he joined 
Admiral Farragut, in 1862. assisting i n  the 
bombarding of Fort Jackson and Fort St. 
Philip, below New Orleans. The forts sur
rendered to Porter in April, r862. 

In 1862, while in charge of the Mississippi 
squadron as actiug rear admiral, he im provised 
a navy yard at Mound City, and in cooperation 
with General Sherman 's army captured Arkan
sas Post, in January, 1863. One of his most 
daring exploits was p erformed shortly after 
this, when he ran past the batteries of Vicks
burg and captured the Confederate forts at 
Grand Gulf, which put him into communica
tion with General Grant and made him a pro
minent factor in the capture of Vicksburg. 
In 1 864 he was transfened to the North Atlan
tic Squadron, and shortly after, in, r86s, cap
tured Fort Fisher. 

Congress tendet·ed him a vote of thanks fot 
this as well as for his services at Vicksburg. In 
1866 h e  was appointed vice admiral, and in 
1870 was made admiml . He died in r8gr. 

HOW THE PAGES SWELL THEIR I NCOME. 
ELECTRI CITY is to banish the pages from the 

House of Representatives at Washington. They 
are to be stationed in two adj oining rooms and 
summoned, when wanted,  by pressing a button. 
Thus a rather picture�que feature of one of 
the halls .of Congt·ess will pass away. In con
nection with this announcement, the New 
York Sun prints some interesting items about 
these servitors of statesmen. 

Many schemes are employed by the pages to 
make extras, and a bright boy with good busi
ness talent has li ttle trouble in securing quite 
a respectable income in one way or another. 
The favorite method is to colli:!ct the different 
speeches on national questions as they are de
livered and printed, an d then sell them when 
a set is completed. The value of such a collec
tion is regulated by the number of speeches 
made and the prominence of the subject. A 
complete set of tariff or silver speeches could 
be purchased last session for ten dollars. 
When McKinley made his famous tariff speech 
several years ago two oft he older pages secured 
the privi lege of printing it. They gave 
McKinley as many copies as he wanted, and 
sold the balance at ten cents apiece and netted 
over $roo each. 

Years ago, during the autograph fad, the 
pages derived a good deal of revenue from the 
collectors, who paid good prices for autographs 
of celebrated statesmen. There is but little 
demand for this sort of souvenirs now, and a 
job lot of a hundred names will not bring more 
than three or four dollars. The work of the 
pages is not very hard, and the place offers 
manv advantages to a bright youth, who can 
get an excellent idea of the working of the 
national government. The most attractive 
feature, however, is the $75 per month salary. 
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THAT TRIAL TRIP. 
HERE is a hint to our young friends who 

may want to sell a last year's wheel in order 
to put themselves in shape to afford a '95 
make. 

A Harlem ntan had advertised his machine 
and a possible purchaser appeared at his 
hot1se to inspect it. The Harlemite was only 
too.eager to exhibit all its good points. 

" Do you mind my trying it?" asked the 
stranger. 

It was a spring evening, the bicycle had 
been brought out to the area door, and the 
street was asphalt paved. 

" Certainly not,'' answered the eager owner, 
who felt that the wheel was already as good as 
sold. 

He assisted the other to mount and stood on 
the curb, watching him as he rode off and say. 
ing to himself how well  mated he and the 
machine were. And he might have been 
watching yet, if he had waited for the fellow 
to come back, for the trusting Harlemite has 
not seen him from that day to this. 

FRENCH SARCASM. 
PARIS was the paradise of wheelmen until 

lately, when a slight reaction has set in. A 
good idea of the lengtlls to which· the craze 
went while its most virulent stage wa.':l on may 
be obtained from the satire in the subjoined 
code of rules for pedestrians, suggested by 
Fig-aro: 

· · Every pedestrian is to be supplied with a 
bell and a signal born, which he shall sound 
ou crossing a street whenever be .espies a cycle 
on the horizon. At night the foot passenger 
shall carry on his breast a lantern containing 
a lighted candle. France shall be entirely 
leveled, in order to save cyclists the annoyance 
of hill climbing. The tax on cyclists shall be 
abolished, and a tax on pedestrians shall be 
substituted. Any foot passenger who, by h is 
awkwanluess aud want of atte lltion, sl•all 
occasion the fall of a cyclist by allowing him
self to be run over, shall be liable to a fine of 
100 francs, and for a repetition of the offense 
shall be transported to a mountainous region." 

LITTLE BULLETS Tl'L-\. T ARE GREAT. 
IT is the record of history that the world's 

great men have in many instances been small 
of stature. The new bullet recently adopted 
for use in tl•e United States navy is another 
example that size is no criterion of power. 

This new cartridge is only a 23 bore, making 
it smaller than that of any other govemment. 
In fact there is only one size smaller manu· 
factured. the 22 bore, sold to boys, and gene· 
rally considered harmless. 

Yet this little bullet, which will soon be in 
use on all the vessels of the navy, has enor
mous penetrative power, and an immense 
range; and fired from the Lee rifle, wllicl1 has 
been adopted as the official dfie of the navy, 
it is deadly. 

The bullets, while being much smalle1· in 
circumference than a lead pencil, are very 
long, and they are blunt at the point. 

They are called " steel jacketed," and are 
filled inside with lead, but there is something 
more than steel in the envelope. They are 
very much lighter than if they were all of lead, 
and they look for all the world like bits cut off 
a largt: copper wire. These bullets are fired 
with smokeless powder, which is also a nov· 
elty in the small arms of the navy. 

The cartJ"idges are ve1·y long and bottle 
necked, and they are very expensive. They 
cost at wholesale five cents apiece, so that each 
shot fired henceforth by the blue jackets of the 
navy will represent the actual "blowing in" of a 
nickel ou the part of Uncle Sam. 

One of the ad vantages ofthese new cartridges 
is that the sailor who makes one of a lauding 
party or climbs into the tops can now carry 
with him a much larger amount of ammuni
tion than heretofore. 

VICTORY ON ONE WHERL. 
TANTALIZING and elusive as the quest for 

the fountain of eternal youth, perpetual motion, 
or the recipe for the manufacture of gold
seemingly as hedged about with impossibilities 
as all these was the creation of a unicycle, a pro
blem with which the wheeling world has been 
puzzling itself for years. But it is now claimed 
that E. N. Higley, of Boston, has succeeded 
where so many others have failed. His 
machine weighs only fifty four pounds, and 
can be successfully ridden in a circle and 
guided at will without a collapse. 

'!'he wheel is made of aluminium and stands 
7 feet 3 inches high. It consists of an outside 
rim which'carries a hllge pneumatic tire. In 
the middle is a smaller wheel just about big 
enough for a man to crawl through, and these 
two concentric wheels are connected with 
strong steel spokes. · 

In the center of the inner wheel is a saddle 
and handle bars. A double gearing operates 
the unicycle, both rims of which revolve about 
the rider. The power is applied by friction. 
There are no teeth which engage. 'rhe saddle 
and all bearings have ball hearings, and the 
entire thing moves easily aud without much 
friction. 

'l'he wheel is steered by the changing of the 
center of gravity of the rider's body. When he 
wants to go round a corner he leans out to
wards the corner and the wheel answen� 
readily, being very sensitive. When the rider 
sits i n  the saddle his feet are within touch c f 
the ground. 
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This wheel will not be used very extensively, 
probably, as it is such a huge affair that it 
would scare a horse out of his wits. 

A NEW BRAKE FOR BICYCLES. 

THE tendency to do away with the brake on 
bicycles is altogether too marked. Riders cot:J;l
plain that it adds too much to the weight of the 
machine, and that the same ends can be gained 
by back pedaling. But back pedaling is of no 
avail whatever when a sudden emergency calls 
for an immediate halt. Stick to the brake, 
wheel men, an d show non riders that you dci 
not neglect any precaution that will insure 
not only your own safety but that of those by 
the way. 

· 

A new style of brake, of the autotnai:ic 
pattern, bas lately been placed on the market. 
It is called tbe saddle brake. It is light in 
weight and strong. It is clamped securely to· 
the saddle springs undern eath the saddle, and 
fits equally well any kind of a spring. It is 
also clamped to the two rear forks, and the 
spoon is attached to a spring steel, so that 
when the pressure is released it immediately 
comes back to its normal position, disengaging 
from the tire. The upright rod is in two parts, 
so that it may be lengthened or shortened to 
correspond with the height of the saddle when, 
raised or lowered. The spoon and spring are 
enameled in black. 

The point is made that the brake works 
directly on the rear or power wheel ; also that 
with both hands on the handles and both feet 
on the pedals the rider can regulate the bra,ke 
at pleasure by moving a l"ittle further back on 
the saddle than usual. It is explained that in 
case of a collision being inevitable the rider 
can throw the entire weight of the body o·n the 
brake and stop instantly, but tbat a header is 
avoided by the weight being so far back. 

THE WORK ON AN AXE. 

A N  axe appears to be a very simple article 
to make, but forty workmen handle each one 
before it is ready for the shop. 

The raw material comes in rough iron bars, 
usua11y scaly with red dust. It goes at once 
to the forges . and here the end for a distance 
of some feet is heated until it glows a rich red. 
It is then withdrawn sometimes with the help 
of a tackle, and fed between the rollers of .a 

wonderfully ingenious machine, which cuts tl:e 
bar into double axe lengths, shapes the metal 
in the general form of two axes placed butt to. 
butt, and finally doubles the pieces together 
around a mold, which leaves a loop at the 
middle of the helve hole . Next the axe goes 
to the grate of a furnace fired with gas. where 
it is raised to a white heat. In this fo rm it is 
carried swiftly to the base of a great tilt 
h ammer, which drops down upon it with terrific 
force , welding the folds together in an instant. 

On leaving the tilt hammer, the axe goes 
again to the furnace, where it is heated red 
hot. Then it is taken in hand by a workman 
who rasr,s its edges with a sharp saw to take 
off the ' fins'' or j agged fringe, of iron which 
still clings to it. This is highly dangerous 
work. The axe is hot. and as the steel of the 
saw plows through it, a stream of red hot 
sparks shoots high in the air. Usually the 
workman is protected by means of a glass 
frame in front of his face, but even this does 
not always keep off the particles of hot iron. 

Now the iron parts of the axe, all o f  the butt 
and most of the blade, are complete. The steel 
for the knife edge is first heated at the furnace 
and then stamped into the proper shape by a 
powerful die press. 

The two parts are now sent to the welding 
. room, and the following occurs : A groove is 
· cut iu t0 the. forward edge of the iron butt, the 

steel knife edge carefully inserted, and after 
being heated the great hammer welds the two 
together. 

The most important point of the whole pro
cess is the tempering, and it is here that SOt;J.le 
manufacturers have been highly successful. and 
some have failed completely.· According to 
the most improved methods, pots of lead, sus
pended over a furnace, are used for healing 
purposes. The steel axe blade is dipped down 
into the niolten lead very careful1y, and wheq 
sufficiently bot it is instantly removed and 
thrown into a vat of cold water. As soon as it 
comes out it goes at once to an inspector, who 
makes very careful tests to find out wh!'!ther ·or 
not the steel is too brittle or not brittle enough. 
It must i=ilso be exactly of the · standard size 
and weight. The usual way of testing for 
tempering. is to strike the edge sharply with a 
hammer. If it chips off or cracks the axe is 
thrown aside without further ado. 

After all the inspector's requirements have 
been met the axes go out to the grinding room, 
where half a score of spectacled men sit ·be
hind swiftly turning grindstones and ' 'smooth" 
t11etn all over. giving particular attention,

. 
of 

course, to the knife edge. Next the polishers 
take the axe in hand, aud after a few minutes 
of work with emery and wooden v.-heels the 
implements assume the shining appearance 
which they present in the hardware store. 

A NEW PACE SETTER. 

CAN a man ride a mile a minute on a bicycle? 
Chal'les Murphy, of New York, thinks he can 
if he is paced by · a locomotive. At t11 is writ
ing he is trying to anange with the Penns.)+ 
vania Ri=iilroad to lay a boat·d track betwe e n  
the rails, allowing him to follow immediately 
in · the wake of one of their fast engines: · This 
will cut ·o ff any wind resistance and give 
Murphy the benefit of the engine's suction. 
But if an ·accident should befall the locomotive, 
what then ? 

THE BICYCLE UP TO, AND BEYOND, DATE. 

Tt-IE boom in bicycling still continues. Re
cruits to the ranks of the riders are constantly 
being made fro m  almost every class, age, and 
condition. Here is the very late'i>t in cycle
dam, so far as the machines themsel.ves are 
concerned : 

The popular weight for a road bicycle this 
year is twenty one pounds, more or less. They 
range fro m  twenty to twenty one and a half 
pounds. Experiments have been made with 
aluminium for the frames of bicycles, on ac
count of its great lightness, but they have been 
unsuccessful so far. 

Steel tubing is so strong and light that manu
factu t·ers think that it will not be superseded. 
The next improvement, they say, will be some
thing to take the place of the sprocket chain. 
The rest of the machine is so nearly pe rfect, 
from a mechanical standpoint, that the chain 

· seems crude, but nothing has been fo und thus 
far to take its place. 



FLOATING FU N.  
A SHORT STORY. 

JT is never easy to confess our faults, and the 
German child J.'liegende Blaetter tells about is 
not to be blamed for trying to smooth the way 
for hersdf. 

" Mamma, do you like to hear stories ?" she 
bel}"an. 

' Yes, my child." 
· •  Shall I tell you oue ?" 
" Yes , ,  
' ' Will you be very much interested ?" 
" Certainly, my child." 
' '  But it is not a long story " 
· ' Never mind; tell it to me." 
" Well, there was once a-cologne bottle

and I broke it !" 

WHY NOT PLAY BALL ? 
MRS- HONNIMUNE voices the sentiments of 

a good mauy people who know a great deal 
more about baseball than she does. 

' ' Charlie. dear,.,  she said to her t usband 
the other day, " I  don't think I take enough 
interest in things that men care for. Won't 
you tell me something about baseball ?" 

" Of course. Anything that I can . "  
' ' I've noticed that sometimes when a club 

gets beat it's because tile umpire doesn't do 
right. " 

• ' Yes.', 
· • And sometimes because the weather isn't 

right." 
" Yes." 
" And sometimes because the audience 

doesn't do right." 
" Yes." 
" Well, Charlie, dear, what I want to know 

is what the players have to do with the 
game ?" 

HIS CLEVER DEVICE. 

The inventor of the followiug device is not 
au Irishman with a predisposition to bull 
tltaking, as might be supposed, but a Get·man. 

He had procured a watchdog to guard his 
house, providing him with a house in the yard. 
But the dog kept him awake o' ilights by his 
barking, so his owner conceived the brilliant 
plan of rigging a speaking tube from the side 
of his hed to the kennel, through which he can 
call down and command quiet without the 
trouble of rising and going to the window. 

THE SOFT SIDE OF HIS FALL. 

1'HB hero of the subjoined incident went 
even further than the advice of the old adage 
to " grin and bear it " ca1Js for. 

Terence Murphy was such a good carpenter 
that he was rarely without employment. One 
Saturday, towards the tired end of the day, he 
was at work on the roof of a new house. Sud
denly !tis foot slipped, and he fell to the 
ground. As the house was low, the fall was 

not long, yet he lay so motionless that the 
other men ran to him quickly, believing that 
the w�n;t had happened. Just as they reached 
him he opened his eyes and grinned. 

" Are you much hurt, my boy ?" asked one 
of the men tenderly. 

Terence grunted. 
" 'fhat was a bad fall, Terence." 
The unfortu11ate fellow drew a breath. 
•• Och, niver moiud," he said. " Oi was 

coming down after nails. auy way. " 

" LOVE'S LABOR LOST.'' 

HERE is another Irishman story-of a man 
who took a pride in his work, albeit it was the 
pride of ignorance. He was working for a 
contractor who took a great interest i u  his men, 
so when Pat announced that he was going to 
leave, he invited him to the office and re
quested him to give his reasons. 

" \Vell, well, Pat , "  he began , " what's thi;; I 
hear about your leavin g ?  What's the matte r ?  
Haven't I always treated you well ? "  

• ·  Indade y e  have, sorr," replied Pat. 
" Well, what's the troubl e ? "  
· •  It's that boss Smith. Shure yisterday h e  

took m e  away from m e  hod a n '  bricks, an' sint 
me way up on a hill, that was covered wid 
rocks. He put me ou the top. with a stheel rod 
in me hand. · Drill a hole there , '  says he. 
An' I squatted down wid a hammer an' the rod. 
an' I worruked for two hours makin' a foine 
nate hole. An' thcu will ye belave it, sorr, a 
big fool came along. and filled the foine hole 
with powdher and blew it all to smithereens, 
an' I'll uot do that fool thrick ag'in . " 

THE TABLES TURNED. 

THE old maxim's declaration of what 
happens " when Greek meets Greek,''  seems 
to be well demonstrated in the following. 

" I guess my hat',; my own ! I paid for it!" 
snapped the yonng woman at the matinee, 
turning round and addressing the two men who 
were making audible remarks about her tower
ing head dress. " And I paid for my seat, 
too !" 

" But you didn't pay for all the space be
tween your seat and the ceiling, my dear young 
lady, "  mildly observed the elder of the two 
tuen. 

CHILDHOOD THAT CONQUERS. 

THE unconscious cleverness of children ! 
\Vhat is more delightful ? It is as ref1·eslting 
as the studied efforts of some of their elders to 
pose as wits is wearying to the soul of the be
holder. 

It was at dinner, and there hac1 been chicken. 
of which the lillie daughter of the house had 
partaken with great freedom. 

' ' I want some more chickeii , "  said France s. 
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" I  think you have had as much as is good 
for you, dear, " replied Frances' mamma. 

" I want more . "  and Frances pouted. 
" You can't have more now, but here is a 

wishbone that you and mamma can pull. 
That will be fun. Yon pull one side and I'll  
pull the other, and whoever gets the longer 
end can have her wish come true.  Why, 
baby, you've got it! What was your wish,  
Frances ?" 

' '  I wish for some more chicken, " · said 
Frances promptly. 

She got it this time. 

WHAT WORRIED HER. 
THE writer once put a bad penny in the con

tribution box in mistake for a dime. The 
treasurer of the church was a friend of his to 
whom only the night befm·e he had exhibited 
the bad penny as a curiosity. Of course there 
was nothing for it but to seek out the friend, 
explain matte1·s and substitute another offer
ing. Here is an ep isode of the same sort, but 
with a different denouement. 

The pastor bade her procPed . 
" Tell me all , "  he urged kindly. 
" I  put a button in the contribution box , "  

she faltered. 
" And did your conscience trouble you ?" he 

asked. 
The woman raised her eyes earnestly. 
" No , "  she answered;  · ' I put in the wrong 

button and broke a set, and I would like to ex
change it, if you please. " 

A TIM I D  PETITIONER. 
HERE is another specimen of the Irish bull, 

although this time it was evidently perpetrated 
with malice aforethought, as it were. But the 
point of the j oke lies elsewhere. 

A young man in want of a five pound note 
wrote to his uncle as follows : 
DEAR UNCLE : 

If yon could see how I blush for shame while I 
am writing, you would pity me. Do you know 
why ? Because I have to ask you for a few pounds, 
and do not know how to express myself. It is im
possible for me to tell you. I prefer to die. 

I send you this by messenger, who will wait for 
an a nswer. Believe me, my dearest uncle, your 
most obedient and affectionate nephew, 

PERCY CRAVEN. 

P.S.-Overcome with shame for what I have 
written, I have been running after the messenger 
in order to take the letter from him, but I cannot 
overtake him. Heaven grant that something may 
happen to stop him, or that my letter may get lost! 

The uncle was naturally touched but was 
equal to the emergency. He replied as follows: 
MY DEAR PERCY : 

Console yourself, and blush no longer. Provi
dence has heard your prayers. The messenger lost 
your letter. 

Your affectionate uncle, 
"l'IMOTHY PURSEPROUD. 

TURN ABOUT FAIR PLAY. 

WHAT'S sauce for the goose is sauce for the 
gander, says the adage. Why, indeed, should 
an artist iu music or letters be expected to 
furnish gratuitously exam pies of his skill, 
where one would not think of asking a lawyer 
or doctor to do the same ? 

Knllak, the famous German pianist, was once 
in vited to dinner by a wealthy Berliner, who 
was the owner of a large boot manufactory and 
had been a shoemaker in h is time. After the 

repast K ullak was requested to play some
thing, and he consented. Not long afterwards 
the virtuoso invited the boot manufacturer, 
and after dinner b;mded him a pair of old 
boots. 

" Vlhat am I to do with these?" inquired the 
rich man . 

With a genial smile Kullak replied : . " Why, 
the other day you asked me after dmner to 
make a little 111 nsic for yon, and now I ask you 
to mend these boots for me. Each to his 
trade . ' '  

BETWEEN TWO FIRES. 
WHo will say that the policeman was not 

right ? A speedy whedman may at times be a 
thing of terror to pedestrians, but a learner is 
always a menace. 

" Here, now ! ' '  cried officer McWart, " it is 
agin the law to ride thot wheel ahu the side
walk. · '  

" But I a m  not riding, " pleaded the be
ginner. " I am only tl·yi ng to. " 

" Bejabbers, thin, Oi will rn11 ye iu for givin' 
au akkyrobatic exhibition widout a license." 

W ELL POSTED. 
BARBER'S talk is generally accounted weari

some. Now and again, however. a me mber of 
the fraternity gets off something good. 

" I see yon wear a G rand Army button , "  
said the man in t h e  chair. 

" Yes, salt , "  responded the African, with a 
smile. 

" Belong to a colored post, I suppose ?'' 
" No, sah. The cullud post belongs to me. " 
It was not till he had stepped out and noted 

the barber's sign that the customer saw the 
point. 

WANTED HIS MONEY'S WORTH. 
I F  a man pays a big price for a thing, he 

wants to make sttr.e that he is having every 
fraction of enj oyment that can possibly be 
derived from it. At least some men do. One 
of them is a Bostonian who visited Cleveland 
during an electric light convention that was 
held there. 

He occupied with two friends a very elegant 
and luxurious suite of rooms at the Hollenden. 
Another friend happened to call about three 
o'clock A. M. and was surprised to find him 
sitting in a big armchair smoking and reading. 

' ' Hello! Do you know what time it is?" in
quired the friend. " I should have thought 
you'd have been in bed and asleep. " 

" Asleep ? \Vhy, man , "  was the reply, " I 
can't afford to sleep i n  these rooms. They cost 
me sixteen dollars a day, and sleep at two 
dollars an hour is a little too expensive for 
yours truly. ' ' 

NOT ON THE MARKET. 

THE incident described below must have 
occurred in leap year. 

Mistress ( a  widow)-" Well, Johnson, I'm 
sorry you are going to leave us,  but you're 
very fortunate in having this money left you. " 
( Pleasantly) " I suppose you'll  be looking 
out for a wife now !" 

Johnson ( the bntler)-"Well, really, ma'am, 
I feel very much honored by what you pro
pose, but I'm engaged to a young woman al
ready. ' '  



THE EDITOR'S CORNE R. 

The September number will cotttain the 
opening chapters of a new serial story, de
tailing the experiences of a SouJhern boy 
s1icldenly tlwown ot& his own resmwces in 
Gotham ; an illustratecl article on Moun-

. tain Climbing ; a timely paper on the Adi
romlacks, with pictures ; an interesting ac

. count of the everyday life of the little· crown 
prince of Germany, with portraits of himself 
a1td his brothers ; a splendidly illustrated 
description of the Pratt I1tslitute, Brook
ly1t's famotts school ; together with a 
specially attractive variety of other matter 
zn letterpress and illustrations. 

" LATENT BIOGRAPHY." 
WE call the sp�cial attention of our 

readers to this series of papers by D. 0. S. 
Lowell, begun in the present number of 

. THE ARGosv,and to be continued for several 
months. They are to deal with prominent 
Americans, and while stricUy accurate as to 
facts; will stimulate curiosity and research 
by veiling the identity of the subject under 
an initial letter from some one of his names. 

'Mr. Lowell is what may be called. a 
charter contributor to THE ARGOSY, being 
tl;le author of the " Argosy Yarns " which 
rat� through several of the early nun)ber!';, 

.beginning with the first, and has since been 
issued in book under the title, " Jason's 
Quest. " 

PHONOGRAPH POSSIBILITIES. 
GRACELESS youths who take pleasure in 

terrifying the timid have now the chance 
to vary the old method of white sheets and 
lantern bearing pumpkin heads. The pho
n ograph has recently been applied to 
watches of the repeating pattern , so that in
stead of the hour being tinkled by a bell, it 
is called off by the human voice. 
· The Weird results obtainable from an ex
tension of this idea readily suggest them
selves. It might, indeed, be made effective 
2n tile line of burglar alanns. · 

THE MILITARY SPIRIT AND THE 
FLAG. 

· IT begins to look as though this last 
.half decade of the century were to be sig
nalized by an outbreak of the military 
spirit in the United States. It has already 
invaded our public schools, and higher 
praise was won by the schoolboys in the 
Decoration Day parade in New York, than 
by any other portion of the procession. 

And now the Brooklyn, postmaster has ord
ered that all letter carriers shall salute 
their superior officers when they meet. 

One good result of this i.nfusion of the 
martial element into the American mind 
is the influence it has undouj:>tetlly exerted 
iu spreading the love for the flag. Fla_g 
Day, .the 14th of June, was observed t.h1s 
year by a grand display of the Stars and 
Stt·ipes that augured well for the increase of 
that patriotism in which our country has 
hitherto been some,vhat lax. 

A SUGGESTION FOR PARIS. 
MANY hundred years ago St. Paul told 

the Athenians that they were always seek
i ng some new thing. What he would have 
thought of the striving after novelty in the 
civilized world today it would doubtless re
quire many exclamation points to punctuate. 

This craze for the unique, the fanciful, 
the bizarre, becomes especially noticeable at 
the time of an international exposition . 
The ParisEiffel Tower ofx889 was succeeded 
by the Ferris \Vheel of our own Columbian 
Fair, and now the French are cudgeli11g 
their brains for a brand new sensation 
arouser for their exhibition of Igoo. The 
idea at present under serious consideration 
is that .of a hole in the earth nearly a mile 
in depth. This would certainly be a suffi
cient contrast to M. Eiffel's tower, but it 
could scarcely be expected to be so attrac
tive in itself. 

Why not give Europeans an exattJ.ple of 
American energy in the way of building an 
·opera house in a day ? Such a thing was 
done not long ago out in Colfax, Washing
ton. The foundations were prepared, to be 
sure, but the brick �aying was all done be
tween dusk and daw11, the interior work 
was completed by the following evening, 
and that night the first performance was 
given in the theater to a packed house. 

BOY REPORTERS. 
A WASHING'tON newspaper is giving the 

schoolboys of that city an opportunity to 
train themselves in reporting. It offers 
25 cents for every item of news of suffi
cient public interest to be printed, .and of 
which the editor has not already been ap
prised. This is all very well , but there 
ought to be a special prize awarded for ac
curacy. 

Have you ever read in the morning paper 
a: description of· some occurrence of which 
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you yourself were a witness ? If you have, 
you have without doubt seen one, two, 
three, probably as many as half a dozen 
misstatements in less than half a column. 

What does this show ? Careless work, 
and yet it is the average work done on 
every paper in the land. 

" Oh, I guess I've got the main facts all 
right, " the reporter says to himself. " Any 
way, I haven't got time to investigate, and 
n obody'll take the trouble to object." 

· 

But even though there is no protest and . 
the city editor never finds out the inaccu
racies, this slovenly work reacts on the . 
young man ' s  own mind. Careless in this 
detail, he drifts into carelessness in every . 
other, and his progress is away from instead 
of towards the editorial chair. 

And this explains why the latter nowa
days is so frequently filled by men who 
have received their training in other fields. 

PEARLS TO ORDER. 
DIAMONDS might still be as beautiful as 

ever, but if they were as easily within the 
reach of every one as daisies i n  June, their 
value would be proportionately lessened. 
I n  this co1fnectiou it will .be of interest to 
note what may be the result of experiments 
that have been made at .W ashington, with 
some degree of success, tending toward the 
pmduction of.artificial pearls. 

Into the shells of a certain species · of 
fresh water mussels, small particles of bees
wax were thrust. These, in the lapse of 
time, have been covered with the thin, 
transparent film which goes to form the 
pearl, and it is claimed -at the Smithsonian 
Institute that one of the pearls · thus 
" manufactured " ·was as large as a pigeon's 
egg. 

Suppose this method of prod,ucing one of 
the most valued gems should flood the 
market with pearls as beautifu1 as any ob
tained with infinite paiJ1s by divers i n  the 
South Seas; would their owners rejoice as 
much i n  their possession ? 

Supply and demand are a gauge of value, 
whose scales may always be depended upon 
to register accurately. 

A NEW VIEWPOINT FOR OLD 
METHODS. 

ARE we mistaken in calling this the pro
gressive age ? Listen to what a man of 
science tells us : 

" If the electric light were universal to
day, the candle, if suddenly introduced, 
would be thought a wonderful invention, as 
it enables a person to obtain light in its 
simplest and most portable form, and with- · 
out the use of cumbrous machinery or the 
necessity of attaching the lamp to any fixed 
point by means of wire before it could be 
lighted . "  . .  

Such a viewpoint starts a far reaching 
train of thought. Why should not the satlle 

reasoning hold good with regard to any of 
our modern improvements ? The railroad 
car is swifter than the stage coach, but then 
the coach may be driven practically any
where, while the coach must stick to the 
rails. Then there is the advantage a stair
way possesses over the elevator of being al
ways at one's service, and not being found 
at the top story when one is at the street 
entrance, and vice versa. And so ,one might 
go on through the list. · · · · · · 

But in spite of some advantages old . 
methods may possess over the new, we , 
fancy that not even learned professors will , 
wish to exchange places with their grand
fathers, and use " tallow dips " rather than 
gas and electricity. 

ALMOST GONE. 
THE bound volumes of TH:E ARGOSY 

forming our special offer are almost gone. 
Some of them indeed are already sold out. · 
Vols. III. VI, and XI come off the list this 
month . This leaves only Vols. VII, VIII, 
and IX at $2 each ( former price, $5 ) ,  and · 
Vols. XIII, XIV, XV, XVI, and XVII at 50 
cents each ( former price, $1 . 50 ) .  

Vol. VII is of quarto size, containing the 
numbers for haif a year in 864 pages. The 
illustrations in this volume are of especial . 
attractiveness, and there are 16 spirited 
serials: 

Vol. VIII contains 832 pages and 19 splen
did serials, the aggregate cost of which i n  · 
book form would be $23.75. 

Vol . IX contains 786 pages and 14 serials, 
including two by James Otis and one by 
William Murray Graydon. 

VoL XIII, page almost the size of Har
per's Weekly, contains 364 of them, with a 
dozen serial stories by leading authors, and 
special articles on Archery, Curve Pitching, 
Modern Torpedoes, Rare Coins, Football,  
etc. 

Vol . XIV has the same number of pages, 
16 serial stories, and special articles · on 
Swimming, Camping Out, Riding, Rowing, 
Hare and Hounds, Lawn Tennis, Bicycling, 
Baseball, etc. · 

Vol. XV, the same size, has 17 serials, and 
special articles o n  Boat Sailing, Boxing, 
Gymnastic Exercises, Our New Navy, Trap-. 
ping, etc. . 

Vol. XVI, also with 364 pages, contains 
18 serials, and special articles on West 
Point, the Annapolis Academy, Homing 
Pigeons, Glass Blowing, Pottery Making, 
Kite Flyi11g, etc. 

Vol . XVII has 434 pages and 21 serials, 
with special articles on Some Novel Uses 
for the Camera, Flying Machines, Anim�l 
Training, Working One's Way Through 
College, Some Queer Fish, Shot Making, 
etc. . 

In addition to the foregoing features, 
these volumes are richly freighted with 
clever short stories, spirited pictures, and a 
vast amount of interesting mtscellany. .· · 



STAMP DEPARTMENT. 

jUDGING from personal observation i u  this 
section of the ph ilatelic wo1·1d, as well as from 
what stamp dealers tell us, there has been no 
appreciable falling off in the interest shown 
by collectors in their hobby, notwithstanding 
the hot weather. Dealers everywhere report 
that bw;iness is unusually brisk for this time 
of year, and the attendance at auction sales 
and the prices realized are both large. 

The tendency to put by stamp collections 
during vacation time seems to be decreasing. 
Many collectors are proposing to take -their 
albums away with them, and doubtless many 
an hour of stormy weather will be enlivened 
thereby. 

Those dismal pink 2c stamps first turned out 
by the Bureau of Engraving and Printing, 
which caused such a wail of protest to go up 
all over the country, are, from present indica
tions, going to be valuable before a great while. 
Comparatively few of them are being saved, 
and as they have been recalled anrl millions of 
them are now awaiting destruction in Washing
ton, they may in time rival the famous .)C pink 
of r86r. It would be a wise precaution for 
collectors to preserve such of them as may 
come into their possession , for though quite a 
number are still in circulation, the small per
centage which is likely to escape destruction 
will be rapidly absorbed by dealers, who 
shrewdly appreciate our weakness for such 
philatelic " freaks.'' 

The recent finding of a sc Hawaiian 
missionary stamp in San Francisco, as chron
icled in the May number of THE ARGOSY, and 
the selling of the same for $350, resultec'l iu the 
di sclosure of another of these missionary 
stamps, although a distinct variety. 

On reading the account of Mr. Sturtevanfs 
lucky find, a lady residing some fifty miles 
from Sati Francisco, whose father formerly 
lived in the Hawaiian Islands, searched among 
her old letters, and was th us richly rewarded. 

Why don't you look up your old letters ? 

The demand for United States stamps is un
precedented. l'his is a good sign. No other 
country presents such an interesting field to 
the specialist, and while prices may be high 
at present, they are going to be a great deal 
higher before many years roll by. If a com
parison between the prices demanded today 
and those asked ten or fifteen years ago be any 
criterion, United States postage stamps are 
exceedingly profitable investments. 

A. L- and J. vV. R. will find two methods for 
easily distinguishing water marks of stamps 
in THE ARGOSY for July. 

Scott's valuation of the $5 State Department 
is $too, unused. Used value is not given. 

Some of the more wealthy philatelists house 
their collections in a very sumptuous manne r. 
A British collector, living in Manchester, bas 
bit upon a scheme for displaying his treasures 
that ts highly ingenious. It consists of a longi
tudinal box containing an endless band to 
which the stamps are affixed. By pressing a 

button the band revolves, pausing as each stamp 
appears behind a magnifying glass in the box. 
A tiny lamp and an electric motor to furnish 
the motive power are necessary to complete 
this apparatus ; but a contrivance similar to this 
that could be operated by band, could be easily· 
made by a clever boy. 

The war on speculative issues is now on, and 
will be pushed with unremitting vigor. A few 
young men were laughe d  at a few years ago 
for proposing to organize an anti Seebeck so
ciety. but since then the evil has been steadily 
increasing until the principal dealers and col
lectors are taking the matter up, and a society 
similar to that proposed by those far seeing 
young men, only of vastly larger proportions, 
is now being org-anized. 

It will have the good wishes and support of 
every collector, man or boy, who lias the good 
of his favorite pastime at heart. 

Many used specimens of the old United 
States department stamps, particularly '\Var 
and Interior, which are quoted at constantly 
ascending prices, may be found filed awa;r 
among the official correspondence at the van
ons military posts and Indian agencies of the 
\Vest. An entire sheet of the 10 cent War De
partment was found a few months ago at a fort 
in Oklahoma; and at one.ofthe Indian agencies 
in the same ter.ritory were found several strips, 
blocks, and pairs of the .30 cent Interior, 
unused, as well as a large quantity of the 
smaller denominations. 

These are at present worth about double 
their face value, but a few years from now will 
pmhably bring far more. 

The arrest of Maximilian Maitreat, a French
man, on the charge of countet·feiting \Vest 
Indian and South American postage stamps, 
will, it is to be hoped, put a damper on the 
ardor of the iudividuals who choose this method 
of 1i ving by their wits. 

Maitreat bad some twen ty thousand counter. 
feit stamps ( Hayti, .)C) in his possession when 
arrested, and subsequent investigation showed 
that he owned a perforating machine and 
various other appliances of new aud improved 
pattern for pursuing his nefarious trade. 

The Secret Service detectives claim to have 
traced two million stamps manufactured by 
Maitreat. 

Our Binghamton correspondent signing him
self XL writes to inquire about the so called 
Bussahir stamps. Bussahir is said to be a tiny 
native State in India which has j ust waked up 
to the fact that tbe1·e is money in issuing 
stamps even if they are not needed to any ex
tent for postal purposes. The set consists of 
seven varieties . rather grotesque in design, and 
perhaps is quite as authentic as the majority 
of the stamps of the native Indian States. We 
decline to advise our friends as to the advis
ability of investing in them, however; it would 
be wiser to wait a few weeks or months until 
more is known about Bussahir State, which is 
not down on the map, and may prove to be 
entirely fictitious. 




