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LATEST VIEWPOINTS OF MEN WORTH WHILE. 213

These efforts are in line with the sug-
gestion made by President Roosevelt in
his speech to the students of the Manassas
Colored Industrial Institute:

The other day a great French literary
man, who was peculiarly interested in
ponular songs, in the music developed by
the different peoples of the Old World,
came here, and he happened to incidental-
ly mention to me that as far as he could
see there were but two chances for the
development of schools of American
music, of American singing, and these
would come, one from the colored people
and one from the vanishing Indian folk,
especially those of the Southwest. I want
all of you to realize the importance and
dignity of your musical work, of the de-
velopment of music and song among you
students. I feel that there is a very
strong chance that gradually out of the
capacity for melody that your race has
we shall develop some school of American
music. It is going to come through you
originally.

Is it not true. however, that available
though negro and Indian themes may Dbe,
they do not represent the American peo-
ple of to-day? Perhaps. as more than
one musician has suggested. the popular
street songs—the ‘‘ After the Balls,”
‘“ Annie Rooneys,” and * Tammanys "—
are more expressive of American life than
any other music, and, therefore, may enter
into the melodic structure of future
symphonies.

CHINA IS SEEKING
WESTERN LEARNING.

Eminent Oriental Commissioners Travel
Through the United States to Study the
Why and Wherefore of Our Prosperity.

HEIR excellencies Tuan Fang and
Tai Hung Chi, imperial Chinese
commissioners, came to the United

States with open eyes to learn the advan-
tages of Western Civilization. The fact
of their coming was in itself significant
evidence of an existing state of affairs in
China which the Chinese Minister to the
United States, Sir Chentung Liang
Cheng, explained in the following words:

It has been a fervent wish that China
would awake from her sleep and join

in the march of modern progress. The
day of her awalening is at hand. The
unrest of our people proves it. Large
bodies move slowly, but when they begin
to move they gain momentum; and when
China gets started in the channels of
progress it will be impossible to stop her.
She has always looked to the United
States in every crisis of her national
career. I have no doubt that the result
of the coming of the Imperial Commission
will bring the two countries into closer
relations.

This little speech was delivered a few

weeks ago at a banquet in New York,
where a number of representative Ameri-
cans were gathered to meet the visitors,
Tuan Fang spoke the same evening—
using the Chinese language, his remarks
being translated by his secretary, Alfred
Sze, who is a graduate of Cornell Uni-
versity, class of 1901.

‘I'his translated address included the
following passage:

Since our arrival in this country we
have had every opportunity to see the ma-
terial side of your great country. All
business and manufacturing establish-
ments have thrown their doors wide open
to us, and afforded us ample facilities to
look into the American way of doing
things.

Your government has likewise given us
the same unrestricted facilities, for all of
which we are very, very grateful. It is
needless to say that we are deeply im-
pressed with the vast resources of the
country and the marvelous energy of its
people. We are pleased to note, how-
ever, that in the midst of this wonderful
material expansion you have not lost
sight of the moral upbuilding of the coun-
try. We are, therefore, glad to meet here
this evening representative Americans
who are engaged in this beneficent labor.

This commissioner, Tuan Fang, is a
considerable man in his own country. As
Viceroy of two important provinces—
Fu-Kien and Che-Kiang—his influence
is far-rcaching.

What he said about his experiences in
the United States was. perhaps. not so
important as his definite tribute to
American missionaries. The missionary
is often charged with. arousing hostility
by violating native customs; but the
Viceroy said:

We take pleasure this evening in bear-
ing testimony to the part taken by
American missionaries in promoting the
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The Great Southwest.

By CHARLES M. HARVEY.

Marvelous Development—Agricultural, Industrial, and Commercial —That Is
Now in Progress in the States of Texas and Arkansas and
the Adjoining Territories.
Revised from “ The Munsey” and brought up to date by the author for THE SCRAP BoOK.

EDITOR'S NOTE.—In the growth of interest in the great States west of the Mississippi River the South-
west has until lately been commonly neglected. Gold sent men rushing first to the mountain States. Then
grain led men to the prairie States. With the more fertile wheat lands fully occupied, there has of late
been a tendency to the northwest territories of Canada. But at the same time a development, commercial
and industrial, as well as agricultural, has been going on in the Southwest. The progress made in Texas

during the last few years is simply astounding.

NKNOWN to the great mass

of the people of the United

States, a new empire |is

being planted in the South-

west. Much is written

about the thousands who

are crossing the Canadian

frontier and settling in

Manitoba, Assinibola, and

Alberta; but very little is

heard about the tens of

thousands from the Northwest and the

Middle West, from the East and Europe,

who are moving into Arkansas, Oklahoma,

the Indian Territory, Texas, New Mexico,
and Arizona.

The officials of the railways running
into this latter region could tell a little
of this story if they wished to. Last year,
from Apirl to November, something like a
million dollars was paid into the treas-
uries of the Atchison, Topeka & Sante Fe,
the Chicago, Rock Island & Pacific, the
Iron Mountain, the Missouri Pacific, the
St. Louls & San Francisco, and the Mis-
souri, Kansas & Texas rallways, for fares
by seekers of homes in the Southwest.
About one-third of these prospectors be-
come permanent settlers. The money put
into farms, into manufacturing industries,
and into business of various sorts in that
region, according to the estimates of rail-
way officlals and immigration agents, has
amounted during the past twelve months
to fully two hundred million dollars.

The Empire State of the Future,

Consider for a moment the State of
Texas—as she was, as she iIs, and as she
will be. Admitted to the Union in 1845,
newly baptized with blood in her struggle
against the Mexicans, she then contained
little more than a hundred thousand in-
habitants. To-day she has three and a
half millions, and ranks fifth among the
States, having passed Missourl since the
last census. Only New York, Pennsylva-
nta, Illinols, dnd Ohlo are now ahead of

her. If all these States continue to ad-
vance in population at the same rate as
in recent years, she will pass Ohio before
1920, Illinois by 1930, and Pennsylvania by
1940. Before 1950 she will have outstripped
New York and will be the Empire State of
the Union.

In spite of her more than twenty-fold
increase during the past six decades, Texas
is still, comparatively speaking, a sparsely
settled region. She has as yet a mere
fraction of the population her generous
soil could support. Remember that she is
larger than France or Germany, larger
than two Italys or two Great Britains.
When she became a State, she had two
iquare miles of land for each of her in-
habitants. She now has about thirteen
people to each square mile. The State of
New York has one hundred and sixty peo-
ple to the square mile, and is steadily
growing in population. Massachusetts has
three hundred and seventy-flve to the
square mile, and Is steadily growing.
England has six hundred and twenty-
five to the square mile, and is steadily
growing. If the present ratio continues,
think of the incalculable growth that the
coming years will bring to the great
Southwestern State!

Phenomenal Growth of Population in
Texas.

If Texas were peopled as densely as New
York State, she would have forty-two mil-
lion inhabitants—morec than tcn times
what she has. Settled as closely as Mas-
sachusetts, she would have one hundred
millions; as closely as England, one hun-
dred and sixty-six millions. This Ameri-
can State is destined to rank with the
powers of the world.

Remarkable as was the showing that
Texas made at the last census, other por-
tions of the Southwest could point to a
still more phenomenal gain. While the
population of the Lone Star State ad-
vanced thirty-six per cent between 1890















CLASSICS FROM

‘“The Lover whispers his mistress that
the coach is ready; and she, full of hope
and fear, glides down, to fly with him over
the borders: the Thief, still more silently,
sets-to his pick-locks and crowbars, or
lurks in wait till the watchmen first snore
in their boxes.

‘“ Gay mansions, with supper-rooms and
dancing-rooms, are full of light and music
and high-swelling hearts; but, in the Con-
demned Cells, the pulse of life beats tremu-
lous and faint, and blood-shot eyes look-
out through the darkness, which is around
and within, for the light of a stern last
morning. Six men are to me hanged on
the morrow: comes no hammering from
the Raven's Rock?—their gallows must
even now be a-building.

‘“Upwards of five-hundred-thousand two-
legged animals without feathers lie around
us, in horizontal positions; their heads all
in nightcaps, and full of the foolishest
dreams. Riot cries aloud, and staggers and
swaggers in his rank dens of shame; and
the Mother, with streaming hair, kneels
over her pallid dying infant, whose cracked
lips only her tears now moisten—All these
heaped and huddled together, with nothing
but carpentry and masonry between them
—-crammed in, like salted fish in their bar-
rel—or weltering, shall I say, like an
Egyptian pitcher of tamed vipers, each
struggling to get its head above the others:
such work goes on under that smoke-coun-
terpane! But I sit above it all; I am alone
with the Stars.”

In Nature's Wilds.

“ OUNTAINS were not new to him;
but rarely are Mountains seen in
such combined majesty and grace

as here. The rocks of that sort called Prim-

itive by the mineralogists, which always
arrange themselves in masses of a rugged,
gigantic character; which ruggedness, how-
ever, is here tempered by a singular airi-
ness of form and softness of environment;
in a climate favorable to vegetation, the
gray cliff, itself covered with lichens,
shoots-up through a garment of foliage or

verdure; and white, bright cottages, tree-
shaded, cluster around the everlasting
granite. In fine vicissitude, Beauty alter-

nates with Grandeur; you ride through
stony hollows, along strait passes,
traversed by torrents, overhung by high
walls of rock; now winding amid broken
shaggy chasms, and huge fragments; now
suddenly emerging into some emerald
valley, where the streamlet collects itself
into a Lake, and man has again found a
fair dwelling, and it seems as if Peace had
established herself in the bosom of
Strength.

“To Peace, however, in this vortex of
existence can the Son of Time not pretend:
still less if some Specter haunt him from
the Past; and the Future is wholly a Styg-
ian Darkness, specter-bearing. Reason-
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ably might the Wanderer exclaim to him-
self: Are not the gates of this world’s
Happiness Inexorably shut against thee;
hast thou a hope that is not mad? Never-
theless, one may still murmur audibly, or in
the original Greek if that suit thee better:
‘*Whoso can look on death will start no
shadows.’

“From such meditations is the Wan-
derer’'s attention called outward; for now
the Valley closes-in abruptly, intersected
by a huge mountain mass, the stony water-
worn ascent of which is not to be accom-
plished on horseback. Arrived aloft, he
finds himself again lifted into the evening
sunset light; and cannot but pause, and
gaze round him, some moments there.

‘“An upland irregular expanse of wold,
where valleys in complex branchings are
suddenly or slowly arranging their descent
toward every quarter of the sky. The
mountain-ranges are beneath your feet,
and folded together: only the loftier sum-
mits look down here and there as on a sec-
ond plain; lakes also lie clear and earnest
in their solitude.

**No trace of man now visible; unless in-
deed it were he who fashioned that little
visible link of Highway, here, as would
seem, scaling the inaccessible, to unite
Province with Province.

‘“But sunward, lo you! how it towers
sheer up, a world of Mountains, the diadem
and center of the mountain region! A
hundred and a hundred savage peaks, in
the last light of Day; all glowing, of gold
and amethyst, like giant spirits of the wil-
derness; there in their silence, in their soli-
tude, even as on the night when Noah's
Deluge first dried!

“ Beautiful, nay solemn, was the sudden
aspect to our Wanderer. He gazed over
those stupendous masses with wonder, al-
most with longing desire; never till this
hour had he known Nature, that she was
One, that she was his Mother and divine.

‘“ And as the ruddy glow was fading into
clearness in the sky, and the Sun had now
departed, a murmur of Eternity and Im-
mensity, of Death and of Life, stole
through his soul; and he felt as if Death
and Life were one, as if the Earth were
not dead, as if the Spirit of the Earth had
its throne in that splendor, and his own
spirit were therewith holding communion.

‘“The spell was broken by a sound of
carriage-wheels. Emerging from the hid-
den Northward, to sink soon into the hid-
den Southward, came a gay Barouche-and-
four: it was open; servants and postilions
wore wedding-favors: that happy pair,
then, had found each other, it was their
marriage evening! Few moments brought
them near: Du Himmel! It was Herr Tow-
good and—Blumine!

‘“With slight unrecognizing salutation
they passed me; plunged down amid the
neighboring thickets, onward, to Heaven,
and to England; and I, in my friend Rich-
ter's words, I remained alone, behind them,
with the Night.”
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THE WRECK THAT RE-RECKONED. 245

a suddenness that all but threw out their
occupants, and, clinging to his seat with
purple face, the fat man gave a shout of
triumph.

“*I've got you, you scoundrel! Ill teach
you to run off with my ward'"”
Before the other could answer, there

came a loud report, followed by a blinding
flash, like that caused by the blowing out
of a fuse. The big auto swerved and
clashed into the roadster, there was a groan
of machinery, and the occupants of the two
cars were hurled into the dusty roadway
at the feet of Murgan and Hicks.

A groan from the chauffeur, a cry from
the young girl, a shout from her companion,
and a squeal from the fat man, and all but
the first struggled to their knees and feet.

The young fellow was by the side of his
fiancée.

‘“ Are you hurt,
fearfully.

“1 think not; only just look at me! "

‘“ Never mind, dear; there are plenty
more pretty dresses, but only one Alice
Gray!”

*But Mr. Tompkins—is he injured?’”—
with a look in the direction of the fat man,
who was wiping the roadway dust from his
expansive and frightened features.

“It seems not,”” young Waverly an-
swered. ‘“ But hurry! We will get away
before he misses us, and if we can keep out
of his reach until to-morrow, you will be
of age. Come!"”

The lovers turned, thinking to steal away
unregarded, when the fat man gave a shout
and started in pursuit.

‘“Hands off my ward, you scoundrel!”
cried Tompkins, seizing the girl by the arm
and dragging her from young Waverly.
‘ Come, you unthankful child! Back to the
city with you!"”

** Oh, please don't! " pleaded the unhappy
girl. “I am engaged to Mr, Waverly."

‘Engaged to this fellow, you jade?"

The square jaws of young Waverly
closed dangerously. ' Yes; engaged to
me!"”

“I am this girl's guardian, sir,” fairly
shouted the fat man, pufing out his cheeks
with rage. ‘‘Begone with you!"”

The villagers were too wholly preoccu-
pied with the overturned automobiles and
the unconscious chauffeur to pay any heed
to the little drama being enacted by the
unhappy lovers and the irate guardian, and
not till Murgan, after a brief command to
Hicks, stepped from the crowd, and, going
over, laid his hand on Tompkins' shoulder,
was the tragi-comedy interrupted.

‘““You are under arrest, sir!"” were the
startling words that smote the ears of the
fat man.

Tompkins wheeled about
jaw. ‘" Arrest? Me under arrest?
for?"”

*“ For breaking the speed limit,”” came the
cool reply; “for firing off a revolver in the
town limits; and for this.” Murgan drew
a telegram from his pocket, and, hold-

Alice?"” he questioned

with fallen
What

ing it up before the eyes of the other,
read:

MARSHAL OF WATERVALE:

Btop automobile number 8198 and arrest occu-

pants.

MARSHAL of LARKSPUR.

The fat man gasped. '*Why, damme, sir,
it was me who had the Marshal of Lark-
spur send that telegram. That's the num-
ber of that yvoung scoundrel’s car! "—point-
ing at Waverly.

“You were in the big black machine,
were you not?"” questioned Murgan.

“1 was.”

Murgan pointed at the oblong number-
plate attached to the rear of the larger
auto by a bolt through the center. The

plate read:
8196

Tompkins glared for a moment at the
condemning object, then turned fiercely
upon young Waverly.

“It's some trick of yours,
guard! Don’t you deny it!"”

Paying no heed to these words, the lover
continued to stare, like one fascinated, at
the number-plate in dispute. Suddenly
he seized the marshal of Watervale by the
shoulder, and. drawing him aside, whis-
pered hurriedly as he pointed at Tomp-
kins:

“That man is an escaped lunatic from
the Larkspur asylum, and the telegram is
from the authorities for his arrest. I and
my sister there'—designating the young
girl—* were quietly jogging along in our
roadster, when all of a sudden this fellow
and his crazier chauffeur began to chase
us in that big car. You saw the rest.
Look here.”

The lover hurried to the wreck, and,
wrenching the number plate from the
smaller car, held it up before Murgan’s
eyes.

“ This is the number of my auto, sir.”

The plate read, in large white letters
against a purple background:

9618

Murgan studied the figures a moment,
then turned upon Tompkins.

“Let me see your wrists,” he demanded.
“No, the other one. Ah!"”

There was a sharp click, and Tompkins
gave a howl as he realized that the wily
Murgan had handcuffed him. He began to
swear, and demand in very unguardian-
like terms the meaning of his arrest.

‘““Look out, officer,”” warned
Waverly, touching his forehead signifi-
cantly. " He ma) grow violent and do some-
body harm!”

“Ill see he doesn’t,”” assured Murgan.
*“Just you take the lady further off.” Then
he called to Hicks: ‘“How's your man,
Hicks?"

“ Still unconscious. Guess we ought to
carry him into Cobb’s till the Do¢ comes.”

you black-

young



















































The Moment of Decision.”

By EDGAR FRANKLIN,

Author of “A Month in Masquerade,” ** The Chase of the Concession,” *“The Liberator,” and
* An [ll-Wind Ambassador.”

An original story written for TiE ScraAP BOOK.

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS.
ROBEB’I‘ BRADFORD and his brother Tom are living in their little cottage near the large estate of John

Craydon, the multimillionaire. Robert, whose father died from the shock of business disas

to become a college professor.

confidential man.
some old corres
sulting with his r
a tree under which Elaine taken shelter.
their eyes avowing their mutual love.

CHAPTER V.

Between Two Fires.

HE wind roared across the
cliff, the rain swirled
about them in drenching
gusts; the thunder
boomed incessantly.

It was all quite unheed-

ed by Bradford and

Elaine; the change in

their relations had been

sufficiently sudden and

violent to exclude every other earthly
thought.

Robert looked down upon the trembling
form in his arms and again wondered if it
could all be real.

Elaine was certainly there. She was safe,

too, and she was—his!
. The single thought rang through his
head over and over, Irrational, insane
as it all was, Craydon’s daughter loved
him! And he was going to break Craydon,
he was going to crush him if {t were neces-
sary to wait a lifetime!

His mind sought with difficulty to read-
just itself. Not flve minutes ago he had
been walking alone, telling himself over
and over that he felt no sign of love for
Elaine Craydon.

Now he saw to the full his mistake. He
was in love with the girl; and what was
more, it seemed bountifully reciprocated.

Or was it the mere excitement of the
moment, the girl’'s fright and her desire
for protection that had driven her to his
arms?

‘* E—Elaine,” he sald softly.

The girl faced him again. A tremulous
little smile flickered across her lips.

“Yes, Robert?”

A long sigh escaped Bradford. Before

Oraydon takes a fanc

e falls in love with Craydon’s daughter, Elaine. Discovering unexpectedl;
ndence that it was Oraydon who ruined his father, Robert vows reve: :
rother is returning to the Oraydon estate when a thunder-storm arises and lightning strikes
e runs to meet her and she throws herself into

ter, intends
es him to accept the post of
y through
e, and after con-

to him and persuad

arms,

her eyes doubt vanished. He stooped, and
their lips met.

And then his sense of the practical began
returning.

‘“My dear little girl,” he said quickly,
‘“do you know that we're standing here
in the worst storm of the season, with
gallons of water pouring down on us, and
pneumonia and all sorts of things in per-
spective? "

He stripped off his long coat hurriedly
and wrapped it around her.

‘“We'll run! ” he said briefly.
breath and don’t try to talk, Elaine.
have to keep you warm.”

He took her hand and led the way up-
ward.

It was a steep climb at that speed, and
they were breathing hard when finally the
doors of the Craydon house were reached.

The old man himself greeted them.

‘“My dear child! Where have
been? "

“I—I went to—watch the storm rising,”
the girl laughed. “It came a little too
quickly.”

‘“And Robert, too?"”

“I had been making a little visit at the
cottage,” said Bradford. “I was return-
ing when I found Miss Craydon defying
the lightning.”

‘“ Well——" Craydon smiled. “I'm glad
that you're in, Elaine. I've had several
of the men looking for you.”

‘You have just returned, father?”

“I came up on the early train. I
brought——"

He stopped suddenly and glanced at
Bradford. When he turned again to his
daughter, Robert imagined that a meaning
look flashed between them.

‘A friend,” Craydon finished.

Then he turned briskly and his usual
smile appeared.

‘“ Save your
We'll

you

*Began March SCRAP BOOK. Single copies, 10 cents.















THE MOMENT

Very evidently, the top floor held much
the knowledge of which might further his
private plans.

There was no time like the present to
probe farther into the mystery. Craydon
and Elaine were both away, and the house
held no visitors just then. . The servants,
too, seemed to be below stairs. They were
not likely to appear unexpectedly and in-
terfere with his researches.

Once more he returned to his room and
looked about from the doorway.

There were eight doors in plain sight.
Some of them he had passed. There was
the suite which had sheltered a president,
a year ago. There was the apartment
which most single visitors occupied. The
door to the left, too, concealed only a
magnificent suite of rooms.

One by one he studied them. There
were but two he had not seen opened—
one at the front end of the hall and one
at the rear.

The latter was almost a negligible quan-
tity, for it was too far removed from the
location of the problematic upper rooms.

Bradford tried it, and was not astonished
to find himself upon the threshold of an-
other series of rooms, each of them plain-
ly visible and each devoid of a stairway.
He returned to the front of the house and
tried the last remaining door.

It opened readily enough. Bradford
started back. There, surely, were stairs
leading to the mysterious floor above him!

He paused for a moment and listened.
No sound whatever came from the regions
overhead.

Rapidly he ran over the situation. Bold-
ness must be the keynote of this little
adventure. If detected in his hunt for in-
formation, he must appear merely to have
stumbled on the flight.

Slowly he ascended. He trembled with
expectation as his head reached the level
of the boards.

Perhaps even now he was coming upon a
secret the existence of which Craydon
guarded so jealously that publicity would
do him incalculable harm.

His eyes rose above the floor.
cautiously around.

The place was a large, square corri-
dor, finished in dark wood, and rather
gloomy and uncertain of aspect. Numer-
ous closed doors were about, and at the
farther end stood a great open fireplace.

He listened curiously again, and set
foot upon the flooring. Which door should
he first try? He took a step toward the
nearest.

And he stopped short!

A deep breath and a sudden rustle
caught his ear. He turned swiftly toward
the direction from which they had come.

There sat the negro butler, fast asleep.
His paper had fluttered to the floor, and
the old man had stirred uneasily.

Bradford did not move. He stared hard
at the figure, and after a few seconds per-
ceived that the sleep was genuine.

He looked
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The man was there on guard. Whatever
the secret. Craydon did not even leave the
house without depositing a custodian upon
that upper floor.

Plainly, though, the presence of the but-
ler ended his researches for the day.
Bradford glanced longingly at the silent
doors and stepped to the stalrway once
more.

A final look toward the unconscious
William, and he descended and gently
closed the door at the foot of the stairs.

His pulse tingled as he stood once more
in the second-story corridor.

Beyond all doubt now that secret office
did exist, and it was even more carefully
guarded than he had suspected. This
time he had encountered William; the
next, or possibly the time after that, he
would have the top floor and the secret
at his disposal, and then

He walked down to the library once
more and found Craydon and his daughter
just returned from their drive.

The millionaire was drawing off his
heavy gloves; and as Elaine ‘left the room
he looked up with a smile.

‘“ Sit down, Robert.”

Bradford walked to his chair.

“1 think that things are in such shape
now,” Craydon went on, “ that we are war-
ranted in having a little chat upon—well,
upon the matter which has been puzzling
you, you know.”

Robert waited tensely.

CHAPTER VI
A Big Deal and a Surprige.

CRAYDON reclined comfortably.

There was a quiet twinkle in his eyes
as he sat silently for a time, and the
twinkle remained when his gaze finally
rested upon Bradford.

‘“Well, my boy, have you as yet found
an answer to the riddle?”

‘ Which one, sir?”

‘“ The one upon which we were speculat-
ing a day or two ago, Robert—the reason
for turning so much of my money into
cash?”

“Well, no.” Bradford smiled easily. “I
can’'t say that I have as yet hit upon a
solution, Mr. Craydon.”

“I hardly expected that you would, ex-
cept in a sort of vague and general way.”

Craydon regarded him thoughtfully as
he leaned forward.

‘“ Robert, these letters settle things
pretty thoroughly in my mind. I picked
them up at the post-office as we came
along—the afternoon mail had just arrived.
One of them—this long one—is from Band-
ley & Brown, the people who attend to
most of my brokerage work. This short
one is a letter of advice from a party who
has been watching matters for me.”

“" Yes? ”

“They bring some news which I have
been awaiting. Robert, you kxnow that I
am not exactly a poor man.”












THE MOMENT

fairly ghastly now, and her hands clutched
aimlessly at the air.

Then she turned and stumbled through
the curtains. Bradford looked after her
from his station, and his arm dropped to
his side.

A scream came from a room or two away
—the little apartment where the Craydons
and Bradford dined. An instant’s pause,
and the sound of a heavy fall reached his
ears.

Elaine had fainted!

Simple as it would have been to twist the
knob, throw open the door and take even
a single glance at the man who must be
within, - Bradford ignored the chance at
the sound of the fall.

With a bound he left the timepiece and
was across the room. He tore the curtains
apart and dashed through the intervening
room and into the beautiful little dining-
hall of the family.

He had not been mistaken. The girl was
lying prone, face downward, upon the rug.

Bradford was at her side in an instant,
bending over her and breathing hard. He
turned the still form. Elaine was very
white and seemed hardly to be breathing.

A groan escaped Bradford. What had he
done? He knew full well that he was the
solitary cause of the mishap. Had he
chosen to remain concealed beneath the
bushes this could hardly have occurred.

But it was no time for vain grieving.
Action, and prompt action, was required.

Bradford hurriedly found the little niche
where William was wont to prepare the
food for service. Here at least was run-
ning water.

He filled a glass and ran back to the girl.
He dashed little handfuls in her face, found
her handkerchief on the floor beside her,
and bathed her forehead.

He chafed her hands with feverish energy
and waited and prayed that he had not
harmed her.

Meanwhile, even in his excitement, Brad-
ford was dimly aware that something was
going on in the library!

He caught the sound of Craydon’s voice.
Plainly the scream had been heard by him
and had brought him back.

Yet why had he not sought its source?
Why was he there, instead of seeking his
daughter?

For one reason only: because the person
in the clock was of greater importance
even than his own child! Robert worked on
and listened.

Yes, William was there as well. Where
he had come from was a source of wonder.
Perhaps Bradford had summoned him—
perhaps.

He was speaking now in a low tone. The
words were entirely indistinguishable, but
the haste with which they came indicated
some excitement.

Then Craydon’s tones, hardly more than
a whisper, filtered through the curtains
that separated them:

“ This way, Willlam. Quick! "
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Steps went rapidly into the hallway.
Bradford watched the door. Were they
going to pass his field of vision?

No. The steps paused, and he knew
where they were—beside the little elevator.
Bradford heard the brass gate slide back
and the soft shuffie of feet in the tiny car.

The gate closed again, and the motor in
the subcellar buzzed faintly for a moment
and stopped again.

Then some one crossed the bare floors
above. Another door opcned and the steps
ascended.

Whoever had come from that top fioor,
had returned—and Bradford's eager eyes
had caught never the faintest glimpse of
his mysterious person!

A sharp sigh brought him back to nearer
things.

Elaine’'s eyes had opened, and they were
very startled eyes, and in them Bradford
seemed to read actual fear!

But as they swept the apartment, the
sudden look of fright died away. She drew
a long breath and Bradford, almost
a-tremble with relief, led her to a chair.

‘“Dear Robert! ”

“Yes, child? You're better?”

“I think I am—all right now, Robert.”

‘“Tell me what I can get you?” he cried
helplessly.

Elaine smiled up at him.

‘“ Nothing, Robert. I am myself again,
but—how did I come here?”

“You ran out of the library. I heard you
scream, and I hurried after.”

“Did father hear me?”

“I think not. He has not been here, al-
though I heard him in the library only a
minute or two ago.”

“You did not call him?”

a“ No."

There was a little pause, during which the
girl seemed to be listening intently; then:

“I fainted, Robert, did I not?”

“Yes.”

‘“How long have I been here?”

‘ Perhaps eight or ten minutes.”

She breathed what impressed Bradford
very strongly as being a sigh of relief.

“Is father—in there now?”

“He went up-stairs,” sald Bradford
slowly. “I believe that William was with
him.”

The smile beneath him grew brighter.
Elaine arose and leaned on his arm.

“You will not tell father how very silly
I was, Robert?”

“ Of course not, if you wish it, but——"

‘“Well, dear?”

“Whatever possessed you, little girl?”
he asked rather cautiously.

‘“Why, I—why, I don’t know,” she said
hurriedly. “Perhaps it is—the heat,
Robert. I haven't been feeling very well
to-day, and—and——"

‘““You're not superstitious, Elaine?”

“Why?”

‘“Were you afraid to have me open that
clock?”

“I—yes!” She faced him squarely. “I
had—a queer feeling, Robert, and——"
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Owl Creek bridge, put it in order, and built
a stockade on the north bank. The com-
mandant has issued an order, which is
posted everywhere, declaring that any
civilan caught interfering with the rail-
road, its bridges, tunnels, or trains, will be
summarily hanged. I saw the order.”

‘“How far is it to the Owl Creek bridge?”
Farquhar asked.

** About thirty miles.”

“Is there no force on this side the
creek?"”

‘“Only a picket post half a mile out, on
the railroad, and a single sentinel at this
end of the bridge.”

‘“ Suppose a man—a civillan and student
of hanging—should elude the picket post
and perhaps get the better of the sentinel,”
said Farquhar, smiling, “ what could he
accomplish?”

The soldier reflected. “I was there a
month ago,” he replied. ‘I observed that
the flood of last winter had lodged a great
quantity of driftwood against the wooden
pier at this end of the bridge. It is now
dry and would burn like tow.”

The lady had now brought the water,
which the soldier drank. He thanked her
ceremoniously, bowed to her husband, and
rode away. An hour later, after nightfall,
he repassed the plantation, going north-
ward in the direction from which he had
come. He was a Federal scout.

III.

As Peyton Farquhar fell straight down-
ward through the bridge, he lost conscious-
ness and was as one already dead. From
this state he was awakened—ages later, it
seemed to him—by the pain of a sharp
pressure upon his throat, followed by a
sense of suffocation. Keen, poignant
agonies seemed to shoot from his neck
downward through every fiber of his body
and limbs. These pains appeared to flash
along well-defined lines of ramification and
to beat with an inconceivably rapid pe-
riodicity. They seemed like streams of
pulsating fire heating him to an intoler-
able temperature. As to his head, he was
conscious of nothing but a feeling of ful-
ness—of congestion. These sensations
were unaccompanied by thought. The in-
tellectual part of his nature was already
effaced; he had power only to feel, and
feeling was torment. He was conscious of
motion. Encompassed in a luminous cloud,
of which he was now merely the flery heart,
without material substance, he swung
through unthinkable arcs of oscillation, like
a vast pendulum. Then all at once, with
terrible suddenness, the light about him
shot upward with, the noise of a loud
splash; a frightful roaring was in his ears,
and all was cold and dark. The power of
thought was restored; he knew that the
rope had broken, and he had fallen into the
stream. There was no additional strangu-
lation; the noose about his neck was al-
ready suffocating him and kept the water
from his lungs. To die of hanging at the

‘ludicrous.
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bottom of a river!—the idea seemed to him
He opened his eyes in the dark-
ness and saw above him a gleam of light,
but how distant, how inaccessible! He
was still sinking, for the light became
fainter and fainter until it was a mere
glimmer. Then it began to grow and
brighten, and he knew that he was rising
toward the surface—knew it with reluc-
tance, for he was now very comfortable.
‘“To be hanged and drowned,” he thought,
“that is not so bad; but I do not wish to
be shot. No; I will not be shot; that is
not fair.”

He was not conscious of an effort, but a
sharp pain in his wrists apprised him that
he was trying to free his hands. He gave
the struggle his attention, as an idler
might observe the feat of a juggler, with-
out interest in the outcome. What splen-
did effort!—what magnificent, what su-
perhuman strength! Ah, that was a fine
endeavor! Bravo! The cord fell away; his
arms parted and floated upward, the hands
dimly seen on each side in the growing
light. He watched them with a new inter-
est as first one and then the other pounced
upon the noose at his neck. They tore it
away and thrust it flercely aside, its undu-
lations resembling those of a water-snake.
“Put it back, put it back!” He thought he
shouted these words to his hands, for the
undoing of the noose had becn succeeded
by the direst pang which he had yet ex-
perienced. His neck ached horri-
bly; his braln was on fire; his heart,
which had been fluttering faintly, gave a
great leap, trying to force itself out at his
mouth. His whole body was racked and
wrenched with an insupportable anguish!
But his disobedient hands gave no heed to
the command. They beat the water vigor-
ously with quick, downward strokes, for-
cing him to the surface. He felt his head
emerge; his eyes were blinded by the sun-
light; his chest expanded convulsively, and
with a suprecme and crowning agony his
lungs engulfed a great draft of air, which
instantly he expelled in a shriek.

He was now in full possession of his
physical senses. They were, indeed, preter-
naturally keen and alert. Something in
the awful disturbance of his organic sys-
tem had so exalted and refined them that
they made record of things never before
perceived. He felt the ripples upon his
face and heard their separate sounds as
they struck. He looked at the forest on
the bank of the stream, saw the individual
trees, the leaves and the veining of each
leaf—saw the very insects upon them, the
locusts, the brilliant-bodied flies, the gray
spiders stretching their webs from twig to
twig. He noted the prismatic colors in all
the dewdrops upon a million blades of
grass. The humming of the gnats that
danced above the eddies of the stream, the
beating of the dragon-flies’ wings, the
strokes of the water-spiders' legs, like oars
which had lifted their boat—all these made
audible music. A filsh slid along beneath
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Little Glimpses of the 19th Century.’

The Great Events in the History of the Last One Hundred Years, Assembled
so as to Present a Nutshell Record.

Compiled and edited for THE SCRAP ]éoox.

SECOND DECADE.

I THE British destroyed a
8] French squadron in Lazone

Bay, and the French army
under Masséna was finally driven from
Portugal, France, the South and Mid-
dle German States, and Austria formed an
alliance against Russia. Bernadotte, Crown
Prince of Sweden, and formerly one of Na-
poleon’'s marshals, refused aid to France.
Napoleon threatened Sweden and began
preparations against Russia. The United
States seized West Florida, and British
protests were ignored. The American ship
President and the British ship Little Belt
exchanged shots, and friction between the
two countries increased. Dutch settle-
ments in Java captured by the English.
At Tippecanoe, General Harrison defeated
the Indians under Tecumseh. Resentment
against Great Britain because of her con-
duct on the sea, and her assertion of her
right to search American ships, increased
ifn the United States. The Mamelukes de-
coyed to attend a festival in Cairo and
slaughtered by Mehemet Ali. The King of
Rome, son of Napoleon and Marie Louise,
born on March 20. Agitation in England
against flogging soldiers and sailors. Lud-
dites smashed machinery in Nottingham.
Herman Kleist, German poet, committed
sulcide. Bishop Percy, ballad compiler,
died.

POPULATION.—Washington, D. C,,
8,208; Newi York (with boroughs now
forming Greater New York), 119,734; New
York (Manhattan), 96,373; London (in-
cluding Metropolitan  District, census
1811), 1,009,546; London (old city), 120,909;
United States, 7,239,881; Great Britain
and lreland (census 1811), 15,547,720.

RULERS—The same as in the previous
year, except that the Prince of Wales be-
came regent of Great Britain.

W R
181 THE English under Welling-
ton captured Ciudad Rodri-
go, and began to press hard
on the French in Spain. Badajos, held
by the French under General Philippon,
stormed by the British after a fight

*Began March SCRAP BOOK.

in which five thousand men fell. Ameri-
can privateers began to prey on Brit-
ish commerce. June 18, war began be-
tween America and England. The first
contest was between the American ship
President and the British ship Blandina;
the Blandina escaped. The Essex, Captain
David Porter, and with Midshipman David
G. Farragut, aged thirteen, on board, cap-
tured a British transport with two hundred
soldiers, and forced the Alert to surren-
der. The United States frigate Constitu-
tion sunk the British frigate Guerriére, but
the British Poictiers captured the Ameri-
can sloop Wasp. Other naval duels ended
in favor of American ships. Decatur, com-
manding the frigate United States, took
the Macedonian, while the Constitution
captured the Java. President Madison re-
fused the services of General Andrew
Jackson; Jackson thereupon organized an
independent corps, which was reluctantly
accepted when reverses came. General
Hull led the Americans to Canada, and
was defeated at Mackinaw. Hull surren-
dered Detroit to Brock, British Governor of
Upper Canada, who had formed an al-
liance with the Indians. Fort Dearborn
(Chicago), was burned by the Indians, and
the settlers massacred. In a battle near
Fort George, on October 13, General Brock
was killed, but the Americans were forced
to retreat. Dearborn made a fruitless at-
tempt to invade Canada.

On June 22, Napoleon, with over six
hundred thousand men, began his disas-
trous Russian campaign. The Russians
devastated the country as they retired
before his advance. At Smolensk they in-
flicted upon the French a loss of fifteen
thousand, fired the city, and retreated. The
French, stricken with disease, suffering
from lack of food, and beset on all sides
by the Russians, pushed on toward Mos-
cow. At Borodino, after a desperate bat-
tle, Napoleon won a disastrous victory;
nearly a hundred thousand men fell on
both sides. The Frencih entered Moscow,
but within a few hours the city was in
flames—fired by the Russians at the order
of the governor, Rostopchin. Russian peas-
ants slaughtered thousands of French
stragglers. Napoleon's peace overtures
being rejected, he was compelled to evac-
uate Moscow, after blowing up the Krem-
lin. The retreat of the French was worse

Single copies, 10 cents.







































































































































A RIVER TANGLE.

There was a disagreeable smell of bilge
water, but he was not in a position to be
fastidious. The waves lapped the scow’s
sides and the splashing of oars reached his
ears intermittently, and finally died away.

Then. in spite of his hard couch, he
slept. He was awakened suddenly. Heavy
feet were tramping over his head and he
heard voices. ’

There were two speakers. and the voice
of one had a familiar ring. Neil arose on
his elbow and listened.

‘“ All we want of you, Jerrick, is to do
as you're told. Understand? You're getting
well paid for the use of your old hulk.”

That was the voice that Neil thought he
recognized, although his freshly roused
faculties could not place the speaker.
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“I've allers been a law-abidin’ man,”
said the other, “an' a night trip like this
’ere looks kinder suspicious.”

‘“ You have nothing to do with that end
of it. Besides, it's too late for you to
back out now.

‘“We've got your promise, you've got
some of our money, and the Cricket is
dropping down to take us in tow. We'll
be at Belle Marie landing before many
hours, and by daybreak we should be hung
up at Rodney.”

‘“ All right, Mr. Joyce. You're the doc-
tor. but if there's any underhand doin's,
jest remember that I wash my hands of
‘em.”

Joyce! Neil fell back on the boxes
amazed and bewildered.

(To be Continued.)

SOME DEEP-SEA HUMOR.

HE first day out: Steward—Did you
ring, sir? Traveler—Yes, steward, I
—I rang. Steward—Anything I can
bring you, sir? Traveler—Y-yes, st-stew-
ard. Bub-bring me a continent, if you
have one, or an island—anything, steward,
so 1-lul-long as it's solid. If you can'’t, sus-
sink the ship.—Harper's Bazxar.

Van Dyke—As the boat left the dock I
waved my handkerchief, and then a most
curious thing happened. Forney—What
was {t? Van Dyke—The ocean waved
back.—Truth.

Uneasy Passenger (on an ocean steam-
ship)—Doesn’t the vessel tip frightfully?
Dignified Steward—The wessel, mum, is
trying to set hexample to the passengers.
—Chicago Tribune.

Jinks—I can’t understand how ship-
wrecked sailors ever starve to death?
Filkins—Why not? Jinks—Because I just
came over from Liverpool and I never felt
any desire to eat.—Puck.

Lady (to sea captain)—How do you man-
age to find your way across the ocean?
Captain—By the compass. The needle
always points to north. Lady—But sup-
pose you wish to go south?—London Tit-
Bits.

Nervous Passenger—Why are you steam-
ing along at such a fearful rate through
this fog? Ocean Captain (reassuringly)—
Fogs are dangerous,madam,and I'm always
in a hurry to get out of them.—New York
Wecekly.

“This Is your sixth trip across the ocean
in winter, 1s it? " said the timid passenger.
‘“ Are you never oppressed by a fear that
the ship will run into an iceberg and
sink?” *“ Never, madam,” replied the busi-

ness-like passenger, briskly; ‘I never in-
vest a cent in ships.”—Chicago Tribunec.

Two ministers were crossing a lake in a
storm. TWhen matters became most critical
some one cried out, ‘“The two ministers
must pray!” ‘ Na, na,” said the boatman;
‘“‘the little ane can pray if he likes, but the
big ane maun tak’ an oar.”—Ccntury.

A judge, in crossing the Irish Channel
one stormy night, knocked against a well-
known witty lawyer who was suffering ter-
ribly from seasickness. “Can I do any-
thing for you?" said the judge. * Yes,”
gasped the scasick lawyer: “I wish your
lordship would overrule this motion! "—
White Mountain Echo.

—

‘““My dear, look down below,” said Mr.
Grandiose, as he stood on deck with his
wife and gazed at a tug hauling a long
line of barges. ‘“Such is life; the tug is
like the man, working and toiling, while
the barges, like women, are——" “I
know,” interrupted Mrs. G., acridly, ‘the
tug does all the blowing, and the barges
bear all the burden.”—Charleston Newrs.

The bishop thought the capful of wind
was an Atlantic storm, and worried the
captain by asking constantly if there was
danger. The captain led his lordship to
the hatch over the fo'cs’le. * You hear the
crew swearing,” he said. “Do you think
those men would use such oaths if there
was danger of their meeting death?"” The
sun set in an angry storm-torn sky, the
wind rose higher yet, and the good steamer
pitched and rolled and groaned and
creaked. It was midnight, and a portly
figure crept forward to the fo’cs’le hatch.
‘“Thank heaven,” murmured the bishop,
“ those men are swearing yet."—New York
Mercury.









,—T HINGS WORTH REMEMBER]NG._]

Of British birds’ eggs a complete set is
worth about £200.

Great DBritain spends on tobacco and
pipes about £14,000,000 every year,

About 3,500,000 people are on the sea,
either as passengers or seamen, every day
in the year.

in the London Zoo
He has to be fed

The oldest tortoise
has seen 350 summers.
by hand with cabbages.

Durng the past twelve months 203
snow-bound travelers have been saved
from death by the faithful hounds of St.
Bernard.

Plate-layers are more liable to accident
than any other railway workmen. On an
average, one gets hurt every thirty-five
hours in the United Kingdom.

About 2,000 vessels of all kinds disap-
pear in the sea every year, carrying down
12,000 human beings, and involving a loss
of about £20,000,000 in property.

No one has yet been able to construct
a vessel which can resist the force of
freezing water. Twenty-pound steel shells
have been rent as if they were glass.

A celebrated aeronaut asserts that the
ninth day of the moon is the most rainy
of the whole twenty-eight, and 4 o'clock
in the afternoon the rainiest hour of the
day.

Herat, in Afghanistan, is the city which
has been most often destroyed. Fifty-six
times have its walls ben laid in ruins,
and fifty-seven times have they been
tuilt.

Few ladies are aware that they carry
some forty or fifty miles of hair on their
heads; the fair-haired may even have to
dress seventy miles of threads of gold
every morning.

Painting the Forth Bridge is no light
undertaking. So vast is its structure that
it takes fifty tons of paint to give it one
“coat,” and the area dealt with is some-
thing like 120 acres.

Sheet-iron can now be rolled so thin
that it takes 15,000 sheets to make a single
inch in thickness. Light shines as clearly

through one of these sheets as through
ordinary tissue paper.

The King’s footmen wear wigs which
have eight rows of curls, whereas those of
the Prince of Wales are allowed seven
rows, and those of the Lord Mayor of
London are given six only.

By pasting a bit of paper upon the eye-
lid, a photographic record has been made
of the duration of time required in wink-
ing the eye. It has been found that a wink
requires one-third of a second.

When an Atlantic steamship has on
Lboard what is called a ‘ full mail,” she is
carrying about 200,000 letters and 300
sacks of newspapers to London alone, be-
~ides large quantities for other places.

It has been estimated that ten millions
sterling is spent each year on golf. There
are 879 golf clubs in England, 760 in

America, 632 in Scotland. and 134 in Ire-
land, numbering altogether 600,000 players.

In East Indian schools mental arithme-
tic is treated much more seriously than it
is in the schools of this country. Catch
questions are numerous, and pupils of ten
vears are taught the multiplication table
up to forty times forty.

The oldest university in the world is at
Peking. It is called the ‘“ School for the
Sons of the Empire.” Its antiquity is very
great, and a grand register, consisting of
~tone columns, 320 in number, contains the

_ names of 60,000 graduates.

At Greenwood colliery, in the Pennsyl-
vania anthracite regions, a fire which
started fifty years ago is still raging.
\Water has no effect on it, so over a mil-
lion dollars are being spent in fighting the
fire with a mixture of culm and water.

In Santo Domingo there is a remarkable
<alt mountain, a mass of crystalline salt
almost four miles long, said to contain
nearly 90,000,000 tons, and to be so clear
that medium-sized print can be read
with ease through a block a foot thick.

The herring is more largely used as an
article of food than any other fish, both
in its fresh and cured states. More than
250,000 tons of herrings are landed on the
coasts of Great Britain every year, repre-
senting a money value of about £1,200,000.
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vain effort to tear the bristles, which were
almost as impenetrable as iron.

“You will see” said Roland, wiping
the blood from his face and hands with
a fine cambric handkerchief, ‘“how they
will eat him, and your knife too, my lord.”

“ True,” said Sir John; ‘“ where is the
knife? "

“In its shecath,” replied Roland.

“Ah!” exclaimed the boy, ‘“only the

handle shows.”

He sprang toward the animal and pulled
out the poniard, which, as he said, was
buried up to the .hilt. The sharp point,
guided by a calm eye and a firm hand,
had plerced the animal's heart.

There were other wounds on the boar's
body. The first, caused by the boy’s shot,
showed a bloody furrow just over the eye;
the blow had been too weak to crush the
frontal bone. The second came from Sir
John’s first shot; it had caught the animal
diagonally and grazed his breast. The
third, fired at close quarters, went through
the body; but, as Roland had said, not
until after the animal was dead.

CHAPTER XIV.
An Unpleasant Commission.

THE hunt was over, darkness was fall-
ing, and it was now a question of return-
ing to the chateau. The horses were near-
by; they could hear them neighing im-
patiently. They seemed to be asking if
their courage was so doubted that they
were not allowed to share in the exciting
drama.

Edouard was bent upon dragging the
boar after them, fastening it to the saddle-
bow, and so carrying it back to the cha-
teau; but Roland pointed out that it was
simpler to send a couple of men for it
with a barrow. Sir John being of the
same opinion, Edouard—who never ceased
pointing to the wound in the head, and
saying, ‘‘ That's my shot; that's where 1
aimed "—Edouard, we say, was forced to
yield to the majority. The three hunters
soon reached the spot where their horses
were tethered, mounted, and in less than
ten minutes were at the Chateau des
Noires-Fontaines.

Madame de Montrevel was watching for
them on the portico. The poor mother
had waited there nearly an hour, trem-
bling lest an accident had befallen one or
the other of her sons. The moment
Edouard espied her he put his pony to a
gallop, shouting from the gate: *‘ Mother,
mother! We killed a boar as big as a
donkey. I shot him in the head; you'll
see the hole my ball made; Roland stuck
his hunting-knife into the boar’s belly up
to the hilt, and Sir John fired at him twice.
Quick, quick! Send the men for the car-
cass. Don’'t be frightened when you see
Roland. He's all covered with blood—
but it's from the boar, and he hasn't a
scratch.”
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This was delivered with Edouard's ac-
customed volubility while Madame de
Montrevel was crossing the clearing be-
tween the portico and the road to open
the gate. She intended to take Edouard
in her arms, but he jumped from his sad-
dle and flung himself upon her neck. Ro-
land and Sir John came up just then,
and Amélie appeared on the portico at
the same instant.

Edouard left his mother to worry over
Roland, who, covered as he was with
blood, looked very terrifying, and rushed
to his sister with the tale he had rattled
off to his mother. Ameélie listened in an
abstracted manner that probably hurt
Edouard’s vanity, for he dashed off to the
kitchen to describe the affair to Michel,
who was certain to listen to him.

Michel was indeed interested; but when,
after telling him where the carcass lay,
Edouard gave him Roland’'s order to send
a couple of men after the beast, he shook
his head.

“ What! ” demanded Edouard, ‘are you
going to refuse to obey my brother?”

‘“Heaven foibid! Master Edouard.
Jacques shall start this instant for Mon-
tagnac.”

‘“ Are you afraid he won't find anybody?”

‘“Goodness, no; he could get a dozen.
But the trouble is the time of night. You
say the boar lies close to the pavilion of
the Chartreuse? "

** Not twenty yards from it.”

“I'd rather it was three miles,” replied
Michel, scratching his head; ‘but never
mind. I'll send for them anyway without
telling them what they're wanted for.
Once here, it’s for your brother to make
them go. Jacques' Jacques!”

Jacques came, and Edouard not only
waited to hear the order given, but until
he had started. Then he ran up-stairs
to do what Roland and Sir John were
already doing, that is, dress for dinner.

The whole talk at table, as may be
easily Imagined, centered upon the day’s
prowess. Edouard asked nothing better
than to talk about it, and Sir John,
astounded by Roland’s skill, courage, and
‘good luck, improved upon the child’s nar-
rative,. Madame de Montrevel shuddered
at each detail, and yet she made them re-
peat It twenty times. That which seemed
most clear to her in all this was that
Roland had saved Edouard's life.

“Did you thank him for it?"” she asked
the boy.

*“Thank whom?"”

‘“ Your brother.”

‘“Why should I thank him?"”
Edouard.
thing."”

‘“ Ah, madame, what can you expect!”
said Sir John: ‘' you are a gazelle who has
unwittingly given birth to a race of lions.”

Amélie had also paid the closest atten-
tion to the account, especially when the
hunters spoke of their proximity to the
Chartreuse. From that time on she lis-

retorted
“I1 should have done the same
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salts, but Ameélie declined hastily: * No,
no, my lord. Thank you, but I am better

now.

“Come, come,” said Roland, ‘“don’t
bother about that; it's our boar.”
‘“Well, Monsieur Louis, we will fetch

your boar to-morrow.”

“ That's it,”” sald the second peasant,
‘ to-morrow morning, when it's light.”

“But to go there at night "

“ Oh! to go there at night——"

The peasant looked at his comrade and
both shook their heads.

‘“It can’'t be done at night.”

‘“ Cowards! "

* Monsieur Louis, a man's not a coward
because he's afraid.”

‘“No, indeed; that's not being a coward,”
replied the other.

‘““Ah!"” said Roland, “I wish some
stronger minded men than you would face
me with that argument; that a man |is
not a coward because he’s afraid!”

‘“Well, ({t's according to what he's
afrald of, Monsieur Louls. Give me a good
sickle and a good cudgel, and I'm not
afraid of a wolf; give me a good gun and
I'm not afraid of any man, even if I know
he’s waliting to murder me."”

“Yes,” sald Edouard, “ but you're afraid
of a ghost, even when it's only the ghost
of a monk.” ’

“ Little Master Edouard,” said the peas-
ant, ‘leave your brother to do the talking;
you're not old enough to jest about such
things——"

“ No,” added the other peasant, * walit
till your beard is grown, my little gentle-
man.”

“I haven't any beard,” retorted Edouard,
starting up, ‘ but just the same if I was
strong enough to carry the boar, I'd go
fetch it myself either by day or night.”

‘“Much good may it do you, my young
gentleman. But neither my comrade nor
myself would go, even for a whole louis.”

‘“Nor for two?"” said Roland, wishing
to corner them.

“Nor for two, nor four, nor ten, Mon-
sieur de Montrevel. Ten louils are good,
but what could I do with them if my neck
was broken?”

“Yes, twisted like Plerre Marey's,” said
the other peasant.

“ Ten louis wouldn't feed my wife and
children for the rest of my life, would
they?”

‘““ And besides, when you say ten louis,”
interrupted the second peasant, ‘ you
mean really flve, because I'd get five, too.”

‘“ So the pavilion is haunted by ghosts,
is 1t? " asked Roland.

“1 didn’t say the pavilion—I'm not sure
about the pavilion—but in the Chartreuse.”
“In the Chartreuse, are you sure?"”

‘“Oh! there, certainly.”

‘“Have you seen them?"

‘I haven’t; but some folks have.”

‘“Has your comrade?” asked the young
officer, turning to the second peasant.

“I haven't seen them; but I did see
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flames, and Claude Philippon heard

chains.”
*“Ah! so they have flumes and chains?”
said Roland.

“Yes,” replied the first peasant, “ for
1 have seen the flames myself.”

*“And Claude Philippon heard the
chains,” repeated the other.

“Very good, my friends, very good,”

replied Roland, sneering; ‘“so you won’t
go there to-night at any price?”

‘“Not at any price.”

‘“Not for all the gold in the world.”

‘“And you'll go to-morrow when Iit's
light? "
‘“Oh! Monsieur Louis, before you're up

the boar will be here.”

‘“ Before you're up,” sald Echo.

** All rignht,” sald Roland. *‘ Come back
to me the day after to-morrow.”

“Willingly, Monsieur Louis., What do
you want us to do?"

‘“Never mind; just come.”

‘“Oh! we’ll come.”

‘“That means that the moment you say,
' Come,’ you can count upon us, Monsieur
Louis.”

“Well,
for you.”

*\What about?"”

‘“ The ghosts.”

Ameélie gave a stifled cry; Madame de
Montrevel alone heard it. Louis dismissed
the two peasants, and they jostled each
other at the door in the efforts to go
through together.

Nothing more was sald that evening
about the Chartreuse or the pavilion, nor
of its supernatural tenants, specters or
fantoms who haunted them.

then I'll have some information

CHAPTER XV.
The Strong-Minded Man.

AT ten o'clock every one was in bed at
the Chateau des Noires-Fontaines, or, at
any rate, all had retired to their rooms.

Three or four times in the course of
the evening Amélie had approached Ro-
land as if she had something to say to
him; but each time the words died upon
her lips. When the family left the salon,
she had taken his arm, and, although his
room was on the floor above hers, she had
accompanied him to his very door. Ro-
land had kissed her, bade her good night,
and closed his door, declaring himself very
tired.

Nevertheless, in spite of this assertion,
Roland, once alone, did not proceed to un-
dress. He went to his collection of arms,
selected a pair of magnificent pistols,
manufactured at Versalilles, and presented
to his father by the Convention. He
snapped the triggers, and blew {into the
barrels to see that there were no old
charges in them. They were in excellent
condition. After which he laid them side
by side on the table; then going to the
door, looking out upon the stairs, he
opened it softly to see if any one were









