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  [image: ]he harem system, where eighty wives or more lived under one roof, or divan--the parent abode--had not, at the time of which we speak, been introduced. Mormonism, in its open defiance of the world, was not the hideous thing it is now--shameless, reckless, vile--beyond power of description. But even in its early days, when polygamy was restricted to two, or, at most, three wives, it was revolting enough.


  A man may here keep a wife and concubine under the same roof, in the shape of a governess, or servant, or companion; but the woman knows it not; or even, if she suspects it, and, for her own dignity's sake, or the happiness of her children, declines to make a scandal of it, at least, she avows it not. Let us enter Dou's Creek, and see the picture it represents. It was a village of about thirty houses and tents, built without much regularity, but the doors always looking towards a common centre. There was always an affectation of Arcadian and patriarchal simplicity about the Mormons, which seems as suitable as might be with a congregated mass of London pickpockets and street-walkers.


  In the centre were held the games, chancing, wrestling, running, and such like. There were several empty houses, which had belonged to Mormons, who had been forwarded to the upper settlement as they were ready.


  It was now eight o'clock. Once again the altar of the false prophlet had been erected to go through the blasphemous mockery of a marriage. All the chiefs of the Mormon camp were assembled and all the most contented of the women.


  Walter de Vere was dressed out in a brave array. He had contrived to curb his drunken propensities for once, and stood on one side of the altar calm, collected, but very pale. Sarah Paulding was ghastly. Everybody whispered that they had never seen so unearthly-beautiful a pair. Both had a strange gleam in their eyes, which was, to a keen observer, perfectly Satanic.


  Nobody could make out, to see them, whether they were being united by great hate, or very great love. They stood about two feet asunder.


  One of the Mormon elders took up the prayer-book and began to reach its impressive "Form of Solemnization of Matrimony". He turned to Walter de Vere and asked him the usual question.


  "Yes," was the ready reply.


  "Wilt thou," continued the imposter priest, "have this man to be thy wedded husband, to live together after God's ordinance in the holy estate of matrimony? Wilt thou obey him, and serve him, love, honour, and keep him in sickness and in health; and forsaking all others, keep thee only unto him, so long as ye both shall live?"


  "No!"


  Had a thunderbolt fallen in among them, it could not have caused greater sensation than this single monosyllable.


  "But Miss Paulding!" cried Walter de Vere paler still with rage.


  "What is the meaning you will not have him?" asked the astonished priest.


  "False and outcast minister of God!" she said, "do you think, I, the daughter of a real servant of the Lord, would wed a forger, and thief, who has already dragged two wretched beings into the mire?".Walter de Vere fell back as if stunned. The blow was so fearfully sudden, the charge so unexpected, terrible, yet true.


  "Who has been calumniating me?" he cried, amidst the suppressed jeers of his companions.


  They had all paid their bets. His discomfiture was amusing. But there were serious interests at stake, and to this it behoved them all first to look.


  "No one here has said a word about you, except in your favour," replied Sarah, standing cool, collected, and firm, amid the excited mob.


  "But what I say I know to be true, Mr Walter de Vere--alias Mr William Hicks, for whose apprehension I saw many bills about, when I was last in England."


  "By heavens woman!" cried de Vere alias Hicks, savagely, "whether you like it or not, you shall be my wife. No one shall brave me with impunity."


  "Proceed," said one of the elders.


  "You dare not," cried Sarah, "you dare not violate the liberty of a poor woman. I will not wed this man, say or do what you will."


  "Proceed," said the same nasal voice.


  The ceremony proceeded, Sarah's two friends Lydia and Amy covering their faces with their hands, and weeping. Two strong men held Sarah by the wrists, and had the reckless audacity to announce to the assembly that Sarah had said "yes". The villain had money, which, on an occasion like the present, he used freely to lavish on his comrades.


  Then Sarah was taken to a tent by four women. Lydia and Amy were sternly told to stop where they were.


  "You had better mind what you are at," said Lydia, with a curl of the lip, which startled William Hicks.


  "Why?"


  "Two hours ago, a mounted messenger started to alarm her friends at the settlement," replied Lydia, with a triumphant smile.


  "D--n!" shouted several of the Mormons.


  To the reader: if you can read this--this story (and probably many others) have been ripped off from another website...H M "Who went?" said Harry sternly.


  "You are angry. If you knew all, you would not be. Miss Paulding was an old and dear friend. "


  answered Lydia.


  "It matters not," said the young man, coldly. "The laws of the Saints must be obeyed."


  "What mean you?"


  "And those who aid and abet traitors must be punished," he continued. "Who was the messenger?"


  "Jessie."


  "By the foul fiend," cried William Hicks, "that girl will will be the ruin of us!"


  Phineas Bristowe, an elder who hitherto had not said one word, groaned aloud.


  "Let all the women return to their houses," said the elder, who had officiated as priest; "the Saints will enter into deliberation."


  The women shuddered and obeyed. There was something in the tone of the man which terrified them. William Hicks hastened to the nuptial tent, turned out the women, and remained alone with his so-called wife. She was seated on a box.


  "But dearest lady," he began in husky and constrained tones, "what is the meaning of this change?"


  Silence.


  "After all that passed this morning," he continued, in his old seductive tones, "surely you cannot have forgotten all that was understood."


  "You are a Mormon."


  "Well."


  "Answer me."


  "I do, for convenience sake, take that name in order to travel with the tribe."


  "You have two other wives."


  "Well, according to the ideas of the Saint I have, but in my own idea, I have only one wife, and that is you, my own, dear darling."


  "You are William Hicks, the forger and embezzler--the man who would, if caught, suffer at the Old Bailey," she continued.


  "Woman beware!" he cried, advancing closer to her, his eyes flashing, half with fury, half with passionate desire.


  "Back!" she said.


  As she spoke she rose, and showed a sharp knife, which hitherto, she had concealed up her sleeve. But William Hicks was nothing daunted by this display.


  "Ah! ah! my Lady Macbeth. This acting will not do. Put down that knife, my dainty wife, or it will be the worse for you."


  "Worse for you, felon!"


  "Use that word again," he said, with sullen and lowering brow, "and you will repent it the longest day you live."


  "Would you strike me, coward?" cried the exasperated girl.


  A cold gleam of concentrated fury shot through his eyes, as, with a cry of frantic rage, he flew at her. She drew back, and, cold and firm, stabbed right at him. He fell to the ground, weltering in his blood, after giving one despairing cry for help.


  "Murder--help!"


  In they poured, to find her standing calm, resolute, firm, with the bloody knife held high above her head. Men, women, boys, came rushing and were scared by the sight before them. A man approached Hicks, while Sarah, without the slightest hesitation allowed herself to be disarmed.


  "Is he dead?" she whispered.


  "I know not, murderess--but dead or living, you shall die the death!" cried one of the elders.


  "Anything better than his paramour," she replied.


  "Bind her--let all leave but elders," continued the speaker, "remove the wounded man to his own waggon."


  After some little difficulty and hesitation, this order was obeyed, and Sarah remained in the tent with the twelve elders. A brief conference was held, in low, hushed whispers, and then Sarah was seized, blindfolded, gagged and taken out into the open air.


  She felt herself placed upon a horse; the clatter of other horses' hoofs could be heard around her, and then she was hurried away at a rapid rate. Presently they halted. They were in a dreary kind of dell, overshadowed by tall and wavy pine trees. They ungagged her, took off the bandage from her eyes, without untying her hands, and seated her on the grass. Two lanterns were placed upon the ground about seven feet apart. Then a pickaxc and two shovels were produced, and three men, casting off their coats, began to dig. Anyone could see at once that they were digging a grave.


  Sarah shuddered. It was hard thus to die in her unrepented sin. She had acted in self-defence, but her hands were red with blood. It seemed a kind of retribution that she, too, should perish by a violent death. The idea of past happy days came over her, and the thought forced itself upon her, that she had been a wicked and ungrateful girl. Her uncle's character now appeared in a clear and vivid light--the light of truth and reason. How could she have so misjudged him? But these ideas availed her no longer. She was in the hands of men actuated by wild feelings of revenge. She knew that she was going to die.


  It was strange, but she looked on at the preparations with a strange, odd, wild kind of curiosity.


  They were digging a mere hole in the earth; but then, what a hole. Not one spoke to her, reproached her, or alluded to the crime or the punishment. They were sullen, silent, and did not even speak among themselves. Whenever they glanced at the wretched girl, it was with looks of the most virulent hatred and scorn.


  Up in the heavens not one of the starry lamps illumined the horrid, the fearful, and unparalleled scene. Sarah had been to a certain extent religiously educated, though a fond mother had nurtured her pride. She thought for a moment and then murmured a prayer. It was time.


  Two of the men raised her and placed her in the deep hole, which was almost up to her beautiful cold neck. Then, while these two held her with the rigidity of bars of iron, the others began to shovel in the earth. Then the agonizing and maddening thought entered her brain that they were going to bury her alive! This was too much for her, and she burst forth with the most awful shrieks that female throat ever tittered.


  "Silence!"


  "Never! I will not be murdered. Let me have a fair trial. If you are men you will not thus ill use a poor girl."


  "Gag her," said a sullen ruffian.


  Again she gave a wild and horrible shriek. It resounded through the hills with fearful intensity.


  It was the agony of death. But then they gagged her. Then the men who were working did all they could, and in a few minutes the earth was up to her neck. She struggled fearfully, but it was of no avail.


  "Hark! what noise is that?"


  All listened, it was the trampling of horses.


  "Mount and fly. Smother the hell cat some of you," shouted one of the Mormons.


  She had forced off her gag and had given another fearful shriek.


  "Kill--slay--burn!" shouted a maddened and infuriated voice. "No quarter to the bloody heathen!"


  Every Mormon shuddered, and abandoning pickaxes, shovels and lanterns, they rushed to their horses, mounted and flew. Like a whirlwind, a body of mounted men sped by in chase. But two figures halted. One of them bounded to the grave, and casting himself flat on the ground, gazed in agony at the pale face of the girl.


  "Dead, dead! my life, my soul, my own darling Sarah!" said a manly voice, in tones of fearful suffering.


  "Not dead, but she has fainted," said Jessie, dismounting.


  "Dig away the earth--quick. I will support her head."


  The young man did as he was told, working with the strength and vigour of a young Titanic giant. In a very brief space of the he had released her. A flask of brandy scattered over her face and pressed to her lips brought her to.


  "Charles--dear Charles!" she said, clasping him round the neck and kissing his very lips, "was that a horrid dream? No! no! no! Take me away--I know I'm going to die--but take me home."


  "Will you forgive me, Charley? I am very sorry--I wouldn't do it again. But you know that now. Let me die where aunt and uncle will be there to forgive mc. I couldn't help it, he wanted to marry me--air--I killed him!"


  "Killed him!" gasped Jessie.


  "Served him right!" said Charles, lifting her up in his arms; "but do not die--you shall not, will not die. You will live to be my happy, dear and honoured wife."


  "You won't let them bury me alive?" said Sarah wildly.


  "B--t 'em, no!" shrieked Charles, who saw that her head was slightly wandering.


  He raised her quite up now, and placed her on a horse; Jessie mounted and he walked. In this way they reached their settlement, where none but women and children awaited them. The men were all out after the Mormons. At the entrance of the house Jessie paused.


  "You will not go back?" said Charles, anxiously.


  "I must."


  "But not directly. Step and see how she is. Besides, if the people muster strong enough, not a Mormon will leave the country alive."


  Jessie sighed and went in. They put Sarah to bed, and, under the judicious care of Mrs Paulding, she so far recovered in the framing as to be able to converse rationally. She did not recollect all that passed except as a kind of fearful dream or nightmare. She got up to breakfast.


  The old man and Charles advanced to meet her with eager and sympathising looks.


  "How do you feel, my child?" said the uncle, kindly.


  "Like an erring child, seeking the pardon of her father," said Sarah, falling on her knees before the whole family.


  "I will shrive you on one condition," said the old man.


  "And that?" said Sarah, rising and taking a chair.


  "It is that you bcome my daughter as soon as possible."


  "Yes, Sarah--pronnise to be my wife, and all will be happy."


  "If you are not afraid to take a weak, silly and vain girl to be your handmaiden, Charles, I shall be too proud to have have won your honest heart," she replied.


  "Though I am not a gentleman," said the delighted lover.


  "Don't say that again. I had enough of that yesterday. Have you heard?" she said, with a shrudder.


  "The man is out of danger," replied Charles "the miscreants who abducted you have fled far away, and the whole Mormon gang have left our state--or else--"


  "No message for me," said Jessie, sadlly.


  "A letter," replied Charles; "but why, from a mistaken sense of duty, return to such infamous bondage?"


  "I have promised."


  "But such promises--surely you do not hold them binding?"


  "All and every promise. Besides, those who love me are on the track. I know I am in no danger; give me the letter."


  Jessie read it, but made no remark. She took her breakfast quietly, and then wishing them all farewell, left--after a solemn promise to call if she ever passed that way.


  Such is a portion of a Mormon episode of every-day occurrence, and which only did not end in the usual disastrous manner, because the woman had both a bold and valiant heart, and a sympathising friend.


   


  -End-


  A Night among the Islatas of the Rio Grande.
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  [image: ]he Rio Grande del Norte, or Great River of the North, is the south-eastern boundary between the republic of Texas and that of Mexico; and it was while out upon one of the many half-military, halfnaval expeditions, which are incident to the service of the former government, that I had an opportunity of seeing the famous Rio Bravo—concerning which I had read and heard so much. It was in the fall of 1842, when, in company with some fifty good Texans, whose intention it was to lie hid, subsisting on hunting until the main body of the expedition fitted out against Matamoros arrived, that I camped out upon the borders of this great river at some distance below Dolores, We took up our position in the centre of a woody district of rather mingled prairie and thicket, which afforded excellent pasture for our horses, and rendered our concealment a matter of comparative ease, while deer, buffalo, and turkeys, with now and then a stray ox or cow, gave us nourishment ample and satisfactory.


  Few scenes could be imagined more picturesque than the encampment of this Texan predatory company. The spot sejected to pitch our tents, or rather erect our huts, since wigwams composed of the boughs of trees were our habitations, was a narrow little valley, at one end completely choked up by a dense thicket, almost as entangled and impassable as those of the Terra del Fuego. On the northern side of the vale was our line of huts, while in the bottom, and on the southern slope, our horses were carefully hoppled, in order thet none of these tamed mustangs might seek to join their wild brethren, which on the eastern bank of the Rio Grande exist in vast droves. Qn the highest point of the little hill, at the foot of which were our habitations, bencath the shelter of a musqueet bush, was posted a sentinel, to give timely notice of the approach either of friend or foe. With the exception of this man and some half dozen indefatigable hunters, no man did scarcely anything but eat, drink, smoke, and sleep. Here might be seen, lounging over a game of cards, a small party of light-hearted Frenchmen, here a grave couple of Dutchmen hammering away at rounce, there the active Yankee and graver Englishmen disputing hotly as to the relative merits of their two native countries, subjects concerning which the two former sets were so well satisfied as not to deign argument. Immense meals, at which more meat, unaccompanied by bread or vegetable of an kind, was consumed, than an English commissariat department would have. judged necessary for six times the number, were the chief varieties in the course of the day; though now and then a false alarm would set all on foot, when the languor of inaction disappeared in an instant, nations were forgotten (we were all Texans), muskets and rifles clutched, and the reckless daring and bold front which have ever characterised the war-parties of the young republic, was instantly manifest. Once satisfied that we had been deceived, and all sank into its primitive quiet.


  It was on the fifth day of our sojourn in these wilds, after much weary time had been spent in waiting for the expected force, that Captain Karnes, our captain—I being a volunteer from the naval forceproposed a day’s fishing on the river, a canoe having been in the said time duly fabricated and prepared for use. I accepted the proffered invitation with much alacrity, as I was peculiarly anxious to see all that could be seen of the river; and entertaining, as I and all my comrades did, very serious doubts whether the five hundred men under General Barleson would ever arrive. I thought the present as excellent an opportunity as any that could present itself, especially as Captain Karnes, having been  out west for several years in succession, knew the whole district better than any man I ever met while in this part of Texas. Having provided ourselves with fishing tackle, provisions, and a poncho or Mexican blanket a piece, not forgetting our rifles and ample ammunition in case of need, we walked down to our canoe, which lay in a narrow bayou communicating with the Rio Grande. It was from this spot that we took our water; and lower down, between this stream and a larger creek above, were numerous haunts of the deer, so that our hunters had no great distance to travel, a circumstance which to your true Texan is always of vast moment. Why it is, I will not attempt to explain, but laziness and a love for listless inaction are indigenous in this land, and communicate their influence rapidly to all new comers.


  Captain Karnes, ag guide and cicerone, sat down in the stern sheets and assumed the paddle, which he used with singular alacrity and ease, bringing us in a very few minutes from beneath the shade of the trees which lined the bayou, into the broad muddy stream of the great river, here about one hundred and fifty yards across. Upon emerging thus suddenly from the gloom of the thickly-timbered grove which overshadows the creek, to the broad sheet of open water, I could not refrain from expressing a cry of delight. There was something noble and imposing ka the sight of this magnificent but silent highway, especially when one reflects on the wast numerical force of Indians which inhabited its banks, when, in the days of Cortez’s successor, a daring priest. perfarmed a journey up that river, —Indians now scattered, destroyed, forgotten.


  The Rio Grande del Norte, taking its rise near the sources of the Western Colorado, which flows into the Gulf of California, has an estimated course of eighteen hundred miles, with but few tributaries, of which however one is in itself a vastly important stream—the Puerco, ebout five hundred miles in length, rusning parallel to the Rio Grande for nearly its whole length, at a distance of about five and twenty leagues. The two conjoined then an outlet into the Gulf of Mexico, where the Rio Grande is about three hundred yards across, that is, before Hs mixture with salt water make it a portion of the sea. From thence up to Loredo, a town two hundred miles from the embouchure, its flow is somewhat dull, the stream being deep and smooth. Not so, however, in the part on which we had emtered it; here were rapids, shallows, rocks peering above water, with here deep, there scant water—now a still, quiet spot, and there a current almost sufficient to swamp our frail bark canoe.


  No sooner had we pushed into the centre of the stream, and were drifting rapidly by the mere force of the water, than Captain Karnes took occasion to remark, that it was in certain deep pools, on the edge of what is called the first. ledge of rocks, that we should find fish and there indeed im an abundance amply sufficient to repay our day’s journey. I nodded assent, and gazed curiously at the precipitous banks, the scanty timber, and the noble width of this remote and little-visited river, which doubtless some day, whan cleared and improved, will oe navigated up to Sante Fé, that most extraordinary an important of the American caravan marts, and the abject of the most unfortunate of Texan military expeditions. A somewhat unusually rapid motion of our little canoe drew my attention more immediately to our own position; after rounding a point, and leaving behind us a long and noble reach, we had eome suddenly upon the ledge in question, which Karnes informed me crossed the whole river in an oblique direction, from bank to bank, causing at a very low ebb a slight fall, and having on it, at the present moment, about ten or eleven inches of water. It is proposed to cut a channel through this at the western point; but of course very considerable changes in the affairs of Texas must take place ere such things be, though nothing could more tend tu strengthen peace than making this river to Texas and New Mexico, what the Thames is to England, the Missisippi to Louisiana and the interior states, and the Ganges and Indus to our Indian empire. A log, or snag, as wood protruding above the water's edge is familiarly called in Texas, rose about the middle of the ledge, and to this Karnes fastened the canoe by its slight painter, and then stepping cut upon the rock, proceeded to business. I had a red fish line. while he, aiming only at croakers, and such small fry as were abundant, had tackle of various size and character, which he made fast in different positions along the edge of deep water, while I remained quiet in the canoe, waiting until he should capture a fish suitable for bait, and spending the interval in examining the features of the scene. Above could see but little, since we were just past a curve in the river, which here prosented rather the rance of a lake into which a kiad of narrow promontory run from the west, than of a huge stream which had already run some sixteen hundred miles. This point was loosely covered with trees, amid the boughs of which myriads of birds sang and disported themselves. A rapid motion of the water, with here and there a bubble or a sheet of soam, marked the edge of the ledge, while below, the Rio Grande, at the distance of some half mile or less, appeared to divide and lose itself in numerous narrow and intricate channels, its character of a great river being entirely destroyed to the oye of the cursory observer. Nothing, however, can be conceived more picturesque than the wooded islands which caused this change in the outward guise of the old Rio Bravo, or Rio Grande del Norte, as it is indifferently called.


  But Captain Karnes having furnished me with bait, I occupied myself in endeavouring to tempt one of the huge red fish so plentiful in all Mexican rivers to swallow my hook, which was none of the smallest. It was however in vain, for while my companion was. rapidly loading the. canoe with the result of his piscatory labours, I sat, the representative of patience, getting not even a bite for my pains. It was plain the monsters of the deep were too wide awake by half, and by no means to be caught napping thereabouts; thinking, however, that perchance the locality was unpropitious, I also stepped out upon the rock, being then not up to my knees; and walking towards the shore, cast my line into a pool which appeared stiller and less influenced by the current, than any I had previously happened on. A nibble, a gorge, a fierce tugging at my strong and sound tackle was the almost instant teward of my change of position; and paying out line as fast as the animal would take it, I soon had him pulling with desperate and not despicable strength at my right wrist, around which a loop, according to custom, was fastened, rendering it necessary for your victim to break the cord or be taken. Turning my back upon the animal and making for the bank, I ran as fast as possible towards the shore, which gained, I transferred the loop to a stump, and pulling in my line, was speedily in possession of a fine red fish, weighing not less than five and twenty pounds. Somewhat fatigued by a struggle which had been violent and sturdy, I sat down upon a log, whence I enjoyed a view of both reaches, that in which we were fishing and that which we had previously left, which with the still animated freshwater American salmon at my feet, formed a very agreeable prospect for one whose eyes had long been fatigued with the sight of prairies, which, however sublime in reality, me monotonous from long habit. Five minutes had scarcely elapsed when the jocund and wild song of Mexican boatmen struck on my ears, and casting my eyes in an upward direction, I caught sight of a flat boat, with two masts, carrying flying topsails to catch the breeze above the trees, and pulled by eight sturdy, swarthy, and merry Mexicans, and manned by as many more. Here was an evenement—enemies close to us, well armed, doubtless, and eight to one. The odds were against us, but the oaks on the bank, which screened me from observation, in our favour. In two minutes I was beside Karnes; in an equally small space of time ‘we were in the canoe; our fish carefully stowed; our guns ready, and my comrade's paddle in rapid motion, as wellas a spare one, which I handled with equal activity, which, combined with the force of the current, carried us along with wonderful swiftness. It was a caution if we didn’t work.


  We must make for Las Islatas, I conclude, cried my friend the captain, and hide until these rascals are passed, though it’s considerable agin the grain to let them paas.


  Why, what would you do? inquired I.


  I should much like to capture ’em,—to circumvent the varmint, replied Karnes, with an awful dig of his paddle in the water, and an anxious glance behind.


  Perhaps they would like to do the same by us, replied I, laughing, and imitating his exertions; but at all events we can take to cover, and see how things go Perhaps some chance may turn up.


  Las Islatas are a thick cluster of islands which break up the channel of the river, in this place, after the most extraordinary fashion, and creating a very labyrinth of streams, in which any person unacquainted with the locality would lose himself to a certain ty in consequence of the vast number of false channels, bays, inlets, and bights which abound throughout, and affording, at the same time, a very excellent chance of concealment to any small craft which might stand in need of the same shelter that we sought at the present moment. They are of various size, shape, and character, some being mere points jutting out of the water, others assemblages of cane, while others again are wooded and grassy knolls, pleasing to the eye, and peculiarly so to us at this juncture. aving the principal channel, which to knowing and experienced pilots leads by a tortuous route through Las Islatas, to our right we en a small opening between two islands—or what apared two islands—which ere two minutes ad elapsed proved to be a blind bight. To go back, however, was impossible, the Mexicans having turned West Point, and any outward movement of ours would have betrayed our presence. Darting under cover of certain bushes, we drew our canoe close along the shore, landed on a green and grassy bank, grasped our rifles, sened our powder-horns and bulletpouches, and waited until the enemy should have passed to return up the river.


  Hang them fellows, said Karnes, energetically, if they hadn’t given us sich a confounded pull up stream, I wouldn’t a minded half so much. But mum, the varmint have long ears, like any other jackasses.


  By crouching beneath the sholter ofa live oak thicket, we could observe their motions unseen ourselves, as soon as they came within the cluster of isons and upon the spot where we expected them to appear we kept our eyes fixed. The delay which ensued was short; a quarter ofan hour or thereabouts brought the flat boat withm the narrow channel, one side of which was formed by the very island on which we lay in ambush, when in came the flying topsails; the oars were shipped, the helm put hard-a-port, and the Mexicans were motionless on the banks of the Islatas. Karnes cautiously cocked his rifle—I did the same, my companion we peries, If them fellows is up to mischief, I conclude to shoot him in the white poncho-you pick out another.


  No motion, however, was made towards us, the evidently secure enemy employing themselves in taking ashore such things as were necessary for camping. Karnes eye lighted up, and his dark brown visage was illumined with pleasurable emotions as he pressed my arm, whispering me to remain where I was in silence, and without motion, while he departed on a bold and daring errand. Knowing well both his intentions and his character, I merely nodded assent, and my companion departed, leaving his rifle beside me, as well as my own, in case I should need arms. So noiseless were his motions I heard not the canoe pushed off, but I felt that I was alone,and turned my head to watch the merry, eareless crew of the Mexican flat boat, which, as I heard them plainly say, had been lifted by their united strength over the ledge. Hours psssed—their fire blazed cheerfully; they eat, drank, smoked, and laughed, and wondered why a second boat they were waiting to pilot through the Islatas did not arrive. I wondered when Karnes and something eatable would make their joint appearance. Night came on; they slept, not even placing a sentinel, and still I watched, it 1s true somewhat weary and hungry; bat by this time I was a true Texan, and did not mind trifles. It was a lovely night; my warm poncho kept out the cold, and I took my weary watch quite easy. Aboutseven a hand was laid upon my shoulder. I started, my friend said, from a doze, but that I deny—it was Karnes. He was not alone, for twenty stout and well armed volunteers were behind him, having been forded over to the island in his canoe, after a tiresome march down the river’s bank. To carry our bark round to the main channel, to ferry over two at a time until at length the whole stood upon the opposite bank, was a few minutes’ work, and was done while I devoured an Indian corn cake and a lump of venison. We then paused—gazing upon the little knot of sleepers, we listened to catch the least sound of their taking alarm; —our strength was, of course, sufficient to cope with treble the number of Mexicans, but as we desired to have no bloodshed on either side, we used the caution of serpents. Anxious to prevent a conflict, which would doubtless cost the life of friend or foe, I had informed my companions thata second prize was perhaps within hearing of our rifles, and hence, more than from any other feeling, my pugnacious comrades used discretion. A few minutes well improved sufficed to surround the camp, and to possess ourselves of the arms and accoutrements of the Mexicans, who then, rudely awoke, offered no resistance whatever to the completion ot our conquest, suffering themselves to be bound two and two with the characteristic calm of men whose Indian blood was anmixed, though the spoke a rude kind of Spanish.


  There was, however, an exception to this rule in the person of the old ranchero, a halft-bred, who owned the boat and its contents. Drawing himselfup to his full height, and wrapping his gay-coloured Mexican blanket around his dark form, he exclaimed:—


  Madre de Dios, hidalgos, what are you about to do with me? Take my life if you take my goods.


   We want not your life, friend, replied Captain Karnes; we are but a forraging party in advance of the Texan army, and being hungry, have concluded to chaw you up. But I reckon this is waste of words, let us take a slantindicular spy at the boat.


  An examination was accordingly made, when the unwieldly flat was found to contain ample store of Indian corn, deer hams, and jerked beef in abundance, poultry and eggs, etc., intended for Matamorus, but which, under existing circumstances, and according to the maxim of—


  Let them take who have the power, And let them keep who can, were, we felt it acutely, much more suitably bestowed upon ourselves.


  Texan thieves, robbers, pilfering vagabonds, cried the master of the boat; do you intend to take all?


  All, replied the imperturbable Karnes.


  And think yourself mighty lucky, my good fellow, put in a tall Kentuckian volunteer, we don't pay our debts to Santa Anna, on the body of every catawampous Mexican we spy out in the land.


  The Mexican shuddered. The ferocious and cold blooded murders of the military despot who rules the destinies of Mexico were too fresh in the memory of all parties not to excite a fear in the minds of our prisoners, that the mere remembrance of these atrocities might stir up angry passions which blood alone would allay.


  Aye! said Karnes, addressing the Mexican in a fierce tone, be silent, and reckon your body in mighty tall case this night, that thim hams can pay ransom for it.


  Come, come, Karnes, interrupted I, beginning to fear the excitement of wild emotions in my companions, the old gentleman has lost his freight and cargo, ship and crew, and I've known less make a naval officer crusty. You must excuse his temper.


  I spoke in Spanish, and both Karnes and his prisoner laughed at my dubbing the latter a brother of the ocean, when the former added:—


  Oh, if you take him under your wing, cap’n—as a brother seaman, I walk my chalks, and am mum.


  About an hour elapsed ere the second boat arrived; and this fell into our hands, by a little management, even more quietly than the former, and was found to be equally rich in eatables. The night was passed upon the spot; and next morning, landing our well-bound prisoners—thirty-two in number—we secured them two by two in long double file; on each side of which marched an armed party of ten men, severally commanded by Karnes and your humble servant. Our entrance into the camp was made amid uproarious applause, which having subsided, a party of horsemen were despatched to fetch the provender, which was welcomed with great joy and goodwill, there being not a man in our company who was not heartily tired of the rude fare which had for nearly two months been the general lot.


  Three days later a courier from Corpus Christi came in with despatches from General Burleson, informing us that the expedition was given up, as sufficient volunteers had not offered themselves, and warming us that General Woll was out, scouring the frontier with a force far too great for us to cope with. Liberating our prisoners, and loading our horses with as much provisions as they could well carry, we were soon lost to the sight of the free and delighted Mexicans, who stood gazing at us from the hill on which our camp had stood, until the last straggler disappeared within the arches of a forest, through which a trail led to the sea.


   


  -Ende-


  At the Eleventh Hour


   


   


  [image: ]he storm, which had been so slowly brewing, had broken and spent itself; clouds driven and chased were shifting swiftly westward, and the masses of foliage overhanging the gate of Hasting Hall were dripping and glistening in the illume of the freshly-bathed moon, as a young girl, with hasty, faltering gait, passed through this stone portal and down the steps beyond into the deep, shadowy pathways made dim by ancient, wide-spread trees and the veil of approaching twilight.


  Despair and sorrow in their dual force had transformed the features of the girl, dramatic and beautiful by nature, into an expression almost tragic. There was the bewildered pain of a sudden blow in the large dark eyes turned toward heaven, as though the heart were laid bare—the bruised, panting thing it was. The sweet lips quiver and the eyes brim with tears as she hears again the cruel, unjust taunts and accusations that have made her a wanderer in the cold, merciless world.


  You will leave my house at once! She hears again this stern command from her cold, worldly aunt, Leave the house she had but lately entered, at that aunt’s request, indeed; to tarry only so long as was positively necessary, till she should secure the position of governess that had been promised her. It had not been love which had made her aunt invite her into her home. But when her husband’s brother had died, leaving this daughter portionless, she knew what the world would say if she did not offer the orphan protection. To be sure, her own husband was dead, yet it would appear better to manifest some interest in a girl who had, before her father was compelled to resign the important office he held, gained a position among their circle of aquaintance which would now cause inquiry. Nor had the young cousin been overlooked by the gay company assembled at Hasting Hall. Alas! better had she been than to have roused within her cousin Ernestine’s bosom the fiend of jealousy, which had brought down upon her such woe. Unlike herself, she was the petted queen of fashion, fortune and rank, while she, Marigold Hastings, boasted no gold save that wealth of sun-lit hair which had won her the name she bore.


  An adventuress! I ‘alluring the man to whom she is affianced by base means!’ Whom can she mean? I was not aware she was engaged to be married. Why not have told me whom she means? There is no one—but stay—could it be any one not visiting here? It could not be! But no, Odrake Maine would never so have deceived me! Yet he has visited the Hall, and from him alone have I ever received such attentions as might rouse jealousy in another. Can it be he and Ernestine Hastings are betrothed, and he dared to deceive me! If so then I had rather have walked London streets a starving work-girl than have permitted his favors, much as I have loved him. Ah! Heaven, it is too bitter a thought! and with an abandon of despair the girl flung her arms upward as though appealing for denial of this cruel doubt. I will never believe it—never—never—never! And the liquid music of the fountain glittering in the moonbeams seems to echo the words: never —never—never!


  Very fine piece of acting, I declare, Miss Hastings. Pity you can’t adopt the stage as your future career, sounds a gibing voice behind her, and Marigold turns to face her cousin Ernestine Hastings. How happy you are at guessing! Yes, you didn’t need to be told it was Odrake Maine! You knew well when you first began your wiles with him that he belonged to me! There, don’t deny it. It isn’t worth a lie, you know. So you love him! You admit it! Then read that! and with the deliberate quietness of a vindictive nature she lays before the affrighted, insulted eyes of her companion a slip of newspaper. And in the pee moonlight Marigold reads these words:


  The announcement of an engagement between Miss Ernestine Hastings, daughter of Lord and Lady Hastings; and Mr. Odrake Maine of Harrow Head, has been made public. The wedding will take place late in the fall.


  You love him! repeated Miss Hastings, with evident enjoyment at the sight of Marigold’s paling features, You can see how much he loves you.


  Thrusting the dire message back toward her, the girl darted away into the shadows, there to hide her shame and misery from the searching, cold eyes of her enemy.


  Marigold’s frenzied, reckless walk led her before she was aware into the margin of a piece of woodland oft frequented during the day by the visitors assembled at the hall. Oft had she haunted its gloomy pathways with gentler feelings in her heart than those which now controlled it. Yet it was the indignation and grief burning within her which tempted her at the present moment to penetrate its somber, curtained avenues.


  Suddenly, over the leafy carpet of the grove sounded the tread of advancing footsteps, and almost before she could retreat some men appeared in shadowy outline before her. But what is it they bear upon their shoulders? It is that woful object, always startling to an observer, used for bearing the wounded or dead.


  Upon it the outlines of a human form partly covered by a railway rug are discernible. At sight of Marigold the men hasten to explain.


  An accident on the train, miss. Terrible work. This poor young man’s bad hurted, miss, an’ we’s takin’ him to the 'All, miss, as to where he’s known, folks say.


  The moon, which had for a moment shifted behind the restless clouds, casting the blackness of nether regions over the spot, now broke forth again to disclose to the horrified gaze of the already half-distraught girl, a face ghastly as though smitten with death, upon the white forehead a wound bleeding profusely.


  Her gaze remains riveted for an instant upon the face of the wounded man, then a shudder of pain and terror indescribable pass es over her.


  The face is that of her cousin’s flance—the man she loves—Odrake Maine.


  The men pass on with their burden, all unconscious that the girl has fallen to the earth an insensible heap.


  *              *
*


  Oh, poor child! What is this?


  It is twenty minutes later, and over the inanimate, delicate form a clumsy, awkwardlybuilt but well attired man is bending. His movements are clumsy and nervous, and his large, English, somewhat expressionless countenance is flushed, as he raises the fair, moonwashed face till it rests upon his arm and presses a flask of brandy to her lips. When Marigold recovers consciousness she recognizes in her assistant Mr. Wygate, a well-todo curate, who, if the truth be told, had devoted himself most assiduously to the winning of Marigold’s good glances during her sojourn at the Hall.


  But the remembrance of the awful encounter that had thrown her into her unconscious-condition rushes over her, and oblivious of all things else, she beseeches him to lead her to the house.


  She is trembling like un aspen leaf, and her eyes glitter like live things in the moon-light, and believing her very ill, the young man hastens to act her bidding.


  Once in her own room a mocking laugh breaks from her lips so lately whitened, and turns the young face reflected in the mirror into something uncanny and awful. What is it to you, Marigold Hastings, that death’s hand may be upon him? He has deceived you—betrayed your trust—do you understand? And yet for such a creature you would faint! Yet through all her feverish movements, as'she packs her trunks with reckless haste, the thought will he die? stays her heart-beats and palsies her hands—while the little clock on the mantel seems to iterate the words— will he die—die—die?


  Two hours later finds her whirling away, not to London, but to a quiet little hamlet where dwells an old friend of her father’s, alone, save for his good house-keeper. Upon her father’s death he had offered her his hospitalities, and for a brief time Marigold had accepted of his courtesy. But he was poor and his influence impotent owing to his secluded life.


  It had been during her sojourn with Mr. Holibirad that fate led Odrake Maine across her pathway. Handsome and winning of manner, distantly related to her father’s family, he had won Marigold’s regard at once, and it had been through his aid her prospective governess’ position had been secured. Without word on either side soft eyes had looked love to eyes which spoke again, and though their brief acquaintance was rudely interrupted, Marigold had a right to dream over his parting message ard watch for his coming.


  Father is taken very ill at the baths, perhaps dying. I shall seek you upon my return wherever you are.


  Again that mocking laugh sounds from her lips as this message recurs to her within the seclusion of old Mr. Holibird’s hermitage. Yet all through the night, through the next day, through another night the awful suspense hangs over her. Will he die? She had heard the servants saying as she left the Hall that the doctors had said there was hope. But to her there is no hope—why should she give him thought. Alas, she does not see him dead. Better that she could. She sees him moaning — fever-tossed—a tall, dark girl, (dark in her cruel Spanish pallor), bending over him! She will soothe him back to health, or else hold him in her jealous embrace until he is drawn into that inexorable one of death—grim, merciless, unhearing.


  Poor child; she little knows how close to that embrace she is herself hovering.


  *              *
*


  Do not talk of the wedding outside, Mrs. Priorly, says old Mr. Holibird. The curate is a sober body himself you know, and does not care for fuss, and Miss Marigold wishes it very quiet—she is too weak to meet strangers. This terrible fever she has had has left her system in a very weakened condition. Mr. Wygate thinks a deal of her in his way-—he followed her here so quickly I am sure of that, and I am glad to see the daughter of my friend so well provided for. Ah, here she comes now. Well, child, art ready to be married to-morrow?


  Marigold smiled faintly and passed her hand across her brows. “Married to-morrow!? Was this really true? Well, it didn’t much matter—that was best after all—to be married. She couldn’t teach now—she was too weak, and she couldn’t live on with poor Mr. Holibird.


  I hope you will be very happy, little one, and dear, old, childless Mr. Holibird drew Marigold into his arms, and pressed a kiss upon her forehead. You are not as rosy after this terrible fever as you should be for a bride, but you'll look like a snow-flake in the sunlight, which is a very pretty thing. Here is Mrs. Priorly hunting up all my old slippers and her own too, to use in token of good luck, and this cargo of rice she is laying in is going to be the ruin of me, so you must-


  A tap sounded upon the door, and masculine voices were heard without, evidently exchanging civilities.


  Marigold rose, a slight flush in her cheeks. The form that first advanced was one grown familiar to her. It was the man she was to wed on the morrow. He pressed forward eager to present the bouquet he had brought her.


  [image: ]
He pressed forward eager to present the bouquet he had brought her.
 But what is it freezes the speech upon his lips? A long, gasping cry from his bride, and he sees her face has blanched to the snowtint of her gown.


  But what is it freezes the speech upon his lips? A long, gasping cry from his bride, and he sees her face has blanched to the snowtint of her gown. One small hand has clutched the lace at her bosom, which rises and falls in quick pulsations—her eyes—such eyes! terrified and amazed for an instant’s flash, (to soften and close in the swoon which follows,) are fixed upon his companion.


  Odrake! it is but a word—a mere breath of speech yet the tall young man who has entered behind the curate has dashed straight at the sound to the frail girl’s side and caught her in his arms. And despite indignant claims and expostulations from the badly treated bridegroom elect, it is in them that she opens her eyes again to consciousness—to a consciousness of a joy she had believed dead—to see Odrake Maine’s eyes gazing with more than the old love into her own.


  Give her to me! She is mine! blurts forth the outraged, discomforted curate, who, if he did not, like the bridegroom in Lord Lochinvar, stand dangling his bonnet and plume, had certainly clung to his hat and bouquet for dear life, thus, by his most awkward helplessness and determination to shout his claims as he thrust himself forwar caused Mrs. Priorly to spill half of her cherished camphire, much to the good woman's disgust. Stop, sir, she is to be my wife tomorrow.


  Marigold, is this true? cries the startled young man, shrinking from her. Is it true you would not wait for me? Yet you must have heard I was ill-allmost dying.


  Marigold’s eyes are glued to his, as though she would read into his soul. It is as though no one were there but they two, as she slowly made answer:


  Had you a right to expect I should wait? Were you not affianced to Ernestine Hastings?


  Never! Who told you such a falsehood?


  She—herself. She showed me the announcement in the paper.


  A fabrication! I never dreamed of her as a wife, nor of any woman save yourself.


  Marigold raised herself erect—her eyes downcast, her cheeks alight like two wild roses in the sunrise.


  Then, Mr. Wygate, deeply sorry as I am to pain you—deeply grateful as I am to you—it were better I never become your wife, for-I love another! Try to forgive me, and she extended a trembling little hand toward him.


  But Mr. Wygate was quite beside himself-pardonably so, perhaps. He ignored the hand, forgot his curate’s breeding, and, I fear, something else, from the more than energetic language which fell from his clerical lips as he tore himself away.


  Hell get over it, quoth Mrs. Priorly, practically; for, to her, Odrake Maine, with his good old name and good old acres, was not to be cut out by a curate, even on the eve of his wedding day.


  And he did get over it, for he had chosen another wife within three months from the scene above recorded.


  But not thus easily did Ernestine Hastings recover.


  If you ever wish to see the spirit of murder reflect itself ina woman’s eyes, then mention in this one's presence the name of Marigold Hastings, now Mrs. Odrake Maine, of Harrow Head.


   


  -The End-


  A baffled ghoul.


   


   


  [image: ]y boy, I want to speak to you.


  And as the words were uttered a powerful hand was placed upon the left arm of a young telegraph messenger, who had just run down the steps of a private house where he had delivered a dispatch.


  The young messenger did not look to be more than thirteen years of age, although he was really two or three years older.


  Perhaps it was the curly flaxen hair clustering below the rim of his gold-lettered cap which caused him to look younger than his years.


  For he was a stockily-built, manly-appearing lad, with shrewd gray eyes which expressed no less self-reliance than experience of the world and men.


  Well, sir?


  The boy spoke inquiringly, but with no very great surprise.


  Your name is Frederick Farron?


  It is, sir.


  Your parents have been dead for many years, and you know nothing of your relations?


  You are right, sir.


  The lad was beginning to feel surprised at the man’s queries. But the next question almost took his breath away.


  Well, Freddy, how would you like to be rich—to own a fine house with two or three hundred acres of fine land, to drive your own horses and do nothing but enjoy your estate?


  Fred was silent a moment before he replied:


  If such a thing were possible, I should like it very much, sir, of course.


  It is possible, my boy. I have it in my power to give you all that, and more.


  Again the boy was silent.


  For a moment the shrewd, gray eyes narrowly surveyed the man who had accosted him.


  He was something under middle age, with a tall and firmly knit frame.


  His features were sharp and thin; his beadlike eyes blinked beneath shaggy black brows with an expression which suggested the watchfulness of a hawk; his long, hooked nose and receding chin completed his facial resemblance to that rapacious bird.


  He was well dressed. He wore a silk hat and flower in his buttonhole, and carried a gold-headed cane in his gloved hands.


  But after that moment’s searching survey, Fred decided that the man was not to be trusted.


  In what way have you power to give me what you say, sir?


  At the inquiry the man chuckled.


  Listen, and I will tell you. Some weeks ago I chanced to make the acquaintance of a wealthy old lady, who has never ceased to mourn the loss of a grandson—the boy who would have been the sole heir of all her riches.


  But I have no grandmother, the boy said, as the other paused.


  The old lady cherishes the belief that the boy was stolen from his grave and restored to life—that he was buried while suffering from a trance. She has employed me to search for him; and to aid me in the search she gave me this picture. Look at it and judge for yourself. Are you not the boy?


  Fred looked with wonder at the portrait.


  It was that of a boy nine or ten years of age. Only he was older, it was a marvelous image of himself.


  It is like me there is no doubt of that, sir. But even so, I am not this lady’s lost grandson.


  The strange man smiled.


  She would acknowledge you at sight. To complete the identification you would only need a certain mark—a birthmark upon your right elbow!-and that could be done by tattoo.


  Fred looked more and more perplexed: he began to wonder if the singular man were not some escaped lunatic.


  But suddenly a comprehension of what the man meant flashed upon his mind.


  You propose, sir, that I should go to this lady and declare myself to be her lost grandson?


  The boy spoke so quietly that the other did not detect his undertone of indignation and horror.


  Certainly. You have guessed it exactly. You are to pu yourself in my hands for a few days or a few weeks, until I shall have instructed you in the character you are to assume, and until other arrangements are finished. Then you will have boundless wealt at your command and future prosperity withhin your grasp.


  The lad’s gray eyes sparkled ominously, but he restrained his anger for a moment longer.


  How soon am I to decide, sir, and how shall I address you?


  Well, Freddy, I should think you would decide at once. Such a grand scheme doesn’t present itself every day, you know, the fellow answered, as he drew forth a neatly inscribed card which he handed to the lad.


  The name upon the card was “Croly Crayne,” and there was nothing more.


  You have the advantage of me, Mr. Crayne. I cannot remember having ever met you before.


  Mr. Oroly Crayne smiled—a smile which made his cunning features look more hawklike than ever.


  Well, I have had my eye on you for several days, Freddy, but I had not studied you long before I saw you were precisely the boy we wanted.


  The lad had satisfied his eral points. And from the suddenly guarded air of the other he knew that he should be unlikely to gain any further information without leaguing himself with the plotters.


  And he determined to end the extraordinary discussion at once.


  You happened to study the wrong boy for this infamous business, Mr. Croly Crayne,” he said in a voice ringing with manly resentment. “Neither now nor at any future time shall I decide to act the part of an impostor and league myself with scoundrels.


  Had a bomb exploded at the polished villain’s feet, he eould not have betrayed more consternation.


  He saw that he had not only made a mistake in selecting the instrument of his rascally plot, but that he had also revealed too much to a high-minded and keen-witted boy who might attempt to frustrate his schemes,


  Oh, well, if you view it in that light there is no more to be said-—that ends the affair, he returned, as Fred started to walk away.


  The quickly altered tone did not decive Fred. #### He believed that a game so bold and so cunningly planned, and with stakes so large, would not be abandoned.


  And he felt that the Crayne would be upon his every movement, fearing his attempted exposure of the conspiracy and watching an opportunity for vengeance.


  Knowing his play I may balk it; the watcher may be the watched, he thought.


  He had halted within half a block of the — where the conspirator had accosted him.


  It was a windy, cloudy dusk, but there was light enough for him to espy Crayne walking leisurely in the opposite direction.


  Keeping close in the shadow of the buildings the boy cautiously followed.


  He was within a few feet of the man, when the latter abruptly Stopped and called softly to somebody passing on the other side of the Street:


  Is that you, Jake?


  The individual addressed as Jake called back some respoase and over to meet Croly Crayne.


  How did you happen down this way?


  It was Crayne who spoke.


  I was looking up the record of the other hid?


  You did quite right, Jake; we shall need him after all.


  So the telegraph messenger declined with thanks, did he?


  He not only refused, but he is likely to prove a dangerous block in the game.


  You didn’t give the whole game away to him, did you?


  Do you think I am a howling idiot? Let me tell you, Jake, that boy has the brains of a dozen ordinary kids, and he kas eyes sharp enough to see through a stone wall, He jumped to the whole thing in half a second.


  While the men were talking, they had moved back to the broken board inclosure of a narrow, vacant lot, in front of which they had happened to meet.


  And it was behind this broken board fenco that the boy had quietly slipped at the moment Crayne stopped.


  Consequently he was so near that he could catch every syllable of the conversation.


  After a few unimportant remarks they referred to the plot itself.


  To make everything sure with the old lady, the grave must be found empty in case it is searched.


  We will see to that, Jake, before we begin coaching the boy who is to be introduced as her grandson.


  I don’t like the grave-yard job though.


  It wouldn’t be necessary as far as the old lady is concerned; she is too feeble-minded tothink of having the grave undug for evidence one way or the otlier. But somebody might step in to advise her.


  Then the sooner itis done the better. Shall we say to-morrow night, Croly?


  Crayne agreed to the time suggested, and mentioned the ferry where they would meet.


  The two men then separated, and each went a different way.


  Fred was disappointed in not learning the name of the lady who was to be made the victim of their infamous imposition, or at leas h lace of residence.


  Te obtain that most important item of information, his only course eee to be in shadowing the two conspirators.


  The dating lad at once resolved to be at their place of rendezvous or the next night.


  Having arrived et this resolution, he hurried back to the telegraph office where he was employed; and from there he presently started homeward.


  He had boarded for some time with a wholesouled, warm-hearted widow, who had known him from'his cradle.


  And to her, an hour later, he related his extraordinary experience of the evening.


  Sure, he must be the thafe of the world entirely to propose such a fraud as that to the likes of you, Mrs. Leary commented. And what were you after telling him, then?


  I told him that I didn’t myself with scoundrels.


  And right you were, Freddy. And it’s a compliment to my taching you gave me, sure. And it’s proud of you I'am for that. But couldn’t a body hinder the poor lady being imposed on, now?


  I will hinder it if I live, Mrs. Leary, the valiant lad said, firmly.


  Sure this Croly Orayne, the thafe of the world, will murther you if he eatehes you interfering.


  I don’t intend he shall catch me, Mrs. Leary.


  The boy did not confide to his kind old friend the undertaking he had resolved to attempt the next night.


  He wished to spare the warm-hearted woman as much anxiety as possible on his account.


  The night was darker, though Jess windy, than the one ‘preceding. It was, in fact, a night every way favorable for the ghonlish purposes of the conspirators.


  It was about half past nine o’clock of the evening when Fred reached the ferry mentioned, and stationed himself at a convenient point for observation.


  An hour passed before there were of Croly Crayne or his accomplice.


  At the end of that time, the boy’s keen eyes detected a person whose appearance he considered suspicious,


  This person, to the disinterested observer, might have passed for an Italian laborer returning from work.


  His clothing was shabby and slouchy, and badly soiled. His hat was a weather-beaten Soft felt, so worn as to partially conceal his features. He carried a ragged satchel in one grimy hand, and in the other a long-handled spade.


  He stopped in the vicinity of the gate, and gazed around as if expecting some one.


  As he did so the light above the entrance fell for a second fully upon him.


  The boy could scarcely suppress an exclamation.


  The grimy man with the spade was, revealed in the flash of light, as Croly Crayne cunningly disguised.


  At the instant a second man similarly dressed and carrying a_ similar sharp-pointed spade, appeared and joined the first.


  He, beyond a doubt, was the fellow Fred had addressed as Jake.


  When the two men entered the boat the lad followed, keeping far enough behind to escape their furtive glances.


  On the Jersey side they boarded a train which was just steaming away.


  And still the boy, like the resolute young sleuth he was, kept them Mm view and entirely unobserved himself.


  He managed to occupy a seat only half the car length behind them; and when after nearly an hour’s journey they stepped upon the platform of a small station, he still kept them in sight.


  They left the station by a narrow by-way at the end of which they crossed a lonely village street, and then started straight across a large swampy field overgrown with thick bushes and straggling trees.


  They were apparently familiar with the place, for they proceeded on their route without difficulty or hesitation.


  And the same gloomy undergrowth which concealed these human ghouls from any chance passer of the lonely highway also protected the daunt less young shadow on their trail.


  On the further side of the broad field the ground became higher, the bushes fewer, and the trees larger; and at last they emerged into a strip of grove, beyond which gleamed the white headstones of a country burial H place.


  At this crisis Fred was compelled to exercise all his caution.


  A footstep upon a crackling twig, the rustle of the foliage as he moved forward, might be heard, and there in the open grove they might at any moment glance back and see him.


  But nothing of the kind oceurred.


  The men seemed intent upon the execution of their ghastly errand, and to have no apprehension of being interrupted. The burial inclosure was at the rear of an. old-fashioned church, and was divided from the grove by a fence of wooden pickets.


  With a stout chisel, which they had brought in the shabby satchel, they pried loose a sufficient number of pickets, to allow the easy pas aeee of a large body through the space thus made.


  Having provided a secure way of retreat, they stepped within the inclosure and disappeared among the headstones.


  Fred waited behind a screen of bushes until here was a muffied sound—the noise of the Spades being cautiously forced into the sod covering the grave.


  Then guided by the sound, he moved quietly toward the busy ghouls.


  They had lighted a lantern, which was arranged to throw its rays only upon the spot of earth where they were working.


  Only a faint reflection showed their phantom-like forms and evil visages in dim outlines through the gloom.


  Of course it would have been sheer foolhardiness for the lad to have attempted hindering the conspirators in their impious task.


  But he had no notion of doing so.


  He was only listening and watching for some clew which might lead him to the unknown lady who was to be duped and detrauded by their schemes, unless the bold plot were promptly exposed.


  The ghouls had removed a considerable portion of the grave mound _ before either spoke.


  It’s lucky the hole in the Swamp is ready; ie Bat be done before daybreak, do our best.


  The tones were those of the man, Jake.


  We shall be paid for the job doubly when we handle the old lady Woodard’s ducats, said Croly Crayne.


  At last the intrepid lad had learned the hame for which he had braved the perils of that desolate burial place—braved, perhaps, death itself at the hands of those two desperate scoundrels.


  In his satisfaction he made an unguarded movement. One hand came in contact with a crumbling headstone, and some loose marble ornament tumbled to the ground with a crash.


  Yor an instant after there were a silence as unbroken as the sleep of the dead around them.


  Then the rays of the lantern were flashed across the boy’s eyes, and in the light he saw the hawk-like visage of Croly Crayne scowling down upon him.


  So, it’s you, is it? I suspected you meant mischief, you young viper.


  Croly Crayne uttered the words with a snarl, which showed his glittering teeth as sharp and savage looking as those of a tiger.


  Fred made no reply.


  He stood silent, vigilant, and unquailing.


  The two conspirators exchanged a meaning look. The same thought had struck them both.


  See here, Freddy, we don’t like to be rough on a clever lad like you. We have made you a fair, square proposal; we want you to acceptit. If you do not, there is but one alternative for our own safety.


  Croly Crayne was the spokesman.


  You had my answer last night; it will always be the same, no matter what the alternative may be.


  The noble words had searcely left the lips of the fearless boy before the foiled and infuriated men were upon him.


  Don’t strike him, Jake. We can gag and bind him, and take him with us. We have only to keep him out of the way for a while.


  But Crayne’s order was spoken too late.


  Fred had already fallen headlong, and the lantern light showed his handsome boyish face wet with blood.


  He is safe enough for an hour or two; leave him as he is; we have no time to lose, Crayne said as the two villains stooped to view the insensible victim of their fury.


  When the boy recovered his senses, he was lying in a strange room, the windows of which were darkened by closely drawn curtains. As the attack in the jonely*burial ground recurred to his bewildered mind, he wondered if those terrible men had made him a prisoner.


  At the moment a girlish voice attracted his attention.


  The speaker was conversing with some one in an adjoining room.
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A baffeled ghoul.— The rector had occasion to go to the church this morning. He found the boy lying senseless upon the Woodard grave.


  The rector had occasion to go to the church this morning. He found the boy lying senseless upon the Woodard grave.


  He is very likely some vagrant. He probably went into the church-yard tosleep; in the dark he has no doubt fallen and so got the wound on his head.


  He is no vagrant—I am sure of that. And he shall stay here until he recovers.


  It was the gentle voice of the girl, speaking with sympathy and decision.


  Fred made an effort to arouse his still partially bonumbed senses.


  He sat upright on the neat lounge where kind hands had placed him, and the motion seemed to dispel his stupor.


  He discovered, too, that the cut on his head had been comfortably bandaged, and that, although it was painful, it was by no means serious.


  He was rapidly regaining his spirits and courage, when the girl he had heard speaking entered the room.


  She was a charming little creature, something younger than himself.


  Her name was Minnie Bixby, and she was the niece of the kind-hearted rector.


  Her pretty black eyes sparkled with delight as she saw the improved condition of the stranger youth whom her uncle had left to her care.


  Fred soon learned that the rector was a personal friend of the enfeebled Mrs. Woodard, who resided only a mile from the rectory, and he at once determined to confide his extraordinary story to the reverend gentleman.


  The clergyman had noticed that the grave had been disturbed and that piles of loose earth had been thrown up all about it, but he had supposed that workmen were making some alterations at Mrs. Woodard’s orders.


  He agreed that the old lady ought to be 1nformed of the infamous plot without delay.


  But I think, sir, if we keep quiet for a day or two we may be able to capture the conspirators, the intelligent lad suggested modestly.


  He reasoned that the men had -been unable to finish their ghoulish task before daybreak, that they had probably believed his injury fatal, and that they would return to dispose of him and replace the earth and sod of the grave.


  All this would seem safe and easy enough to the cunning scoundrels, who knew that a country sexton often resides at a distance, and that the lonely old church-yard was rarely visited, at least during six days of the week.


  in the meantime Croly Crayne would be apt to call upon the credulous old lady he was so ceraftily deceiving, and perhaps eunningly suggest the opening of the grave as additional evidence that he was_restoring to her the grandson whom she refused to believe dead.


  The long-headed lad explained his reasous for delaying the exposure of the plot; and the clergyman, with some reluctance, consented to the plan.


  Only in that case we must have a warrant and a village constable at hand,’ he said, finally.


  Some time after the conversation, Fred started for the church-yard.


  He suspected that Croly Crayne would not wait until a late hour to complete the unfinished job; he believed indeed that the ghouls were even then skulking somewhere in the vicinity.


  He had barely entered the inclosure when he espied Crayne move stealthily from the entrance to an old empty stone vault in the farthest corner of the place.


  The fellow was apparently hiding there while waiting for his accomplice, for he darted a rapid, impatient glance down the path toword the swampy field, and stealthily withdrew into the shelter of the vault.


  The boy drew a deep breath and set his lips tightly.


  A daring thought had suggested itself.


  Crayne’s ugly hawk visage had hardly disappeared within the vault, before the dauntless boy had noiselessly crossed the inclosure.


  In a second his keen eyes had noted every detail about the entrance, and he had seized the opportunity his good fortune presented.


  And before Croly Crayne suspected that retribution had overtaken him, the heavy iron door clashed into place, a rusty iron bolt grated into its socket, and'he was a prisoner.


  At the same moment the rector’s buggy came bowling down the road from the village, and as it neared the church, the boy saw that the reverend gentleman was accompanied by the village constable.


  Croly Crayne was soon consigned to the custody of the latter, who promptly conducted him to the county jail.


  His accomplice, “Jake,” was captured a few hours later.


  Afterward, the good old reetor accompanied Fred to Mrs, Woodard’s residence.


  She was horrified at the story of the bold plot, which would have been aceomplished undoubtedly only for the exertion of the intrepid boy. Her admiration for his heroism was boundless, and her gratitude was no less so; and his remarkable resemblance to her lost grandson won her affection at once.


  She no longer doubted that her grandson was really dead, as the coffined body was recovered from the swamp where the ghouls had conveyed it, and she witnessed its reinterment in the desecrated grave.


  Inher genuine affection for the noble boy she ceased tomourn for the dead grandson; had the latter really lived and been restored to her, she could not have regained her strength and cheerfulness more rapidly.


  She begged him to remain with her, at least for a time; and he finally concluded to do so.


  He never left her; again, and at her death, which occurred some years afterward, he found himself the undisputed heir of all her possessions.


  The rector’s pretty niece has since become Fred’s wife; and his faithful friend, Mrs. Leary, has an honored place in his household.


  Er verließ sie nie wieder, und bei ihrem Tod, der einige Jahre später eintrat, fand er sich als unbestrittener Erbe all ihrer Besitztümer wieder.


  Die hübsche Nichte des Pfarrers ist inzwischen Freds Frau geworden, und seine treue Freundin, Mrs. Leary, hat einen ehrenvollen Platz in seinem Haushalt.


   


  -The End-


  A clerk's story.


   


   


  [image: ]e had just locked up the safe, and I had put the key in my pocket—I am the accountant of the North and South of England Bank at its Padsey Braneh, W. R. Yorks—I had got.my hat on, and had taken up my umbrella, when a man came ee in'‘the bank with a bag of money in his hand. Am I in time? he said.


  I shook my head.


  Deuce take it? he said; and I’m off to Liverpool by the next train, and then to America.


  Sorry for it, I said; but we can‘t take the money.


  Well, then, what is to be done? Here's twenty-two thousand pounds in this bag, and those drafts of mine come due in a couple of days. Well, you’ll have to take ’em up, he said; I can unless you take the money in tonight.


  Knew that those dralts were coming due, and that our manager was a little anxious about them, for they were rather heavy, and the other names on them were not very good.


  Black too-that was the man with the money-bag-was a capital custumer; and not only a good custumer himself, but he brought good accounts with him, and we were a young branch and an our mettle.


  Well here was the money to meet the drafts, and I shold have been a great foor to send it away just because it was after hours.


  So I counted it over.


  There was about nineteen thousend in checks and notes, and fares thousand in gold.


  Come and havea glass of beer with me, said Black, on the way to the station.


  I put the bag of money in my desk, and locked up.


  I would come back presently, and have it placed in the safe.


  I walked to the station with Black.


  We had some beer together, and then he went off Americawards, and I on the way to Nemophilia Villas.


  You see, I was rather in the habit of ealling for a glass of beer as I went home, and then going on; and, consequentil, from the force of habit, I’d almost got home before I remembered the bag of money.


  It was vexing, too, because we had a tea-party that night, the first since our marriage, and it began at six o’clock, and I’d promised to be home an hour earlier, to draw the corks and help to get things ready.


  And here it was six o ‘clock, and [ had to go all the way back to the bank.


  All the way. back I went as hard as I could pelt.


  However, the money was all right in my desk, and now I’d put it in the safe.


  Tell Mr, Cousins —our manager, you know—I said to the servant who’d let me in, that I want the key of the safe.


  But you had it in your pocket, say you; which shows that you are not acquainted withthe rules and regulations of the North and South of England Bank, which say that the accountant or chief cashier shall be responsible for the due custody of the cash whilst it is in his possession in the daytime, and that at night all moneys and securities shall be carefully secured within the office safe, which shall be secured by two keys, one of which shall be in the custody of the manager, and the second in that of the accountant or cashier.


  But, you say again, as long as you have one key, what did you want with two?


  There, I own, the regulations are obscure.


  They were drawn p by somebody without any literary skill; if they’d consulted me about ’em I could have suggested a good many improvements.


  What they meant to say was, the safe was to be secured by two locks, and that a key of each, not interchangeable the one with the other, was to be in the custody, etc.


  Now you understand why I wanted Mr. Cousins’ key.


  Just as stupid as you, you see.


  I was mad with the girl.


  l own I always get out of temper with these Yorkshire people.


  If you ask ’em the simplest question, first they open their mouths and gape at you.


  When you’ve repeated the question twice, they shut their mouths and think a bit.


  Then the idea seems to reach the thing that does duty with ’em for brains, and excites a sort of reflex action, for, by Jingo! instead of answering your question, they go and ask you one.


  And that makes me se mad.


  Oh, they’re a very dense race, those Yorkshire people.


  Why, to open the safe, you stupid, said I. Where is he?


  Don’t ye know? seys she.


  Know? I cried in a rage. What should I ask you for, if I did know?


  Didn’t you know he were at your house?


  Ah! so he was. I had nearly forgotten that he was one of the guests at my wife’s party. Clearly, I couldn’t get the safe open, and I didn’t like to leave the money in my desk, so I put it in my pocket, and took it home, thinking I would give it to Cousins with my key, to putin the safe when he returned.


  A nice mess I got into when I reached home; for you see it had been arranged that I was to go up-stairs and dress before anybody came; and that then our room was to be made ready for the ladies to take their bonnets off, for they were not all carriage people.


  Well, you never saw such a thing.


  When I got home and crept up-stairs to dress—the people had all come, so the servant said—there were six muffs, and four bonnets, and five pork-pie hats, and halfa dozen shawls on the bed; and one lady had left her every-day curls hanging over the looking-glass.


  Upon my word, I really didn’t like to perform my toilet among all this feminine gear; and there was no lock to the door; and my dress clothes were all smothered up amongst these muffs and things.


  But I got through pretty well, and had just got one of my legs into my trousers, when bang-atrop-dop-dop; such a rattle at the knocker, and I heard my wife seuttling away into the hall.


  They were the Marksbys, our trump cards, who kept their own carriage and everything grand.


  So kind of you, dear, said my wife, kissing Mrs. Marksby most affectionately; I could hear the reports where I stood.


  So delighted. Really, how nicely, how beautifully you arrange everything! I can’t have things so nice, with all my servants and——


  Run up-stairs, dear, do, said may wife; you know the room—my room, right-hand at the top of the stairs.


  I heard the flutter of female wings on the stairs.


  What was I to do?


  If I could have managed the other leg I wouldn’t have minded, but I couldn’t.


  I hadn’t worn those dress-things for a good while, and I don’t get any thinner as I grow older.


  No, for the life of me I couldn’t dispose of that other leg at such a short notice.


  What could I do?


  I could only rush to the door, and set my back against it.


  Did I tell you this was our house-warming party?


  I think not.


  Did I tell you our landlord had altered the house for us, making our bedroom larger by adding a slip that had formed a separate room?


  I think not.


  And yet I ought to have told you all the cireumstances, to enable you to understand the catastrophe that followed.


  In a word, the door opened outwards.


  I’d forgotten that peculiarity—never having had a room so constituted before—and never will again.


  The door went open with a crash, and I bounded backwards into Mrs. Marksby’s arms.


  Smelling-salts and sal volatile! was there ever such an untoward affair?


  The music struck up for the dances as I hopped into my room.


  I hid my head among the bolsters and muffs, and almost eried; for I am such a dsticate-minded man.


  Yes, it hurt mea great deal more than it did Mrs. Marksby—for—would you beleave it?-she told the story down below to the whols comnpany, with pantomimic actions, and when I showed myself at the door of the drawing-roome I was received with shouts of inextinguishable laughter.


  I think I called the Yorkshire people dense just now, didn’t I?


  Well, I'll add another epithet—coarse dense; dense and coarse.


  I told 'em so, but they only laughed the more.


  The guest were gone, the lights were out, slumber had just visited my eyes, when right into my brain, startling me up as if I had been shot came a noise, sort of dull-hursling noise. I wasn't realy certain at first whether I had heard a noise of only dreaned of.


  I sat up in bed and listened variously-intently.


  Was it only my pulse thumping in my ears, or were those regular beats the tramt of somebody's muffled feet?


  Then I heard an unmistakable sound-creak, creak, creak!—a door being opened slowly and cautiously.


  All in a moment the idea flashed into my head.


  Twenty-two thousand pounds!


  You see, all this dancing and junketing, and laughing and chaffing, had completely driven out of my mind all thought of the large sum I had in my possession.


  I had left it in my great-coat pocket, which was hanging up in the hall down-stairs.


  Puff! a oust of wind came through the house, rattling the doors and windows; and then I heard a door slam, and a footstep outside of some one stealing cautiously away.


  A way down-stairs I went like a madman, my one thought to put my hand on that great-coat.


  It was a brown great-coat, with long tails, and two pockets behind, and a little cash-pocket on the left-hand side in front, and the breast-pocket in which I had put the bag of money.


  This poeket wasn’t, as is usual, on the left-hand side, but on the right.


  There was no other coat hanging on those rails, only my wife’s waterproof.


  What a swoop I made to get hold of that coat!


  Great Heaven! it was gone!


  I had carefully barred and chained the front door before I went to bed—now it was unfastened.


  I ran out into the street, and looked up and down, hopeless and bewildered.


  It was a damp, dark night; the lamp at the corner threw a long, sickly ray down the streaming pavement, but there wasn’t a soul to be seen.


  Everything was still, and cold, and dark.


  The nmoney was clean gone-yes, it was gone.


  I repeated these words mechanically to myself as I crawled up-stairs.


  All the results of this loss pictured themselves clearly before me—dismissalfrom the bank, ruin of all my prospects, utter ruin, in fact.


  What could I do? To what turn?


  The blow that had fallen upon me wasso heavy that it had benumbed my faculties.


  Then the thought came to me:


  Should I go to bed and say nothing about it?


  No one knew of my having r eceived that money, not a soul but Black, the man who had deposited it.


  I had given no receipt for it, no acknowledgment.


  Black had gone to America—a hundred things might happen—he might never return.


  At all events, here was respite, immediate relief. I could go to the bank next morning, hang up my hat as usual, everything would go on as before.


  If Black returned, my word was as good as his.


  The notes and checks could never be traced home.


  But I don’t think I retained this thought very long.


  Do you ever consider how mueh resolution and force of will it takes to initiate a course of crime and deception?


  I'd neither the one nor the other.


  I should have broken down at once.


  I couldn’t have met that fellow’s eye and told him I had never had his money.


  I woke my wife—she’d slept through all the trouble.


  Mary, I said, we are ruined—there’s been a robbery.


  A robbery! cried she, clasping her hands; and are the men gone?


  Yes, I said.


  Oh, thank Heaven! she said; then we’re safe. Never mind the rest, Jack, as long as our lives are safe. But there’s my waterproof, Jack! Oh, do run and see if they’ve taken that.


  Then I told her the story of the twenty-two thousand pounds.


  She wouldn’t believe me at first; but when she heard the whole story she was frightened enough.


  Yet she had wits about her more than I had.


  You must run off to the town-hall, Jack, she said, and set the police at work. They must telegraph to all the stations, to London and everywhere. Oh, do go at once, Jack, this very moment. Every second lost may be ruin to us.


  Away I went to the town-hall.


  This was a big, classic place, with an immense portico and a huge flight of steps; but you didn’t go into the portico to get into the police office, but to the side, which wasn’t classical at all, but of the rudimentary style of architecture, and you went along a number of echoing stone passages before you reached the superintendent’s office.


  When I’d told the superintendent the story, Ah, he said, I think I know who did that job.


  Oh!” said I, ‘‘how thankful I am! Then you can put your hands upon him and get back the money. I want the money back, Mr. Superintendent—never mind him. I wouldn’t mind, indeed, rewarding him for his trouble, if 1 could only get the money back.


  Sir, said the superintendent, severely, the police ain’t sent into the world to get people’s money back; nothing ofthesort. Wearen’t going to encourage composition of felony: and as for putting our hands on Flash Joe—for he did the job, mark you—well, what do you think the liberty of the subject is for? Where’s your evidence?


  I was obliged to confess I hadn’t any; whereat the superintendent looked at me contemptuously.


  Now, let’s see into this matter, said he, after he’d made some notes on a bit of paper. How came they to know you’d got the money in your coat?


  I said I didn’t know.


  Ah, but I know, said the superintendent. You went to get a glass of ale after you left the bank, young man?


  I was obliged to confess I had done so.


  That’s how property gets stolen, said he, looking at me severely. And what’s more, you had a glass with afriend? Ah! I knew you had. And perhaps you got talking to this friend of yours?


  Ves, indeed, I did.


  Very well; and mentioned about the money you’d just taken?


  Very likely.


  Then this Joe, depend upon it, was in the crib at the time, and he heard you, and he followed you back to the bank; and you kaven’t got blinds, but a wire netting over the window, and anybody outside can see you counting out the gold and silver.


  That’s true, I said.


  Yes; I see it all, said the superintendent; just as Joe saw it. He followed you up from here to yonder, and he sees you put your money into your coat-pocket, and then he follows you home, and when all’s quiet he cracks the crib. Oh, it’s all in a nutshell; and that’s how property goes. And then you come to the police.


  But if you know it’s Joe, why don’t you send after him and catch him?


  Oh, we know our own business, sir; you leave it all to us; weshall have Joe tight enough, if not for this job, anyhow for the next. We'll give him a bit of rope like,


  I couldn’t put any fire into the man, do what I could. He was civil—that is, for a Yorkshire-man—impassive; he’d do what was right.


  I'd given the information; very well; all the rest was his business.


  So I came home miserable, despairing.


  It was just daylight by this time, and as I opened the shutters the debris of our feast was revealed, the lees of the lobster salad, the picked bones of the chickens, the melted residuum of the jellies; whilst about everything hung the faint smell of sour wine.


  I sat, down smid all this wretched mess, and leaned my hand on my arms un dull, miserable let bargy.


  Then I sprang un, and as i did so caught signt of myself in the looking-glass.


  Good heaven! was this wretched hang-dog fellow myself.


  Did a few hours misery change a man like this?


  Why, I was a very felon in appearance; and so I should be thought to be.


  Who would believe this story of robbery?


  Why, the police didn’t believe in it, else they’d have taken a different tone.


  No; I should be looked upon as a thief by all the world.


  Then my wife came down-stairs, and, with a few touches, restored a little order and sanity, both to outward matters and my mind.


  She brought me some coffee and an egg, and some bread and butter, and after I had eaten and drunk, I didn’t feel quite so bad.


  Jack, she said, you must go to London at once and see the directors. Have the first word and tell them all about it—all the particulars. It was only a little bit of carelessness, after all, and perhaps they’ll look over it.


  Yes; that is all very weil, I said. But how am I to get there? I’ve got no money. This wretched party has cleaned us right out.


  Borrow some of Cousins.


  He asked me tolend him a sovereign last night, and I couldn’t.


  Now you’ll say:


  Where is a man without resource. Why didn’t he pawnb his watch?


  To tell you the truth, that’s what I did the week before, and the money was all gone.


  Then, under these circumstances, you'll add, it was immoral to give a party.


  But you'll bear in mind the invitations had been out for a fortnight, and then we were in funds.


  Well, Jack, said my wife, you must get the man—thes P. B.—to give you some more money on the watch. Sell it to him right out. It must be worth at least ten pounds, for it cost thirty, and you’ve only had five upon it. Sell the ticket.


  Yes; but where was the ticket?


  Why, in the little cash-pocket of my brown great-coat.


  Still, I had heard that if you’d lost a ticket you could make the man give you another; and Brooks, the pawnbroker, was a respectable fellow, who perhaps would help me out of my difficulty.


  I went to him, anyhow, on my way to the station.


  I felt like a ticket-of-leave man as I went into his shop, but I put a good face upon it.


  Brooks, I said, that watech—you know—the ticket is stolen.


  Brooks gave a portentous wink.


  He was a slow-speeched man, with a red face, and a tremendous corporation.


  Nay, he says, my lad; thou’rt wrong there.


  What do you mean? I said, coloring up furiously. Every one suspected me, it seemed.


  Why, it might ha’ been stolen once, but it aren’t now; ’ave got it here. This is how it were. A codging sort o’ chap comes in and he says, ‘Master, what’ll you give me for this here ticket?’ Now, you know, the hact don’t allow us to give nought in that kind of way, but I says to the chap, ‘Let’s have a look at it,’ and then I saw it was yours, and I said to the man, ‘My lad, you aren’t come honest by this,’


  And you gave him into custody—he’s in prison? Oh, Brooks, what a capital fellow you are!


  Nay, he said; I knowed better nor that. Do you think I’d hexpose a customer? I know you gents don’t care about these little matters getting abroad; and so I slaps my fist on the counter, and I says, ‘Hook it! just like that. And away he went like a lamp-lighter.


  I sank down onthe counter, overpowered by emotion.


  And what’s more, went on Brooks, he never took up the money I’d lent him for the coat.


  What coat? I cried.


  A very niece brown coat he put up with me. About fit you, I should think. See, here it is.


  It was my identical brown great-coat, wrapped up in a bundle, and tied round with my own handkerchief,


  I made a dart at it, opened it, plunged my hand into the breast-pocket —there was the roll of money, there was the twenty-two thousand pounds.


  How did I go to the bank that morning, on legs or wings?


  And how did I get home, as soon as I had put the money safe away?


  Mary knew by my face it was all right; and didn’t we have a dance of joy all round the house.


  My burglar had been only a sort of sneak, after all, who gotin at an open window and bolted with the spoils of the hall; but if he had taken the pains to look into the pocket of the coat, he’d have been a rich—though perhaps a miserable and insecure—man, und I should have been utterly and deservedly ruined.


   


  The -End-


  


  The Convict’s Daughter


  By
 J. G. BRADLEY. (Perzy B. St. John)
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  [image: ] fair, bright spring day, and all around Valley Homestead bright with sunshine.


  It was such a pretty cottage house, with flowers blooming every where.


  Standing by the window was a girl of eighteen, tall, slender, and graceful—a girl whose face was fair as a lily, with crowning golden hair, and lovely liquid eyes of forget-me-not blue.


  By the little inlaid table, near the center of the room, sat an elderly lady, some sewing lying idly in her lap, while she watched the girlish form at the window.


  Suddenly Evelyn turned towards her with an expression of terror on her face.


  «Mamma,« she said, » I have such a strange dread hanging over me—a dread of I know not what.»


  «You are nervous, dear. Go ont and take a walk and you will be better.»


  «I will go down the lane and gather a basket of wild flowers, mamma, and if Vernet comes tell him to wait for me.»


  «You bad better put a hat on, dear.»


  «I like to be bareheaded, I like the soft breeze among my hair. I will only go far enough to gather the flowers, for I am going out with Vernet.»


  After Evelyn went out, Mrs. Dalton sat sewing, a half pensive expression on her face.


  «I hope she will never hear it,« she said; «she is so sensitive and delicete, the blow would be terrible.»


  At this instant a gentleman entered the room—a handsome youth of twenty-three.


  It was Evelyn’s betrothed husband, Vernet Brandon.


  One glance at his face, and Mrs. Dalton saw something had excited him.


  «What is it, Vernet?« she said.


  He sat down beside her and drew an open letter from his pocket, then looked at her earnestly.


  «You will tell me the truth, I know,« he said, his voice trembling with emotion, » is Evelyn your daughter or not?»


  Mrs. Dalton grew pale, and was silent for a few moments; then she answered:


  «Evelyn is only my adopted daughter, but she is very dear to me.»


  «Tell me, do you know who or what she is? Mrs. Dalton, is she a foundling left at your door?’


  «She is, but no child of my own could be dearer to me. However it happened that Evelyn came to be left as she was, she is a lady by instinct.»


  The young mam was silent for several moments, then he said, speaking slowly, his voice almost inaudible:


  «Mrs, Dalton, will you answer me a few more questiens? Then I am satisfied.»


  «Yes; it is your right.»


  «When Evélyn was found had she around her neck a chain with a locket attached to it—a locket with the letters ‘E. F.’. set in pearls?»


  [image: ]
» Then this letter speaks only the truth,« he said. «It tells you, Vernet, who Evelyn is, I suppose?« » You«? » Would you be kind enough to allow me to see it?« «Pardon me. No.« The lady’s gentle face flushed slightly, but she continued: » Surely you might let me, who has been her mother for years, read it, Vernet.»


  «She had.»


  «Has she on her neck a red mark like a strawberry?»


  «She ha.»


  «Then this letter speaks only the truth,« he said.


  «It tells you, Vernet, who Evelyn is, I suppose?»


  «Yes«?


  «Would you be kind enough to allow me to see it?»


  «Pardon me. No.»


  The lady’s gentle face flushed slightly, but she continued:


  «Surely you might let me, who has been her mother for years, read it, Vernet.»


  She looked at him as she spoke, and noticed that his face was white as death.


  «I cannot,« he said; «but, Mrs. Dalton, plead with Evelyn to marry me at once.»


  At this instant, Evelyn herself came in, a smile on her lips and her eyes glowing with welcome for her lover.


  When a lover pleads as Vernet Brandon did he is seldom refused, and when he went away Evelyn had promised to be his wife in two weeks from that day.


  The two weeks passed quickly, but somehow during them Vernet looked anxious and worried; but the wedding-day dawned at last.


  Ah! what a bright, clear June day it was; the sun shining, the birds singing, all nature smiling and joyous, as if to usher in the occasion with every auspicious omen.


  In the quiet old village church they were married, and people said that a fairer bride never stood there before; and Vernet thought that Evelyn looked like a vision in her robes of misty white, her pearly, fair face glowing through the costly veil that shaded it.


  The words were spoken that made them one; there was a wedding breakfast, and then, half smiles, half tears, Evelyn started on her wedding tour.


  Two months later they returned, and she was installed in the stately house of the Brandons; for Vernet §was their only son—their only child, and the young people made their home there.


  It was an old saying in the neighborhood that the Brandons would yet get their pride pulled down, for it was almost unbearable; and yet it was not an arrogant pride, it was more a cold, haughty exclusiveness that surrounded them.


  Old James Brandon had often said, in his pride, that he would rather see his only—his idolized son dead, than married to one whose family was not what it should be. But he was well pleased when Vernet wedded beautiful Evelyn Dalton, for the Daltons were an old and respected family, and that Evelyn was not their own child he never suspected.


  So beautiful Evelyn was welcomed to her new home, and all was happiness for awhile—all was happiness till Evelyn one day received a letter, and that evening stole out to meet the writer of it beneath the bright starlight.


  And there she heard a tale that blanched all the lovely color in her face, that caused the light to, fade from her eyes.


  From that day Evelyn was changed. She grew pale and delicate, and it seemed as if something was always preying on her mind.


  One evening Mr. Brandon, passing along the road, thought he heard the voiceof Evelyn. But why should she be out so late? He was passing on, when suddenly out from the shadow passed a slender, gracetul form, and one giance told him it was his son’s wife.


  She did not see him. but flew up the pathway, and entered the house by one of the side doors.


  From that day James Brandon watched Evelyn, and one evening saw her meet a dark-eyed youth, and saw her—or was he dreaming—perhaps going mad-saw her give him a roll of bills.


  When she turned for home he faced her.


  «Well, madame,« was all he said, but she grew white as death, her form swayed slightly, and without a word she feli forward at his feet, cold, silent, and lifeless.


  With no compassion on his face, he lifted her, ne carried her into the house, then laid her on the sofa.


  Ringing the bell, he called for assistance, and when Evelyn’s own maid came in, he told her to see to her mistress.


  «She fainted in the garden,« he said; » her if you can.»


  He then sought his wife.


  «Where is Vernet?« he asked.


  «He went across to Moorland,« she said; he will not be back until evening. He told me to tell you.»


  He then toid her of Evelyn’s meetings with the stranger.


  Mrs. Brandon listened in silence till he had finished, waited even till he said:


  «Well?»


  «Poor Vernet,« she said; » he loved her so much.»


  How is it that a mother’s heart first feels for her child’s pain? No matter how strong her pride is, love—a mother’s love—is still stronger.


  When Evelyn opened her eyes, two cold, hard, questioning faces were bent over her.


  She essayed to speak, but Mr. Brandon stopped her with a gesture.


  «I will speak,« she said, » and you must listen. I know what vou believe, but it is not that. The man I met, the man to whom I gave the money, is my brother. I will tell all, then do what you will.»


  They both looked at her.


  «I am not Mr. Dalton’s own child,« she said. » I am a foundling; in pity they took me in; I was a deserted baby, lying at their door.»


  Another long pause—a pause in which her breath came and wens hurriedly, in which her cheeks flushed and paled by turns.


  «I am the child of a convict,« she said.


  A cry of horrer and amazement went out from the lips of the mother-in-law.


  «My son—my son!« she said.


  «Did you know this when you became Vernet’s wife?« said Mr. Brandon.


  «As God is my judge, I never dreained it. Had I known it, I loved him far too well to marry him with that knowledge in my heart.»


  Mrs. Brandon’s face softened, but Mr. Brandon gave no sign of emotion.


  «Evelyn,« he said, at last, » I will give you your choice. You say you love Vernet. Prove it by going away. If not, I will tell him all, and if he refuses to sue for a separation, I will turn him from my door. Will you come between him and his inheritance? He must either give up you, or all hope of ever receiving a cent of mine. If you go he will never know the story. He will think of you as dead. He will think some accident happened to you.»


  Mrs. Brandon had sat down and buried her face in her hands, and the unhappy young wile looked at her in vain.


  «What will you do?«Mr. Brandon said.


  «I will go away,« she answered, quietly.


  When Vernet Brandon came back that evening, no fair face greeted him, no tender smile welcomed him, but he never dreamed the truth—never dreamed that Evelyn was even then away—far away from those she loved—never dreamed that she Knelt in bitter agony on the floor of a wayside inn, almost praying for death in her passionate sorrow.


  Days passed, and it seemed to all who knew him that Vernet Brandon was going insane for the loss of his wife.


  He refused to believe her dead; he could have staked: his life on her honor.


  «I tell you, father,« he cried, » I will fathom this mystery! Wherever my darling is, I will find her.»


  «It is a wonder.« his father said, » that she did not go to her mother.»


  His son looked at him.


  «Father,« he said, quietly, » you know that Evelyn was only Mrs. Dalton’s adopted daughter.»


  «And you know it too,« his father said.


  «Yes I know it,« he replied. » I knew who she was and what she was before we were married.»


  «You knew it?’ his tather repeated. » Knew she was not William Dalton’s daughter? pray, did you know who she was, as well as who she was not?»


  Vernet drew himself up haughtily.


  «Yes. I knew who she was,« he said; » is that not what I said a moment ago?»


  «Then tell us,« his father said, » whom we were honored in having for a daughter-in law?»


  «Be careful, father,« the young man replied, his face pale, his eyes burning; » you are my father, but Evelyn is my wife.»


  «Then who was she, Vernet?« his Mother interposed.


  «I cannot tell you, mother.»


  «Dare not,« his father interrupted.


  «Perhaps you are right,« Vernet replied. » For her sake I dare not; for my own part, I would face the world with Evelyn as my wife.»


  «You need not trouble yourself on her account,« the father answered. » Be a man, Vernet, and tell us who she was.»


  Vernet looked at him a moment, a peculiar expression on his face.


  «I need not tell you, you know it already, father. Yes, lest you think I shrink from saying it, she was the daughter of a convict.»


  «Therefore, no fit wife for you, my boy.»


  «Eyelyn, herself, is fit to be the wife of any man.»


  Then, after a short panse:


  «You learned the truth, you Grove my wife away, but I will find her should I search the earth; my love will lead me to her.»


  «Vernet,« his mother said, beseechingly, but he turned to her coldly.


  «Were you not my mother,« he said, » but only a woman, with a mother’s heart, could you see what is dearer to me than my life driven from your door.


  «You threaten to disinherit me,« turning to his father; » again you played upon Evelyn’s childish heart. Disinherit me you cannot do. This moment I put it out of your power. A cent or cent’s worth belonging to youl will never take, either during your life or at your death, unless the day comes when you will take Evelyn to your heart and home, when you receive her as my honored wife; and if that day never comes, you will never look upon my face again.»


  The next moment he was gone; the father and mother were alone.


  *            *
*


  Three years had passed, and still Vernet Brandon had not found his wife, neither had his foot crossed the threshold of his father’s door. But at last he found her; not among scenes ofwant and poverty, as he had often pictured her. The world had been ringing with the praises ofa new authoress, whose first book had been a perfect gem; and one of Vernet’s dearest friends had fallen madiy in love with the authoress, One evening he told Vernet the story of his love, and his rejection; and in return Vernet told him the story of his lost love, and showed him a Miniature of Evelyn.


  Charles Graham looked at the pictured face, then grasped his friend by the hand.


  «My fair love and your lost wife are one and the same,« he said. » Vernet, that is the face of Marion Clyde, the authoress of the » Story of a Heart.?«»


  Vernet was soon in the presence of his wife, and Evelyn knew the loyalty and tenderness of the heart of her husband; and clasped close in his arms, she thanked God for the love whose value she now knew; and when old Mr. Brandon died, Vernet was his heir, for years before that happened, Evelyn had gone back with full and free forgiveness, and no one ever dreamed that the beautiful wife of James Brandon's son, the mother of his golden-haired grandchildren, was a convict’s daughter.


   


  -Ende-


  The Golden Armlet.


   


   


  [image: ]im there’s something moving beyond those bushes yonder.


  The words were spoken in a sudden, warning whisper. The speaker’s tones were startled and uneasy.


  If it’s anybody who ’as been hearing things, there’s but one way to fix him, was the low reply of the man addressed as Jim.


  He spoke meaningly, with a savage menace in his growling accents.


  The time was about a quarter past six of a clear, mild winter morning.


  The place was a vacant, three-cornered lot at the junction of a narrow street and a wide alley which ran between several immense factory buildings.


  The men were standing a few rods back from the sidewalk, from which they were screened by a pile of broken timbers and machinery overgrown by rank ailantus shoots.


  The bushes mentioned were grouped along a path beneath the windows of one of the factories.


  The person moving at the moment behind the bushes was a slender, sinewy lad of about sixteen.


  His name was Danny Carol, and he was waiting in that place for a foreman in one of the factories, where he had been promised employment whenever a vacancy occurred.


  The lad had indeed been overhearing the men’s conversation—or at least a portion of it.


  He had heard enough to know that the men were villains, and that they were plotting a deed of evil, which was to be attempted at a certain hour of the coming night.


  It was not yet broad day, but there was light enough for the boy to command a fairly distinct view of the men.


  The one addressed as Jim was a brawny, thick-set fellow, coarsely dressed.


  A cheap derby, considerably the worse for wear, was slouched forward as if to conceal his ugly visage.


  His eyes glowed like two red balls as he glared savagely toward the scrubby bushes which hid the boy from his sight.


  His companion was a man well past forty.


  He was of a wiry and muscular build; he had sharp features and a crafty expression.


  He wore a neat business suit of good material, a fragrant cigar rested beneath his trim black mustache, and his whole appearance was comparatively stylish and natty.


  As they abruptly ended their conversation with the remarks above recorded, both sprang toward the spot where the boy stood.


  The thick-set, savage-looking fellow was foremost.


  What are you skulking around here for, you little sneak, listening to people talking business? he growled.


  Danny’s fearless blue eyes flashed fire as he faced the fellow.


  I have a right to be on these premises! That I have learned your business is robbing houses is only your bad luck.


  A sound something like that of an enraged hyena broke from the fellow’s lips.


  With both his brawny fists clenched, he bounded toward the boy.


  Danny was not unprepared for the movement.


  Quick as thought he dodged aside.


  As he did so he snatched a thin iron rod from a pile of rubbish near him, and dealt a stinging blow across the man’s uplifted fists.


  Jim’s nattily dressed companion had kept cautiously in shadow, but at the other’s exclamation of rage and pain he started forward to hinder the boy escaping them.


  He knows too much; we must get rid of him somehow,” he muttered, in an uneasy undertone.


  It was a place from where, if the boy could have been stunned and made helpless, the men could have taken him wherever they chose, and with very little danger of exciting suspicion of anything wrong.


  But at the moment, as Jim’s companion started forward with that muttered order, there was a sound of several persons approaching the alley.


  They were workmen on their way to the factory buildings.


  At the same instant a patrolman came leisurely up the sidewalk.


  Hello, Danny! Is it you? Some one called cheerily from among the gang of workmen.


  The sudden interruption startled Danny’s assailants.


  The nattily dressed villain slunk back into the shadow of the piled rubbish next the street; and his evil-looking companion hastily followed him.


  As they disappeared, Danny joined the group of workmen, or rather one of their number who had lingered behind the others.


  It was the one who had called to the boy at the moment his assailants had noticed the patrolman.


  He was astrongly built youth with a homely, honest face, and was about Danny’s own age.


  His name was Con Carter, and, like Danny, he had been promised employment in one of the factories whenever there should be an opening in his favor.


  What was they saying to yer, Dan? he asked with a motion in the direction the men had disappeared.


  There was a close bond of sympathy between the two boys.


  Neither had ever known father or mother; both were waifs of the city, and each was dependent upon his own efforts to make his way through the world.


  Danny had been the more fortunate of the two. He had always lived witha poor but worthy old couple who had afforded him some chance of education, and had treated him like their own.


  Con, however, was something of a gamin, doing odd jobs whenever he was lucky enough to get one, and often sleeping with the earth for his bed and the skies for his covering.


  He was a sharp, self-reliant youth, and he had a great admiration for the fearless and intelligent Danny.


  The latter explained why the two men had attacked him.


  Con’s honest eyes opened wide with astonishment:


  And yer heard ’em telling dey was to rob a house ter-night? Did yer catch where der house is?


  Danny’s keen ears had caught both the street and the number. The house was a mansion just beyond the city limits.


  It belongs to a Mr. Brandon, who happens to be absent. There will be nobody home to-night except a colored housekeeper and a young girl.


  Yer must beat ’em on der game, Dan.


  I intend to prevent the robbery. I shall take a car out to the house and warn the inmates.


  If yer don’t stay here maybe yer will lose yer job.


  Perhaps the foreman is not ready for either of us yet.


  Con’s homely features glowed with delight.


  Does yer mean yer would want me wid yer, Dan?


  I should like you to go with me, if the foreman doesn’t want us, Danny answered.


  Just then the foreman himself appeared, coming down the path which crossed from the street into the alley.


  To the satisfaction of the boys, he announced that there would be no place for either of them for several days yet.


  They immediately prepared to execute their purpose of warning the inmates of the house where the robbery was to be attempted.


  We must change our clothes; it helps a boy a long way to look spruce when he has business with big bugs, Danny said.


  And so the lads separated, to meet presently at an appointed place where they could board a car going straight to their destination.


  Danny hardly recognized his comrade when they met at the rendezvous.


  Con was arrayed in a brand-new suit of a gorgeous check pattern, with a necktie to match, His hair was oiled and brushed to a nicety, and his homely features fairly shone from the vigor of his ablutions.


  Danny wore a neat, dark, business suit, and looked every inch a young gentleman.


  He could not repress asmile at the unusual appearance of his comrade.


  Did you forget your diamonds, Con?


  Con was too warmly attached to his friend to feel hurt at the good-natured banter.


  See yer, dis is my theater clothes. I copied it from dem fellars yer see promenading der avenue.


  Danny laughed.


  How many nights did you bunk on the docks, Con, to save cash for that gorgeous make up?


  Well, I mostly bunk on the docks, anyhow, yer see, Con replied, cheerfully.


  For a moment the boys walked onward in silence.


  Con seemed to be revolving something in his mind.


  Did yer say der owner of dis house is Mr. Brandon? he finally asked.


  That was the name I heard spoken by the men.


  Der name is not common. Yer see it ain’t in the directory.


  That is because he resides beyond the city limits, perhaps. But what is there about it, Con?


  For answer, Con fumbled in an inner pocket for a moment, and then drew forth a tiny package carefully wrapped in a piece of soiled chamois.


  This he opened, and displayed a child’s armlet.


  It was an ornament of comparatively small value, being a thin and narrow band of gold, fastened by a diminutive padlock.


  Con handed it to his comrade, and pointed to a fine inscription inside.


  The inscription was the simple name Brandon.


  Well?


  Danny uttered the word in some wonder.


  Yer see, I wore der armlet. Der key must have been lost. When der band grew too small for my arm, I had it filed off, yer see.


  The trinket had been filed asunder at a part where the thin gold was worn almost to a thread.


  Do you mean, Con, that you wore the armlet from infancy? Don’t you remember who fastened it on your arm?


  The fust I remember, I was bunking in a cellar with some old feller who was selling matches. Der old feller was playin’ blind, and I used ter lead him. He got nabbed for something, and I lit out on my own hook.


  It strikes me, Con, that your name may be Brandon instead of Carter.


  Well, der Carter’s only my professional name, yer see: I professed it because a feller feels lonesome without having some kind of a second title tacked to his fust.


  Danny again examined the armlet. He discovered that the inscription of Brandon was preceded by several fine characters which were too worn to be deciphered.


  There isn’t a particle of doubt, Con, that your true name is Brandon. The trinket was allowed to remain on your arm because it was worth so little, or because it was so difficult to remove. It must have been fastened there by your parents, from whom you were separated ata date beyond your recollection.


  The youth’s countenance beamed with deight.


  Often when lying at night on the bare earth beneath the cold stars, hungry and footsore, he had dreamed that the little golden armlet might some time lead him to the parents he could not remember.


  He was delighted that Danny did not treat his precious little trinket with indifference.


  Do yer really think what yer say, Dan? Yer ain't talking sarcastic as yer was about my theater clothes?


  You didn’t mind that, Con!—you know me too well! But I not only think what I say about the armlet, but — am certain of it. If you should ever trace your parentage, the only farther identification you would need would be the affidavit of the person who filed the band from your arm.


  A droll smile radiated the youth’s features.


  Again he fumbled in that carefully guarded inner pocket; and again he drew forth something wrapped in soiled chamois.


  What he now handed to Danny for inspection was the affidavit of a certain jeweler widely known for a benevolent disposition no less than for honorable dealing.


  Danny stared at it in wonder.


  I always knew you were shrewd, Con, but never thought you could be as long-haaded as you have proved yourself.


  Yer see, Dan, a feller has to be long-headed when der is no other kind of capital handy.


  While the boys were talking they had allowed a number of cars to pass them.


  It was so early in the day that they did not feel hurried.


  And presently, as they noticed a crowd collected about an uncommonly attractive showwindow, they strolled leisurely to the spot.


  Neither had observed a stylishly-attired man who had been following them at a little distance.


  The man was a black-haired, crafty-eyed individual, of a wiry and muscular build, and he was puffing a fragrant cigar as he sauntered along with apparent carelessness.


  As the boys strolled up to the edge of the pushing and momently changing crowd he managed to slip between them as the elbowing throng jostled them apart.


  A moment later Danny felt his collar fiercely clutched, and then he was violently jerked backward.


  There’s no use trying to put back the wallet, you young pickpocket. I’ve caught you, and I mean to turn you over to an officer.


  For an instant the boy was too bewildered for either resistance or denial.


  But as he obtained a glimpse of his accuser, he understood what tbe false accusation meant.


  The man who was denouncing him as a pickpocket, and as trying to put back a wallet which he was detected stealing, was none other than one of the men who had attacked him in the early morning.


  Danny instantly knew that the charge was a plot to put him out of the way until the robbery could be accomplished.


  The boy felt himseif undergoing a terrible ordeal.


  The crowd, excited by the cry that a pickpocket had been operating in their midst, eyed him, much as they would have eyed a young tiger freshly captured.


  Not one of them would have believed the eis even if he had been allowed a chance to tell it.


  And that was precisely what his accuser took excelient care to prevent.


  No mercy should be shown to such cunning young scamps. Every chance crowd would be infested with the sly little thieves if somebody wasn’t willing once in awhile to make a charge against them. Ladies and gentlemen, if any of the rest of you have had your pockets picked just have courage enough to say so.


  While the stylishly attired villain was vociferating in what appeared to be only just indignation he forced the boy toward an officer who had keen attracted to the spot by the uproar.


  With the air of a man who had performed a righteous duty he transferred Danny to the officer’s charge.


  If it is necessary for me to accompany you to the station, of course I will do so. If not, here is my card; you can send for me when I am wanted.


  The result of the villain’s scheme was that the officer promptly marched Danny away a prisoner.


  In the meantime Con, from a little distance, had witnessed the whole scene.


  Con had seen the man whisk a wallet from his pocket with one hand while he seized Danny with the other.


  The extraordinary performance did not puzzle the sharp-witted youth long; almost in a second he had jumped to the right conclusion.


  But he knew his interference would be useless, and possibly might result in his being locked up as an accomplice.


  He had thought of a better way than that to help his comrade.


  He moved leisurely after Danny and the officer until they were clear of the crowd.


  He knew exactly the route the officer would take to the station; and he knew that on the route there was a block where pedestrians were few and cross alleys numerous.


  When they reached that locality Con quickened his steps.


  He happened to have with him a lady’s purse—a silken trifle knit and tasseled with glittering beads—which he had found empty in the gutter the previous evening.


  Stuffed to bulging with loose paper and clinking musically with a half dozen pennies, it seomed a passably tempting article.


  Holding it forth with a flourish, he rushed at a headlong pace toward the officer.


  Hello! Look yer, Mr. Officer! Yer don’t see the pickpocket dropping things, do yer?


  The blue-coated potentate was holding his unresisting prisoner by the wrist with his right hand; in his left swung his light day-club.


  It was the left he extended to take the apparently valuable purse.


  He had scareely touched the article before Con clutched the ciub and tore it from his grasp.


  In his amazement at the youth’s sharp stratagem and cool audacity, he for an instant relaxed his hold of Danny, who with a natural impulse stepped speedily beyond his reach.


  Why don’t yer cut fer ter alleys, Dan? It’s yer only chance to hinder dem fellers robbing der house.


  Con was surprised that Danny, with the power to escape, should suddenly stop and stand still.


  Give the officer back his club, Con. He is only doing what he thinks his duty.


  The heroic Danny spoke in a voice and manner which commanded the admiration of the dumfounded officer.


  But yer didn’t do nothing, Dan. I seen der feller pul der wallet from his pocket before he collared yer and shouted yer was robbing him. It’s a trick to get yer out of the way, Dan.


  You can go up to the house without me, Con; you can warn the young lady and the housekeeper; you can wait for me there, for I shall surely arrive in time to prevent the burglary, and with somebody who will just as surely capture the burglars.


  The boys had interchanged words so rapidly that the officer had scarcely mastered his astonishment at Con’s audacity before his club was returned to him and Danny had resumed the position of an unresisting prisoner.


  He had not been long on the police force; but his experience had been sufficient for him to determine that there was more at the bottom of the peculiar affair than had been revealed on the surface.


  When he at length reached the station he held a prolonged and whispered conversation with the sergeant before he submitted the fearless boy to the latter’s questioning.


  Meanwhile, Con had boarded a car and was speeding toward his destination.


  He reached the Brandon mansion somewhere in the middle of the short winter afternoon.


  It was an old-fashioned, substantially-built house of gray stone, and was surrounded by an old-fashioned garden, studded here and there with immense oak trees.


  A box-bordered walk, composed of single planks, led from the creaking iron gate to a low porch, the door of which displayed a lion’s head in iron as a knocker.


  After a repeated knocking the door was cautiously opened, and the youth stepped into a quaint hall, which was broad and high and plainly furnished.


  Before him stood a lovely girl a year or two younger than himself, and a primly-capped mulatto woman, whom he knew at once to be the housekeeper.


  After a momentary embarrassment, the youth proceeded to unfold his errand.


  Yer see dem fellers might carry off everything, and scare yer to death besides, if yer wasn’t forewarned to prevent dem, Con concluded, in his characteristic fashion.


  Oh, Lordy, Lordy! I’se seared into fits already, groaned Aunty Phebe—the chocolate-colored housekeeper.


  In her consternation the lovely girl turned almost angrily to Con.


  If what you say is true, you ought to have gone to the police with your story before you came here to frighten us, she said.


  Con himself was beginning to think that would have been the better way.


  But just then he recalled the heroic Danny’s last words.


  I will arrive in time to prevent the burglary, and with somebody who will capture the burglars, the fearless boy had declared.


  And Con had unlimited faith in the assuranee of his valiant and manly young comrade.


  Yer see, miss, der is two of us in der job to help yer,” he explained. “I was to stay inside to keep yer from being scared, while my partner waits outside with somebody to nab dem burglar fellars.


  The explanation quieted the girl’s fears, and Con at once suggested that the fastenings of the doors and windows should be examined aud made more secure.


  While they were engaged in that task, a latch-key clicked in the lock of the great hall door, and the next moment the master of the house entered.


  Mr. Brandon had transacted the business which had summoned him from home, and had returned much before the time he had expected he should be able to do so.


  In a few moments he was fully informed of the state of affairs.


  He expressed unqualified approval of the youth’s action in the matter.


  «Your countenance seems familiar to me. Have I not seen you somewhere before?” he asked once, as he gazed searchingly into Con’s rugged, honest face.


  A rush of crimson overspread the youth’s features.


  He had hoped for that very question; it was the opportunity which he had been eagerly a waiting.


  With a sudden movement he drew forth the little golden armlet, and placed it before Mr, Brandon.


  The gentleman’s face turned pale as ashes as he beheld it.


  For an instant there was dead silence.


  Then Mr. Brandon spoke in tones choked with agitation.


  It is the trinket my wife locked upon the arm of our little son the very day we lost him, thirteen years ago. Where did you get it?


  Con was trembling as if with an ague in his excitement.


  In a second he had flashed forth the kind old jeweler’s affidavit, and thrust it into Mr. Brandon’s hands.


  As the gentleman read it and grasped the meaning of it all, he turned to the youth with an indescrible expression of wonder and happiness.


  Then you are my lost little Arthur—my Lizzie’s brother, he said, as he clasped the excited youth in his arms.


  And in the joy of that strange reunion, in the explanations between the singularly reunited father and son, sister and brother, the threatened danger was for a time forgotton.


  As the hour of the plotted burglary approached, they aroused themselves for action.


  Con—or Arthur Brandon, as we must call him now—and his father stationed themselves at two upper windows, each of which commanded a different view of the large old-fashioned garden; the lights were extinguished, and the midnight watch begun.


  They had scarcely stationed themselves, when a peculiarly soft and plaintive whistle, like the call of a whip-poor-will, echoed on the still night air.


  It is Danny, whispered Con, recognizing his comrade’s signal call.


  Danny had succeeded in convincing the sergeant of the truth of his statements, and two trusty officers had been assigned to accompany him to the Brandon mansion.


  They arrived in the nick of time.


  The quarter of an hour had not elapsed, when Con, watching at the upper window, espied two figures skulking toward a rear door below.


  Like a shadow he glided down the stairs and communicated the intelligence to the officers.


  Five minutes more passed by.


  At the end of that time the midnight marauders had effected an entrance.


  Believing the house to be occupied only by a timid girl and a superstitious old negress, they walked unwarily into the trap the shrewd boys had set for them.


  As they stepped into the room the closets of which they knew to be stored with valuables, the door was suddenly banged behind them, a brilliant light suddenly illuminated the apartment, and they found themselves confronted by the black muzzles of two grim revolvers.


  The next instant the ruffian Jim and his stylishly attired accomplice were securely handcuffed and safe in the custody of the gratified officers.


  The men were old offenders, and their clever capture by the prompt action of the valiant boys was a decided triumph for the latter.


  There is little more to tell.


  Of course Danny was overjoyed at the good fortune of his friend.


  Con, once the homeless gamin of the streets, is now a gentlemanly young merchant.


  Danny is his partner in business, and his lovely sister Lizzie is Danny’s wife.


  And so ends the story of THE GOLDEN ARMLET.


   


  -The End-


  The indian raid.


  By
 Horace, Appleton
 (Percy B. St. John)
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  [image: ]ne summer a party of seven Wyandots made an incursion into a settlemént some distance helow Pittsburg, and several miles from the Ohio River.


  Here, finding an old man alone in a cabin, they killed him, packed up what plunder ihey could find, and commenced their retreat.


  Amongst their party was’a celebrated Wyandot chief, who, in addition to his fame as a warrior and counselor, was, as to his size and strength, a real giant.


  The Indians had not gone very far on their way to the river when a shot broke the silence of the woods.


  The chief, with a grunt of satisfaction, motioned his followers to halt and take shelter, and: when’ they had darted inio cover, the stalwart warrior placed his knife in his teeth, and sinking down: on his: hands and knees, crawled away in the direction [rom whence the shot had come.


  After proceeding some distance, he came suddenly in view of the white man, standing on the edge of a stream, and with rifle raised, eagerly wate shing a Honk of birds in the distance.


  Noiselessly the savage rose to his feet, took his knife from his mouth, and raising it above his head, bounded upon his prey.


  The hunter half turned, but too late to defend himself, for, with a yell that awoke the echoes around, he buried his broad blade in the white man’s heart, seizing his rifle as it fell from his nerveless grasp.


  The news of the visit of the Indians soon spread through the neighborhood, and a party of eight good riflemen was collected in a few hours, for the purpose of pursuing the savages. In this party were two brothers of the names of Adam and Andrew Poe.


  The pursuit was continued the greater part of the tight after the Indians had done the mischief.


  In the morning the party found themselves on the trail of the Indians, which led to the river.


  When arrived within a little distance of the river, Adam Poe, fearing an ambuseade, left the party, who followed directly on the trail, to creep along the brink of the riverbank, under cover of the weeds and bushes, to fall on the rear of the Indians, should he find them in ambusonde.


  He had not gone far before he saw the Indian rafts at the water’s edge.


  Not seeing any Indians, he stepped softly down the bank with his rifle cocked.


  When about half-way down, he discovered the large Wyandot chief and a small Indian within a few steps of him.


  They were standing with their guns cocked, and looking in the direction of the party, who by this time had gone some distance lower down the bottom.


  Poe took aim at the large chief, but his rifle missed fire.


  The Indians, hearing the snap of the gunlock, instantly turned round and discovered Poe, who, being too near them to retreat, dropped his gun, and instantly sprang from the bank upon them, and seizing the large: Indian by the cloths on his breast, and at the same time embracing the neck of the small one, threw them both down on the ground, himself being uppermost.


  The small Indian soon extricated himself, ran to the raft, got his tomahawk, and attempted to dispatch Poe, the large Indian holding him. fast in his arms with all his might, the better to enable his fellow to effect his purpose.


  Poe, however, so well watched the motions of the Indian that, when in the act of aiming his blow at his head, by a vigorous and well directed‘ kick with one of his feet, he staggered the savage and knocked the tomahawk out of his hand.


  In a moment the Indian caught up his tomahawk again, approached more cautiously, brandishing his tomahawk and making a number of feigned blows, in defiance and derision.


  Poe, however, siill on his guard, averted the real blow from his head by throwing up his arm and receiving it on his wrist, on which he was severely wounded, but not so as to lose entirely the use of his hand.


  In this perilous moment Poe, by a violent effort, broke loose from the Indian, snatched up one of the Indian’s guns, and shot the small Indian throngh the breast, as he ran up the third time to tomahawk him.


  The large Indian was now on his feet, and grasping Poe by ihe shoulder and leg, threw him down. on the bank.


  Poe instanily disengaged himself and got on his feet.


  The Indian then seized him again, and a tiew struggle ensued, which, owing to the slippery state of the bank, ended in the fall of both combatants into the water.


  In this situation they were compelled to loose their hold on each other and swim for miutual safety.


  Both sought the shore to seize a gun, and end the contest with bullets.


  The Indian, being the best swimmer, reached the land first.


  At this juncture, Andrew Poe, missing his brother from the party, and supposing from the report of the gun which he shot that.he was either killed or engaged in contiet with the Indians, hastened to the spot.


  On seeing him, Adam called out to » Kill the big Indian on shore.»


  But Andrew's gun, like that of the Indian, was empty.


  Very fortunate for Poe, the Indian, in loading, drew the ramrod from the thimbles of the stock of the gun with so much violence that it slipped out of his hand and fell a little distance from him.


  He shot the Indian as he was raising his gun to take. aim at him.


  As soon as Andrew had shot the Indian, he jumped into the river to assist his wounded brother to shore.


  But Adam, thinking more of the honor of carrying the big Indian home as a trophy of victory than of his own safety, urged Andrew to go back, and prevent the struggling savage from rolling himself into the river and escaping.


  Andrew’s solicitude for the life of his a prevented him from complying with this request.


  In the meantime the Indian, jealous of the ‘horior of his scalp, even in the agonies of death, succeeded in reaching the river and getting into the current, so that his body was never obtained.


   


  -The end-


  The Last Shot


  Von
 John Sherman (Percy B. St. John)
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  [image: ]e had been four days at sea on our voyage to Jamaica, in the year 1814, when the gun-room-officers gave our mess a blow-out.


  The increased motion and rushing of the svessel through the water, the groaning of the masts, the howling of the rising gale, and the frequent trampling of the watch on deck, were prophetic of wet jackets to some of us.


  Still, midshipman-like, we were as happy as a good dinner and some Wine could make us, until the old gunner shoved his weather-beaten phiz and bald pate in at the door.


  «Beg pardon, Mr. Splinter, but if you will spare Mr. Cringle on the forecastle for an hour until the moon rises.»


  «Why, Mr. Kennedy, why? Here, man, take a glass of grog.»


  «I thank you, sir. It is coming on a roughish night, sir. The running ships should be crossing us hereabouts; indeed, more than once I thought there was a strange sail close aboard of us. The scud is flying low and in such white flakes, and none of us fave an eye like Mr. Cringle, unless it be John Crow, and he is all but frozen.»


  «Well, Tom, I'suppose you must go.»


  «Brush instanter,» says the lieutenant.


  Having changed my uniform for shag-trousers, pea-jacket, and southwest cap, I went forward and took my station, in no very pleasant humor, on the stowed jib, with my arm round the stay.


  I had been half an hour there; the weather was getting worse; the rain was beating in my face, and the spray from the stern was splashing over me as it roared through the waste of sparkling and hissing water.


  I turned my back to the weather for a moment to press my hand on my strained eyes.


  When I opened them I saw the gunner’s gaunt, high-featured visage thrust anxiously forward; his profile looked as though rubbed over with phosphorus, and his whole person as if he had been playing at snap-dragon.


  «What has come over you, Mr. Kennedy? Who is burning the blue light now?»


  «A Wiser man than I am: must tell you that. Look forward, Mr. Cringle—look there. What do your books say to that?»


  I looked forward, and saw at the extreme end of the jib-boom—whai I had read of, certainly, but never expected to see—a, pale, greenish, glow-worm-colored flame of the size and Shape of the frosted glass shade: over the swinging lamp in the gun-room.


  It drew out and flattened as the vessel pitched and rose again. At the core it was comparatively bright, but faded into a halo.


  It shed a baneful and ominous light on the surrounding objects.


  ~The group of sailors on the forecastle looked like specters, and they shrunk together and whispered when it began to roll slowly along the spar towards where the boatswain was sitting at my feet.


  At this instant something slid down the stay, and a cold, clammy hand passed round my neck.


  I was within an ace of losing my hold and tumbling overboard.


  «Heaven have mercy on me! what’s that?»


  «It’s that skylarking son of a gun, Jem Spark’s monkey, sir. You, Jem, you will never rest till that brute is made bait of.»


  Jackoo vanished up the stay again, chuckling and grinning in the ghostly radiance as if he had been the » spirit of the Lamp.»


  The light was still there, but a cloud of mist, like a burst of vapor from a steam-boiler, eame down upon the gale and flew past, when it disappeared.


  I followed the white mass as it sailed down the wind. It did not, as it appeared to me, vanish in the darkness, but seemed to remain in sight to leeward, as af checked by a sudden flaw; yet none of our sails were taken aback. A thought flashed on me. I peered still more intensely through the mist. I was now certain.


  «A sail, broad on the lee bow.»


  The ship was in a buzz in a moment.


  The captain answered from the quarter-deck:


  «Thank you, Mr. Cringle. How shall we steer?»


  «Keep her away a couple of points, sir. Steady!»


  «Steady!« sang the man at the helm.


  I turned to the boatswain, who was now beside me:


  «Is that you or Davy steering, Mr. Nipper? If you had not been there bodily at my elbow I could have sworn I heard your voice.»


  When the gunner made the same remark it startled the poor fellow. He tried to take it as a joke, but he could not.


  «There may be a laced hammock with a shot for some of us before morning.»


  At this moment, to my dismay, the object we were chasing shortened, gradually fell abeam of us, and disappeared.


  «The Flying Dutchman!»


  «I can’t see her at all now.»


  «She will be a fore-and-aft rigged vessel.»


  Sure enough, after a few seconds, I saw it again.


  «The chase has tacked, sir; put the helm to, or she will go to windward of us.»


  We tacked also, and time it was we did so, for the rising moon now showed us a large schooner, rigged up with a crowd of sail.


  We bore down on her, when, finding her maneuver detected, she trailed up her flat sails, and bore up before the wind.


  This was our best point of sailing, and we cracked on, the captain rubbing his hands.


  «It’s my turn to be the big ’un this time.»


  Although blowing a strong north-wester, it was now clear moonlight, and we hammered away from our bow-guns: but whenever a shot told amongst the rigging the injury was repaired as if by magic.


  It was evident we had repeatedly hulled her from the glimmering white streaks along her counter and along her stern, and occasionally by the splintering of the timber, but it seemed to produce no effect.


  At length we drew well up on her quarter.


  She continued all black hull and white sail; not a soul to be seen on the deck except a dark object, which we took for the man at the helm.


  «What schooner’s, that?»


  No answer.


  «Heave to, or I’ll sink you.»


  Still all silent.


  «Sergeant Armstrong, do you think you could pick off that chap at the wheel?»


  The marine jumped on the forecastle and leveled his piece, when a musket-shot from the schooner crashed through his skull and he fell dead.


  «Forecastle there, Mr. Nipper, clap a canister of grape over the round-shot into the boat gun and give it to him.»


  «Aye, aye, sir!« gleefully rejoined the boatswain, forgetting the augury and everything else in the excitement of the moment.


  In a twinkling the square foresail, top-gallant, royal, and studding-sail halyards were let go by the run on board of the schooner as if they had been shot away, and he put his helm hard aport as if to round to.


  «Rake him, sir, or give him the stern. He has not surrendered. I know their game. Give him your broadside, sir, or he is off to windward of you like a shot. No, no; we have him how. Heave to, Mr. Splinter, heave to!»


  We did so, and that so suddenly that the studding-sail booms snapped Jike pipe-shanks short off by the irons.


  Notwithstanding we had shot two hundred yards to the leeward, before we could lay our maintop-sail to the mast, I ran to windward.


  The schooner’s yard and rigging were now black with men, clustered like bees swarming. Her square sails were being closely furled, her fore and aft sails set, and away she was, dead to windward of us.


  We made all sail in chase, blazing away to little purpose; we had no chance on a bowline, and when our opponent had satisfied himself of his superiority by one or two short tacks, he deliberately took a reef in his mainsail, hauled down his flying-jib and gaff topsail, triced up the bunt of his foresail, and fired his long thirty-two at us.


  The shot came in at the third aftermost port on the starboard side, and dismounted the carronade, smashing the side, and wounding three men.


  As the brig fell off our long gun was run out to have a parting crack at her, when the third and last shot from the schooner struck the sill of the midship port, and made the white splinters fly from the solid oak like bright silver sparks in the moonlight.


  A sharp, piercing cry arose into the air, my soul identified that death-shriek with the voice that I had heard, I saw the man who was standing with the lanyard of the lock in his hand drop heavily across the breech, and discharge the gun in his fall.


  Thereupon the blood-red glare shot up into the cold blue sky, as if volcano had burst forth from beneath the mighty deep, followed by a roar and a Shattering crash, and a mingling of unearthly cries and groans, and a concussion of the air, and of the waters, as if our whole broadside had been fired at once.


  Then a solitary splash here, and a dip there, and short, sharp yells, and low choking, bubbling moans, as the hissing fragments of the noble vessel we had seen fell into the sea, and the last of her gallant crew vanished forever beneath that pale, dread moon.


  We were alone, and once more all was dark, and wild, and stormy.


  Fearfully had that ball sped, fired by a dead man’s hand.


  But what is it that clings black and doubled across that fatal cannon, dripping and heavy, and chokirg the scuppers with clotted biood, and swaying to and fro with the motion of the vessel, like a bloody fleece?


  «Who was hit at the gun there?»


  «Mr. Nipper, the boatswain, sir. The last shot has cut him in two.»


   


  -The end-


  Old Graham’s gold.
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  [image: ] n the right bank of the Hudson, a few miles above the city of New York, surrounded by stately trees and what had once been a beautiful park, stands a large, roomy old stone mansion. Its a large windows and broad piazzas looked out upon the shimmering Hudson, and one could not avoid thinking what a lovlay summer residence it would make. The old house, thought more than one hundred years old, seems good for a tousend yet, for it was build in the days when substantial work was prefered to the fancy, flimsy architecture of the present say.


  The present owner of Graham Grange was an old man of some sixty or seventy years of age. He was regarded by his neighbors, as well as all who came in contact with him, as eccentry and miserly. He was tall, thin and gray, with great shaggy eyebrows and long, skinny hands and fingers. There was someting about him whieh people disliked, hence he had no friends to visit him, nor did he visit anybody save his tenants on rent day, and his banker when he made deposits. He never drew any mony out of the bank, except on rare occasion when he would make an investment which would pay a large interest. Gerald Graham ten years before the opening of our story from an uncle who had lived to a very ripe old age. The uncle was a very rich and also a very charitable man. He gave liberally to all the charitable institutions, and the poor in his vincinity were never allowed to suffer for food or fuel. When he died everybody for miles around the Grange felt that he or she had lost a very dear friend.


  After the funeral it was found that no will had been made, or if made, it was lost. Gerald Graham, up in the interior of the State, was the nearest of kin, being the only child of his only brother, and he became master of the estate.


  The Tenants and neighbors had never seen or heard, ot him before, and they all wondered what sort of a man he was.


  They were not long laft in doubt as to what kind of a landlord he was going to be. The preceding hard winter had caused some of the tenants to fall in urrears with their rent. A few days after Gerald Graham took possession of the estate he made a peremptory demand for every penny due, and would listen to no excuse.


  «You must pay or move,» he said to each one in arrears.


  In vain did their wives appeal to Mrs. Graham.


  She could do nothing with him.


  She was a widow with one daughter when she married Gerald Graham. The daughter was about ten years old at the time, and he had a son two years older.


  She frankly told them that her husband was a hard man, and that the lot of the poorest one among them was a happy one compared to hers.


  «They went away very much surprised, and in a few days everybody fpr miles around had heard the story.


  Serveral of the tenants had to move out were ejected for the non-payment of rent, in fact—and then things wont on in the old way.


  Ecery tenant understood from that time on that unless their rent was paid promtly evietion would surely follow.


  Time wore on, and the more people saw of Gerald Graham the less they liked him. They would have nothing to do with him, and when his hard-worked wife died there were no friends of the family to follow her to the grave.


  Years rolled on, and Clarissa Clark, the stepdaughter, grew into a beautiful womanhood. She did all the housework, for her stepfather would keep no servant. Of course he paid her no wages, and allowed her but two dresses and two pairs of shoes a year.


  His son George had grown to manhood—a strapping young fellow, with quite an aptitude for business; but, though very rich, his miserly father would not give him a dollar with which to do business, but insisted on his paying for his board and lodging as long as he remained at home.


  «Father, it's a shame, said the son him one day, «that you will not give me a start in business when you are so well able to do so.


  «Young man, you must make your own fortune,» replied the old man. ‘I had no assistnoce when I started out to make my way in the world, and I don’t see that you ure any better than I.»


  But was yowr father, able to give you a start?» George asked. «If he was not, don’t you, think, he would you have baided you had he been able?»


  That has nothing to do with you. My money is mine, not yours. If you want any money, earn it. That's all as got to say,» and with that the old miser turned away from him.


  By and by the firm for which George was working at a small salary failed, and he was thrown out of employment. He tried in vain to secure another at any rate of pay he could get. Business was dull, and the market overstocked with men and woman seeking work.


  When he paid for his week’s board one day he said to his father:


  «This is my last dollar. I shall not be able to pay you anything next week unless I can find a situation.»


  «In that case I shall not be able to board you, young man,» was the reply.


  «Do you mean to say that you will turn me out of the house, father?» he exclaimed.


  George was dumfounded and for a moment or two almost speechless. The heartless old man looked at himand smiled grimly.


  «Father,» said George, when he could command his voice, «I have paid you in advance for one week.» Give me back the money and I will go away now. I'd rather be turned out of doors now with a few dollars in my pocket than at the end of the week without a penny.»


  «I never give up any money I once get my hands on, young man, and if that was your rule you'd have plenty of money with which to pay your board.


  The result was a quarrel, in which the old man had the advantage in being master of the situation. At the end of the week George, having been unable to find work of any description, Clarissa went to the old man and said:


  «Father, George has not been able to find work. You surely will not turn him out of the house because he is not able to pay his board?»


  «Why should I take care of one who is able to work? « He is as well able to work as I am.»


  «So he is. All he wants is the work to do. He is your son, and —»


  «Oh, never mind that, girl. When a man is old enought to take care of himself he shold be made to do so. He —»


  «Father, you ought to be ashamed of yourself!« Clarissa cried, her eyes flashing indignantly.


  «I think he ought to be ashamed to want to life an me-a strapping big fellow like him!»


  «He doesn't want to life on you, father. « He will pay you every dollar he owes when he gets work, but —»


  «he doesn't owe me anything, and I am not going to let him or any other man owe me money without good security and interest.»


  «Father, do you think that george would tratt you that way if —»


  «Silence, girl! Go on about your work, and let me alone. I won’t have a big strapping fellow living on me that way. Let him take care of himself. He is able to work.»


  «When George goes I’ll go, too, father!» snapped Clarissa, turning to leave the room.


  «Eh! What’s that fou say! You go, too, you ungrateful hussy!»


  «Ungrateful!» she retorted. « Me ungrateful! Why, I’ve worked for you six years without a dollar in the way of wages!»


  «Wages! You had your board and clothes! What more do you want?»


  «Why shold I not have just what other giris get who work as I do?»


  «They have to buy their clothes-You don't«, he replied.


  «Ten dollars a year pays for all the clothes you give me,» she retorted. « I can get a place at seven dollars a month at Dr. Huntington’s, and I am going to go there is George goes away.»


  Old Gerald Graham was corned. He could not get along without Clarissa. If she went away he would have to hire some other girl to do the required work, and he could not think of having a strange woman in the house.


  While he was thinking of what he should say Clarissa left the room and went to meet George.


  «I have heard all that took place between you,» said George. « You must not leave here, Clarissa. Stay with him till I come back again, or I shall never be able to hear from him or know how things are. Times won’t always be hard with me as they are now. Come what will, dear, I'll never forget you and your kindness to me.»


  Tears came into her eyes.


  «He isthe meanest man who evewr lived!« she exclaimed, angrily.


  «Well, time will tell«, said george.


  «Good-bay. I'll write to you in care of Dr. Huntington. Go down to his house once a week to see if there is a letter from me.»


  The old man saw him going away, and muttered to self.


  «It will be the making of him. It will teach him selfreliance, and how to take care of his money —»


  That was all he said as he saw his only child leaving him, not knowing that he would ever see him again.


  Not a kind word, not even a good-bey-nothing savoring of affection. The almighty dollar had monopolized ever, other thought of feeling.


  That evening Clarissa prepared supper as usual, looking pale and tearful. Now that George was gone the old house would be simply unbearable. She had not a single companion among the girls of the village, for the reason that not one of them dared to come to the house. The old man lookedd up at her and said:
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 «You spoke of going away because George has gone, Clarissa. If you do that not one penny of my money will you ever call your own. Do you understand that?«


  She stood at one end of the table and looked down at him, her pale face seeming all the mor so in contrast with her flashing blacj eyes.


  «That does not move me in the least, father,» she replied. « Money is not my God, I do not worship it.»


  The old man was surprised.


  «You don't want it then?» he said.


  «I need it, of course, but do not love and worship it. I am willing to work for waht I get.»


  «Money is a good thing to have», said he, shaking his head.


  «It is of no account, save to buy with,» she replied. « If one does not use it, of what account is it? I have but two poor dresses. What good would a million dollars do me if I did not buy dresses and such things as I need? Listen to me, father. You have done a thing this day that heaven will punish you for. You have turned your own flesh and blood out into the world without a dollar. George is as good a son as a father was ever blessed with. But his father loved a dollar more than he loved his son. Be assured that no good will come to you. You will want George some day, and repent of what you have done.»


  With that Clarissa turned and left the room, leaving the old miser to ponder on what she had said.


  A week later was rent day, and the old miser went among his tenants and collected several hundred dollars, which he carried home with him and placed in his strong-box under the table in his bedroom, intending to take it to the bank in the morning.


  About midnight Clarissa heard a groan, followed by a hoarse cry, coming from old Graham’s room.


  She sprang out of bed, threw on a wrapper, and hastened to see what the matter was.


  Just as she reached the door of the old man’s room she felt herself caught roughly by the arm, and a gruff voice say:


  «Keep quiet, girl, an’ yer’ll get no hurt!»


  She looked around, and by the dim. light of a candle saw a masked man at her side with a revolver in his right hand.


  Clarissa was a very nervy girl, with a great deal of good horse sense about her.


  «I'll keep quiet«, she said, trembling from head to food, « but what do you want here?»


  «Anything that is valuable. Money is better than anything.»


  «My father keepd all hir monay in the bank«, she said.


  «Yes, yes«, said the old man from his bedroom, « I haven't a dollar in the house.»


  «That's too thin«, said the burglar. « You collected serval hundred dollars to-day, and I watched to see that you did not go to the bank. I'll have that money or leave both of you here dead.»


  «Help! Help! George! George!« screamed the old man, who was lying on zhe flor bound hands and feet.


  «Curse you!» hissed the burglar, rushing into the room, gragging Clarissa with him. «Stop that, or I'll end your miserable life for you!» and he placed a foot on his neck whilst holding to Clarissa's arm with the left hand.


  «Don't hurt him, please», pleaded Clarissa.


  «Where is that money?» the burglar again demanded.


  «I have no monay in the house«, replied the miser.


  The burglar pressed his foot hard on his neck till he turned black in the face, and squirmed like an im paled worm.


  «You are killing him!« cried Clarissa, tearing herself loose from the burglar's grasp anddarcing toward the window.


  He sprang after her and caught her again.


  Nut not before she gathered up a hachmer on the windowsill, and dealt him a blow on the head with it.


  He staggered back as if stunned, and zhe old man exclaimed:


  «Kill'im, girl, and I'll give you a-dollar!« She did give him another, but not on the head.


  He dodged it, and the blow lauded on his shoulder.


  «Curse you!« he growled, catching her in both his arms. « I've a good mind to wring your neck for you!»


  Clarissa then sank down, womian-like, in a dead faint.


  «That’s all right,» growled the burglar, turning away. « She is off my handle now, and Ill atted to you, old man.»


  «I haven't any money in the house«, the old man said.


  «Then you are a dead man«, and the heavily-shod foot again rested on Gerald Graham's neck.


  Again did the old man groan and squirm under the relentless pressure of that heavy foot till he was black in the face.


  It was then the burglar espied the strong-box under the table.


  He released the pressure on the old man’s neck and said:


  «Have you the key to that box?»


  «No.»


  He searched the old man’s pockets and found several keys, one of which fitted the lock on the box.


  The old man cried out in agony when he saw the burglar unlock the box, and tried to get up.


  But he was bound hard and fast, a helpless prisoner.


  «George, George! Clarissa!» he cried in his agony, whilst the burglar was filling his pockets with the money he found in the box.


  When Clarissa came to she heard her stepfather groaning at a terrible rate. She scrambled to her feet and gazed around the room.


  «Why, where is the robber?» she exclaimed.


  «He is gone with my precious gold. Oh, oh, oh!» and the old man’s groans were awful to hear.


  «She got a knife and cut the old man loose, and as soon as he could use his limbs he crawled to the box, looked in, and then began tearing his hair and howling with grief over his loss.


  «Oh, don't take on so, father», she said to him. « You can give the police a discription of the man and have him arrested.»


  He only groaned the more, and Clarissa finally left him there to go to her own room.


  She was so very much frigthened that she did not try to sleep again that night, but sat up till morning, when she went about her usual task of preparing breakfast of tea and toast. When the old man came to breakfast he was terribly broken up. He came groaning:


  «Oh, ´Clarissa, I am ruined! I am ruined! I've benn robbed!« Why, you have all aour property yet, father.« « A feew handred dollars' loss won*t ruin you.»


  He was inconsolable, and said:


  «It will ruin me! I can never get over it.»


  «You can put the detectives on track of —»


  «Detectives cost money, girl. If they find the robber they never find the money. I'll never see my gold again.»


  «And if george has been in the house it would never have happened«, she blurted out. « He is a big, strong fellow and as brave as a lion. That robber knew that George was away, else he would never have come here. You are well pinished, father.»


  The old man glared ar her in utter amazement for a moment or two, and then exclaimed:


  «Don't you ever dare mention his name to me again girl! Do you hear me? Don't mentationthat name to me again!»


  «I heard you mentation it serval times last night, calling to him for help and protection«, she replied. « I won't mentation his name to you again.»


  As soon as he could Gerald Graham reported his loss to the proper authorities, and was told that the proper steps to find the robber would be taken. But it was the last he ever heard of the precious gold that was stolen.


  One day old Dr. Huntington brought Clarissa a letter. It was from George, telling her that he had found a good situation in the city, and that he would send her a present for her birthday two months hence.


  Gerald Graham saw her with the letter, and knew it was from George, and asked her if it was.


  «Yes, father,» she replied, «he has a situation in the city where he can make a good living.»


  «Give me his address.»


  She did so.


  That day the old man wrote to him to come home.


  George wrote back that he would never cross the threshold of Graham Grange again until he could do so independent of his father in a financial sense.


  That made the old man very mad.


  «Clarissa!» he cried, « I am going to make my will, and if you will promise me not to give George Graham a dollar of my property I'll rake you my heir.»


  «I’ll promise you that, father,» she said.


  The village lawyer came, drew the will, had it properly signed and witnessed, and, after getting his fee, went away.


  That night Gerald Graham died in his sleep, of heart disease, and early the next morning Clarissa telegraphed the fact to Georg.


  He came up on the next train and went up to the house.


  Clarissa received him with open arms, and left the sole charge of the funeral with him.


  He had the old man decently buried, and the day following the village layer told him about the old man's will.


  He was thunderstruck.


  «Why did you not tell me about the will, Clarissa?» he said a few hours later.


  «Because I did not think about it,» she said. «It was made in my favor on my promising not to give you a dollar of the estate. I made the promise, of course, reserving the right to sell it to you. You can have the entire property for one dollar. Can you afford to pay so much?»


  «Oh, yes,» he said, handing her the dollar. «It’s mine now, is it?»


  «Yes, it’s all yours.»


  «Well, now,» and he took her bend in his, «I am, going to buy a wife with it. I’ll give you the whole estate for your hand in marriage. What say you?»


  Woman-like, she had to pretend to faint, and then asked him if he loved her.


  He vowed that he did, and a few months later they were married.


  The old Grange looks quite different now, and the tenants on the property are happy, and love thelr landlord and his beautiful wife. It is yet the talk of the old people in the neighborhood as to the disposition so artfully made of Old Graham’s Gold.


   


  -The End-


  Paddy’s exploit.


   


  [image: ]


   


   


  [image: ]he last days of the great Sepoy rebellion were at hand.


  One by one the English troops had recaptured all the important cities and fortifications which had been seized by the revolting soldiery, and only up in the wild fastness of the ‘‘hill country’ were there any signs of resistance to British rule.


  The native princes and their cohorts had been as prompt to fall away from the standard of rebellion as they had been eager to join when they fancied that the tide had set strongly against the white-skinned foreigners, and that they would be driven into the ocean from whence they had come, no longer to hold sway over the land where the natives outnumbered the strangers a hundred to one.


  Nana Sahib, the detested chief of the insurgents-the cruel, inhuman monster as he was to English eyes—had so far escaped capture, although the English commanders had done all in their power to entrap him.


  City after city had fallen before the great Havelock, and in each and every town it was reported, before the surrender, that Nana Sahib was in command.


  But when the swarthy Hindoo chiefs were examined after the fight was ended, the most notorious one of all was not to be found.


  And so at last the English officers began to class the red-handed rajah with the Flying Dutchman, pone the Hunter, and other intractable creatures of legend.


  But when, up in the hill country, one of the flying columns attached to Havelock’s command encountered a most stubborn resistance from what they had at first supposed to be a small body of fugitives, but whicha sharp attack discovered to be a good-sized army, the Englishmen came to the conclusion that the wild and broken country had been selected by the insurgents for their last stand, and that it was more than likely that the fugitive rajah, Nana Sahib in person, might be in command, since the leader who was Pot the insurgents displayed most excellent generalship.


  He had selected the crest of the Hindu pass for a defensive position, and it was naturally a strong one.


  Upon the hill at the head of the pass an earthwork had been thrown up and some heavy guns placed in position, as the British soldiers discovered to their cost, for upon their first discovery of the enemy, thinking that it was only a small party, they had dashed boldly to the attack and had been repulsed with heavy loss.


  Havelock himself was not far off, and messengers were at once dispatched to inform him of the unexpected resistance which the advance had encounered.


  The general at once hurried to the front.


  For the foe to make a stand, concentrate his forces and offer battle, was exactly what the British commander wanted, so that at one decisive blow he might end the struggle.


  He had become wearied of following a foe who always fled and never fought, and yet was capable of doing considerable mischief.


  When Havelock reached the front and had examined carefully the enemy’s position, he perceived that the earthwork on the hill which commanded the pass was in reality the key to the position—was as admirable a piece of engineering as the eyes of the old soldier had ever looked upon.


  A reconnoissance revealed that the enemy not only had plenty of guns mounted, but also a large army to resist an attack.


  In a council of war then held it was the unanimous opinion thatit would be unwise to assault until the earthwork was at least partially reduced, and a breach made by which the troops could enter it.


  Heavy siege guns were therefore placed in position, and with the rising of the next day’s sun a furious cannonading began all along the line.


  The enemy replied vigorously, but the superior weight of the English metal told, as well as the superior skill of the gunners, and by noon not only were the greater part of the Sepoy guns dismounted, but a good-sized breach was made in the wall.


  The general then gave orders to prepare for an assault, but, as sharp skirmishing had been going on all the morning, Havelock fixed the hour for the advance at four in the afternoon, thus to allow the men time for rest.


  To further stimulate the Britons, some of the foes who had been captured in the morning engagement reported that Nana Sahib was in command, and that, in order to encourage his followers, he had sworn a sacred oath either to beat back the infidel dogs, or else to die upon the spot.


  That the coming assault would be a sanguinary one was the opinion of all, and even cautious Havelock had said that if any soldier had prayers to say, or preparations to make in the event of death being nigh, it would be well to attend to them, for the struggle promised to be as fierce a one as India had ever seen.


  Now in the army was a regiment composed almost entirely of Irishmen—wild, reckless, desperate fellows, the plague of the general's lifein camp, but his delight in the field.


  The biggest rascal ofall this collection of choice spirits was one Paddy Burke, a County Clare lad.


  At the prospect of warm work ahead Paddy had taken the precaution to drain his canteen of strong spirit which he had purchased from a native on the march.


  «Anyhow, the cratur shan’t be wasted,« he observed.


  The fiery liquor at once mounted to his head and so inflamed him that he found it impossible to keep still.


  The wild idea came into his noddle that it would be a ›foine‹ thing to pay a visit to the fort above and take a look at the inside of it through the breach which the big guns had made.


  So off heset with his musket on his shoulder, and without attracting particular attention he managed to reach the earthwork.


  The Sepoys, busily engaged in preparing to resist the expected attack, had paid but little attention to placing sentries, and the soldier who was to guard the breach was seated upon a gun near by half-asleep when Paddy appeared.


  The martial ardor of the Irishman was at once excited, so, clubbing his musket, he advanced upon the astonished Hindoo with a wild Irish yell.


  The Sepoy sprung up, only to be stricken down with a broken crown.


  Some of his comrades, alarmed, came rushing up, sword in hand, but the bold Irishman, standing in the breach, yelling at the top of his lungs, with his clubbed musket easily kept them at bay and cracked the skulls of those who were unwary enough to come within reach of his terrible weapon.


  This novel sight and noise attracting the attention of some English soldiers who were making observations of the place, they hurried towards the breach, and just as fifteen or twenty Sepoys were about to drive Paddy through the opening, these reinforcements reached him, and a lively skirmish at once took place.


  The Britons held their ground easyly, and by fives and tens their comrades began to come in to their assistance.


  The Sepoys at length were beaten back within the work, but were pursued by the now infuriated mob at their heels, and when Havelock and his staff arrived on the scene the fight actually was over, and Hindu Pass a captured position.


  Havelock was amazed.


  The fort which he had calculated would take two or three hours’ hard fighting to capture, and which he feared would cost the lives of at least a thousand men, had yielded almost without bloodshed.


  But Nana Sahib had not been in command.


  Such a flagrant breach. of discipline as this could not be overlooked, and so poor Paddy Burke was court-martialed.


  The charge— ’’Capturing a fort without orders.»


  Paddy pleaded guilty, but swore by all that was holy if they would let them go this time he would never take another fort all by himself while he lived.


  The affair was too ridiculous, and Paddy got off with a caution never to commit such a breach of discipline again.


  Thus strict military ›justice‹ was done, but his commanding officer took up a subscription, and the bold Irishman received a handsome sum for his daring act.


   


  -The End-


  Poor mad Rosa.


  By
Percy B. St. John
 (pseud. Orrin Goble, Paul Braddon)


   


   


  [image: ]oor, Mad Rosa! Hers was a sad fate; and I often think, when I turn these pages, that when she died, one more unfortunate had found relief.


  This was the endorsement, in my uncle’s handwriting, upon the envelope which contained the account of the life and the tragic ending of Rosa May, the beautiful maniac.


  She was the daughter of a drunkard—a man who had died of ‘delirium tremens, and she had inherited his tendencies, though they showed themselves in a different form.


  She would not drink to excess, or anything of that sort, but the insanity caused by drink which had resulted in her father’s death, permeated her whole nature, and ultimately drove her mad.


  She was not surrounded by the things that were best calculated to cheer her sad spirit, and growing morose and moody,she had more than once attemrted to take her own life, but had been prevented.


  One night she tried to throw herself from a bridge into the lake in one of the city parks, but was prevented from doing so by a young man, who chanced to be close at hand, and who ran up just as she was about to step upon the parapet.


  [image: ]
 She had laid her shawl down, and was just preparing to step upon the low stone wall separating the water from the carriage driveway, when the stranger seized her by the shoulder.


  She had laid her shawl down, and was just preparing to step upon the low stone wall separating the water from the carriage driveway, when the stranger seized her by the shoulder.


  «What would you do, my poor child?« he said, while she turned her pale,beautiful face toward him, the light from the gas-lamps showing plainly her classic features, and the distress in her countenance.


  «Escape from the misery of this world.»


  «That is pot the way to do it.»


  «Tis the easiest and the surest.»


  «No; for the misery that will followin the next world is worse than that of this.»


  She sighed deeply, and permitted him to see her home, promising that she would not attempt her own life again.


  Rosa was a good accountant, and in a few days she saw an advertisement calling fora young lady cashier who would give security.


  She had some money, and applied for the position.


  The advertiser was a swindler, and the poor girl was cheated out of her little fortune, the man departing to play his miserable trick upon some other unsuspecting dupe.


  The young lady was in despair, for the money was all she had, and there were bills to be.paid; the rent was due and other claims wanted to be settled, for all of which this money would have been more than enough,


  She grew sick and nervous, and the fatal inheritance showed itself, giving her the appearance of being intoxicated upon the street, when, in reality, she had drank nothing.


  She was arrested by a brutal policeman, and in spite of her attempts to explain her unfortunate situation, was thrown into a dirty prison pen along with drunkards and the very scum of the city.


  The scenes she witnessed that night, and the horrible experience she went through turned her head, and in the morning she was raving mad.


  The stupid justice, not being able to tell the difference between drunkenness and insanity produced by terror, committed the poor girl to the county workhouse for ten days, and she was hurried off without being able to communicate with her few friends.


  It happened that the man who had saved her from the river, chanced to be visitingthe workhouse a few days afterward, and saw Rosa.


  He recognized her at once and investigated the case, finding that it was all a mistake, to put the mildest term upon the outrage.


  He at once procured Rosa’s release, and restored her to her sorrowing friends.


  Then, finding that she wasin straightened circumstances, he procured her the position of governess in the family of a rich lady of his acquaintance.


  The oldest son-a man of twenty-six or twenty-seven years-became interested in her, and paid her many attentions.


  She did not like him, and tried to avoid him, but with ill success, and at last he proposed marriage.


  She knew he was a libertine, and told him so, at which he swore to be avenged.


  An opportunity soon occurred.


  Poor Rosa’s fatal inheritance soon showed itself again, and one of the upper servants, who was jealous of the young lady, told her mistress that the governess had been drinking,


  Rosa denied the charge and tried to explain matters, but Mr. Tom, the young man in question, flatly asserted in presence of his mother and Rosa that the girl did drink, for he had seen her do so, and that more than once she had been drunk.


  Rosa was thunderstruck, and nearly reeled to the floor.


  Her throbbing brain seemed ready to burst its confines, and her craze, which had passed away, returned in full force.


  «She is drunk now,« laughed Mr. Tom, brutally. »She has often asked me to open the sideboard for her, but I wouldn’t do it, and lots of times I caught her at it herself.»


  With a cry of indignant rage, Rosa flew at the villain’s throat, and twined her long, taper fingers about his neck till he grew black in the face.


  He fell to the floor nearly choked to death, and Rosa stood above him with pale lips, convulsively eee hands, and eyes that emitted an insane light.


  Mr. Tom recovered, but did not retract his charge, and Rosa was sent away in disgrace, being so affected that she tried again to take her life, but was fortunately prevented.


  She became hopelessly insane, her one idea being a desire to be avenged upon Tom Alden, the young villain who had so belied her.


  She met him in the street one day, about a month after her dismissal from his mother’s, and struck him with a knife, making a bad wound but not causing his death.


  She was arrested, but her friends quickly explained matters and had her released on bail.


  She was proved insane and was sent tothe asylum, when I became interested in her case and learned her sad history.


  By some means, I know not what, she escaped from the place one night and nothing was heard of her for several days.


  Then the news of a terrible murder startled the community, and in the prisoner, arrested immediately after committing the horrible deed, we recognized poor Rosa May.


  Her victim was Tom Alden.


  She had watched and waited for him several days, and had at last met him in a secluded part of the park.


  She demanded that he should make public retraction of his false charges against her, and he refused.


  Then she drew a pistol which she had purchased in the city and shot him dead.


  Attracted by the report, half a dozen people rushed up and discovered her with the smoking weapon still in her hand and the body of her victim lying in a pool of blood.


  She gave herself up quietly and went at once to the police station.


  She was arraigned, and in due time tried for the deliberate murder of Mr. Thomas Alden.


  When her sad story was told, full revelations being made, the sympathies of the people were with her, and many predicted that she would be acquitted.


  The fact of the murder was not denied by the defense, who admitted fully that Rosa had killed the mind was affected-that she was not responsible for her acts.


  She was acquitted on the ground of insanity, but was committed to the asylum,where a stricter watch was kept upon her.


  Then she began to show signs of drunkenness again, and now the morbid appetite of her father seemed to have descended to her, for she would send out for drink, using great craftiness and cunning in so doing, and would occasionally find her way to the supply closet, where she would purloin the wines and liquors and drink herself into a beastly state of intoxication.


  At such times she would be perfectly unmanageable, and one would as soon have faced a wild beast as to approach her.


  She seemed to care nothing for human life, and once or twice the attendants had been rescued from her just in the nick of time.


  One day a terrible accident oecurred.


  She had got into the wine closet, smashed a dozen bonne and made herself insanely, crazily intoxicated.


  Then she broke into the dangerous ward and liberated some of the inmates.


  They set upon her at once, and though she fought with desperation she was nearly murdered.


  The only thing that saved her life was a broken bottle she carried in her hand.


  With this she dealt terrible blows right and left, knocking more than one of her assailants insensible to the floor, and giving some of them very bad cuts with the jagged glass.


  The sight of blood filled her with demoniac pleasure.


  «Ha-ha!« she shrieked, in insane glee, »let me catch the blood in the bottle, »tis better'than wine!»


  A perfect giant of a man, gifted with the strength of an ox, rushed upon her, and seized her in his grasp, declaring that he would throw her from the window.


  She completely shattered what remained of the bottle upon his brawny chest, cutting him in many places, and then attacked him with teeth and nails.


  He rushed to the window with the poor struggling creature in his arms, and held her out over the paved court below.


  He threw her out, but by the merest chance, her dress caught in the spiked pickets of the grating in front of the window below, and there she hung suspended, shrieking like a fiend.


  She was rescued from her perilous position, but was nearly dead, having been handled very roughly by the lunatics whom she had liberated.


  By careful nursing, she was brought back to life and to partial reason, but it was many long months before she could go about or leave the sick-room.


  At last she grew much better, and seemed to have entirely recovered, although her beauty had left her forever.


  Her face was badly scarred, and could never be as beautiful as it had been, or indeed, even handsome.


  She did not seem to care much about this, having other things to think about, and went around looking most melancholy and forlorn.


  Her friends tried to arouse her, but all their efforts were unavailing, and she daily grew more sad and mournful, and pined away until she was scarcely the shadow of her former self.


  At times she would become very violent, and rave wildly and incoherently, flying at her best friends, and making her confinement in a padded cell absolutely imperative.


  At such times it became necessary to give her the strongest kinds of stimulants, as nothing else would calm her excited nerves, and as she could not possibly live more than a few months at the most, it was as good a course as could have been adopted under the circumstances.


  The winter came on, black and desolate, with an immense quantity of snow and ice, more than had been known for many years.


  Rosa’s violent turns became more frequent, and at each recurring spell she was much more difficult to manage.


  Her ravings were wilder and more hysterical, and lasted longer, and at times it seemed as if she would die before she could be quieted.


  It took three strong women to hold her, and although they used no violence nor treated her harshly, she always managed to injure herself, until it was plain to be seen that she desired death and wanted to take her own life.


  Finally it got to be a regular thing for her to have a spasm every day at irregular times, one day at noon, another time at night, and then in the afternoon, each one occurring at a different hour.


  A watch had to be kept on her constantly, and the strain upon her nerves seemed to be wearing her out; so much so, in fact, that it was a wonder she lasted as long as she did. One day, and I shall never forget the time as long asI live, along toward the end of the winter, the ice having begun to break up in the river that ran not farfrom the asylum, she had one of the most violent spasms she had ever experienced.


  The women were utterly powerless to hold her, and assistance was sent for.


  Before it could arrive she had thrown two of the women down, and breaking from the third, dashed to the window and burst it open.


  With the strength of a Hercules she wrenched one of the stout iron bars far out of its place, and with a frenzied cry sprang through the opening.


  She fell upon a heap of heavy snow, and unfortunately did not hurt herself.


  Unfortunately, I say, for had she been stunned the men would have succeeded in getting her back to the house, and thus have prevented a sad tragedy.


  She quickly picked herself up, and rushed forth into the cold and bleak air, with nothing upon her head, and her clothes nearly torn from her back during the terrible struggle with the three women, who had been as gentle as possible.


  She headed directly for the river, taking the shortest possible cut, and caring nothing for obstacles.


  Over fences, along rough, rocky pastures, through woods and across roads she ran, fleeing like a deer, and leaving her pursuers far behind.


  At last she reached the river, aud sprang upor the ice with a wild shout.


  There was an ominous crack, a report like a rifle shot, and the ice split in two from one side of the river to the other.


  The water boiled up, glad to escape from its long imprisonment, and the ice was broken up into many cakes, some large, but most of them too small to afford a footing.


  When the men reached the bank they saw poor Rosa in mid stream floating along with the rapid current upon a large cake of ice.


  There was no way of reaching her except in a boat, and the nearest boat-house was a mile down stream.


  Two or three of the men set off upon a run, hoping to get ahead of her, and put out in a boat before she came down to them, and so save her.


  She seemed to have given up all idea of throwing herself into the water, which was what every beholder feared she would do, but stood calmly in the center of her icy raft, her arms folded, and gazing about her with as tranquil an expression as she had ever had.


  Suddenly the men on the bank uttered a cry of horror.


  Not far below them was avery high dam over which the water was rushing with a tremendous roar.


  The river was clear of large cakes, and there was not the least chance that the one upon which she stood would be wedged in, and delayed in its course.


  There would be no time fora boat to reach her even if it were pnt out at that very moment.


  Those who had gone after the boat peas stopped when they saw the dam, well knowing that no human aid could save the poor unfortunate.


  Her fate was inevitable, and, as if conscious of that, the cake of ice began to move swiftly down the stream, while the waters eddied and bubbled around it.


  Great pieces were broken from it by the action of the strong current,until at last it was barely ten feet in diameter.


  Poor Rosa now appeared to realize her danger, but she showed no sign of fear.


  She laughed and shouted and clapped her hands while the roar of the falling waters seemed to harmunize with her singing, and to chant her funeral hymn.


  She was beyond all but divine aid, and nothing but a miracle could save her.


  Swifter and swifter she sweeps down the sharp stream, louder and still louder sounds the roar of the waters, nearerand nearer yet she approached the edge.


  At last, with the swiftness of an arrow, the cake of ice shoots*over the fall, and with a ringing peal of laughter on her lips, poor Rosa goes down into the foaming, boiling cauldron of waters.


  A moan of borror goes up from every spectator er the tragedy, and the waters roar as if in exultaion


  «One more unfortunate Weary of breath, Rashly importunate, Gone to her death. Take her up tenderly, Lift her with care; Fashioned so slenderly, Young, and so fair.»


  Her body was recovered miles below the scene of her terrible death.


  It was not until after a long search that it was found, however, and then, as if by the merest chance.


  Her face was calm and positively beautiful, not a trace of her terrible suffering and agony of mind being visible in its pale lineaments.


  She was buried by her sorrowing friends, who never ceased fo mourn her sad loss, and often speak in whispers of the mournful life and tragic death of Poor Mad Rosa.


   


  -The End-


  The shrieking specter,
 or the 
Mystery of Chateau Gros-Gnome.
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  [image: ]wo medical students were passing through an obscure street in Paris.


  We must hurry along if we get to our destination before dark. And wo shall not be able to find our way through the old pile if daylight is gone.


  «What are you looking at, ›Chas?‹ We must hurry along if we get to our destination before dark. And we shall not be able to find our way through the old pile if daylight is gone.»


  Charles Fanleigh withdrew his gaze from the object upon which it had been riveted, and said in answer to his companion’s remark:


  «I never see a poorly dressed, delicate young woman in the streets, Geoff, but I think of my lost sister, Annabel.»


  «It was never ascertained whether she strayed away from home or was stolen, was it?»


  «Oh, she was stolen beyond a doubt. It was known that our aunt, upon her death, had left her considerable property, and those bonds were stolen at the time of her disappearance. Of course the bulk of our fortune was my father’s, who upon his death willed half to my sister in ease cf her discovery, and half to myself. There! Geoff, look! Isn’t that an outrage?»


  As the young man spoke, the youny girl toward whom his attention had been drawn, staggered across the sidewalk with a smothered shriek, as a man, well attired and imitating the air of a gentlea whose ey ina vigure proclaimed him of a class most deprayved-stopped suddenly before her and accosted her, then rudely laying his hand upon her shoulder, wheeled her about as though he would force her to accompany him.


  Seeing he was observed, however, he withdrew his grasp, and as the girl reeled in terror against the of a doorway, and there with the pallor of death upon her face, the man strode hurriedly away.


  Charles made as though he would follow him, but the fainting condition of the young girl stayed him.


  She possessed beautiful features and an expression innocent and gentle as a child’s.


  «Can we aid you?» asked Geoffrey Delamare in tones most deferential, and as the girl lifts her eyes with a faint flush tirting her cheeks, they encounter a glance of the tenderest respect. «My friend and I are about to lunch within this cafe. It is very quiet there. Will you not permit them to serve you a cup of coffee? You appear very weak.


  And indeed she was. As she essayed to recover herself and walk on, after gently thanking them and declining the offer, a faintness seemed to sweep over her, and she swayed and would have fallen to the pavement had they not caught her in time. They compelled her to enter the restaurant, and after partaking of refreshment she seemed much better, and the large, dark eyes filled with tears of gratitude as she bade the gentlemen adieu and again started on her way.


  «How I should like to know something about her. If it were not for annoying her I would follow her and see where she goes. She was very reticent, was she not? Poor thing, I wonder if she is seeking employment. She is strangely beautiful.»


  Thus spceke Geoffrey Delamare, while his friend seemed lost in retrospection.


  «But come, come, Chas, if we are to test the unenviable reputation surrounding Chateau Gros-Gnome to-night, and lay the ghosts that haunt its cheerful precincts, we must along.»


  There is, or was, not so many miles from the city of Paris, a structure, partly in utter ruin, partly maintaining to the outward eye the appearance of an ancient chateau. The grounds surrounding it were now a wilderness; half of it lay buried in undergrowth, and the portion still standing was windowless, doorless and ivy-grown.


  A small tower at one side of it was the only opaque outline that struck against the horizon. In this the windows were mere slits,and so thickly obscured by the ivy that tight sould not strike through it.


  A terrible crime had been once committed within its mildewed, moss-grown walls, and ever after it had been shunned by pleasure seekers and lovers of the antique, save when some unusually brave spirit infused with a curiosity similur to that of our two young friends, ventured within its uninviting environments.


  The ghostly associutions of the place and the reports of the shrieking apparition that fluttered through its crumbling walls after the awful murder had been enacted there, rendered it desolate and unpopular indeed.


  Our friends, however, undaunted by the repeated asseverations concerning these spectral rehearsals, determined to pass a night within a lofty room in the small tower.


  The night glowad under the opulant splendor of afull moon. The breeze, balmy and delicious, sighed through the interstices of the old walls, and whispered ghostly warnings tothe ivy. «The spell of the place and the hour,» should have cast such a hallowed prescience over the place as would have protected the innocent against marauders, mundane or otherwise.


  Save for the stirring of an occasional bat or bird, the silence was undisturbed.


  «I cannot help thinking of the poor girl we met to-day,» remarked Charley Fanleigh. ‘I wish the shrieking specter’ would appear to drive her from my thoughts. Something, I can scarcely tell what, makes me— — Ah! what is that?» For the speaker’s voice was startlingly interrupted by cries so piercingly wild and appalling as chilled the blood within their veins.


  It was but liltle past midnight, and the young men were on their feet in an instant. Though they were convinced such cries could only emanate from mortal throat, yet they were determined to solve the mystery.


  Down the old stairway, rotten and springy beneath their vigorous tread, they quickly made their way till they reached the more open portion of the ruins whence the sounds seemed to arise.


  Again and again the shrieks were repeated, dying away on the still night air in weird cadences.


  At last they discerned in a distant section of the structure something white Hitting hither and yon in an uncertain, giddy fashion.


  They followed and confronted the apparition, which, upon their approach, threw up its arms and uttered another shrill scream. They could not see the face of this strange being. It was that of a woman. The eyes, glaring into vacaney, were rolling and wild till they fell upon the figures of the two youths, when they became fixed like those of a panther about to spring. Her form was swathed about fantastically in a long, trailing white garment. The creature was terribly emaciated and the pallor of death was on the fate before them.


  Charles advanced toward her and spoke:


  «What is it you do here?»


  Stealthily the being drew toward him, keeping her eyes upon him the while. Charles stood his ground, although he fuily expected she would make a lunge at him with some hidden weapon when near enough, so he steeled himself for a death grapple.


  ‘What is it you seek here?» he repeated.


  This time at the words the being paused. Something like mortal reason seemed to dawn within her eyes. They fell toward a certain spot in the ruins. One gaunt hand sought the white, bandaged brows.


  She leaned forward and whispered, hoarsely:


  «I seek the spot where he tried to murder her. But he did not succeed—mark that! He failed. Ha, do you guess why he failed? Because,» and the wild light grew in her eyes again as she hissed the rest of the sentence in the young man’s ear, and flung into the air an arm lean and bare, a poniard glittering in the terse grasp of the fingers.


  Charles started back. He bad expected some such stealthy maneuver, but she had deceived him after all.


  He prepared, in the same breath which revealed to him the creature’s intention, to seize the descending arm. His friend also made a move toward his assistance.


  But they were mistaken.


  «Because,» she repeated, still holding her knife aloft,‘ because the strength of our blessed mother of God was in this arm that snatched the weapon from his grasp, and plunged it into his wicked heart instead.»


  The young men recoiled. They were confronting the mysterious creature whose crime had for years lent such ghastly associations to Chateau Gros-Gnome.


  «Who was she?» asked Geoffrey, curious to draw the woman out.


  «She? The loveliest little angel that ever blessed a mother’s eyes. My pet—my child, in the convent where that wretch placed her.» As she spoke the woman swayed back and forth in agony. For the moment reason seemed reigning within her.


  «What wretch?» again questioned Geoffrey.


  « He, the man this hand sent to God's judement. His bones lie rotting in yonder lake. I overheard his plans with his son. They had stolen her—they had, her money—they were to murder her here. I followed the old manu. Ha! ha! I killed him. But the little sunshine I carried away with me, here in my nun’s cloak—see, here she issafe!»


  And the woman drew forth from some hidden receptacle a small bundle of what appeared to be a child’s wearing apparel.


  A small, embroidered cloak, a small hood attached—and a dainty white dress with gold sleeve-clasps visible upon it. The bundle was fashioned as children fashion a rag doll. She drew it forth with tenderest care.


  As Charles Fanleigh’s eyes fell upon this strange treasure the woman revealed, he darted forward with a cry.


  «My God!» he exclaimed, «those are the identical clothes my baby sister Annabel wore on the day of her disappearance.» He seized and examined one of the sleeve-clasps. Yes, the initials were there that he sought. But the woman resented his touch like a wild animal. She flung herself away from him and again sought her terrible knife, while the eyes glared upon him again in direst insanity. They recoiled, ands turned and fled, the night air rent as she went with the same unearthly shrieks that had heralded her approach.


  «Come, let us follow!» cried Charles. «i must track this demented creature to her abiding place, though it be the end of the earth. She holds the seeret of my little sister's abduction. The articles she carries prove it beyond a doubt.»


  «Tt is my mind she has escaped from L—Asylum,» said Goeffry, as they hastened after the receding figure, whose long white robe trailed over the dewy grass and shrubbery of the fields, as regardless of fence or hedge she maintained her straight course, avoiding the roadways and footpaths.


  «Or perchance the convent of ——, which is not far from here. In convents where the sisters become insane, they are frequently harbored within the walls. I believe we shall find this woman’s story largely a true one.»


  [image: ]
The night previous to the events just recorded, a young girl, with pale, terrified face, might have been seen fleeing through the garden in front of a stylish modern house, built in the villa style, in one of the suburbs of Paris.


  She wore no hat, and her hair, loosened from its fastenings, swept behind her as she ran.


  «May the God of the defenseless help me now,» she sobbed beneath her breath, as she fied down the steps to the roadside, gloomy in the shade east by the high foliaged bank, but alight here and there by the illume of the moon.


  On she speeded till at last she reached a small, plain cottage, which she entered, having been admitted by a young girl of about her own age. From this she presently emerged attired now in a plain walking hat and wrap, and swept on toward the railway station, where she took a train bound for the city.


  This young girl was none other than the one who, during her search for work of the following day so attracted the attention of Charles Fauleigh.


  She had escaped a fate worse than death.


  When she separated from the young men at the cafe, she hastened on her quest, feeling much refreshed, forshe had not tasted food before that day.


  She had not traversed many squares, however, before a closely-veiled lady stopped her and inquired the way to a certain street.


  The girl obligingly turned, at the juest of the person, into a narrow side street to indiceate the route required.


  She bad taken but a few steps after turning the corner before she experienced a sudden und overwhelming faintness. She felt herself sinking rapidly into unconsciousness and being borne she knew not whither.


  *                   *
*


  Our friends, Charles and Geoffrey, after their midnight adventure, had hired a conveyance and were being rapidly driven into town. It was now about three o’clock in the morning. The rond was entirely deserted at this hour and silence reigned over the hamlets through which they passed.


  Suddenly the silence was broken by the rapid approach of a close carriage driven by two strong, fast horses.


  As the coach drew near the door suddenly sprung open and the form of a girl precipitated itself through the opening, while in a voice indescribably despairing she cried out:


  «Help! help! In God’s name, help!»


  With brutal violence she was snatched back into the carriage and the door banged to, but not until the light of the moon had revealed to the sturtled youths the faceand form of the young girl whom they had aided that day on the street. While they were equally sure the man who seized and forced her back into the vehicle was the one who had accosted her at the time.


  «Drive after them!» was the command Geoffrey gave the driver; for, while Charles had seemed puzzled and tormented by the face of this girl who had thus mysteriously crossed their path for the second time within twenty-four hours, Geoffrey Delamare had been lost in excitement and interest in the pathos of her expression and the grace of her evelte form.


  The young men were armed, and when at last they were abreast of the carriage, Charles, aiming his revolver at the driver, shouted, «Stop! or you are a dead man!»


  The man began to haul up his panting, racing brutes, but the man within shouted—«Go on you —. I'll settle them!» and a revolver aimed into their coupe discharged a bullet which happily missed its object, owing to the jolting of the speeding carriages.


  On they dashed till once again Charles aimed his revolver at the driver.


  This time the man drew up his horses, for there was that in the young fellow’s eye he dare not defy.


  Instantly the young man sprang to the ground and tore open the door of the coach.


  «Jump,» called Charles to the girl, holding out his arms to her, while Geoffrey leveled his revolver at the malignant visage of her abductor. So prompt and unhesitating had been the performance of the young men the girl was byond his reach before he could seize her. As Charles supported her trembling form to theis coupe something fluttered from her dress to the ground. He stooped to recover it. It was a delicately embroidered handkerchief of finest linen worn almost to a web, Across the corner wrought in blue floss was the name «Annabel.»


  Charles attention was arrested even in the midst of the excitement at sight of this name, and he shot a keen glance into the girl's face.


  «Can it be your name is Aunabel?» he asked with eager interest.


  The girl sighed.


  «I do not know», was her somewhat remarkablereply. «I cannot say. I have sometimes believed so, but I am called Josephine.»


  «But this?» indicating the name on the bandkerchief.


  The girl’s face lighted up.


  «Ah, it is that makes me think my name was Annabel. How glad I am you have found it. I would not lose my handkerchief for the world.»


  Charles was obliged to leave her at this point and return to his friend’s assistance. But he determined to solve the mystery surrounding this girl.


  The man whose victim they had secured had, by a stealthy movement, thrust Geoffrey’s revolver aside and succeeded in emerging from the carriage, but his assailant had recovered himself, and, seizing him by the throat, crowded him to the earth, while the driver of their coupe quickly disarmed him.


  Charles now saw there was still another occupant in the carriage.


  This was a woman, whose dark wrappings and heavy veil had completely obscured her from view.


  «Let me go, you — —!» how led the miserable wretch, whom Geoffrey had completely pinioned.


  «Not till you make plain your whole business with this young lady. Who is she? and by what right do you accompany her against her will?»


  «What business is that of yours I would like to know?»


  «Just this, If you don’t answer my question I’ll put a bullet through your head,» and Geoffrey held the muzzle of his revolver close to the man’s temple.


  «Ask her mother there. She’s nothing to me.»


  «You needn’t put the credit on my shoulders. It was your own scheme,» cried the remaining occupant of the carriage, evidently ready to throw up the game now an expose seemed imminent.


  «Are you the young lady’s mother, madam?» asked Charles Fanleight.


  «I've taken care of the good-for-nothing long 6nough to be, though I ain't, no more than he's her father«, returned the woman in coarse language that evinced her degraded origin.


  «Tell us what you know of the girl and we may protect you from the extreme penalty of the law. If you do not——» and Charles looked all he did not say.


  «Hold your —— tongue!» shouted her accomplice, turning his murderous eyes upon the woman. But evidently the law had greater terrors for her than this man.


  «Otto Reynard, you haven’t treated me right from the beginning and I’m not going to stand by you now. You promised me twice the money you've allowed me, and it was only need of money made me help you in this plot. The money you and your old rascal of a father got when you stole her, has kept you rolling in wealth all your days, while I’ve had the charge of the girl and no pay for it.»


  «Was this girl placed at the age of four years in the Convent of ——?» asked Charles of the woman.


  «She was.»


  «She was placed there by this man’s father, who gave her name to the abbess as Adele Fanville, and she was afterward stealthily remove from the institution; all this is so, is it not?»


  The woman assented.


  «And who was paid to dothe business I'd like to Know,» almost shrieked the man, Otto Reynard.


  The woman was silent.


  «Now, see here,» said Geoffrey, bending over the wretch he still held in a vise-like grip tothe earth. «We have learned all this very night, trom the abbess of the convent. You and your father tried to murder that child. You were discovered, and on the night the deed was undertaken the child’s life was saved by one of the sisters, who had become attached to the little one. To do this she was obliged to plunge the knife in the would-be murderer’s own breast. This nun became a raving maniac alter the commission of the deed, and you afterwards got the child away from the sisters and have suppressed her in order to serve your base purposes. The rightful name of this child was Annabel Fanleigh, and her brother stands beside you ready to see her wrongs avenged by the severest penalty the law may inflict.»


  «You've got to proveall this first,» muttered the man, hoarsely.


  «An easy matter to do, and the less trouble you give us now the better for yourself.»


  Having bound their prisoner securely within the coach, the young men lost no time in making their way to the city, where both Otto Reynard and his assistant were put under arrest.


  Annabel’s story of her life with the woman was this:


  She had been abused, neglected and starved. The woman calling herself her mother she had always felt sure was not her own parent, but her memories of what paesed before her life with this cruel guardian were too vague for her to realize why she wasso situated. Up to the present time this Woman, known as Madam Delaney, had lived in a miserable way in Paris.


  A fortnight previous to the abduction of Annabel, she had removed to a villa in the outskirts of the city. Hither the girl accompanied her. But Annabel chanced to overhear a conversation between Otto Reynard nnd the Woman, which revealed to her the fact that she was to become the victim of a vile scheme. Hence her flight into Paris, as we have seen, and her subsequent seizure.


  Otto Reynard followed her, and the woman had so disguised herself that the girl was easily trapped and rendered unconscious by the use of an anæsthetic.


  All necessary proof was found in certain papers still in the possession of Reynard, which had been among those stolen years before, and in the identification of Sister Annette, the poor crazed nun, who, in her lucid intervals had confessed the crime she had unwittingly committed to save the life of the child whom she had gone in search of. She had been an unseen witness of the interview between father and son, when they planned the destruction of Annabel.


  Otto Reynard is serving his term in prison—a punishment none too great for the villainy of his life.


  And the gentle Annabel, when she has graduated from the three years’ course of study she has undertaken, is to become the wife of Dr. Geoffrey Delamare, thus making happy by her presence not only her devoted brother, but the heart of his dearest friend, neither of whom will ever cease to be thankful that love of the marvelous led them to pass a night in the ruins of the old chateau.


  For, though most visitants of a ghostly character prove very human upon close acquaintance, yet all do not lead to such potent revelations as followed tkat night’s encounter with the Shrieking Specter otf Chateau Gros-Gnome.


   


  -The End-
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