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The Young Diamond Hunters 
Or, TWO RUNAWAY BOYS IN TREASURE LAND . 

By ALLAN ARNOLD 

CHAPTER I.—The Trader’s Son. ^ 

“Young- man, you do not know what you are 
talking- about.” 

“Mr. Billman, I simply ask that you allow me 
to be the master of my own time.” 

“Your own time, to do with it as you please?” 
“Yes, sir; my request ought not to surprise 

you; I am eighteen years old, and I have a great 
desire to make my own way in the world, and 
acquire a fortune, for you have just informed 
me that I am penniless, and that my fath'er’f farm 
—our old homestead, which I promised my dy¬ 
ing mother should never pass out of the posses¬ 
sion of our family—is mortgaged to its full 
value. I wash to try to pay off that mortgage and 
redeem the farm.” % 

The speaker was Frank Harrison, a bright, 
well-grown boy, whose pleasing face was just 
no-fc animated with an expression of excitement 
and resolution. Frank addressed his guardian, 
Mr. Ralph Billman, a dark, saturnine-looking man 
oast the meridian of life, who was regarding 
he lad with a keen, penetrating glance from un¬ 

derneath bushy eyebrows and a beetling brow 
which did not augment his naturally severe, and 
rather repellent, visage in attractiveness. 

The interview was taking place in the resi¬ 
dence of Mr. Billman at Cape Town, South Af¬ 
rica. The apartment was a sort of library and 
office, in which Frank’s guardian was wont to 
receive business guests, and in which he passed 
the greater portion of his time when at home. 

Some months previous to the opening of our 
I narrative Frank Harrison’s father, who was a 

South African trader dealing with the natives of 
the interior, and who made long journeys among 
the tribes of the Vaal, and sometimes penetrated 
beyond the Limpopo river and the desert of Kala¬ 
hari, was said to have died in the wilds north of 
the Transvaal while with his caravan, accompa¬ 
nied only by a guard of Caff res and one white 
'•ornrade named Nicholas Pasaquez, a Spaniard 
who had long been in his service. The caravan 
of the adventurous trader returned to Cape Town 
without its master, laden with a goodly quantity 
-f ostrich feathers, Angora hair, ivory, and cop¬ 

per. Nicholas Pasaquez brought Frank the news 
of hi- father’s death. 

The Spaniard told the grief-stricken lad that 
hi» beloved parent had died suddenly of the 
oftentimes very quickly fatal South African fever 
wime on the march with his caravan in the Zougo 

Valley, and that the remains of the unfortunate 
man had been interred where he died. The death 
of his father left Frank utterly alone in Africa 
as regarded relatives, for he was an only child, 
and his mother was long since dead. The boy 
was an American, and he was born in New York 
City, from whence his parents had emigrated’ 
when he was six years of age, leaving all ‘ their 
kindred behind them. Frank was attending school 
in Cape Town, and boarding at the house of Mr. 
Billman—a friend of his father’s—at the time 
the sad news of his father’s demise reached him. 

Just beyond the town was an extensive farm, 
which Mr. Harrison had purchased soon after his 
arrival in the country, and which he had occu¬ 
pied until the death of his wife, when he had 
removed to town, in order to give Frank a home 
among the cultivated citizens of the Cape during 
his absence on his trading journeys. Meanwhile, 
the farm, which was celebrated throughout the 
country for its beauty and fertility, was left in 
charge of Mr. Billman, in whom Frank’s father 
reposed complete confidence. The beautiful 
South African farm which had been her home - 
for a dozen years had become very dear to 
Frank’s mother, and she wished that it should be 
the home of her son in future years. Hence the 
prorpise which she had obtained, not only from 
Frank, but from her husband, that the homestead 
should never pass into the ownership of other 
than themselves. But a day or two had elapsed 
after the return of Nicholas Pasaquez and th« 
caravan belonging to Frank’s deceased father, 
when Mr. Billman produced a will signed by 
Mr. Harrison, in which he made Billman his ex¬ 
ecutor, and the sole guardian of his son Frank. 

It seemed to the lad but natural that his fa¬ 
ther should have selected his old friend for his 
guardian, and he was pleased to know that he 
had done so. Mr. Billman at once set about set¬ 
tling up the affairs of the dead trader, and Frank 
took it for granted, since he had always suppos¬ 
ed his father to have been financially successful, 
that he would ^inherit a handsome patrimony. 
The very day succeeding his return to Cape Town 
with the caravan of the trader, Nicholas Pasa¬ 
quez produced a document, duly signed by Frank’s 
father, which conveyed the entire outfit and car¬ 
go of the caravan to the Spaniard. The paper 
which assigned this valuable property to Pasa¬ 
quez was merely a bill of sale, drawn in regular 
form, and setting forth explicitly that Mr. Har¬ 
rison gave the caravan and cargo to the Span¬ 
iard in payment of a debt for services rendered, 
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and in settlement of all claims for wages on 
Pasaquez’s part to date. When Frank heard of 
this he was not a little surprised, foi e 
understood that the Spaniard had always receiv¬ 
ed his'salary promptly each month. Intmtweiy, 
the lad was, from the time when his tatnei naa 
hired the Spaniard, who came to him as a penni¬ 
less adventurer, rather inclined to dislike mm. 
Now Frank recollected that Pasaquez had a so 
inspired his deceased mother with distrust, ancl 
that she had on several occasions advised her 
husband to dispense with his services. It Prank 
was surprised at Nicholas Pasaquez s assump¬ 
tion of the ownership of his father s caravan, he 
was utterly amazed and confounded when, on the 
day of which we are writing, Mr. Billman called 
him into his library and coolly stated that he 
found, on examining his father’s accounts, that 
he died insolvent without a dollar rightfully his, 
and that he, Mr. Billman, held a mortgage for 
money advanced to its owner on the beautiful 
Harrison farm, which was so dear to Frank's 
heart, and which was so intimately associated 
with the memory of his parents and the happi¬ 
est days of his youth. 

For some moments after the reception of the 
news that he was penniless, which fell upon him 
like an avalanche, Frank was unable to say a 
word. He stood before his guardian white and 
speechless, and Billman’s small, snaky eyes shift¬ 
ed about in their glances uneasily as the lad re¬ 
garded him with a fixed,, dazed look, as though 
he scarcely comprehended all that his startling 
announcement meant. But Frank regained the 
power of speech, qnd he said excitedly that he 
could scarcely believe that his father’s estate was 
hopelessly involved. Then ensued the conversa¬ 
tion which opened the chapter. 

“You pay off the mortgage on the Harrison 
farm! I must repeat that you do not compre¬ 
hend what you are talking of. As for giving you 
your time, and allowing- you to set off on a wild- 
goose chase in pursuit of fortune, I fancy I know 
my duty better than to allow you to do anything 
of the kind, so let me hear no more about it,” 
continued Billman. 

Frank was about to make a reply when the 
door opened, and Nicholas Pasaquez, the Span¬ 
iard, appeared on the threshold. As the sight of 
Frank the swarthy adventurer drew back, and he 
seemed about to go away without entering the 
apartment, but Billman restrained him by say¬ 
ing: 

- “Come in, friend Nicholas. You are just the 
man I want to see, and your coming now is op¬ 
portune.” 

Frank turned to the door, saying: 
“I will talk with you further after Mr. Pasa¬ 

quez’s departure, if you will allow me, Mr. Bill- 
man.” 

“Stay!” replied the other authoritatively. “You 
may as well fully understand the situation and 
what I have planned for you now.” 

Frank paused and turned to Mr. Billman with 
an anxious look. 

“Of course I cannot be burdened with the ex¬ 
pense of your keep, and, as Fve said, my duty 
will not permit me to cast you adrift to look out 
for yourself, so I have hired you out to Pasaquez 
here for lhree years—that is to say, until you 
are twentj -one years of age.” 

Frank turned white and then red. 
“You cannot mean that I am to serve that man 

in a menial capacity!” the boy exclaimed, as soon 
as he could find voice. 

“Fie is your master. It is for him to say what 
you shall do. I see you are not inclined to favor 
my plan for your future welfare, but it is use¬ 
less for you to protest, my mind is made up. 
Now go; I wish to be alone with your father’s 
trusted comrade and employee. What more nat¬ 
ural or just than that I should intrust you to 
him?” said Billman. 

Frank felt as if he had been dealt a cruel blow, 
and he walked out of the room in silence. 

CHAPTER II.—Frank Deals a Blow. 

At a short distance in the rear of Mr. Bill- 
man’s residence was an open plot where the 
caravan of the African trader had encamped im¬ 
mediately upon its return from the interior. The 
outfit was eminently suited for the purpose it 
was required to serve. There were a dozen wag¬ 
ons drawn by oxen when on the march; several 
horses, seasoned or acclimated to the African 
interior by having had the “Veld malady,” the 
horse fever of the Transvaal, some twenty Caf- 
fres, the servants of the trader, who drove the 
ox teams and made themselves useful in various 
ways, as might be required. 

The Caffres belonging to the caravan lately the 
property of Frank’s father, but now claimed by 
Nicholas Pasaquez, had no tents for shelter, nor 
did they desire them. At night, if the weather 
was fair, they slept under the wagons, and should 
it storm they sought the interior of th,e vehicles, 
all of which were covered with canvas and re¬ 
sembled the emigrant wagons yet in use in the 
far West. Many of the blacks had been in the 
service of Frank Harrison’s father for several 
seasons, for, as he was a kind master and just in 
all his dealings, once a Cadre entered his em¬ 
ploy he always remained'with him as long as he 
could. Naturally Frank was known to many of 
the blacks, and he knew the names of several of 
them. On more than one occasion, indeed, the 
lad had conversed with one of the natives who, 
on account of his fidelity and intelligence, had 
been quite a favorite of his late master. The 
name of this Caffre was Bodki, and he was a 
young fellow in his twenties, stoutly built, and 
taller than the majority of his race, who are 
slight and of stunted growth. Bodki was de¬ 
votedly attached to his late master, and Frank 
knew that his father had saved the honest fel¬ 
low’s life when a lion was about to leap upon him 
in the wilds of the Vaal. Upon leaving the li¬ 
brary Frank went out of the house. It seemed 
to him that the air within stifled him, and he 
wished to be alone with his troubled thoughts. 
His was a sorrowful awakening from the illusion 
of supposed wealth, yet he could not determine 
upon a quiet acceptance of the situation. 

“Is it true? Can it be that father really died 
penniless ?” 

Frank was half inclined to doubt, and the ques¬ 
tion repeated itself in his mind as, entirely heed¬ 
less of the course lie was pursuing, he walked 
toward the camp of the caravan. The lad was 
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distraught; thoughts of the calamity which had 
befallen and yet threatened him alone occupied 
his mind, but all at once he had wandered by 
hearing the piteous cries ofisome one in distress. 
The voice emanated from the caravan camp, and 
its peculiar shrill intonations informed the lad 
that the cries were uttered by a Caffre. Quick¬ 
ening his pace, and impelled to succor any one 
in need of help, the kind-hearted youth entered 
the camp, and he at once beheld evidence of bru¬ 
tal cruelty that awakened his honest indignation. 

Bound to a wagon wheel, head down, his bare 
back- covered with bleeding welts from an ox- 
goad, hung a Caffre, whom Frank recognized at 
the first sight as Bodki, his father's favorite 
servant. Other Caffres were crouching about un¬ 
der the wagon, but none of them offered to re¬ 
lease the poor black from his position of torture 
or render him any assistance, although he begged 
them to do so. The reason Bodki’s comrades 
did not interpose to save him, as the sympathy 
plainly expressed by their dark faces told they5 
desired to do, was plain. A huge Congo negro— 
a veritable black giant—gaudily dressed and 
wearing great copper rings in his ears and nose, 

■ stood guard over Bodki. In his hands the Congo 
hehTa carbine, with which he menaced Bodki's 
comrades and held them back. The gigantic ne¬ 
gro was a stranger to Frank, and he wondered 
at his presence there. But Frank did not hesi¬ 
tate as to what he would do. He strode toward 
Bodki, opening his pocket knife as he advanced, 
and said to the poor tortured black, who uttered 
a cry of joy as he saw and recognized his late 
master’s son: 

“I will set you free, Bodki! Who dared to 
treat you in this shameful way?” 

“Nick Pasaquez and his black comrade with 
the gun,” answered Bodki faintly. 

“Hold, dar!” exclaimed the huge Congo, step¬ 
ping before Frank and presenting his gun at him 
threateningly. “Mars Pasaquez say keep him 
dar on wheel till him come back. You no touch 
dat man.” 

“Stand aside! I shall releasp the poor fellow 
without waiting for the Spaniard’s consent,” re¬ 
plied Frank, and he advanced. 

The Congo hesitated for a moment, and then, 
suddenly dropping his gui* he seized Frank. The 
lad was as a mere child in the giant’s grasp, and 
though he struggled manfully, he was unable to 
get free. The huge African had grasped Frank 
bv both arms and pinioned them to'the lad’s side. 
Thus holding him, the black brought his coarse, 
savage face close to Frank’s and hissed: 

“Me hoi’ you till Mars Nick come. Maybe he 
serve you same like brack man on wheel.” 

“Help!” cried Frank, but the thoroughly intim¬ 
idated Caffres did not respond. Not one of them 
£o;dd mu-ter up courage enough to confront the 

iilant. The poor wretches, as a rule, 
*re r'evoyl of courage. But a white man who 

ra ng the encampment heard Frank’s cry, 
srd he a" once turned aside and strode toward 
the lad. The rtranger—such he was to all pres¬ 
ent— 'va- tali and powerfully built. Exposure to 
the burning sun of the tropical lands had brown- 
f' ' ->kin until he might at the first g’ance 

been ta!.e■> for a native. lie was avmed 
f-r'" teeth, and looked like one amply able to take 
oare of himself anywhere. 

Neither Frank nor the Congo were aware of 
the stranger’s approach until he seized the giant 
black by the shoulder, gave him a terrific jerk 
backward, and hurled him headfirst under the 
wagon to which poor Bodki was lashed. 

“Lay there, ye confounded big nigger, an’ 
don’t you dare to put yer hands on yer betters 
that way again,” said the powerful stranger cool¬ 
ly to the Congo, and he added, as Frank sprang 
forward with a joyful cry and severed the bonds 
of the tortured man on the wheel: 

“Youngster, I guess I dropped in jist in time. 
I’ve a faculty of droppin’ in that w^. It runs' 
in my family. I began droppin’ in early in life. 
In fact, I dropped into the world jist in time to 
save my father’s fortune from goin’ to a dis¬ 
tant relative for want ,pf a direct heir, an’ I’ve 
been droppin’ in jist in time ever -since. My 
name is Bija Wool well, from old Verm on t. I’m 
among the green mountains when I’m to hum, 
but fer the past ten years I’ve been huntin’ ele¬ 
phants an’ explorin’ in this ere nigger country.” 

“I am very glad you ‘dropped in’ now. You 
are a countryman of mine. I was bom in New 
York—my name is Frank Harrison. My father, 
now dead, was an African trader, and I’ve lived 
here the greater part of my life,” replied Frank 
genially, as he shook hands with the eccentric 
hunter. 

“Look out, dar!” shouted Bodki at that mo¬ 
ment. The Caffre had regained his feet after 
being released by the white lad. 

Bodki’s warning was to inform the hunter that 
the Congo, upon whom he had contemptuously 
turned his back, had regained his feet, and was 
about to attack him. As the cry of warning es¬ 
caped Bodki, Frank, who at the same instant ob¬ 
served the movement of the black giant, snatched 
up very suddenly the carbine which the black had 
dropped, and leveled it at him, crying: 

“Be off with you, you black rascal!” 
The Congo recoiled, and then slunk away, mut¬ 

tering threats against Frank and the American 
hunter. 

“Why were you thus ill treated, Bodki?” asked 
Frank. 

Because I talk something Mars Nick no like 
when I drink bottle rum. Hi! Dar come Mars 
Nick. Bodki go run. Nebber come back to Mars 
rsick. Maybe tell Mars Frank somet’ing some 
time, replied Bodki, and he ran away as fast as 
his legs could carry him. 

Frank turned and saw Nicholas Pasaquez and 
the Congo whom the hunter had overthrown com¬ 
ing up. 

What do you mean? Diablo! you have dared 
to interfere with my affairs. I’ll teach you I am 
your master now!” cried the Spaniard, raising a 
heavy rattan cane which he carried, and advanc¬ 
ed at Frank. The boy dodged a blow which the 
irate ^fe.low aimed at him, and then, before it 
could again descend, he cleverly caught the whip 
ancl ^ out °f the Spaniard’s grasp. 

‘Fiwtes! Hold him, Togar! Hold the brat!” 
“Togar, I think you better git,” said the Amer¬ 

ican hunter quietly, as he turned the muzzle of 
a Derringer, which he bad taken from his belt, 
mon the black giant. 

Take a walk! Quick, you scoundrel!” he add- 
e i, and Togar reluctantly turned away. But Nich¬ 
olas Pasaquez, who had worked himself up into a 
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furious rage, rushed at Frank, heedless of the 
fact that the lad still held the Congo s carbine 
in one hand. It was a deed of self-defense and 
Frank was to be praised for it. Quick as thought 
he swung the carbine through the air and bi ought 
it down upon the Spaniard’s head. Pasaquez 
reeled and fell, but he was upon his feet again 
in an instant. His face was absolutely livid with 
rage, and as he sprang up he uttered furiously: 

“I shall never forget or forgive that blow. .Re¬ 
member, I am your master. Wait until I have 
you with the caravan in the wilds of the north— 
only wait until then! I can bide my time, but 
the day will come when you will regret that 
blow.” 

“That’s a good idee. When you git hold of a 
job you don’t like to tackle put it off,” said Bija 
Woolwell approvingly. 

But the Spaniard strode away without heeding 
him. 

“I’ll never let that man become my master, and 
I’ll never go with his caravan. Never! Never!” 
said Frank, between his set teeth. 

CHAPTER III.—Bound for Treasure Land. 

“Right, youngster! I don’t know anything 
about that yeller critter more than I’ve seen, but 
his face gives him away. Steer clear of him. 
He’s a land shark, or Bija Woolwell makes a 
mighty big mistake,” said the elephant hunter. 

“I am sure your estimate of the Spaniard is 
quite correct. My poor father must have been 
sadly deceived regarding his character. But, sir, 
you said you were going to the diamond mines. 
Tell me something about that wonderful treas¬ 
ure land. Fortunes are often suddenly made 
there, are they not?” Frank rejoined eagerly, 
for already a daring project for the future had 
permeated his mind. 

“Yes,. youngster, fortunes are often made in 
ther whisk of a lamb’s tail in the diamond mines. 
Many a poor feller hez found himself e’enmost 
a millionaire jest by pickin’ up a stun that any 
one would fling away up in old Vermont. Look 
here! This dull-looking flint stun are a dia¬ 
mond in its rough state. A partner o’ mine 
brought it from the diggings,” answered the 
hunter, producing a pebble. 

Frank examined it with wonder and curiosity. 
The diamond mines had only recently been dis¬ 
covered in Africa, and the lad had never seen a 
diamond in the rough before. 

“The diamond mines are way up in ther coun¬ 
try between the Orange river an’ the desert o’ 
Kalkari. It’s a mighty barren, stun-kivered coun¬ 
ty and ther way to it is chuck-full o’ dangers 
and diffikilties,” continued Woolwell. 

“But you are going there. Oh, sir, let me go 
with you. I want to escape from enemies, and 
to seek my fortune in treasure land. Listen to 
my story, and I am sure you will not refuse my 
request, said Frank impulsively 

Woolwell smiled, but he made a dubious ges- 
tuie and shook his head doubtfully. But Frank 
went on and concisely related all that the reader 
knows concerning his affairs. 

“P°p’ b°y* Jf S hard lines that have fallen to 
you. Lee, gosh! yer pap was fooled slick as a 
whistle in Billman. He was a-playin’ ’possum 

from the fust. I’ll bet a white elephant agin’ a 
chaw of terbacker the skunk is settin’ up a job 
to whittle ye out of yer property. I ain’t jist 
clear as to how I ought ter advise ye, but if you 
are bound to run away you can come along with 
me to ther diamond country if you kin git yer 
traps ready in two days. Then I’m off. I’m put¬ 
tin’ up at ther ‘Cape Hotel,’ and you must be 
on hand there in less un forty-eight hours, sure,” 
said Woolwell.” 

“Thank you, thank you! I’ll be on time!” cried 
Frank joyfully. 

“Well, I must mosey. Take care of yerself, 
an’ don’t let that yeller critter or the big Congo 
get his claws on ye, youngster,” replied Frank’s 
new friend, and then lie walked away. 

Frank walked toward Mr. Billman’s house, but 
he did not go far when it occurred to him that 
it w'ould scarcely be safe to present himself 
there after what had just transpired, and he 
halted. As Frank came to a standstill a young 
girl about fifteen years of age, with a sweet, 
beautiful face and a most graceful and pleasing 
figure, emerged from the shelter of a flowering 
bush. The fair girl was Della Brewrster, Mr. 
Billman’s stepdaughter, whose mother had died 
several years previously. Between Della and 
Frank there existed a pure and sincere youthful 
affection. 

“Oh, Frank, I know all about your trouble. 
Quite accidentally I overheard everything, for I 
was in the adjoining room with only a heavy 
curtain between me and the library when Mr. 
Billman called you there,” said Della. 

“Then you will not be surprised, Della, to know 
that I have decided to run avray. Were it not 
for leaving you, I should go joyfully, but I mean 
to come back some day when I’ve made my for¬ 
tune and called Mr. Billman to account for his 
stewardship. He shall furnish conclusive proof 
of his statement that my father died insolvent, 
or as soon as I have the power so to do I shall 
proceed against him legally.” 

“Yes, you must run away; there is no other 
course. I am grieved to think that we must part, 
but hopes of the future sustain me. Frank. I 
overheard what passed between Mr. Billman and 
Nicholas Pasaquez after you went out of the 
house.” 

“What did they say.*” asked Frank eagerly. 
“Mr. Billman said that he wanted you out of 

the way. Oh, Frank, it is terrible to accuse any 
one of such a thing, but I am sure that I was 
not mistaken in what I heard. Suffice it to say, 
it was agreed between my stepfather and Pasa¬ 
quez that the latter was to make you accompany 
him on his next trip to the interior, and that you 
were never to come back again.” 

“The arch scoundrels! Ah, Billman fears f 
will discover the truth!” exclaimed Frank. 

“Yes; that is why he desired to rid himself of 
you. But I have not told you all. My stepfa¬ 

ther and the Spaniard have agreed that when the 
latter returns from his next trading expedition 

I am to be compelled to become Pasaquez’s wife. ’ 
“That shall never be! Pasaquez will be ab¬ 

sent several months, and before he returns I 
promise, if I am alive, I will return to save you," 
said Frank, in intense tones. 

“I believe and trust you, Frank.” 
After some further conversation Frank ana 
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hi? girlish sweetheart parted. The maiden re¬ 
turned to the house, and Frank proceeded to the 
house of a school friend in the suburbs of the 
town. There Frank remained all the next day, 
and just at nightfall he went to the Cape Hotel 
to see the American hunter. A great disappoint¬ 
ment and surprise awaited Frank. When he ar¬ 
rived at the hotel he learned that the elephant 
hunter had started for the diamond mines that 
very day. But he had left a message for Frank. 
The letter, which the lad hastened to read, ex¬ 
plained the American’s sudden departure. The 
missive stated concisely that Woodwell’s com¬ 
rade who had given him the rough diamond was 
lying at the diggings. News had reached Wool- 
well by a Caflre courier, and he had set out at 
once, in the hope of reaching the mines before 
his friend expired. Further, the letter informed 
Frank that Woolwell had vainly tried to find 
him before he left the town. 

Fortunately, Frank had several hundred dol¬ 
lars in a savings bank, where it had been de¬ 
posited in his own name before his father’s 
death, and of which Mr. Billman knew nothing. 
The following morning, as soon as the bank was 
open, Frank hastened to draw out his money, 
and then he resolved to purchase his supplies and 
start for the diamond mines at once. As Frank 
emerged on the street after drawing his money 
from the bank, he met a schoolboy friend who 
informed him that Mr. Billman and Nicholas 
Pasaquez were searching the town for him. 

Frank knew that he could trust the youth who 
gave him this alarming information, and he told 
him all. The lad at once volunteered to make 
the purchases the runaway needed in the way of 
an outfit as a diamond hunter, while Frank re¬ 
mained in hiding. Frank gave his young friend 
money and a list of the things he wished him to 
purchase, and then our young adventurer return¬ 
ed to the house of his friend again. There he 
remained undisturbed until night. Then the 
friend whom he had commissioned to make his 
purchases arrived. He brought with him a wag¬ 
on covered with stout cloth, which the rain could 
not penetrate, and drawn by four oxen. The ve¬ 
hicle contained a straw bed upon which the trav¬ 
eler could sleep, if he desired, and it was laden 
with such supplies as Frank thought he would 
need, such as clothing, blankets, cooking utensils, 
provisions, canned food, yoke-chains, and leather- 
straps to repair the harness if needed. Frank’s 
agent had not neglected to purchase firearms. 
He had selected a couple of Henry rifles which 
were sure shots, and a pair of revolvers with a 
supply of ammunition and a stout hunting knife. 

The heavy stage coach line of the Veld which 
wa at a later day established between the Cape 
and the diamond mines was not yet projected, and 
a : Frank's purchases were absolutely necessary 
for his journey. It was a bright moonlight night, 

tend after a tender parting with Della, who met 
him through the instrumentality of a mutual 
friend, Frank entered his ox-wagon and drove out 
o* the town. But in the suburbs he overtook a 
lao about hi.- own age, roughly clad and carrying 
a rnai; bundle over his shoulder at the end of a 
ftout .-tick. The strange youth turned an hon- 
‘ goo*i-^itured Irish face up to Frank as he 
wa* drivii^P by him, and said: 

“Will you give me a lift in your wagon? I’m 

on my way to the diamond mines, and you are 
going the same way.” 

Now Frank wanted company, and he liked the 
Irish boy’s face, so he replied as he halted his 
ox team: 

“Jump in and welcome.” 
The other hastened to accept this invitation, 

and as the two lads rode along they fell into con¬ 
versation. The Irish boy presently said: 

“I’m a stranger in Africa. The fact is, I’m a 
runaway. Me stepfather kicked me out of the 
house at home in the County Clare, so I left the 
ould country as a ‘stowaway’ on board an Eng¬ 
lish ship bound for Cape Town. I made the voy¬ 
age all right, but I was soon found, and I had 
to work my passage. Now I mane to find a for¬ 
tune in diamonds and go back home, break me 
stepfather’s head by the way of a little sport, 
and marry the Widdy McGee’s daughter, the 
prettiest colleen in all Ireland.” 

Frank laughed. He was sure now his com¬ 
panion was a good fellow, and in return for his 
confidence he told the Irish boy, who presently 
said his name was Pat Murphy, all his troubles. 
Of course Pat sympathized with his new friend, 
and they resolved to “stick together,” as Pat ex¬ 
pressed it. The two runaway boy diamond hunt¬ 
ers journeyed on without the occurrence of any 
adventure until they passed Hopetown, on the 
border of the Orange river, and began the weary 
and monotonous journey through the Veld. One 
evening they had reached a watercourse, which, 
though dry where the trail ran over it, showed 
indications of water further down the stream. 
The oxen were parched with thirst, and while 
Frank alone drove slowly along the irregular 
bank, Pat went on ahead to look for water. He 
had passed out of sight among the stunted 
bushes, when Frank heard a groan from the road¬ 
side, and a native dragged himself out of a 
thicket on his hands and knees. The poor fel¬ 
low declared he was perishing of thirst, and that 
his leg was broken. In the most piteous terms 
he implored Frank to assist him into the wagon 
and not leave him there to die. 

Filled with compassion, Frank sprang from 
the vehicle and was in the act of helping the 
black into the wagon, when the latter suddenly 
threw his arms about his neck with a strangling 
hold, while at the same time he uttered a shrill 
cry. Frank was hurled to the ground, and the 
succeeding moment a band of a dozen black and 
white desperadoes surrounded him. At this time 
the route to the diamond mines was infested with 
lawless bands of robbers, and Frank knew at 
once that he was in the power of such a party. 
But scarcely had he made this reflection when 
among his captors he discovered Togar, the huge 
Congo who was in the service of his enemy. 
Frank’s heart sank, but he did not know the worst 
yet. While he was staring at the Congo, to 
make sure of his identitythe bushes of the 
thicket which had served for the ambush parted 
again, and Nicholas Pasamuez himself strode 
forth. The villain ordered Frank bound tp the 
cart-wheel. Pat was nowhere in sight. 

CHAPTER IV.—Mysterious Music in the Air. 

The implacable Spaniard would undoubtedly re¬ 
main vindictive and merciless to the end, and any 
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appeal would fall upon deaf ears that was ad¬ 
dressed to him. Togar, the giant Congo, who 
was, as we shall see, Pasaquez s right-hand man 
and confidant, seized Frank and dragged him to 
the wheel of the ox wagon. Then, assisted by 
others, the lad was bound head down in the form 
of a “spread eagle,” precisely in the position of 
torture from which the present victim had res¬ 
cued Bodki. Seeing nothing of Pat, Frank per¬ 
mitted his anxious but well-nigh hopeless glances 
to wander over the barren Veld in every direc¬ 
tion. 

The boy compressed his lip and glanced at the 
circle of faces that surrounded him. All were 
strange—not one of the party save Nicholas 
Pasaquez and the Congo belonged to the 
olas Pasaquez and the Congo belonged to the 
caravan of Frank’s deceased father, and he could 
not read an expression of sympathy in a single 
face. 

“There is not one here who desires to lift a 
hand in my behalf. There is not one friendly 
face among them all,” said Frank mentally, as he 
scanned the repulsive and evil face of the Span¬ 
iard’s band. There was scarcely a breath of air 
stirring, but as Pasaquez strode toward the boy 
brandishing a heavy ox whip, all at once a 
strange musical sound reached Frank’s hearing. 
The mysterious music was like the strain of -a 
far-off choir reaching him through the weird, 
measureless gulfs of the upper air. Frank start¬ 
ed, listened for a second with an intensity that 
was absolutely painful, and then a half-stifled 
exclamation escaped his lips while his eyes beam¬ 
ed with a sudden light, and a newly awakened 
hope dawned in his heart. 

They knew that they were perpetrating an out¬ 
rage which would evoke the most severe pun¬ 
ishment decreed by South African law if discov¬ 
ered, and the excited imaginations of "Some of 
the party caused them to think the strange music 
resembled that of the bugle of the Cape Town 
soldiers who had more than once been sent in 
pursuit of the robbers of the Veld. With this 
impression strong upon him, a tall, fierce-looking 
fellow, evidently a Portuguese, said to Nicholas 
Pasaquez as the mysterious music ceased: 

“Come, friend Nicholas; this business must be 
ended at once. I am apprehensive, and we do not 
want a brush with the soldiers. If that sound 
was not made by a bugle, I’m much out in my 
reckoning. 

“I mean to beat the boy before I deliver him 
to you!” hissed Pasaquez. 

“No—a bruised back always lessens the value 
of a slave in the marts of Zambo. Then, too, he 
will be more apt to take the jungle fever. I 
sav no. He must be given to me now, or I won’t 
take him. The Arab slave dealers who visit Cen¬ 
tral Africa are shrewd fellows, and they never 
purchase even a white slave if not in good con¬ 
dition,” replied the African outlaw. 

As he spoke he strode to Frank and began to 
untie him. Pasaquez bit his lips and reluctantly 
rejoined as he observed that the other was in 
real earnest: 

Very well. I can afford to spare the whip. 
My revenge will be complete, for he will be con¬ 
signed to lifelong misery, beyond all hope of res¬ 
cue.” 

Yes. In the wilds oi ■ the Soudan he will no 

doubt end his days as the slave of an Arab mas¬ 
ter.” 

As he thus replied, the Portuguese removed 
the last thong which secured the boy to the wheel 
and he regained his feet. 

“Now, then, -boys, we will be off. Help your¬ 
selves to the contents of the wagon and conie 
along. Ba and ICoka, you will march the boy 
between you,” continued the Portuguese. 

The two men whose names he mentioned seiz¬ 
ed Frank and placed him between them, while 
the other members of the party hastened to 
plunder the wagon. Laden with the stolen goods 
the party turned aside to the eastward, and 
marched rapidly away, presently taking a 
straight northerly course. But before they with¬ 
drew with the boy prisoner the leader of the 
band and Nicholas Pasaquez exchanged a few 
remarks. 

“No, Ashurus, our bargain has been carried 
out. I have your gold, and you have the boy. 
Remember, you have sworn to self him into slav¬ 
ery, and keep this affair a profound secret,” said 
the Spaniard. 

“Right; I am not a fool. Since I have pur¬ 
chased the boy, who will bring ten times the sum 
I have paid you for him in the Central African 
slave marts, I shall not fail to sell him, and I’m 
not likely to make a bid for imprisonment for 
violating the law against dealing in slaves which 
has been promulgated by the infernal meddling 
English,” replied Ashurus. 

“No, I raiderstand. Self-interest, if no other 
consideration, will cause you to be faithful and 
carry out our compact.” 

The Portuguese grinned cunningly, and he 
added: 

“There’s some big game in your mind, Nicho¬ 
las, my shrewd schemer. Who wants to get rid 
of the boy? Why are you interested, and how 
much do you make ? are questions the curious 
might ask, if in my place. But I’m not curious; 
oh, no, not the least. Well, good-by, and good 
luck to you, Nicholas. It’s none of my business 
what you are up to. I am satisfied with my bar¬ 
gain, anyway.” 

“Good-by,” said the Spaniard, rather coldly. 
The two scoundrels shook hands and then sep¬ 

arated. 
As Frank was marched away, the Spaniard and 

the giant Togar hastened to the southward. The 
band Frank was with was a party of slave hunt¬ 
ers and robbers, and Nicholas Pasaquez was at 
one time associated with the Portuguese. Frank 
had recognized the weird music he had heard as 
coming from Bodki, who possessed wonderful ven- 
triloquial powers. Therefore Frank knew that 
Bodki had not deserted him. Our hero had been 
bound and thrust into a covered wagon. The rob¬ 
ber band encamped for the night in a grove of 
trees. About midnight Frank heard a slight rustle 
beside the wagon. He crept to the back and 
looked out, and by the dim light of the moon saw 
Pat, who put his finger to his lips and stealthily 

crept into the wagon and severed Frank’s bonds. 
Then they lowered themselves out of the wage*' 
and crawled beyond the limits of the camp with¬ 
out molestation. After getting on their feet and 
proceeding a short distance they were joined by 
Bodki, who embraced Frank. It then ex¬ 
plained to Frank that Bodki had crept upon the 
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two sentinels of the camp and had despatched 
them, thus rendering their escape more safe. 

The three now made their way back to the 
oxteam and wagon belonging to Frank, which the 
slave hunters had left where the capture had 
been made. Then they resumed their journey, trav¬ 
eling nearly all day. They went into camp to¬ 
wards night, with Bodki left on guard. Along 
towards morning Bodki woke them up, telling 
them that the Portuguese robbers were again on 
their track. Our friends left the wagon and 
sought flight, taking their weapons with them. 
They were seen and pursued. Suddenly Bodki 
stepped into a hole and sprained his ankle. He 
could go no farther. He begged them to leave 
him and escape themselves. But they took him 
up between them and carried him to a clump of 
bushes, into which they hid him. While carry¬ 
ing him Bodki conveyed the startling news to 
Frank that his father was not dead, but alive. 
That the Spaniard had deserted him by Billman’s 
orders. Pat and Frank now left Bodki and suc¬ 
ceeded in eluding their pursuers, on account of 
the darkness, aided by the dense growth of trees. 
Suddenly they heard voices ahead of them. But 
the boys never stopped, trusting to luck with meet¬ 
ing other than enemiesT Day was just breaking. 

CHAPTER V.—At the Diamond Mines. 

A moment or so later the two fugitive boys 
dashed through a thicket, which crossed a de¬ 
pression they were so rapidly traversing, and 
just a short distance ahead they saw an encamp¬ 
ment. A number of covered wagons were drawn 
up on the veld. The oxen, out-spanned, were ly¬ 
ing on the plain or trying to pick up a scanty 
cropping of the sun-dry grass, which forced its 
stunted blades through the sand here and there. 
The camp contained a score of men, and they had 
heard the shouts of the slave-hunters who 'were 
in pursuit of the runaway boys. As Frank and 
the Irish boy appeared, the men of the camp, 
who were on their guard to repel a possible at¬ 
tack by the party whose shouts they heard, 
shouted at them: 

“Halt, there! Who are ye?” 
“What’s the row?” 
Such were the cries which greeted the lads. 
“We are honest travelers!” replied Frank. 
“And we’re pursued by blackguard robbers av 

the veld! Bad luck to thim!” added Pat. 
“Come on, lads. You’re welcome here, and as 

for the men who are after you, we’ll take care 
of them, eh, boys!” said a hearty, friendly voice. 

The speaker w*as the leader of the party upon 
whose camp the young adventurers had so fortu¬ 
nately stumbled. He was a brawny Englishman, 
honest and true. His party was composed of 
honest fellows, like himself, though of an adven- 
tnro ! . disposition, and they were now en route 
for the diamond mines. 

T.e Portuguese and the leading members of 
Y party appeared on the edge of the thicket as 
the runaway boys mingled with the men of the 

* diamond rnine- train. At the sight of the for¬ 
midable party whom the boys they were hunting 
had yo fortunately stumbled upon, Ashurus halt¬ 

ed, and an exclamation of disappointment and 
chagrin burst from his lips. 

“Stop where you are!” thundered the leader of 
the diamond hunters’ train, as the Portuguese 
and his comrades appeared beyond the cover. 
To enforce obedience to his command, the Eng¬ 
lishman leveled his rifle at the slave hunters, and 
his companions followed his example. Ashurus 
saw at a glance that it would not be feasible to 
hazard a combat with the diamond seekers. He 
was well aware that his followers would make 
but a sorry showing in an open stand-up battle 
with foes amply able to defend themselves, even 
were numbers equal. 

“Gentlemen,” said Ashurus quietly, though he 
was inwardly consumed by rage, “you are labor¬ 
ing under a misapprehension. The boys I am 
after are runaways.” 

“I don’t believe you. How is it, lads? You 
told me the truth about this man, I am sure. 
You are not runaways, are you?” replied the 
leader of the diamond mines train, turning to 
Frank and Pat. 

The lads looked at each other in confusion, and 
both hesitated about replying. They were hon¬ 
est and always truthful, and yet, if they told 
the truth now, they saw they would confirm the 
statement of the Portuguese, and undoubtedly 
awaken distrust in the minds of their friends. 

“It can’t be that you have deceived me, lads?” 
said the big Englishman, with a slight intonation 
of doubt. 

“No, be the powers, but the yellow blackguard 
tells the truth. We are runaways. We ran away 
from him, afther the thafe of the world had 
robbed us and taken- Frank here prisoner!” cried 
the quick-witted Irish boy. 

“That’s the truth, sir,” Frank hastened to say, 
in corroboration. 

“I speak the truth,” persisted Ashurus. 
“Give them a volley, boys, if they do not take 

themselves off at once,” retorted the English¬ 
man, bringing his rifle to his shoulder in a threat¬ 
ening way again. 

The craven-hearted followers of the Portuguese 
did not wait for their leader to order a retreat, 
but fell 'back at once. Deserted by his men, 
Ashurus could only follow their example, and he 
did so reluctantly, while he muttered threats at 
which the men of the diamond mine train laugh¬ 
ed derisively as they regarded them merely as 
empty braggadocia. The diamond seekers fol¬ 
lowed the retreating slave hunters, until they 
were assured that they had really withdrawn per¬ 
manently, and then they returned to their camp. 
Frank and Pat were questioned by the fortune 
hunters, and they related their histories truth¬ 
fully. The sympathies of the party were, of 
course, enlisted, and they were promised protec¬ 
tion on the way to the mines. 

In company with the trainmen, the boys jour¬ 
neyed onward the following day. The Nien- 
veveld range was crossed, and in due time, and 
without further adventure of moment, the mines 
beyond Kimberly, called “New Rush,” were reach¬ 
ed. The mining camp at the diamond diggings 
differed very little from those of tb^ "old and 
silver lands in our own country. They made 
inquiries for Bija Wool well, t'm Vrn n e.e- 
phant hunter, and to their satisfaction they were 
assured that they were likely to find him at the 
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“Kapje” digging's. Frank and Pat were sure of 
receiving assistance from the brave downeaster, 
who had promised Frank his friendship. 

They would have been well content now, but 
for the uncertainty attending the fate of Bodki; 
for when the men of the diamond mines train 
followed up the Portuguese slavers, although 
Frank informed them of the faithful Caffre’s mis¬ 
hap, no trace of Bodki was found. Upon reach¬ 
ing the “Kapje” mines, the boys found before 
them an arched mountain near which was an 
immense valley of an 'elliptical form, represent¬ 
ing three or four hundred claims, whose owners 
were assured the right to explore them at will. 

There was a scene of industry and activity at 
the mines when the runaway boys arrived there. 
Carts were traversing the suspended tracks, while 
in the pits the men, representatives of ail races, 
were at work filling large bags with earth, which 
were drawn to the surface by means of stout ca¬ 
bles, emptied into carts, and dropped down into 
tire mines' again to be refilled. After wandering 
about among the claims for some time, Frank 
suddenly discovered Woolwell, the downeaster, at 
the bottom of a pit. and he uttered his name joy¬ 
fully. 

CHAPTER VI.—At Work in the Diamond Mines. 

The Vermonter looked up as he heard Frank 
shout his name, and he saw the two runaway boy 
diamond hunters. 

“Hello! Well, well! Didn’t expect to see you 
here, my boy, but Pm tickled. I’ll be up there 
in a minute!” he cried, and throwing down his 
pick, the huge elephant hunter ran up the pit-lad¬ 
der, and shook hands with Frank warmly. 

“I calkerlated maybe that yeller-faced greaser, 
Pasaquez, had caught ye and shut ye up some¬ 
where, for I couldn’t find hide or hair of ye when 
I left Cape Town so suddenly,” Woolwell went 
on, without giving Frank an opportunity to 
speak. 

“Well, if I am not now in the power of a 
treacherous emissary of the Spaniard it is not 
his fault,” replied Frank. 

“But let me introduce my comrade here. Mr. 
Woolwell, this lad is Pat Murphy, and I’ve found 
him to be a splendid fellow,” he added. 

“Well, I’m glad to know ye. Now come along 
to my quarters. You are as welcome as the 
flowers in May. I’m happy to say that my part¬ 
ner, who was supposed to be on his last legs, has 
recovered.” 

Thus speaking, Woolwell led the way to an 
adjacent cabin. At the door stood a jolly and 
very fat man in his shirt sleeves. 

“Doctor, here are some friends of mine,” called 
out the downeaster, as he and the two lads came 
up. 

Then he introduced the boys in an offhand way. 
“You see, my lads, the doctor here is my pard. 

Dr. Dodg4 is his full name now, though his maid¬ 
en name, before he ran through a medical school, 
was just simply Dick—plain, everyday Richard 
Dodge, of Bosting, Mass., by gosh!” 

“I am very glad to see that you have recovered 
from your serious illness, doctor,” said Frank, as 
the M. D. greeted the boys in a very pleasant 
and friendly way. 

“Thanks. You see, the antifebrile decoctions 

brewed by the exhaustive process sufficed to an¬ 
tidote the miasmatic effluvia and arrest retro¬ 
grade metamorphosis. Hence my recovery,” sa;d 
the fat medical gentleman, in a thin, squeaky 
voice which sounded very funny coming from 
such a big man. 

The boys laughed, and they understood that 
while they were really the best of friends al¬ 
ways, Woolwell and the doctor delighted in chaf¬ 
fing each other. Frank and Pat were ushered- 
into the miners’ cabin, and they were provided 
with refreshments. Then while the boys, with 
excellent appetites, did ample justice to every¬ 
thing set before them, they each related their 
.adventures. When Frank came to tell about the 
startling story told by Bodki of his suspicion 
that possibly the lad’s father was not really dead 
Woolwell said: 

“Corncobs an’ pumpkins, boy! I really guess 
I smell a very full-sized mice! It may be that 
the yeller Spanish greaser and Mr. Billman, your 
guardian, are workin’ out a deeper an’ more 
desperate plot than any one would think.” 

“Yes, I have so suspected. My unfortunate 
father may be a prisoner far away in the heart 
of the dark continent.” 

“An’ I tell ye the worst sort of slavery in the 
hull universe are to be found there. Yes, sirree, 
I know what I’m talkin’ about, fer durin’ the 
ten years I’ve stamped about in this ere nigger 

^country I’ve traveled among savage tribes of 
the interior, where I guess no white man, not 
even a Yankee peddler, ever sot foot.” 

“You are the man to help me, then. I have 
but one object to live for now. I must find out 
the truth about my father, and if he lives res¬ 
cue him.” 

“Well said. You are a clear grit an’ all wool. 
If Bija Woolwell kin help ye, he will, fer I guess 
it’s pretty clear yer pop is bein’ done a great 
wrong, an’ you already hev found out that the 
mean skunk meant to get rid of you, too.” 

“Your promise of assistance awakens hope in 
my heart. I believe we shall succeed, for right 
is''on our side.” *. 

“Yas. But fustly we hev got to corral that 
Cadre Bodki. He is the big trump keerd we 
want to give us a pinter, fer it would be e’en- 
most like lookin’ fer a needle in a haystack to go 
lookin’ for one man in ther great unknown wilds 
of the nigger country without any starter ter 
guide us.” 1 v'j 

“I understand that, but we may never see the 
faithful Caff re again,” replied Frank. . 

“In the bright -spelling-book of youth—when I 
went to school—there was no such word as fail, 
said the doctor. >r J I 

“And while you and Pat here help the doctor 
in the mine I will go on a scout after Bodki,” said 
Woolwell. 

The friends conversed for a long time, and it 
was arranged that Frank and Pat should do as 
Woolwell said. 

While the party was arranging the plan for 
the campaign against the enemies of the young 

diamond hunters the hours went by and it se«»“ 
ed a very short time had elapsed when Wool we 
looked at his vratch and announced that it 
time to turn in for the night. The fohowj®! 
morning the boys were awakened by the cliOWip 
voice of the doctor, who chanted: 
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“Get lip in the morning before the break of 
day, 

Listen to the music, and hear what the jay¬ 
birds say.” 

After breakfast Woolwell shouldered his rifle, 
and having first said “good-by” to his comrades, 
he left the camp. Half an hour later Frank and 
Pat were hard at work, in company with the 
doctor, at the bottom of the shaft in the diamond 
mines. They suspected it not, but at the same 
time Ashurus, the Portuguese, was near, and a 
great peril threatened the brave boy whom the 
slave hunter had tracked to treasure land. But 
the hours went by and darkness fell. Still rthe 
blow wjneh threatened was withheld. The cun¬ 
ning Portuguese was biding his time. 

The doctor at the close of the day’s work en¬ 
tertained Pat and Frank with the excitements 
and the luck and ill luck the diamond miners met 
with. Frank learned also that a miner was leav¬ 
ing for Cape Town the next morning early. He 
found out where he could see him, and he sought 
him out and asked him to carry a letter for him 
to Della. The man consented, so Frank told him 
he would bring him the letter early the next morn¬ 
ing, and left the miner to go back and prepare 
the letter. 

CHAPTER VII.—Ashurus at the Mines. 

The sun was just casting the first golden light 
down upon the African “Treasure Land” when 
Frank arose and quitted the cabin of his friend 
with the letter. 

As he went on along the oftentimes rather 
intimidating suspended pathways between the 
diamond pits, two men were'in conversation in 
another part of the mines, who were talking 
about the devoted boy in a way that would have 
undoubtedly occasioned him considerable alarm 
could he have overheard them. One of the con¬ 
versationalists was Ashurus, the Portuguese 
slave-hunter; the other was Togar, the villain¬ 
ous Nicholas Pasaquez’s huge Congo lieutenant. 
The Spaniard, after parting with Ashurus, upon 
reflection, seemed to have entertained some doubt 
of his good faith, and so he had sent Togar to 
join the Portuguese again and see that he kept 
his agreement. Ashurus and Toggfc- had tracked 
Frank to the mines, and the former, in disguise, 
was present at the tavern where the arrangement 
had been made with the miner to carry Frank’s 
letter. All this the slave-hunter had overheard, 
and when the lad and his friends left the tavern 
the Portuguese also went out. 

Then he joined Togar at another inn. The two 
went off to the edge of the camp, where an old 
Jew lapidary or diamond-cutter dwelt in a strong¬ 
ly built plank cabin. The Portuguese and the 
Congo were warmly welcomed by the old Hebrew, 
who found profitable employment in cutting and 

ting the diamonds found by the miners. It 
v a evident that the lapidary and the Portuguese 
v ere old friends and that they were of a similar 
character. Ashurus and Togar spent the night 
at the house of the Jew, and before Frank was 
up, the latter was sent by his master to the 
home-going miner with a letter directed to Della 
Brewster which Ashurus had prepared. The let¬ 

ter contained nothing but blank paper, and it was 
only intended to deceive the miner. The Congo 
had received his instructions from his master, 
and when he arrived at his destination he hand¬ 
ed the letter to the miner, saying: 

“Master Frank Harrison sent dat letter.” 
The miner received the missive in all good 

faith. He was all ready to start for the Cape, 
and had, in fact, been awaiting the arrival of the 
letter for some time, and he was impatient to be 
off. So, as soon as he received the letter, he 
started on his journey. Togar having accom¬ 
plished his purpose, hastened back to his master, 
grinning with delight, and made his report. 

“Good! Now the boy will be sure to try to 
overtake the miner when he finds he has started. 
He will thus be decoyed beyond the camp, I 
hope,” said Ashurus. 

His motive in sending the letter was thus made 
clear, and without delay he and Togar left the 

fJew’s cabin and followed the southern trail be¬ 
yond the camp. They caught sight of the miner, 
who had been deceived, as he was disappearing 
in the distance, and they concealed themselves in 
a thicket. Further away the other members of 
the slave hunters’ party were encamped. Of 
course, Ashurus’ purpose was plain. He meant 
to ’pounce upon Frank, if, as he reasoned would 
be the case, the boy followed the miner. 

A bright dream oj: the future was forming 
itself in the lad’s thoughts as he arrived at the 
cabin which was his destination. He saw no one 
stirring there. The door was shut, and no sound 
of life was to be heard. 

“After all, it seems my friend the miner is in 
no hurry to be off,” said Frank, thinking the man 
must be asleep. 

Frank approached and knocked upon the door. 
Having repeated his rap, and not receiving any 
response, he began to wonder at it. Then he 
noticed that the cabin door was secured upon the 
outside by means of a stout padlock. The lad’s 
heart sank. 

“He is gone! I have missed him, and my let¬ 
ter to Della cannot be sent!” he thought. 

He turned, and saw several men at the door 
of an adjacent cabin. 

“Perhaps he has not been gone long. I am a 
good runner, and I can overtake him yet, may¬ 
be,” Frank thought. 

Then he hastened to the men about the ad¬ 
joining cabin, and asked them if they had seen 
their neighbor that morning. They replied in 
the affirmative, and assured Frank that he had 
started on his journey to the Cape but a few 
moments previously. Of course, taken by the 
home-going miner was pointed out to Frank, 
and he started in pursuit of him, precisely as 
the crafty Portuguese had thought he would be 
likely to do. Meantime Pat and the doctor busied 
themselves about the cabin which Frank had left. 
In the absence of other fuel, the dung of ani¬ 
mals was used, and Pat soon had a fire kindled 
outside of the cabin. 

Strong coffee was made, bacon was fried, and 
some potatoes raised at the 'Cape were broiled. 
The addition of brown bread and a flask of whis¬ 
ky and quinine, which every one in the diamond 
diggings partook of as a fever preventive, con¬ 
stituted the breakfast, which was soon in rc-adi« 
ness. ' 1 
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“It’s toime Frank was back. Sure, I am fam¬ 
ished, an’ me stomach is callin’ for food in siven 
languages,” said Pat, when breakfast was ready. 

“Well, we will begin the meal with a dose of 
quinine mixture. No doubt Frank will be back 
presently,” said the doctor. 

But they had completed the meal, to which 
both did ample justice, and yet Frank did not 
return. 

“Be the powers av Tara! I feel it in me bones 
that something has happened to Frank!” finally 
said Pat, in tones of alarm. 

“Then follow me and we will look for the lad,” 
replied the doctor, who shared Pat’s uneasiness. 

CHAPTER VIII.—The Jew “Fence” of the Mines. 

Frank ran swiftly in pursuit of the miner who 
was bound for Cape Town. He soon traversed 
the mining camp of the diamond diggers, and en¬ 
tered upon the country beyond. Glancing ahead, 
the lad fancied he discerned a mounted man dis¬ 
appearing in the distance, where the monotonous 
sand desert, clothed here and there with scrubby- 
stunted thickets, seemed to blend with the hori¬ 
zon. Quickening his pace, with the conviction 
that he had discovered the object of his pursuit, 
Frank very rapidly increased the distance be¬ 
tween himself and the camp of his friends. At 
this early morning hour a soft smoky mist hung 
over the sandy plain, and objects were not very 
distinctly discernible, but Frank’s eyes were keen, 
and he was sure that he presently saw two sha¬ 
dowy human forms who looked strange and gro¬ 
tesque through the hazy canopy that enveloped 
them. 

The two persons whom Frank had discovered 
flitted across his pathway far ahead, and they 
were swallowed up in the mist before he could 
bestow a second glance upon them. Frank had 
advanced to a distance of a mile or more from 
the confines of the diamond mines when all at 
once he was startled by hearing a footstep close 
behind him. He turned quickly and found him¬ 
self confronted by Togar, Ashurus’ henchman. 
The black had sprang forth from his place of 
concealment in a thicket which Frank was now 
passing. Frank recoiled with a leap, and as he 
did so he tripped and fell. 

The succeeding moment Ashurus, who had glid¬ 
ed out of the thicket as Frank turned, and who 
had tripped the lad up by throwing out his foot, 

recipitated himself upon him, and caught him 
y the throat, stifling any outcry he might other¬ 

wise have made and also depriving him of breath. 
As Frank fell, he heard a voice from beyond the 
thicket which he at once recognized. He knew 
the- speaker was Woolwell, the giant American 
hunter, and mingled with the welcome sound of 
kis friend’s voice came the utterance of another 
whom Frank knew. The second speaker was 
Bodki. Frank’s heart leaped. He knew that the 
finding of his father’s faithful servant meant that 
the first important step in the solution of the 
mystery of his father had succeeded. 

If he could only utter a shout—only inform his 
friends of his presence—he knew they would 

hasten to his assistance, and he struggled madly 
to free his throat from the terrible pressure 
which rendered him dumb as the dead. But Ash¬ 

urus and Togar had heard the voices of the lad’s 
friends, and the Portuguese said in sibilant tones: 

“He must not utter a sound, or all is lost.” 
Frank was frantic with despair. It was dread¬ 

ful to think that friends were so near, and yet 
that he could not lift his voice to warn them 
of his presence. But he felt that his strength 
was deserting him, and presently he lost con¬ 
sciousness. Then, as he saw that the boy had 
been strangled into insensibility, the Portuguese 
released his hold upon his throat. He turned to 
Togar, and said exultantly: 

“Now, then, for the camp of my followers!” 
But scarcely had the words passed the slave- 

hunter’s lips when the clatter of horses’ hoofs 
were heard from the direction of the mines, and 
through the mist, which was beginning to fade 
away, the Portuguese and his black comrade saw 
a’band of horsemen approaching. The riders 
came on at full speed, and as he saw them, Ash¬ 
urus uttered a furious cry. He said: 

“By all that’s bad, the leaders of that party 
are the Irish lad who escaped us with young 
Harrison and one of the men he took up his 
quarters with at the mines!” 

“Den da come for boy!” 
“Come, lend a hand. We must conceal our¬ 

selves and the boy.” 
“Yes, mars.” 
The Portuguese and the Congo dragged the in¬ 

sensible lad into the bushes and crouched down 
beside him. They remained there while the party 
of horsemen, who were really in 'quest of Frank, 
dashed by. In a moment or so, when Frank’s 
friends were at a safe distance, Ashurus bound 
and gagged the youth, and then said to Togar: 

“Shoulder him and bring him along. We must 
remain in hiding with him at the house of my 
friend Isaacs, the lapidary, until night comes 
again. Then, under cover of the darkness, we 
will take our prisoner to our camp.” 

Togar lifted Frank’s insensible form in his 
powerful arms and followed Ashurus with his 
burden as the latter swiftly led the way to the 
Jew’s house, which they reached without having 
encountered any one. The old Hebrew’s dwell¬ 
ing was in the suburbs of the camp, and isolated 
from other, dwellings. Upon their arrival at the 
dwelling of the Jew, Frank’s captors placed him 
in a small closet, which opened out of a narrow 
hall that separated the two main rooms of the 
cabin, one of which served as a workshop and 
the other as a sleeping-room for old Isaacs. The 
lad had regained consciousness on the way to the 
lapidary’s house, and when he found himself a 
prisoner in the small room, the door of which 
had been secured upon him, he tried to compose 
his thoughts and devise some way to escape. 
Presently he heard the voices of Ashurus and 
the old Jew. Bound as he was, Frank managed 
to reach the door without making any sound, and, 
listening intently, he overheard the Jew say: 

“Yes, I make monish by buying dose diamonds 
off of dose Caffres what work in de mines. Dose 
black fellers vas cunning and da steal more dia¬ 
monds ash da gif to their masters.” 

“But it’s a dangerous trade, Isaacs. You know 
a receiver is regarded as worse than a thief by 
the miners,” said Ashurus. 

“Dat is so, mine friend. But old Isaacs vas not 
ashleep. No, he vas vide avake. I pet dar vos 
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none of the diamonds found here, I hide dem so 

this point the conversation ceased, and 
Frank heal'd Asliurus go out. Then the lad plac¬ 
ed his eye to the keyhole and peered into the room 
beyond.* He saw the old Jew lock the door 
through which Ashurus had gone, and then go 
to the fireplace, muttering: 

“I'll see if my diamonds are safe. I like to 
look at the sparkling hoys—da make old Isaacs 
a rich man some day.” 

Frank saw the old Jew remove a sieve m the 
fireplace and take out a bag which seemed to be 
well filled with small objects. 

“Ah! da diamonds are safe. No one will ever 
find them but Isaacs,” continued the old rascal, 
and then he returned the bag to the hiding place 
in the wall. 

The day passed and night came, and when dark¬ 
ness fell, the Portuguese appeared before Frank 
and announced that he was about to. carry him 
away. Togar had visited the lad during the day 
and supplied him with food. The. wretch was 
about to lead Frank out of the Jew’s cabin, and 
Togar was close behind him, when all at once 
the old Jew appeared before them. His face was 
pale as death and it wore an expression of terror. 

“Mine friends! Mine tear friends, save me! I 
vos ruined! De miners are coming! A Caffre 
hash betrayed me. Save me, mine friends! Save 
me!” cried the Jew. 

“Save yourself, you old fool! Quick, Togar, we 
must get the boy out of the house, or we are 
lost!” cried Ashurus. 

‘ But with a sudden bound Frank freed himself 
from the Portuguese’s hold and gained the out¬ 
side door. 

“Halt! Halt, or I shoot you down!” yelled 
Ashurus, as he whipped out a revolver and lev¬ 
eled it at Frank, who. heard the sound of many 
excited voices from without. 

CHAPTER IX.—The Return of Woolwell. 
• • 

Meanwhile Pat Murphy and Mr. Dodge soon 
learned that Frank had gone in pursuit of the 
miner who had agreed to take his message to his 
girlish sweetheart. ... 

“Sure, an’ he has been waylaid beyant the 
town, I’m afther thinkin’. Be the powers of 
Tara, what if the robbers who captured him fore- 
ninst we come here have got him again?” said 
Pat, when he heard that Frank had followed the 
miner. 

“There may be ground for fear that such ca¬ 
lamity as you mention has befallen Frank. At 
all events, we will secure horses and go in pur¬ 
suit of him,” said the doctor. 

A number of miners were grouped about lis¬ 
tening to these remarks, and several of them 
volunteered to accompany our friends. 

“You see, we are pretty well satisfied that some 
ra' cal is acting as receiver for our Caffre diggers 
whom we employ in the mines, for I know very 
we.! they are stealing our diamonds,” said one, 
after the offer of his and others to join in the 
search for Frank ha/1 been accepted. 

“And it may be that the receiver who buys the 
ftolen diamonds may be the leader of the robbers 

who once captured the now missing boy whose 
story Woolwell told me,” said another. 

There were a number of horses in the camp, 
and in a few moments Pat and tile doctor were 
mounted and accompanied by a dozen miners, 
rode out of the camp on the Cape Town trail. 
Since the boy’s pursuers rode more swiftly than 
he had been able to proceed on foot, ds we have 
seen, they had almost overtaken him, notwith-' 
standing the start he had before he was ambush¬ 
ed by Ashurus and the Congo. The devoted lad’s 
friends, after they passed the thicket in which 
Frank’s enemy held him powerless to utter a 
sound, pressed onward. 

Suddenly Pat cried: “I see some one ahead! It’s 
not Frank I see, but a man. As—as sure as yez 
live, it’s the miner who was to carry my friend’s 
letter! Be the powers av Tara, it’s no other!” 

Pat dashed ahead as he spoke. The Irish boy 
was the first to overtake the miner, who halted 
as he beheld the mounted party approaching. 

“Hello, Mr. Burke!” called out Pat, giving the 
miner his name. “Have you seen anything of 
Frank Harrison, the boy you met at the hotel last 
night, and whose letter you promised to carry 
to Cape Town? Sure, it’s lost he is!” 

“No, I’ve not seen the boy,” replied the miner. 
“But I have his letter. A big negro, whom I 
never saw before, delivered it to me at my cabin, 
and he said Frank Harrison sent him with it.” 

“A big nigger, is it! Worra! Worra! Sure and 
the jewel, me pard Frank, is caught be the black¬ 
guards agin. But tell me what the nigger who 
brought the letter looked like.” * 

“He was a huge fellow, a genuine Congo, I 
should say, and he wore copper rings in his nose 
and ears.” 

“Togar!” cried Pat. 
“Let’s see the letter he brought you,” said the 

doctor to the miner. 
Burke produced it, and Pat and the doctor look¬ 

ed at the directions. 
“I thought so. Be me life that’s not Frank’s 

writing!” cried Pat, as he scanned the writing 
on the envelope. 

Dr. Dodge tore open the envelope. Then that 
it contained nothing but blank paper as the 
reader has been told, was discovered by the miss¬ 
ing boy’s friends. 

“Ah, the rascals knew about the intention 
Frank had to send a letter, and they meant that 
Burke should start without the poor boy’s mis¬ 
sive. They cunningly planned to decoy him be¬ 
yond the camp, and no doubt he is now a pris¬ 
oner,” said the doctor, as the contents of the 
envelope were revealed. 

“What can we do? We must try to find Frank. 
Sure, it’s worse than death his fate will be if we 
don’t rescue him,” said Pat. 

“We can only try to find his-trail, and we may 
as well take the back track to search for that,”1 
replied the doctor. 

A moment later the party wheeled about and 
went galloping back over the trail which they* 
had just traversed. But they soon slackened 
their speed, and proceeded at a walk, while an 
experienced tracker of the veld who chanced ta 
be in the party took the lead, and closely scan¬ 
ned the trail. But the place where the devoted 
boy had been captured by the Portuguese was 
passed and no trace of the lad was discovered. 
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When the mine was reached, the searching 
party heard shouts and excited cries from the 
direction of the “workings.” That something 
unusual had occurred they were well convinced. 
But exactly what had taken place they could not 
imagine. They swiftly approached the scene of 
excitement, and soon saw a crowd leading a cou¬ 
ple of Caff res who were employed in the mines 
toward the rude jail which had already been built 
in the camp, and the need of which had made 
itself felt since the first influx of fortune hunters 
appeared upon the scene. 

“What’s all the excitement about, and why are 
the Caffres under arrest?” asked Dr. Dodge of 
the escort about two blacks, who were trembling 
with fright. 

“We caught these fellows with stolen diamonds 
concealed in their wool. They are old thieves, 
and have had plenty of money to spend of late. 
We mean to make them tell who buys the stolen 
diamonds from them, or hang them,” replied the 
man addressed. 

The miners passed on with their captives. Pat 
and the doctor proceeded dejectedly to their cab¬ 
in. They were sad and disappointed. But what 
v/as their surprise when upon arriving at the 
cabin they beheld Woolwell and Bodki, the faith¬ 
ful black,' standing at the door. Though so near 
Frank when he was captured, and in close prox¬ 
imity to the doctor and his party who had passed 
them unseen in the fog, Woolwell and Bodki were 
as yet ignorant of the missing boy’s peril. 

Greetings were exchanged between the friends 
an([ Bodki capered about Pat, for whom he had 
conceived a great liking with every evidence of 
joy. 

Explanations were made, Bodki saying that he 
must have been in the bushes when the search 
party looked for him and did not find him. But 
Woolwell had found him. In the meantime Wool- 
well had rushed away, saying he would find Frank 
and rescue him or blow the Portuguese to small 
bits. Bodki still thought that Frank’s father was 
alive. Woolwell returned that evening dejected 
because he had not found the boy. 

In the midst of debating what to do, a miner 
rushed into the cabin stating the two Caffir thieves 
had confessed who the man was that was buying 
their diamonds that were stolen and that a party 
was departing to take him into custody. “We’ll 
join the party,” said Woolwell, and all but Bodki 
rushed from the cabin. 

In the meantime before the threat of the Portu¬ 
guese to shoot Frank—as before recorded—was 
put in effect the door was smashed in and Pat 
Murphy and Woolwell darted into the passage. 
The old Jew, Ashurus, and the Congo, were taken 
prisoners by the miners’ party. 

Frank then told the story of his capture, and 
related what he saw the Jew do with the bag of 
diamonds. They were recovered. Frank then 
heard that Ashurus had been lynched by the min¬ 
ers, that the giant Congo was waiting sentence, 
and the Jew had been locked up. 

The next morning Frank was presented with a 
diamond claim for his telling the miners where 
the bag of diamonds was located in the Jew’s 
house. That evening, learning that another min¬ 
er was about to start for Cape Town, Frank in¬ 
terviewed him as regarded carrying a letter to 

Della, and the miner cordially consented. So 
Frank wrote a letter and gave it to him. 

It was quite late when Frank returned to the 
cabin which he shared with Woolwell, Pat 
and the doctor. They found the two friends 
smoking contentedly and poring over a map of 
Africa, while Bodki sat near them. The doctor 
had a pencil in his hand, and the first words 
Frank heard him say as he came in told him that 
he was trying to trace out a route to the native 
town far away in the interior, where the Caffre 
declared his master had been left in the power of 
the savages. Frank was, of course, most deeply- 
interested in all that pertained to his father, and 
he was soon very much gratified to hear the doc¬ 
tor say that he believed he and Woolwell had 
already explored the very country in the neigh¬ 
borhood of the native town which he supposed to 
be the prison of Mr. Harrison. 

“Since Baker’s expedition, the Arab slave deal¬ 
ers have grown bold again, and we must be pre¬ 
pared for a disappointment. The blacks may 
have sold their captive to the Arabs, who would 
be sure to hurry him away to the North. The 
Soudan is their trading country. The English 
have done a. good work in seeking to suppress the 
slave trade, «but they have seized the diamond 
country without any legal right,” said the doctor. 

“How so ?.” asked Frank. “I thought South 
Africa always belonged to the British?” 

Before the doctor could answer a man -suddenly 
appeared at the door of the cabin, and shouted in 
thrilling tones: 

“To arms! The Zulus! The Zulus!” 
The shout carried much the same feelings to 

the hearts of the diamond diggers that the ter¬ 
rible cry, “The Indians are upon us!” did to the 
hearts of the early settlers of our own land. 
They seized their arms and rushed out of the 
cabin at once. 

CHAPTER X.—An Accident in the Mines. 

The country beyond the diamond mines was 
the land of the wild savage and hostile Zulus. 
The Zulu war had ended, but the savages were 
not entirely conquered. Bands of desperate war¬ 
riors were prowling on the confines of the settle¬ 
ments, and occasionally isolated villages were at¬ 
tacked. For some time rumors had been rife 
that there were prowling Zulus in the vicinity of 
New Rush and the mines. Scouts had been sent 
out by the miners to investigate the truth or 
falsehood of the alarming rumors, but no evi¬ 
dence of the proximity of the warlike natives 
was discovered. 

The miners, therefore, felt more secure, and 
they had recently treated the reports brought in 
by wandering Caffres and Bushmen, that Zulus 
were in the neighborhood, as unworthy of belief. 
Now the alarm came as a surprise, and it was 
no false alarm. 

Messengers were sent through the diamond 
camp in every direction to spread the news of 
the Zulus’ coming, and to call the miners to arms. 
Frank and his friends hastened to the square in 
front of the main hotel, where they saw the min¬ 
ers were assembling. Woolwell was an old Zulu 
fighter, and the fact being generally known, the 
giant American was by a unanimous vote elected 
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to command the miners. Then he exhibited his 
nei've and qualifications for the office he had been 
selected for. Under Woolwell’s direction the 
miners deployed about the edge of the camp. 
Rude breastworks, made of bushes, barrels, boxes, 
mine carts, and anything which would serve as 
a protection, were quickly made, and behind these 
the defenders of the camp were stationed. Wool- 
well hastened about everywhere, cheering and 
encouraging the miners. 

The Zulus appeared on the sandy plains be¬ 
yond the town before midnight. Silently the 
skulking band advanced, as though hoping to sur¬ 
prise the miners and murder them while they 
slept. Frank and Pat crouched down close to¬ 
gether behind the improvised breastworks, and 
Woolwell and the doctor were not far off. The 
former had ordered that not a shot was to be 
fired until he gave the word. Under the light 
of the red African moon the Zulus came on. 
The savage warriors numbered several hundred, 
and as they spread out in fan-shape, as though 
to invest the camp, and attack it simultaneously 
from several different points, the silent army in¬ 
spired a feeling of dread in the heart of more 
than one of the defenders of the camp. 

The moonlight shone upon the naked oil-anoint¬ 
ed bodies of the Zulus, and glinted from their 
spears. The fantastic garb of the chiefs, in the 
half light, endowed them with weird grotesque¬ 
ness. One might have thought it was a phantom 
legion enacting a battle march, as they swept 
onward, the shifting sands still noiseless under 
•their silent gliding tread. And the silence of 
the camp continued to rival the noiselessness of 
the Zulus’ approach. 

The miners were all armed with repeating rifles 
besides revolvers, and there was no danger that 
the first volley would leave them with empty wea¬ 
pons. Frank and Pat had never been in such a 
thrilling situation before. Their hearts beat fast 
and their cheeks flushed with excitement. The 
suspense of waiting for the threatened attack 
was becoming absolutely painful. But the climax 
came. The Zulus were so near that their hideous 
faces could be distinctly seen when Woolwell dis¬ 
charged his rifle, and at the same instant he 
shouted: 

“Now, then, fellers, give ’em Hail Columbia!” 
The crash of musketry sounded all along the 

fortifications. The volley discharged at such 
short range could scarcely have failed to prove 
destructive, and it was, indeed, terribly fatal to 
the Zulus. They were surprised at the very mo¬ 
ment when they counted upon success. The 

‘bronzed warriors fell back before the rain of 
bullets uttering frightful yells and leaving many 
of their band upon the field. A second volley 
from the miners turned the retreat of the Zulus 
into a wild flight, and the shower of spears and 
arrows which they rained upon the shelter which 
screened the defenders of the camp did little exe¬ 
cution. The miners uttered shouts of triumph 
and defiance as the Zulus retreated. They knew 
the natives were not likely to attempt another 
attack now* that they could not hope to gain the 
ah vantage of a urprise. Some proposed to fol¬ 
low the retreating Zulus, but Woolwell’s wiser 
council- prevailed. The American hunter dreaded 
the consequences of such a course, for he knew 
tiuat the Zulus were skillful in planning an am¬ 

bush, and they -would have a certain advantage in 
a fight on the plains. But when morning dawned 
and no trace of the Zulus was to be discovered 
save the forms of the warriors who had fallen, 
lying stark and rigid -on the veld, Woolwell vol¬ 
unteered to make a solitary scout in order to 
ascertain if the Zulus had permanently with¬ 
drawn. Woolwell left the camp in the gray light 
of the morning, and he returned half an hour 
later with the welcome intelligence that the Zu¬ 
lus had gone from the neighborhood. Pc was 
presumed that, having failed in the intended sur¬ 
prise of the camp, the wild warriors had gone to 
seek some other settlement which a futile attack 
had not placed on its guard. 

The miners—as a matter of precaution—estab¬ 
lished a patrol about the camp, whose duty it was 
to give the alarm in the event of danger, and 
then resumed work in the mines again. Wool- 
well and the doctor were placed in command of 
the patrol, and two Cadres were provided to work 
in their places with Frank and Pat in the for¬ 
mer’s new claim. The day was drawing to a 
close when as the .doctor and Woolwell were at 
one of the outposts of the patrol, but quite near 
Frank’s claim—which it will be remembered was 
at the edge of the diggings—they were startled 
by a strange detonation, followed by a rumbling 
sound that shook the earth. 

“A landslide in the mines!” crie/l +1m dorto”. 
“And the sound came from Frank’s claim!” ex¬ 

claimed Woolwell. “Heaven grant our boys may 
not be ketched in it, fer it’s death to them if 
they have,” he added, as with blanched faces he 
and the doctor ran toward the young diamond 
hunter’s claim. 

CHAPTER XI.—Luck at Last. 

There had been a sudden change of tempera¬ 
ture during the last twenty-four hours. Such 
changes, experience had taught the diamond dig¬ 
gers, were likely to loosen the earth and produce 
a specie of cataclysm or landslide. Woolwell and 
his companions did not pause until they reached 
the brink of the pit, in which Frank, Pat and the 
two Cadres had set to work some hours previ¬ 
ously. At once and with consternation scarcely 
to be described, the friends of the young diamond 
hunters saw what had taken place. A split had 
occurred vertically on the side of the pit, and 
tons of earth had been hurled down into the 
claim. Neither Frank nor Pat were to be seen, 
but the two Caffres, who had been sent to work 
with them during the absence of the Americans, 
were discovered. 

The blacks were running about at one side of 
the pit wringing their hands and uttering cries 
of terror. 

“Where are the white lads?” thundered Wool- 
well, as he shook one of the frightened Caffres, 
seeking to recall his frightened wits. 

“In dar; um in dar!” gasped the black. 
He pointed at the mass of earth that complete¬ 

ly blocked one end of the pit. 
“Buried alive! Oh, Heaven, what a fate!” ex¬ 

claimed the doctor. 
“There is one chance in a hundred for the boys. 

Gosh all firelocks! Don’t ye see the wooden braces 
that were calkerlated fer to hold the side of the 
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pit hev fallen under the earth ? It’s just a mite 
possible that them ’ere braces may hold the 
earth up offcn the lads, an’ I’m a-prayin’ my best 
pray it may' be so!” cried Wool well. 

The sound of the landslide had already called 
a throng of miners to the pit. They understood 
what was required, and every man was eager to 
help the unfortunate boys who were entombed 
under the avalanche of the mines. A dozen extra 
cables were rigged under the direction of the 
clear-headed downeaster. Then in a few moments 
a score of miners were at work with shovels and 
pick-axes. Woolwell and the doctor were among 
the first to commence the attempt to exhume the 
young diamond hunters. 

The boys’ devoted friends worked with a will, 
and as they had never worked before. They were 
inspired by a sentiment more noble than the 
quest for diamonds. What they sought to save 
was more priceless than the rarest stone. The 
conduct of Woolwell and his friend inspired the 
other miners, and they sought to emulate them. 
The work progressed swiftly, as it could scarcely 
fail to have done under these conditions, and af¬ 
ter some hours’ labor Woolwell gave a shout of 
delight, and the succeeding moment he dragged 
the body of Frank Harrison out of the earth. 
Pat was also exhumed by the doctor scarcely a 
moment subsequently. The faces of the two boys 
were livid and distorted by asphyxia; their hearts 
had ceased to beat, and life appeared to be ex¬ 
tinct. 

“Too late! We hev dug ’em out too late! Poor 
lads—poor lads! they are stone dead!” groaned 
Woolwell, while tears of sorrow stood in his 
honest eyes. 

“They are not dead!” announced the doctor, af¬ 
ter examining the boys. 

WoolwelL'Uttered a cry of delight. 
“I take''it all back! You are a great doctor, 

old partner, an’ I guess you know more about 
your biz than some hull families of M. D.’s,” he 
cried. 

The boys were placed on a table used for sort¬ 
ing the earth in the search for diamonds, and 
tl^ey were subjected to powerful friction, while 
their lungs were inflated artificially, and all the 
remedies for asphyxia were employed. Soon an 
appreciable result was produced, and warmth be¬ 
gan to return to the bodies of the lads. Then 
their hearts began to flutter, and finally they 
breathed again. 

“They are saved!” cried the doctor. 
“Saved!” echoed Woolwell, in delight, as he 

fell upon his knees beside the boys, while the 
miners took up his glad cry and echoed it again 
and again. 

Some hours later they had been conveyed to 
their own cabin; the boys were pretty well recov¬ 
ered, but it was some days before they again re¬ 
sumed work in the mines. Their miraculous es¬ 
cape was due to the fact that the one chance 
upon which Woolwell said their lives depended 
had been granted them. The timbers that de¬ 
scended with the landslide had held the earth 
above them, though they were shut up in a nar¬ 
row cave and soon became insensible lor want of 
aii-. The experience was a terrible one, and while 
life lasted^its terror would remain fresh in the 
memory of the young diamond hunters. They 
were very grateful for their preservation, and 
they did not fail to return thanks, to the su¬ 

preme ruler df their destinies who had made their 
friends the instruments of their salvation. 

Some days later, when Frank and Pat were' 
ao-ain at work in the mines, from which the fall, 
of earth had been removed and which had been: 
rendered more secure than previously by the ad¬ 
dition of an unusual number of props, Frank, 
who wais at work in the . shadow of a huge rock, 
suddenly threw his comrades into a state of ex¬ 
citement by shouting: 

“Luck at last! I have found a diamond!” 
As he thus announced a stroke of good fortune 

which the miners had been somewhat impatiently 
waiting and hoping for, Frank held up a gray 
pebble of considerable size. 

“No diamond about that! Gee gosh, it’s too 
big! The Kohinoor ain’t much bigger!” said 
Woolwell. 

“It is a diamond, I’ll stake my life on it, and 
one-of the largest recently found here!” exclaim¬ 
ed the doctor, for whose verdict Frank had wait¬ 
ed in suspense. 

“If you say so, that settles it,” said Woolwell, 
who knew the scientific geologist was a real ex¬ 
pert in all that pertained to diamonds. 

“Whoop! It’s millionaires we are! Hurrah fer 
the Widdy McGee’s daughter an’ ould Ireland! 
Sure, it’s Pat Murphy is that happy he could 
dance all day!” cried Pat, and he dashed into a 

jig in a way that made the sand fly from under 
his feet. 

“This diamond is nothing like as large, as the 
Kohinoor, which weighs 179 carats, or the great 
Regent or Dresden, or Great Mogul, neither is it 
as large as the royal diamond of the Russian 
Czar, but it’s a fortune for you, Frank, and now 
there is no reason why we should not start in 
search for your father,” said the doctor. 

CHAPTER XII.—A Letter from the Lost. 
\ 

“Well, we are all ready to start,” said Wool- 
well, five days later. 

“Y.es; we have a good wagon and a dozen oxen 
to draw it, and four good saddle horses well ac¬ 
climated. All that your experience has taught 
you to be needful for such a journey as we are • 
about to start on has been purchased,” assented 
Frank. 

“Including arms, ammunition, and trinkets to 
bribe the natives with,”’ said the doctor. 

“Sure, thin, what are we afther delayin’ for?” 
asked Pat. 

“You remember we have not yet concluded the 
sale of my claim,” replied Frank. » 

“Faith, an’ that’s a fact.” 
“To-day, however, the parties who have been 

negotiating for the purchase of the claim since ^ 
found the diamond, have agreed to close the bar¬ 
gain.” 

“And-although we have found but a single dia¬ 
mond, and that a very large and beautiful stones, 
which according to my theory, indicates the ab- j 
sence of other gems, there are speculators v'hQ_ 
are not of my way of thinking, fortunately,” said 
the doctor. 

Every preparation for penetrating into the in¬ 
terior had been completed, as Frank stated, and 
he was anxious to set out for the native village 
where he still hoped to find the parent whoiu 



THE YOUNG DIAMOND HUNTERS 15 

IParaquez had betrayed and deserted. That very 
evening the sale of the claim was consummated, 
and Frank received the purchase money. A dia- 

1 mond train was about to start for the Cape to 
i transport a consignment of valuable gems, and 
.the greater part of the purchase money received 
: for the claim was sent to the Cape, there to be 
banked to Frank Harrison’s credit. As to the 
great diamond found by the youqg treasure hunt¬ 
er, we must state that it was no longer Frank’s 

i property. He had sold it for a fair price to a 
i broker, and, of course, some of the proceeds of 
i that sale had been applied to the purchase of 
the outfit required for the contemplated interior 

i journey. The balance of the price of the diamond 
was remitted to Cape Town. 

The young diamond hunters and their two 
i friends, with Bodki as a guide, though Woolwell 
believed he knew the country well enough, set 

' out from the diggings at dawn on the day suc- 
I ceading the sale of the claim. The miners all 

i wished them “Godspeed,” and they were escorted 
on their way by a large delegation of friends, 

i These good miners attended the explorers but a 
: short way, and then the journey began in real 

11 earnest. The country of the wild, warlike Zulus 
:1 lay before them, and they took a nearly directly 
I • northern course through their first objective point. 

The first part of their journey was naturally 
i the easiest, the only accidents not serious. Per-' 
I haps a wheel became mired in a marsh, or some 
J broken strap of the harness had to be repaired. 

I The country was full of game, such as the roe- 
i buck, partridge and duck, so the travelers did not 

I want for a supply of such food. For some dis- 
i: tance they occasionally came upon the plantations 
I of the Boers, who lived their lives out in soli- 

l tude. The dwellings of the brave Dutch settlers 
I! were strongly constructed to enable their occu- 
I pants to defend themselves if attacked by the 
\ i Zulus during time of war. Hottentots and Caf- 
11 fres in large numbers are employed by the Bo¬ 

ers, and they are perfectly independent of the 
i | rest of the world, raising everything needed to 
■ > supply their simple wants. 

Three days’ journey from the diamond mines 
I i were made uneventfully, and the fourth day’s 
{march had just commenced when Bodki, who was 
in the lead, discerned a native approaching. -He 

l announced his discovery, and Woolwell inspected 
jthe solitary figure, which was yet afar off, 

r through a ‘ field-glass. Naturally, our friends 
i were apprehensive of trouble with the Zulus, and 
they were much relieved when after a long look 
the downeaster announced: 

“Ther critter is a Caffre, and a miserable-look¬ 
ing feller he is, too. We’ll let him come up 

A and question him.” 
The travelers kept on and they soon met the 

I solitary native. He was indeed a miserable-look- i:irig creature, and so emaciated that he did not 
need to tell the travelers that he was half starved. 
Bodki conversed with him after he had given him 

i food which he devoured ravenously. While the 
strange Caffre was eating, the traveler regarded 
him with interest, and Frank all at once started 
and exclaimed: 

“Look there; I know that chain. It belonged to 
my father!” 

He had caught a glimpse of a small bit of 
gold watch chain to which a charm was attached 

that had escaped from a place of concealment in 
the native’s girdle. Bodki promptly snatched at 
the chain and drew it out of the Caffre’s girdle 
before the latter knew it was discovered. To the 
chain was attached a handsome gold watch. 

“My father’s watch!” cried Frank, in great ex¬ 
citement, as he recognized the timepiece. 

He took it from Bodki’s hand and examined it 
with strange, thrilling emotions. 

“By gosh! We must find out how the nigger 
came by that watch!” exclaimed Woolwell. 

“See! See! Here is a folded paper!” said 
Frank, opening the watch and taking out a small 
slip of paper which had been concealed between 
the outer and the inner cases. The scrap had 
been compressed into a very small space, ancl no 
doubt it had escaped discovery because the na¬ 
tive knew nothing about the watch, which had 
ceased running. With trembling hands Frank 
opened the scrap of paper, and having spread it 
out, he saw that it was covered with writing, 
traced in red. The writing was in the handwrit¬ 
ing of the lost trader, ancl recognizing it at once, 
Frank began to read it: 

“If any Christian discovers this, let him see 
that it reaches my son, Frank Harrison, at the 
residence of Ralph Billman, in Cape Town, that 
he may know his father yet lives. I am a cap¬ 
tive in the hands of a band of Arab slave-dealers, 
to whom I was sold by the native tribe, into 
whose power I was betrayed by the most treach¬ 
erous and villainous rascal, Nicholas Pasaquez. 
I conceal this watch in the hope of giving it to 
a Calf re slave who has befriended me, and whom 
I think means to desert his Arab masters and 
return to the Transvaal, from whence he was 
kidnapped. My captors are going north. 

“R. H. HARRISON 
“June 10th, 18—. 
“On the Zambesi River. 
“Two days’ journey north of the Victoria 

Falls.” 

Such was the message in the watch. 
“Thank Heaven, father was alive ten days ago, 

for this is the twentieth of June!” cried Frank, 
as he read the last words of the letter. 

“And this fellow is the runaway to whom he 
meant to give the watch,” said the doctor. 

“We will find out all he knows. Ill put the 
nigger through an examination, askin’ the ques¬ 
tions to Bodki, an’ he can give them to the Caf¬ 
fre in his natural lingo,” remarked the Yankee. 

“Yes, yes! Everything he knows about my 
father we must know!” cried Frank eagerly. 

The Yankee at once began to examine the 
strange Caffre, while Bodki acted as his inter¬ 
preter. In this way, after many questions had 
been asked and answered, it was learned that 
the native was really the Caffre who was men¬ 
tioned in the letter written by the captive trader. 
From the statement of the Caffre, the diamond 
hunters gathered that he had deserted the Arab 
slaves two days after the letter in the watch was 
written. That at the tir^e he left the lawless 
band Frank’s father was in good health, an.d not 
badly treated by his captors, who did not wish 
to reduce his value in the slave marts by mak¬ 
ing him undergo unnecessary hardships. The 
Caffre was intelligent for one cf his race, having 
a good deal of cunning, and f oivig possessed of 
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an excellent memory. He understood from the 
conversation of the Arab slavers that they meant 
to convey their white captive to the slave market 
of Durrunga, in the Soudan. The name of the 
Caffre’s late captors leader, the Arab chief, was 
El Kashan. The band numbered forty Arabs, and 
they were described so that the travelers felt 
they should know them if it was fated they were 
ever to overtake the marauders. The information 
given by the Caifres was quite complete. 

CHAPTER XIII.—Pasaquez, the Spaniard. 

The Caffre who had. been intrusted with the 
message and the watch' by Frank’s father stated 
that he had intended to deliver them to our 
friends when he had satisfied himself that they 
were good men. Frank rewarded him, and he 
was allowed to continue on his homeward way 
supplied with a quantity of provisions. The 
course of the travelers was now changed. They 
proceeded in a westerly direction, but although 
they wished to make great haste, they now trav¬ 
eled only by night, for they were in the Zulu 
country, and it was all important that they should 
not be* discovered by these hostile natives. For¬ 
tune favored Frank'and his friends. They pass¬ 
ed through the Zulu country without an encoun¬ 
ter with the savages. Then they proceeded more 
rapidly, yet it was necessary to husband the 
strength of the cattle, and it seemed to Frank, 
‘Who longed for wings that he might fly to his 
father’s rescue, that they proceeded slowly. 

The land of the Malaccas was now traversed, 
and, thanks to Woolwell’s knowledge of the tribe 
and to the fact that he had passed through their 
territory in company with the doctor; he man¬ 
aged to get his party along without trouble, 
thanks to the gifts with which he propitiated the 
chiefs. The African wilds now abounded with 
the more dangerous animals of the country, such 
as lions, tigers and the like. Sometimes at night 
the prowling lions ventured near the explorers’ 
camp, and more than once the roar of a lion 
awoke the young diamond hunters from pleasant 
dreams of home and friends. On more than one 
occasion Woolwell’s unerring rifle had brought 
down a lion, and the elephant hunter shot game 
enough to keep the camp well supplied at all 
times. But could the devoted pursuers of the 
Arab slave hunters hope to overtake them ? This 
question Frank had asked at the moment when 
the march was resumed after they met the Caf¬ 
fre who had brought the message in the watch. 
Woolwell answered affirmatively, saying: 

“Yes, ther pizen critters may be caught up with, 
I guess. That is, if they go on as is ther habit 
of their kidney. Ye see they stop and dicker 
fer slaves at every chief's town, an’ it takes time 
to strike up a bargain with the black kings. I 
count on ther Arabs makin’ some long halts and 
a good many short ones. So ye see if we keep 
movin’ I may say there’s a mighty good chance 
thet we catch up to ’em before they strike the 
Congo River or get tt> the Soudan frontier.” 

Nearly eight weeks the diamond hunters had 
pursued their journey when, one day, as they 
were traversing a wooded country, Woolwell 
sighted a small drove of elephants. 

“I must have a shot at those fellers!” cried 

■t 

Woolwell, as he sighted his favorite big game, 
and, accompanied by the doctor, the American 
hunter galloped away to the windward on his 
fleet horse, followed by Bodki, who caught the 
enthusiasm of the white hunters. Frank- and 
Pat would have followed their friend, but they 
dared not leave the wagon. In a few moments 
the hunters were out of sight, and scarcely-had 
they varnished when all at once a circle of black 
warriors suddenly sprang up from the bushes 
and surrounded the young diamond hunters on 
all sides. The situation was one of great peril. 
The two boys were in danger of being made cap¬ 
tives on the spot. But they leveled their rifles at 
the savage-looking natives and motioned them 
back. Perhaps the blacks understood something 
of the nature of firearms, for they seemed to 
hesitate about an advance when they beheld those 
weapons in the hands of the two white youths. 
There was an English hunting horn in the wagon, 
and Frank instantly seized it and blew a shrill 
blast. 

It had been previously agreed between Wool- 
well and the others that the horn should be used 
to call him back to the train when he was absent 
on the hunt in case of need. Woolwell and the 
doctor had not yet got within range of the ele¬ 
phants when they heard the blast of Frank’s 
horn. They wheeled their horses and galloped 
back to the wagon, where the two boys still held 
the blacks at bay at the muzzles of their rifles. 
But Woolwell at once recognized the chief of the 
band, and was b^liim recognized. The great ele¬ 
phant hunter was respected by the black king for 
h:s skill in slaying the elephant, it seemed. 

Woolwell made a friendly signal, and the black 
chief ordered his followers to fall back. There¬ 
upon he and the white hunter entered into a con¬ 
versation. Woolwell knew somesting of the dia¬ 
lect spoken by the chief, and managed to make 
out what he said, while the black grasped the 
meaning of his own words. The hunter explained 
that his errand in that country was a peaceful 
one, and he gave the black some presents, which 
greatly pleased him and caused him to assure 
Woolwell of his friendship. Then the cunning 
Yankee questioned him about the Arab slave 
dealers, and much to his satisfaction the black 
stated that El Kashan’s band had passed that 
way but a few days before, and he added that 
the slver had stopped at his village to trade. And 
that while the Arabs were at his town a white 
slave, whom he described so that Woolwell rec¬ 
ognized Frank’s father, had died, and was buried 
there. * 

Woolwell was grieved, and he did not like to 
shatter Frank’s last hope by telling him this sad 
news, but he finally broke the dread news to the 
lad as gently as possible. Frank’s grief was 
boundless, but he desired to look upon his fa¬ 
ther’s grave before he turned his face toward 
civilization, and at the lad’s request Hie black 
chief conducted him and his comrades into his 
village, which consisted of several hundred kraals 
or huts. The black king led the whites to the 
rear of the village and pointed out a new-made 
grave. This he assured the party was the last 
resting place of- the white slave of the Arabs. 

While he looked upon the grave with bitter 
tears welling to his eyes, Frank was overcome 
with grief; but suddenly lifting his eyes, he 
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caught sight of a face at an opening in an adja¬ 
cent kraal, which he knew to be that of an Arab. 
Remembering the rather minute description of 
the slave dealer, El Kashan, which had been giv¬ 
en him by the escaped Calfre, Frank was thrilled 
by the startling conviction that the Arab in the 
kraal was none other than the man whom he had 
been in pursuit of. This discovery suggested 
peril and treachery, and Frank hastened to ac¬ 
quaint his friends with the fact. Wool well co¬ 
vertly glanced at the kraal and he, too, saw the 

i Arab. 
“He is El Kashan, sure as shootin\ I’m afraid 

we have ventured into a trap. Ah, good heavens, 
look! Pasaquez, the Spaniard, is in the kraal 
with the Arab! Gee gosh! fellers, we had better 
git. But go slow an’ don’t let on you hev tum¬ 
bled to anythin’ scarry!” said Wool well, in a low 
and thrilling tone. 

The whites turned away from the nameless 
grave in the African wilds, and walked deliber¬ 
ately away, but their hearts beat fast, and they 
clutched their weapons firmly. The fact that the 
Arabs were concealed in the native village was 
in itself sufficient to tell that treachery was'in¬ 
tended. But since Frank’s vindictive fee was 
also present there, the danger was the greater. 

“We must git outen the village if we hev to 
fight our way, an’ by p-osh, fight it is, I guess. 
Look yonder!” said Woolwell, as he led his 
friends forward. 

With great apprehension they saw the black 
warriors of the village ranging themselves in a 
way to bar their passage, and a moment subse¬ 
quently two score Arabs appeared upon the scene 
as if by magic from the shelter of the kraals 
■where they had been concealed. Among them 
came El Kashan, and the Spaniard, Nicholas Pa¬ 
saquez. Tlie latter, fixing his burning, snaky 
eyes upon Frank, shouted: 

“Surrender, or>wou will all be put to death!” 
“Never!” shouted Woolwell. 
But the Arab slavers, backed „by the negroes, 

quickly surrounded the little band of whites and 
began to close in upon them. 

“I shall return to the Cape to claim the fair 
Della as my bride* while you go to the lifelong 
slavery or death here, as you prefer!” hissed 
Pasaquez, as he thought there was no escape for 
our friends. 

CHAPTER XIV.—Over the Falls. 
» 

The presence of Nicholas Pasaquez, the Span¬ 
iard, with the Arab slave hunters was a great 
surprise to Frank and his comrades. They well 
might feel the most dreadful results now that 
the malignant personal enemy of the young dia¬ 
mond hunter confronted them, and Pasaquez’s 
heart was filled with evil thought. His cup of 
hale was filled with the poisonous wormwood of 
jealousy, and the dark shadow upon his face re¬ 
flected his menacing thoughts. The Spaniard's 
caravan was encamped at a distance of a mile to 
the west of the native village, and it might have 
been easily discerned by our friend’s party but 
for a growth of timber of considerable extent 
which intervened and shut out the landscape be¬ 
yond. At the village the Spaniard had met El 
Kashan and his band. They were known to each 

other in the days when Pasaquez had followed 
the trade of a dealer in men. The meeting be¬ 
tween Pasaquez and the Arabs was most friend¬ 
ly. Native scouts brought the news of the ap¬ 
proach of Frank and his party, and suspecting, 
from the description given by the black, who 
composed the band of white strangers, Pasaquez 
had sent his Caffres back to his camp, while he 
alone remained at the native village to plot 
against our boy hero. When Pasaquez found 
himself alone with the Arab slaver, he said: 

“Here is an opportunity for you to secure a 
prize in white slaves, El Kashan. I know the 
approaching party, and I will acknowledge to you 
that I would like to see them all carried away 
into captivity. Particularly I am desirous that 
a boy who accompanies them should not escape.” 

The Arab’s little jetty eyes gleamed with ava¬ 
ricious light. He grasped the hilt of his curved 
sword which hung at his girdle and replied 
fiercely: 

“The strangers number but five persons. By 
the beard of the prophet, we will take them all 
without difficulty! Th'e Christian dogs cannot 
stand before ray two score faithful followers.” 

“But we must also make sure of the assistance 
of the natives. We must be assured that they do 
not side with the strangers.” 

“True, Ali. But the black king is a cunning, 
treacherous fellow. He will serve us. I will 
call him.” 

The Arab summoned the king of the village 
and said: 

“The strangers who are coming are spies. They 
are here to find out the strength of your people, 
that they may return again and drive you from 
your homes, as the whites have driven the natives 
of the -sooth before them everywhere. Yes. the 
coming whites are at heart the enemies of the 
black men.” 

“Then they shall never go back to their ovm 
land. _ The jackal and the lion shall pick their 
bones,” replied the native king. 

Then a. further conversation ensued, and al¬ 
though Woolwell had on the occasion of his pre¬ 
vious visit sought to make a friend of the black 
king, the treacherous negro agreed to play into 
the hands of the slavers and entice the whites 
into his power. The pretended attack on the two 
boys was only a part of the clever comedy of 
deception planned by Pasaquez and the Arab, and 
■well enacted by the blacks. When nil the ar¬ 
rangements were made for the capture of Frank 
and his friends, El Kashan remarked: 

“By my faith, the capture of these dogs of Eng¬ 
lishmen will reconcile me to the loss of the 
valuable white slave who died here yesterday. He 
told me he was once a trader, and that his name 
was Harrison.” 

The Spaniard started as if he had been shot 
at the mention of the name of the man whom ha 
had so terribly wronged. 

“Where did you find the white slave—at the 
village of Lupo?” the Spaniard asked. 

“Yes. I bought him of Bassamont, the king.” 
s “And he is dead? Are you sure of that?” 

“Yes; he died of fever attended by one of my 
.own men. I saw him buried. Yonder is his 
grave,” and the Arab pointed to the new-made 
mound over which poor Fr^nk ;h:ad shed bitter 
tears. 
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Nicholas Pasaquez’s face brightened with an 
expression of relief. . , 

“The man was an enemy of mine,” he said, and 
then the subject was dismissed. 

The execution of the first part of the plan for 
the surprise and capture of the whites we have 
witnessed. When the Spaniard uttered the vin¬ 
dictive threat recorded at the close of the pre¬ 
ceding chapter, as the Arabs surrounded our 
friends and the blacks ranged themselves so as 
to intercept their flight, Woolwell suddenly ut¬ 
tered a wild yell, and dashing forward, he dis¬ 
charged his sixteen-shot repeating rifle as fast 
as he could press the trigger, pouring a terrible 
volley into the ranks of the foe. 

“Come on, fellers! Throw lead the best you 
know how!” yelled the daring American. 

The conduct of the giant downeaster inspired 
his companions. They charged after him, firing 
rapidly as they went. The Arabs could have shot 
them down, but dead they were worthless to the 
slavers, while each white man, taken alive, might 
be counted as worth many gold pieces in the 
slave markets of the Saudan. It was this con¬ 
sideration that no doubt prevented the Arabs from 
shooting the white men on the spot: The onset 
of the whites, who were rendered desperate by 
their well-nigh hopeless situation, was a wild 
rush that for a moment carried all their enemies 
before them. 

The Arabs fell back before Woolwell, and the 
blacks retreated. Taking advantage of the mo¬ 
mentary confusion of their enemies, Woolwell led 
his friends beyond the village; but the Arabs and 
their native allies were in close pursuit of them. 
The native village was located near the banks of 
a tributary of the Congo river. As they came 
along this river on their way to the village, the 
young diamond hunters’ party had noticed a num¬ 
ber of native canoes drawn up on its bank. Re¬ 
membering this, Woolwell cried: 

“We’ll make for the river. There is a chance 
fer us yit, by gosh!” 

The American dashed for the canoes, follov/ed 
by his comrades. It seemed that the blacks un¬ 
derstood what the white men meant to do, for 
they uttered yells of consternation, and the word 
of their language, meaning boats, was shouted 
more than once. It was a thrilling race for life 
in which Frank and his brave comrades now en¬ 
gaged against their pursuers. If our friends did 
not reach the boats in advance of the enemy, 
they were surely lost. On they sped like the 
wind, and they distanced the foe and gained the 
boats. Working like the wind in speed, under 
the direction of Woolwell, the fugitives cast adrift 
all the native canoes save one large dugout, 
which they entered and paddled to the middle of 
the deep river. The current was swift. 

While the boats which they had cast adrift 
floated swiftly away, our friends followed in 
their boat. Swiftly they sped down the river. 
But, glancing back, they saw the two larg'e war 
canoes, which must have been secreted under the 
overhanging bushes and thus escaped their notice, 
had been launched and were coming downstream 
after them, loaded with Arabs. In the foremost 
of the pursuing boats they saw Pasaquez, the 
Spaniard, and El Kashan, the Arab. The boat in 
which our friends were seeking to escape had 
a good staj£, and the pursuers 'did not gain on 
them very rapidly, though they bent to the pad¬ 

dles with a will. All at unw, a,* wuuiwens Doatl 
rounded a sharp bend in the river he uttered a 
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yell of alarm and shouted 
“Back water, boys! Back water for your; u- 

lives!” 
Just ahead was a frightful falls. Woolwell’s 

cry of warning came too late, and the next mo¬ 
ment the boat plunged over the cataract. 
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“Ho! Ho! They are gone to their death!” 
cried Pasaquez, as he saw the boat of the fugi¬ 
tives shoot over the falls. 

“Yes. By the beard of the prophet, no one 
can escape such a fall as that,” assented the 
Arab sheik. 

Our friends’ pursuers were obliged to back 
water with a will to avoid going over the falls 
themselves. But they reached the bank whence 
they had come, made a landing, and then ran 
along the bank to the falls to see if any trace 
o£ the men they were hunting could be found. 
There was a rocky wall on each side of the fall, 
and gloomy rocks shut out the light below 'the 
cataract. Only a seething, surging 'whirlpool, 
where the water dashed in mad fury upon jagged 
rocks, sending spray and mist upward through 
the darkness in a blinding* cloud, could be seen * 
under the falls. Farther down the stream the 
water became calm and there Pasaquez and the 
Arabs discovered the boat which had gone over 
the falls. It was floating upside down and none 
of its recent occupants was found. 

“They must have been carried by the under 
current into some of the underground channels 
of the river which are said to exist under the 
falls,” said El Kashan, who was familiar with the 
river. 

“Yes, yes, I suppose you are right, and yet the 
boy I wished so particularly to have carried away 
by you has as many lives as a cat, and he would 
be likely to escape where any one else would per¬ 
ish,” said the Spaniard. 

The late pursuers of our friends retraced their 
steps to the native village, and the next day Pa¬ 
saquez and his caravan resumed their trading 
journey. The Spaniard congratulated himself 
that now since Frank and his father were both 
dead, his crimes would never be found out. Some 
days later, just as the Spaniard’s caravan was go¬ 
ing into camp for the night, a stranger—an Arab, 
whose garments were in rags, and who looked as 
though he had undergone great hardships—ap¬ 
peared out of an adjacent jpungle. The poor fel¬ 
low was questioned by the Spaniard in the Arche 
language. In the same tongue the other made 
answer. 

He said that he had belonged to the band of 
El Kashan. That he had gone on a hunt and be¬ 
came separated from his friends and lost in tn* 
wilderness. He further stated that he had wan¬ 
dered for days, and almost perished for want ox 
food. Pasaquez saw no reason to doubt the tei- 
low, particularly as he told of having seen Pasa- 
quez at the native village, and claimed to ka'O 
taken part in the attempt to capture Frank ana 
his friends. The Spaniard asked the name of 
lost man, and the latter replied: 
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“My name is Ben Hussa. I belong to the tribe 
of Bedouin Arabs of Darrunga in the Soudan.”' 

“And what do you wish me to do for you?” 
“Let me join your train. I will serve you faith¬ 

fully, and I care not to return to my tribe for 
fear of the blood feud which I have incurred.” — 

The Spaniard knew that according to the cus¬ 
tom of the Arabs, when one of a family was slain, 
all his relatives sought to kill his slayer. This 
was the blood feud. Pasaquez assured the Arab 
that he could join his band. Thereafter Ben 
Hussa traveled with the party of the trader. The 
Arab made himself very useful, and his intelli¬ 
gence and care of his duties so greatly commend¬ 
ed him to the Spaniard that he appointed him 
his lieutenant in place of Togar the Congo, whom 
we may say here ultimately shared the fate of 
Ashurus at the hands of the enraged Boeis. Ben 
KusSa was faithful in every way for all the time 
that elapsed, until having had a profitable expe¬ 
dition, the Spaniard’s train set out on the return 
march to the. Cape. Less than four months had 
elapsed since the Spaniard left Cape Town. If 
all went well, he-expected to arrive at Cape Town 
in less than four months from the date of his 
departure. Pasaquez exulted in the thought that 
he was going to claim the beautiful girl whom 
Billman had promised to him. In his cups—and 
Pasaquez often drank deeply—he became confi¬ 
dential and told Ben Hussa of Della and his 
hopes. Pasaquez, to a certain extent, made a 
comrade oP.the intelligent Arab, Ben Hussa, and 
confided much in him. But, at the same time, he 
did not reveal anything of his villainous plot 
against Frank and his father, even when kuhis 
cups. 

Too shrewd was Pasaquez for such a course. 
He trusted no man fully -whose interests were not 
his own. Ben Hussa listened with interest to all 
Pasaquez said, and urged him to talk cunningly 
without seeming to do so. The Arab had gained 
a wonderful ascendancy over the Caffres of Pa- 
saquez’s band—the old servant of Frank Harri¬ 
son’s father. The return journey of the caravan 
was well-nigh completed. They had crossed the 
snow mountains, and but a few days’ journey lay 
between them and Cape Town. One night when 
the hour of midnight had almost arrived, and 
the camp of Pasaquez’s caravan was silent, as 
though all slept, eight dark forms might have 
been seen stealing toward the wagon in which 
Nicholas Pasaquez slept. These stealthy night 
prowlers were all Caffres save one, and all were 
members of the Spaniard’s party. The one man 
who was not a Caffre was Ben Hussa, the Arab. 

Before the covered wagon was reached Ben 
Hussa whispered to his followers for a moment. 
Then they surrounded the Spaniard’s wagon. The 
Arab advanced and climbed up into the rear of 
the wagon. There he stood like a graven figure 
of stone—a statue motionless under the light of 
the African moon—and leveled a revolver at the 
form of the sleeping Spaniard. For a moment 
the slence was unbroken, and then Ben HusSa 
spoke. With an exclamation, Nicholas Pasaquez 
started up, and beheld the man standing in the 
rear end of the wagon. A yell of alarm burst 
from the lip- of the Spaniard, and then a thrill¬ 
ing and surprising scene ensued> which will be 
exploined presently. 

But was the judgment of their enemies cor¬ 

rect when they thought that the young diamond 
hunters had gone to their death over the falls? 
No! We need make no secret of the fact that 
our friends escaped most miraculously. They 
were caught by the under current and carried into 
a rock-bound underground passage, where they 
were cast up high and dry beyond the reach of 
the water, into a cavern. They were bruised and 
battered by contact with the rocks, but none of 
them was very seriously hurt. After1 some time 
spent in exploring the cavern, Woolwell discover¬ 
ed a rift in the roof through which a ray of 
light came. He and his comrades enlarged this 
opening after hours of severe labor, to such an 
extent that they could crawl through it, and thus 
they made their escape from the cave. 

“Now we have no motive for further explora¬ 
tions, I would that I could remove my poor fa¬ 
ther’s remains, and give them burial in a civi¬ 
lized land, but that may not be. Let us hasten to 
return to the Cape, and God grant that I may 
arrive there ahead of the Spaniard,” said Frank, 
when he and his friends were out of the cave. 

CHAPTER XVI.—Justice—Conclusion. 

Meantime, secure in the thought that Frank and 
his father would never trouble him again, Ralph 
Billman had assumed the ownership of the Har¬ 
rison- farm, and the plotting scoundrel exulted in 
the supposed triumph of his evil machinations. 
Della Brewster, Billman’s step-daughter, had re¬ 
ceived the letter Frank dispatched.'to her, and 
the missive, as the young diamond hunter had 
wished, was secretly conveyed to his sweetheart. 
Not long after Frank’s departure from Cape 
Town, Billman had informed Della of his wish 
that she should become Pasaquez’s bride upon the 
Spaniard’s return. The girl had refused to listen 
to such a proposition, and she justly resented the 
summary manner in which Billman delegated to 
himself the authority of an arbiter of her des¬ 
tiny. 

“I have given my word that you shall wed 
.Pasaquez, and my promise shall not be broken. 
Resistance on your part will not avail, and I shall 
look to it that you do not imitate the example of 
that thankless ingrate, Frank Harrison, and run 
away.”. 

_ From that clay Della Brewster found herself 
virtually a prisoner. She was never allowed to 
go beyond the high wall that surrounded Bill- 
man’s residence, and an aged but alert and vigi¬ 
lant woman, who had long- been in Billman’s serv¬ 
ice and who was entirely devoted to him, kept the 
maiden under constant surveillance. Billman 
had received word by a messenger sent by Pasa¬ 
quez that Frank had been carried away into slav¬ 
ery by Ashurus, the Portuguese, and he had in¬ 
formed Della that Frank wits. dead. But this 
dreadful news the maiden did not credit. 

Meanwhile ‘Frank and his party, after many 
adventures on the way, arrived in the neighbor¬ 
hood of Cape Town. They l ad learned from the 
Boer settlers of the Transvaal that the Spaniard 
and his caravan were ahead of them. 'Rue day by 
day the trail of Pasaquez’s caravan, which they 
were following, became more and more distinct, 
and on the night when Ben Hussa, the Arab, in 
whom the Spaniard trusted, crept stealthily to 
his wagon, followed' by his seven trusted Caffres, 
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Frank and his friends were encamped at a dis¬ 
tance about a mile to the northward of his ene¬ 
mies’ bivouac. Our friends were not aware of 
the proximity of the Spaniard, however^ They 
thought he was about a day’s march ahead of 
them. That night, as Frank and his friends were 
seated about their campfire, it chanced that Frank 
fell to talking about Billman, and in the course 
of the conversation, he remarked: 

“I never thought the man had a true face. 
There was to my mind always something about 
him that awakened my distrust. I remember 
now how a red scar on his temple used to glow 
like fire when he was angry, and what a baleful 
light flashed in his eyes on such occasions.” 

Dr. Dodge started violently as he heard the 
boy’s words, and he hastened to ask: 

“Had Billman all his fingers?” asked the doc¬ 
tor, in great excitement. 

“No. He has lost the little finger of the left 
hand.” 

“I think I’ve found my man at last!” exclaim¬ 
ed the doctor; and he added: “Describe the man 
to me as minutely as possible, Frank.” 

The lad complied. 
“Heavens! At last my guilty partner is lo¬ 

cated!” cried the doctor, when Frank concluded 
his description of Billman. 

“What do you mean?” a^ked the lad wonder- 
ingly. 

“That the reason that I am a wanderer here in 
Africa is because I traced a man by the name of 
Jason Briggs, who was once my partner, and 
who robbed me of an inheritance and fled from 
America here. Though I knew the villain was 
in Africa, I failed to find him all these years. 
Now in Mr. Billman I recognize Jason Briggs, 
my runaway partner, and I shall cause his im¬ 
mediate arrest upon our arrival in Cape Town.” 

♦ 

Now we will return to Pasaquez’s caravan. 
As the Spaniard leaped up and uttered a terrible 
ciy as he beheld Ben Hussa, the Arab, standing 
in the rear of his wagon with a revolver leveled 
at his head, the latter said coolly in excellent 
English, and in a.voice which he had not used 
before: 

“You are my prisoner, you inf era al scoundrel!” 
“That voice! Oh, fates and furies, am I in¬ 

sane!” cried Pasaquez, staring at Ben Hussa. 
The latter uttered a shrill whistle, and in an¬ 

swer to his signal the Caff res who surrounded 
the wagon leaped into it, and in a trice Pasaquez 
was bound hand and foot. Then while the wretch 
raved in impotent fury the man whom he had 
known and trusted as Ben Hussa, the Arab, re¬ 
moved a cunning facial disguise, and Frank Har¬ 
rison’s father stood revealed, alive and well. 

His supposed death and burial at the native 
village, where Frank supposed he l<?oked upon his 
grave, was but a cunning ruse to facilitate his es¬ 
cape. In former days, Mr. Harrison had saved 
the life of one of El Kashan’s band. This man 
was grateful. Through his cunning a “dummy” 
was buried, dressed in Mr. Harrison’s clothing, 
and no one suspected the deception. Then dis¬ 
guised as an Arab, Mr. Harrison fled. He really 
had lost his way after that, and it was only by 
chance he came upon the Spaniard. 

Mr. Harrison, while assuming the part of Ben 

Hussa, had secretly made his real identity known 
to his former Caff re servants, and the plan to 
capture Pasaquez, which we have seen carried 
out, was matured. The next morning, just aa 
Frank and his party were about to start on their 
homeward journey again, Mr. Harrison, no lon¬ 
ger in disguise, approached. His Cadres, two of 
whom had been on a night hunt, had brought him 
word of the proximity of his son. As Frank be¬ 
held his father approaching, he thought at first 
that he must be gazing upon an apparition from 
another world. But Mr. Harrison reassured him 
by saying: 

“It is I, Frank. I am your own father, alive 
and well. My death and burial, in which you be¬ 
lieve, was a deception.” 

Mr. Harrison explained to Frank and his 
friends that he had never given Pasaquez the 
caravan, and that the bill of sale the Spaniard 
exhibited was a forgery. He also stated that 
Billman had deliberately lied to and deceived 
Frank and the public. The caravan halted just 
outside of the city. Then Pasaquez was induced 
by threats to make a full confession, which was 
taken down in writing. This confession impli¬ 
cated Billman to such an extent that his convic¬ 
tion must follow when he was brought to the bar 
of justice. Taking Pasaquez’s confession with 
him, and accompanied by Frank and his friends, 
including the faithful Bodki, Mr. Harrison pro¬ 
ceeded to the house of Mr. Billman. 

Billman was at home, and Mr. Harrison was 
admitted by a ‘servant, to whom he gave an as¬ 
sumed name. , When the man whose fortune he 
had stolen, and whom he believed to be held in 
slavery far away, strode into his library and con¬ 
fronted him, as he presently did, Billman uttered 
a yell of terror and made a dash to escape. But 
Dr. Dodge darted forward from behind Mr. Har¬ 
rison and caught the scoundrel by the throat and 
hurled him to the floor, where he held him while 
he hissed: 

“I’ve tracked you across the sea, 'find now I 
mean to have back the fortune of which you 
robbed me.” 

We need not dwell upon what ensued. Suf¬ 
fice it to say that Billman was placed behind 
prison bars that very day, his arrest having been 
duly accomplished. In due time Billman and 
Pasaquez, who shared the former’s prison, were 
Tried and convicted, and punished as the law of 
South Africa dictated. 

Mr. Harrison obtained possession of his own 
again, and Dr. Dodge recovered the greater por¬ 
tion of the inheritance Billman had stolen from 
him. Pat Murpfyy and Wool well returned to the 
diamond mines, and there they both acquired 
comfortable fortunes. The Irish boy went home 
to Ireland and married the “Widdy McGee’s 
daughter,” and we may take it for granted that 
he was happy ever after. 

Frank and Della became man and wife about 
two years later, and, accqmpanied by Mr. Harri¬ 
son, Woolwell and Dr. Dodge, they returned to 
America, where all have since dwelt in peace and 
prosperity. 

Next week’s issue will contain “THE PHAN¬ 
TOM' BRIG; or, THE CHASE OF THE FLYING 
CLIPPER.” 
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CATS IN THE WAR 
The newspapers of America have been giving 

a great deal of attention to a story which stated 
that 500,000 cats were used by the British Army 
in the front line trenches. There were many fea¬ 
tures about the story that seemed overdrawn, 
and for that reason a letter of inquiry was sent 
to Captain E. G. Fairholme, Chief Secretary of 
the Royal Society for the Prevention of Cruelty 
to Animals of London, England, who writes: 

“A great deal of this is journalism, though, 
of course, a large number of cats were sent out 
to the British Army, not only to detect gas, but 
to help keep down the rats and mice, and an 
enormous number of these cats became the per¬ 
sonal friends and pets of the soldiers. I cannot 
give you the number sent out, but I do not, from 
enquiries, think that it was anything like the 
figure that the newspapers put. In any case we 
brought the subject to the notice of the author¬ 
ities with a view to these animals being painless¬ 
ly destroyed, unless good homes could be found for 
them in the countries concerned.” 

FARMERS MAY USE CORN FOR FUEL IN 
NEBRASKA 

Hundreds of thousand of bushels of corn may 
be used as fuel by farmers in Northern Nebraska 
this winter, according to reports brought here 
from north line counties. High priced coal and a 
bounteous but low-priced crop of corn are given 
as the reason. New corn, unshelled, now brings 
three-quarters of a cent a pound, or $15 a ton. 

The cheapest soft coal rs $15, and there are 
transportation charges above that. A wagon box 
thirty inches high is required to hold a ton of 
unshelled corn, and that amount, it is said, will 
make a hotter fire and last longer than a ton of 
coal. 

Burning corn as a substitute for coal is not a • 
new procedure for Nebraska farmers, according 
to C. H. Gustafson, president of the Nebraska 
Farmers’ Union. 

In the early history of the state it was a com¬ 
mon practice among farmers to burn corn as 
fuel, Mr. Gustafson said, but, so far as he knew, 
they had not used such fuel since 1906, when the 
corn crop was even larger than this year’s esti¬ 
mated yield of 251,619,000 bushels. 

“The alcohol and fats in corn produce a fine 
heat that is as lasting as wood or cheap soft 
coal,” Mrs. Gustafson said. 

PERPETUAL RAINFALL ON VIRGINIA 
FARM 

Through a freak of nature on the farm of M. S. 
Hileman, near Central, rain has been falling for 
more than two weeks on a patch of ground about 
twenty feet square. Scientists have come from 
far and near to examine the phenomenon, but so 
far none has been able to offer any explanation. 
Tiny drops constantly fall within the small area. 
At times the rain is like a heavy drizzle, and at 
other times the drops are clearly defined and fall 
▼ery rapidly. The heaviest fall of waters ap¬ 

pears to be near the four corners of the square. 
Day and night the rain continues and shows no 
sign of abatement, even when the sky overhead is 
perfectly clear. 

Hileman states that when he built his home 
which is near the “raining zone,” several years 
ago, he found eleven feet of sand on top of a day 
formation. This sand is damp and retains its 
moisture, and it is his theory that, on account of 
the hot weather, this moisture rises into the air, 
where it is condensed and then returns to the 
earth. 

The “perpetual rainfall” has proved a bonanza 
for him. So many visitors have come to see the 
phenomenon that he decided to charge an admis¬ 
sion fee of twenty-five cents to all sightseers. 
Last Sunday more than six hundred paid to get 
a peep at it. Meteorologists are expected to visit 
Hileman’s “rain” in an effort to reach a solution 
of the mystery. 

WABBLING WAMBAT HERE FROM 
SYDNEY 

The freighter Bellbuclde arrived at her pier in 
South Brooklyn October 31 from Sydney, Aus¬ 
tralia, via the Panama Canal, with more than 
4,000 specimens of animals, birds and reptiles, in¬ 
cluding almost everything from a jumping kan¬ 
garoo to a wabbling wambat. There were&white 
cockatoos, with red tufts standing up straight on 
their heads, and the quaint combination of ani¬ 
mal, bird and fish, the Australian platibus, which 
is cold-blooded, suckles its young and is web¬ 
footed. The favorite practice of the platibus 
along the coast is to leave the sea and climb to the 
extreme top of the loftiest palm tree and then ut¬ 
ter a mournful cry and dive down into the ocean 
again. Why the platibus does this no one knows. 

Bill Cringle, one of the animal keepers, said* 
he had tried unsuccessfully to get a specimen of 
a genuine dingalingadinga to bring to America 
and a good price had been offered in Melbourne’ 
and Sydney. This animal, he added, was very 
laie and difficult to capture, as it could not live 
on land and instantly died in water. 

The biggest kangaroo on board stood 7 feet 
6 inches on its hind feet, and passed away the 
voyage by boding with the crew and generally 
knocking every one about. Ellis S. Josephs, an 
Australian bushman, who brought over the col¬ 
lection, said that the big kangaroo’s record for 
jumping was 52 feet 6 inches. The kangaroo 
will go to the Bronx Zoo with the majority of the 
animals, birds and reptiles on the steamship. 

When the Bellbuckle left Sydney it carried 
only 3,800 specimens, but by the time the vessel 
reached Brooklyn the number had increased to 
4,120. 

Ellis said that off the coast of New Caledonia 
the emus got out and opened the cage for the 
‘ Tasmanian devils” to join them. They were en¬ 
joying a promenade on deck when the ostriches 
got out and a free fight started, while the red¬ 
headed cockatoos stood on their perches and 
shrieked for help. 
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CHAPMAN’S COURAGE 
—OR— 

WHO TOOK CARE OF HIS 
MOTHER 

By WILLIAM WADE 

(A SERIAL STORY) 

CHAPTER XII.—(Continued) 

The other fellow instinctively hesitated. 
It is hard to strike a man in the open face, 

when he does not raise a hand or movg in self- 
defense. 

Charlie shrewdly knew this. 
He also knew that the vantage was with him, 

for the other knew he was in the wrong, and 
knew that he was acting in a shameful manner 
before two girls whom he liked and respected. 

Yet, so stubborn was the rich man’s son, that 
still he would not admit himself in the wrong. 

“Drop that whip!” cried Charlie Chapman, in 
even louder tones. 

Lewis Henlon lowered his arm. 
“For two cents, I’d-” he began. 
“Drop that whip without the two cents,” cried 

Charlie, with determination. 
This time he strode toward the other chap, and 

before Henlon realized it he had snatched the 
whip from his hands. 

“Now, you can try it on me and see if I will 
drop it,” said Charlie. 

A great guffaw of laughter went up from the 
men, and even the girls tittered, much to Hen- 
Ion’s shame. 

Charlie held the whip in readiness. 
“Get into that carriage now, or buggy, which¬ 

ever you call it. I am going to teach you some 
more politeness.” 

Henlon started toward him, but the whip 
whizzed back threateningly. 
. He resitated. 

“No\y ask the pardon of the young ladies,” 
commanded Charlie. 

Henlon was about to refuse, when the whip 
whizzed once more, and nearly reached him. 

He dodged back, crashing his head with a bang 
against the support of the buggv top. 

“Well, I apologize to them, but not to you,” he 
said, in a low voice. 

“You don’t need to, my gentle friend and fel¬ 
low townsman,” said Charlie. “All Fembank 
will be laughing at you by another day, and that 
will please me more than your apology, for it 
will be sincere and your words won’t.” 

He turned to Frances Cromley, and to Bess 
Mallory, with a smile. 

“I’m sorry we came to this sort of unpleasant 
fracas before you, girls. But I won’t have my 
family insulted in front or behind any one in this 
world. Now, youno- fellow, you retract your re¬ 
marks about a dead man whom I love and respect 
more than any other in the world.” 

Here Henlon’s better self prevailed. 

“I do beg your pardon, Charlie Chapman,” said 
he. “You should have struck me for that. I 
would have done so to you, if you had committed 
such an offense. I do beg your pardon.” 

This time his humility was honest. 
Charlie had indeed made a victory. 
He turned toward Frances and Bess. 
“You may have my horse to ride back home on, 

Frances,” said he. 
“Ride with me,” pleaded Henlon.. “I’m very 

sorry, Frances, indeed I am.” 
The girl looked at the vouth, and she could not 

conceal her displeasure. But then she remem¬ 
bered that Charlie and Bess had been riding to-^ 
gether. 

A flame of Jealousy sprang ,-'t' at once. 
“You can keep your pretty horse, Charlie,” she 

remarked with the utmost suavity. “But I be¬ 
lieve I will try .Lewis’ bur-~v again.” 

The farmers laughed, as did Bess. 
They all saw the spark of spirit in the girl’s 

pretty blue eyes. 
But Charlie saw that he hdd made a good 

play. 
“Very well, then, Frances. Suit yourself. It 

would have spoiled one of the finest horseback 
rides I ever had. I believe my clothes will dry 
on horseback, as well as a clothesline.” 

He mounted Black Nell, after helping Bess Mal- 
lorv into her saddle. 

Blushing with a bit of increasing indignation, 
Frances stepped into Henlon’s buggy. 

“Drive home at once,” she commanded, frown¬ 
ing. 

The farmers went on their way, after thanks 
for their help. 

Charlie and Bess galloped on out into the coun¬ 
try, and Frances with Henlon rode into town. 

CHAPTER XIII. 

A Victory of Trading. 

When Charlie and Bess reached the judge’s 
house, they were given a great welcome. 

The old fellow was in a merry humor. For it 
not only pleased him, naturally enough, to have 
his daughter rescued so opportunely, but he per¬ 
ceived that Frances was greatly piqued by the 
fact that Charlie had gone on with his ride, in 
the company of the beautiful cousin from the 
city. 

“Come here, you rogue!” exclaimed Judge 
Cromley, with a sly wink. “You worked that fine, 
and I am going to tip you off to something good 
as a reward.” 

Charlie reddened. 
“I don’t need rewards, sir, for helping my 

friends, and you know how much I would do for 
Frances, anyway. I’d jump into a river of boil¬ 
ing lead.” 

The judge punched him in tRe side, with a 
laugh, as he answered the earnest youth’s words, 
with a kindly and proud look. 

“Now, Charlie, you have my 0. K. to carry 
out your ideas, but I didn’t mean to reward you 
on the subject of saving her life. It was because 
you gave her a little manly treatment, to let her 
know that there were other things in the world 
besides petticoats and pretty faces.” 

(To be continued) 



PLUCK AND LUCK 23 

THE NEWS IN SHORT ARTICLES. 

— 

WASP KILLS SNAKE 
Michael Devins of Dingman Ferry, Pa., saw 

a black snake in the middle of the roadway, writh¬ 
ing and wiggling frantically and striking here 
and there as if at an imaginary enemy. After 
several minutes the snake stretched out and died, 
bevins found in the reptile’s mouth a large yel¬ 
low jacket. Probably the snake thought the wasp 
would make a choice morsel oi food, but found 
it had mighty “hot feet.” Although exhausted 
from the tierce battle the yellowjacket was alive. 

SYLVIA PANKHURST SENT TO JAIL 
Sylvia Pankhurst recently was found guilty of 

sedition and was sentenced to spend six months 
in prison. The charge against her was based on 
an issue of a Communist magazine of which she 
was the editor. 

j The former militant suffragette delivered a 
I lone harangue in court in which she threatened 
j to preach revolution until the capital system had 
I been destroyed. 

Since Sylvia Pankhurst was arrested recently 
it has been made known by the government that I letters she had written to Nikolai Lenme, Pre¬ 
mier of Soviet Russia, were in its possession In 
one of these she was quoted as saying, alluding 
to her arrest: . T i 

I “I expect six months imprisonment. I have 
I considered the hunger strike, but I am afiaid that 

weapon has been destroyed, since the government 
is letting the Irish hunger strikers die.” 

In another letter to Lenine Miss Pankhurst 
| was declared to have written: 

“The situation is most acute; not ready for 
! revolution yet.” 

• THE SAFEST BRIDGE ACROSS THE CHASM 
“The United States is a strong bridge which 

I will carry Liberty bonds across to matuiity ex¬ 
actly on the level and without regard to the 

1 depth of the chasm that is crossed,” says the I1 Washington Post. In an editorial recently on the 
Liberty bond situation, the Post says: 

“The market price for Liberty bonds is quite 
I ]ow Evidently many owners of bonds are sell- 
. ing these securities. If they are not compelled 
i bv dire necessity to let go of their holdings, they 
1 are foolish to sell, for the bonds are worth 100 
l cents on the dollar and will bring that if they 
1 are held. In addition, they yield interest at a 

fair rate and nq pledge on earth is more sure. If 
the United States lives,_ the bonds will be paid 

1 in full, interest and principal. Of what other 
t security in the world can this be said with equal 
j «33uance ? 

“A decrease in market price is often misunder- 
i stood by holders of bonds who are not familiar 

with financial matters. They take alarm and 
feel that they must sell their bonds ‘before they ?;o lower in price.’ That is false reasoning, and 
f adopted it causes unnecessary loss to individu¬ 

als who can not afford to lose even one dollar. 
“All that is necessary is to hold all bonds. 

The market price is partly manipulation and 
partly the result of excessive selling by persons 

who may be ignorant or too hard pressed. But 
the market price need have nothing to do with 
any bondholder. He is not concerned with the 
depth of a railroad cut if he is on a stout bridge, 
his only concern being the journey across the 
bridge. 

“Similarly the only concern of a bondholder is 
to collect the coupons and the bond in full when 
due. The price might sag to nothing, but that 
means nothing if the owner does not sell. The 
United States is a strong bridge that will carry 
the bond across to maturity, exactly on the level 
and without regard to the depth of the chasm 
that is crossed.” 

FIND GOLD 
To be searching a home for liquor and sud¬ 

denly come upon a fruit jar which bore evidence 
of containing liquor, and then upon closer in¬ 
vestigation to discover that it contained $370 in 
gold, was the experience of Deputy United States 
Marshal E. L. Sanborn and Ben Holter one Sat¬ 
urday afternoon at No. 532 East Galena street, 
Butte, Mont. • 

Shortly after their discovery they showed the 
jar and its contents to Mrs. Joe Bracich, who oc¬ 
cupies the house, but she did not seem to know 
anything about it. Later they reported their find¬ 
ings to Joe himself, and he confessed that the 
money was his. When asked his object in hiding 
money away in that fashion, Bracich stated that 
he had little confidence in the banks and he fig¬ 
ured out that his basement was the safest place. 

He told the officers how many gold pieces were 
in the jar, also the denominations, and the small 
fortune was turned over to him, with some advice 
as to the proper manner in which really to save 
his wealth. 

BEAR ATTACKS HUNTER 
In a fight at close quarters with a large black 

bear on a ledge high up on Blue Mountain, N. Y., 
in a snowstorm, two deer hunters came off up¬ 
permost the other morning. They were John 
Frisbie of Constable, N. Y., and Charles Lovett, 
New York correspondent for a St. Louis paper. 

They were members of a party of ten hunters 
of deer who have been driving for game through 
the Blue, West and Rice Mountain ranges for 
ten days. 

Lovett was armed with a repeating rifle of 
heavy calibre, and had fired three shots into the 
bear at close range when his gun jammed. Prac¬ 
tically cornered, the hunter had only a hunting 
knife and the gun to use as a club as the en¬ 
raged wounded bear approached as if to attack 
him. Frisbie, attracted by the shooting, peered 
over a ledge just above when only a rock sepa¬ 
rated Lovett from the animal. Frisbie, using an 
automatic rifle, poured a stream of lead at the 
bear, and one bullet crashed through its head, 
killing it instantly. 

Many large deer have been killed in these moun¬ 
tains since the season opened on Oct. 15, but this 
is the first bear killed in this district this season. 
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INTERESTING NEWS ARTICLES 

NEW WAY TO KILL SQUIRRELS 
When Carl Strait of Harrisburg, Pa., shot a 

gray squirrel perched on a tree gnawing a nut, 
the charge went wild, but one stray shot struck 
the nut, jamming it down the squirrel’s throat 
and choking it to death. When Strait and his 
companions picked up the squirrel they could not 
find a shot wound and were mystified until they 
discovered the nut lodged in its threat. 

A CYLINDRICAL PRISON 
The new cylindrical State Prison at Statesville, 

Ill., is the first of its kind in the world. A slight 
curve in the skylight figured by a professor of 
astronomy at the University of Chicago gives 
every one of the 248 cells that' do not get sun¬ 
light -direct ninety minutes of sunlight on every 
bright day. Every cell has an individual wash 
bowl, with hot and cold water. In the center of 
the prison is a tower, from which the guards can 
see the movements of all the prisoners. The 
prison is surrounded with a circular concrete 
wall, thirty-three and one-half feet high, and at 
night the outside of the prison is lighted with 
brilliant electric lights. 

DEATH OF NOTED DWARF 
Count Primo Magri, known to thousands 

throughout the United States died at St. Luke’s 
Hospital, Middleboro, Mass., following a two 
weeks’ illness, aged seventy-one years. 

He had appeared in European cities and had 
toured this country with Barnum and other show¬ 
men. His wife, who was the widow of Tom 
Thumb, died this year, and he had never been 
the same since. 

Count Magri was thirty-seven inches in height 
and weighed fifty pounds. His parents were of 
the Italian pobility. He was examined by the 
medical fraternity at Bologna, Paris, Milan and 
other European cities and declared to be the most 
perfect small man ever called to their attention. 

SAVING SHIPS AFIRE 
Common enough are smoldering fires on board 

ship. In many cases they are comparatively 
harmless. They arise mostly from spontaneous 
combustion, caused by piling large quantities of 
coal in close quarters. 

It is said there is not much danger from such 
a fire;'hardly any on an iron or steel ship. The 
first protective measure is to exclude the air, so 
that the fire can only smolder. Then the bunker 
is flooded with water, which usually serves to ex¬ 
tinguish the fire. 

Even in wooden ships the danger from smol¬ 
dering fire is not half so great as has been pic¬ 
tured by landsmen. This is illustrated by the 
experience of the captain of the Twin Brothers 
engaged some years ago in the wheat trade be¬ 
tween San Francisco and Liverpool. The vessel 
was returning from the latter port with a thou¬ 
sand tons of coal in the hold as ballast. Just 
after she rounded Cape Horn it was discovered 
that the coal was on fire. 

There was a steam pump on board,.and after 

closing the lower hatches the crew flooded the 
hold until the ship had settled about four feet 
lewer in the water. No one was frightened and 
every one was confident that the ship would be 
safely brought into port- at San Francisco. Call 
was made at Valparaiso, but not a man deserted 
the ship. 

The vessel was seventy-two days in reaching 
San Francisco from the Horn, and all that time 
the coal burned, and little streams of smoke 
could be seen coming through the cracks in the 
deck. Arriving at San* Francisco the Twin 
Brothers sailed out on the mud flats and was 
flooded until she settled almost even with her 
upper deck. This extinguished the. fire. 

The appearance of the vessel after all this -was 
pretty fair evidence what a ship may survive in 
the way of fire damage. In a dozen places the 
bottom had burned through, and all that was be¬ 
tween the crew and the deep sea was the thin 
sheet of copper bottom., The weight of the coal 
and the pressure of the water kept about equal 
strain on both sides of the copper sheeting, and 
it had not broken through, although it was 
little thicker than an ordinary tin pan. 

“THE WAY TO BECOME A MOVING PIC¬ 
TURE ACTRESS” is in “Moving Picture Stories,” 
No. 326. Get a copy. Price 7 cents; postage free. 

HARRY E. WOLFF, 166 W. 23rd St., N. Y. 

“MYSTERY MAGAZINE” 
SEMI-MONTHLY 10 CENTS A COPY 

LATEST ISSUES 

62 THE VELVET TOUCH, by Julian Harrow 
63 THE CLUE OF THE RED LAMP, by Charles Ful¬ 

ton Oursler. 
64 THE SCHEME OF SOLOMON SNARE, by William 

Hamilton Osborne. 
65. QUICKER THAN THE EYE, by Ralph Cummins. 
66 THE CLUE IN THE DARK ROOM, by Hamilton 

Cralgie. 
67 THE TONGUE OF OSIRIS, by Marc Edmund Jones. 
68 DETECTIVE WADE’S BIG CASE, by Ethel Rose- 

mon. 
60 THE SPIRIT BELL, by Charles Fulton Oursler. 
70 THE HOUSE BEHIND THE tVALL, by Julian 

Darrow. 
71 THE ADMIRAL’S SPOONS, by William Hamilton 

Osborne. 
72 THE CANINE CLUE, by Thos. J. Lally. 

The Famous Detective Story Out To-Day in No. 73 I* 

THE PSYCHIC ENEMY 
By ARTHUR WILLIAM ANDREEN 

FRANK TOUSEY, Pub., 168 W. 23d St., N. Y. 

“MOVING PICTURE STORIES” 
A Weekly Magazine Devoted to Photoplays and Player* 

PRICE SEVEN CENTS PER COPY 
Each number contains Four Stories of the Best Films 

on the Screens—Elegant Half-tone Scenes from the 
Plays—Interesting Articles About Prominent People in 
the Films—Doings of Actors and Actresses in 
Studios and Lessons in Scenario Writing. 

HARRY E. WOLFF, Pub., 166 W. 23d St., Y. 
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GOOD READING 

CLOTH MADE FROM ARTIFICIAL WOOL 
A process has been discovered by which artificial 

wool can be produced from cotton waste, says the 
South African Journal of Industries. The basis 
of the artificial wool is cellulose acetate^ and the 
material is claimed to be an even better insulator 
against heat and cold than ordinary wool, that it 
will wear well, and that it can be successfully 
dyed any desired color. 

The new material has been subjected to severe 
tests by the textile department of the Leeds (Eng¬ 
land) University, where it has been successfully 
converted into fabrics. Cloth was woven with a 
mixture consisting half of artificial wool and half 
of natural wool, the product resembling tweed. 
The cloth, according to Prof. A. F. Barker, head 
of the department concerned, would prove ser¬ 
viceable for men’s wear. 

THE FOOLISH PEASANT 
Once upon a time there was a peasant who 

said it was too cold to go out into the woods to 
chop large logs for the fire. So he conceived the 
idea of chopping up the furniture for that pur¬ 
pose. In a short time he had disposed thus of the 
chairs and tables—and, then, being cold once 
more, he took out the window frames and burned 
them, and after the window frames, the doors. 

These being burned, he was colder than ever, 
of course. Thereupon he started to tear down the 
house and burn it piece by piece until, at the 
end, he had neither house nor heat. 

The folly of this peasant is not unlike that of 
the person who, for frivolous reason, sells his 
Liberty Bonds which, by painstaking thrift and 
sacrifice, he acquired during the war to be his 
protection for the rainy day. 

He is disposing of a shentering roof and knock¬ 
ing out the door that might serve later to help 
keep out the wolf. 

A Liberty Bond is capital. No prudent man or 
firm ever dissipates capital, for Jt is the founda¬ 
tion on which a business is based. A firm that 
begins dipping into capital for running expenses 
is ready for bankruptcy and ruin. 

Don’t spend your Liberty Bonds. To do so is 
like burning down the house to keep warm. 

NOW THE SUPERPISTOL 
Cob John T. Thompson, U. S. A., retired, has 

invented a new submachine gun of great power 
in the form of a large pistol, which can be carried 
under the coat for instant use. This new sub¬ 
machine gun, which has already been adopted by 
the New York Police Department, weighs only 
seven pounds and fires pistol ball or buckshot 
cartridges, caliber .45, and can be made to fire 
from one to 1,500 shots a minute at will. It is 
said to'be the fastest, surest and safest gun in 
the world. A large order for the manufacture 
of 4V.s arm has been placed with the Colt’s Patent 
Firr-aiTn Comnany of Hartford. 

The implicity of the gun, with its very small 
number of parts (only 11) is one of its greatest 
feature-. It is constructed on a new and novel 
gystem of breech closure, and by the use of a 
simple little wedge, weighing but three ounces, the 

numerous complicated parts known to gas and re¬ 
coil operated automatic guns, weighing from two 
to four pounds, are clone away with. 

A box magazine holding 20 cartridges, a drum 
magazine for 50 cartridges and a drum magazine 
for 100 cartridges are provided. The magazines 
are interchangeable in the magazine opening of 
the gun and operate without any connection with 
the gun mechanism. The raising of 100 cart¬ 
ridges against gravity, achieved in the latter 
magazine, is a remarkable and hitherto unaccom¬ 
plished fact. 

The gun, it is held, is without an equal for 
riot use, and for the police in chasing thieves and 
other lawbreakers who attempt to escape in mo¬ 
torcars, and even an inexperienced man, it is said, 
can fire" with the effect of an expert marksman, 
and moving targets can be hit with the ease that 
a fireman sprays a hose on a flame.—Army and 
Navy ’Journal. 

LEATHER 400 YEARS 
At some time prior to 1893 there was standing 

in the City of Hamburg, Germany, an old building 
which had to be removed to make way for im¬ 
provements. Records and tradition established 
the fact that this building had been standing 
four hundred years. There is nothing very re¬ 
markable about that, says the Scientific. Ameri¬ 
can; but when the bedding had been torn down 
and the foundations for the new building were 
being dug, the workmen discovered some old tan 
vats, which were evidently the remains of an old 
tannery that had been in operation on this site 
before this four hundred year old building was 
put up. 

In one of the vats, which probably had been 
filled in with earth, they found a relic of the old 
tannery in the shape of a tanned hide. Part of 
this hide fell into the hands of a prominent mer¬ 
chant in Hamburg, who dealt in leather goods. He 
was sufficiently interested in the relic to have 
mounded from a piece of the hide a leather cup 
which he brought with him to America in 1893, at 
the time of the Chicago Exposition, and he left 
this cup with one of the largest of our leather 
manufacturers, Nwho vouch for the integrity and 
standing of Mr. Gearckens, the donor. 

In consideration of its great age, it is a tribute 
to the quality of this ancient piece of leather that 
it copld be moulded into such a shape as this. We 
are informed that only a very high class piece of 
leather would stand, without breaking, the pres¬ 
sure required to complete the right-angled bend 
at the bottom of the cup. The forming of the 
fluting at the top of the cup was a strain upon 
the leather only a little less severe. Yet the 
leather has been bent and moulded both in these 
convolutions and in the body of the cup itself 
without showing any cracks. 

The Bulletin of the National Association of 
Leather Belting Manufacturers, in speaking of 
this interesting experiment, reminds us that the 
enduring life of good leather is due to the fact 
that it does not corrode or oxidize or disintegrate, 
and, as this piece proves, will retain its life for 
centuries. 
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ITEMS OF INTEREST 

NOME’S 15,000 NOW 200 

Nome, Alaska, which during the gold rush of 
1900 had a population estimated at 15,000, was 
left with but 200 inhabitants when the steamer 
Victoria, the last boat of the season for the States, 
sailed from there, according to passengers who 
were in Seattle, Nov. 2. 

The Victoria brought 523 passengers from 
Alaska, 350 of whom were from Nome. Many of 
these declare they would^not return. 

HUMAN HAIR TRAFFIC IN ITALY 
Apart from being curious, the trade in human 

hair is a big industry. Italians easily take the 
lead in this traffic, the main source of their sup¬ 
ply being; obtained from the peasant women of 
Italy, Dalmatia and Switzerland. 

Several times a year these human hair mer¬ 
chants send their agents around to collect sup¬ 
plies, which are usually immense, for hair-grow¬ 
ing is cultivated on a very large scale by these 
women and yields a good remuneration to the 
producer. 

Two crops of hair a year, and looking none the 
worse for the loss, is not extraordinary among 
these peasant women. Half the hair at the back 
of the head is shorn off, the remaining half be¬ 
ing drawn over the exposed part, and dressed in 
such a manner as only to be detected on very 
close scrutiny and by those experienced in the 
tr.vie. 

A ROMANTIC LIFE 
Romance and adventure entered into the life 

o! Fred Krusemark an Atchison, Kas., carpenter, 
e^:hty-two years old, who died recently, but few 
Atchison people knew it until his death. 

He was born in Denmark and after fighting 
Germany with the Danish Army in the ’60s he 
left that country and traveled in Europe, Asia, 
England and other countries, working at his 
trade. 

The boat on which he came to America became 
helpless in a storm and drifted many days, 
grounding near a Central American port after 
the food supply had become exhausted and sev¬ 
eral passengers and members of the crew had died 
from starvation. 

HER OLD PIPE TOO MUCH 

John Ruble of No. 382 Pearl street, Buffalo, has* 
a mother-in-law. She is visiting him; at least,, 
she had been visiting him until he deposited her 
and her belongings on the sidewalk. 

It came about this way: Mrs. Rodie Williams,, 
the mother-in-law, smokes a pipe—a pipe with a 
most terrible odor. Ruble objected to the pipe, 
so did boarders whom he kept at his lodging house. 
Ruble asked Mrs. Ruble’s mother when she was | 
going, rather casually. She was going, she in¬ 
formed the son-in-law, when she got good and 
ready. She defied daughter’s husband to put her 
out. He did, bag and baggage. In the melee Mrs. 
Williams got a black eye. 

That’s why the story all came out when John 
told it to Judge McCormick in City Court. John 
admitted the eviction, but denied the black eye. 
City Court officers will discover which one is tell¬ 
ing the truth, then the court will pass upon John’s 
guilt. ^ 

LAUGHS 

Elocutionist—Strike for your altars and your 
fires! Strike! Till the last armed foe- Fan 
—Dat’s two strikes, mister! One more an’ yer 
out. 

“My husband has a terrible attack of grip.4' 
“What are you doing for him?” “Nothing. He 
has his life insured for sixty thousand dollars.” 

“I understand that after waiting twenty years 
she married a struggling man?” “Yes, poor 
chap! He struggled the best he knew how, but she 
landed him.” 

Weary Clerk—Have you any fountain pens 
that won’t blot when you are nearly empty? Deal¬ 
er—Why, sir, I have fountain pens that won’t 
blot when they are entirely empty. 

Crabshaw—If you insist 'on this new gown I’ll 
have to get it on credit. Mrs. Crabshaw—As long 
as it’s going to be charged, dear, I may as well 
get a more expensive one. 

First Boarder—Smith must be behind in his 
board. Second Boarder—What makes you think 
that? First Boarder—I notice he’s had the neck 
of the chicken for the last three Sundays. 

“If you are looking for bargains,” said the 
broker, “I can suit you. I can offer you some 
stocks at ten cents a share.” “But why are they 
so cheap?” demanded the lady shopper. “You 
see, they have been slightly damaged by water.” 

Rube—Where’s yer boy naow? Josh—He’s in 
New York. Rube—Which side’s he on by this 
time? Josh—What d’yer mean? Rube—Is he 
sellin’ gold bricks a’ready or buyin’ ’em yet? 

“Mrs. Caswell, while you were in Venice did 
yoh see the Bridge of Sighs?” “Oh, yes, I saw 
what they called that; but, my land! I’ve seen 
bridges ten times its size without ever going our 
of Pennsylvania!” 

! 



HOW JAPANESE LEW 

A Japanese house is one of the simplest.thingsever built, 
* r r n .jr-s 0f little more than four posts and a ioof. l>ut 

STicrs * -s 
or s.,oe*, 2 b sexes wear several dressing gowns, one 

oveTthe other. In their houses they have no windows, no 
doors no walls but paper shutters fixed m grooves, no ceil¬ 
ings no chests of drawers, not even a washstand. 

■ In the kitchen they have no range, no pots, no pans no 
_ in E- 1 tables But then they have no table* 
flour bins, ”® and in the real native house 

?HeCtowin-room ftseff is only a lot of bedrooms with the 
the ^ 4own. There is no reason why you 

should find anything in a Japanese house except mats and a 
charcoal *tove for warming your fingers and making tea. 

These and a cushion or two and a quilt to sleep on, with 
an elaborate conventional politeness, constitute the fuimaue 
of a Jan an e s e house, except the guest chamber. And the 
articles Ke guest chamber consist of a screen, a kakemono 

and a flower vase. A , 
Alone with this magnificent want of wants, so to speak, 

the Japanese combines a capacity to get huge pleasure out 
of what we would regard as trifles, and after labors anc 
sacrifices that we should think intolerable. This extraordi- 
narv natience and whole-hearted enjoyment under all the mg- 
glrdlFness of his lot marks the Japanese as unique among 

the peoples of the world. 
He lives on next to nothing and thrives on it. He always 
,l cndle He works whenever he can get any work to do. 
Tbov a? all week days to him. Instead of a seventh day, 
^e. To uaq bis festa a national holiday or a temple fes- 
Hval aY;n either case he goes a-faring to some temple and 
lake; his children or a friend. He is never too poor to have 

money to treat them. 
He gives himself a holiday only when he is out of work, 

and his holidays are inexpensive. He just walks a hundred 
mEes to see some famous garden in its glory; he carries his 
baggage in a box, wrapped in oil paper and gets a bed at 

for a ^m equivalent to a cent of our money. His 
? a £ uiniost as cheap, and when the last turn in the road 
fr 13 the irises of Horikari or the house and cherry 
t°eTof YosWnj on the day of all the year he would not 
'chan-e places with the King of Great Britain and Ireland. 

Tudirir" by Western ideas, Japanese babies have a hard 
there are no healthier children in the world. The 

Javanese baby is dressed and undressed in a frigid temper- 
Japanese summer no care' is taken to protect 

to "slender Uttle eyes from the full glare of the sun In 
• +bP small head is covered with a worsted cap of the 

and gayest design and color. The black hair is cut 
^ Mrts of fantastic ways, just like the hair of the Jap- 

“eSe dolls imported into this country. 
The babies of the lower classses are generally carried on 

back of the mother or little sister; sometimes the small 
is obliged to be the nurse maid. The kimono is made 

enlarge at the back, with a pocket of sufficient size to 
hold the baby, whose round head reaches the back of the 
neck of the person who-is carrying it. 

It is not an uncommon sight to see children who are barely 
old enough to toddle burdened with a.s'mall brother or sister 
steeping peacefully on their backs. At first one expects to 

the child stagger and fall beneath the weight, but appar¬ 
ently none of its movements are impeded, and it plays with 
the other children as unconcernedly as if it were not loaded 
down with another member of the family. 

Let me tell you of my own case. 
I was almost completely bald, and as 

I had tried many tonics, lotion^ etc., 
without benefit, I expected to remain 
bald for the rest of my life. 

But instead of baldness, I now have a 
complete growth of hair upon my head. 
This is all the more remarkable because 
I am 66 years old. 

The way that I obtained a perfect 
hair growth was as simple as it was 
astonishing to me. 

While traveling I met an old Cherokee 
Indian who gave me a pomade or oint¬ 
ment to use upon my scalp. Although 
my confidence was meager, I used this 
compound. He told me it contained se¬ 
lected components from the Three King¬ 
doms of Nature. 

After several applications my look- 
.ng-glass revealed a slight fuzz. This 
developed from day to day to a healthy 
growth of hair. Imagine my satisfac¬ 
tion in being able actually to brush the 
hair where there had been a bare scalp 1 
Yet it was true. Soon I was able to 
comb it—and I have been able to do so 
ever since. 

I traded with the old Indian savant, 
obtaining the recipe. It was crude and 
the ointment was almost nauseating. So 
I had it modernized, by a practical 
chemist, holding to the original princi¬ 
ple, and now from the recipe a cosmetic 
pomade is prepared. Men and women 
have used it—and many are now doing 
so. In numerous cases remarkable re¬ 
sults are being reported. 

This ointment contains no alcohol nor 
anything else that has a tendency to 
dry the hair, the scalp or the rcots. 

The way for you to prove what it 
will do for you is to try it. I will mail 
you the recipe free of charge. Your 
own physician will tell you that it is 
safe and you may obtain a supply from 
the druggist. Or ycij may get it from 
me. It is called Kotalko. A proof box 
will be mailed, with the recipe, if you 
send 10 cents, silver or stamps, to 
John Hart Brittain, 150 East Thirty- 
second St., BE-103, New York, N. Y. 
This is a genuine announcement de¬ 
void of the lavish phraseology of the 
usual advertisements, but it means ex¬ 
actly what it says, and I, being a busi¬ 
ness man of good reputation, stand 
eady. to prove it to you. 

FANCY BAND RING FREE. Gold 
Fillacl, warranted 5 yeara. -0 JHEkfl 
friends erd Introduce our end Kina 
mtyKIna, «rnd 16 eta for * 9 months sub- 

__mk£ 
(X 4M It.. »cp«. New York. 



THROW YOUR VOICE 
Down cellar, under the Bed, in the Darky s grip or anyhero. 
With our VENTRILOPHQNE, (which fits into the mouth and cannot be 

seen,) you can positively perform the following tricks and many more 
with a few minutes practice. "Dog at back door. Chasing the 
Chicken.” "Bird under Coat.” "The Invisible Canary. 
One boy writes-"I frightened my Mother by putting my capundei 

my coat and immitating an animal.” Any Boy or Girl can use it. With 
a little practice you can play a tune without moving your lips. 

THE VENTRILOPHONE, 10 CTS 
3 for 25 cts. By mail postpaid with big Catalog of Novelties and Tricks 

Universal Novelty Co. Dept. 406 Stamford Conn. 

Song-O-Phones 
Begin to get true fun and real scout spirit 
among your friends. Every hoy, young and 
old alike can play Song-O-Phones instantly. 
As soon as you place the instrument to your 
mouth, you play as well as a musician who 
has studied for years. Eight different kinds 
—like cornets, trombones, saxaphones, etc. 
Organize bands and be the leader of them. 
Write now for FREE illustrated catalogue. 

All music shops and toy departments carry 
Song-O-rhones, or you may obtain any of 
the eight instruments direct from the 

SONOPHONF, COMPANY 
37 So. Ninth St. 11-G Brooklyn, N. Y. 

How He Quit 1 obacco 
This veteran, S. B. 

Lamphere, was addict¬ 
ed to the excessive use 
of tobacco for many 
years. He wanted to 
quit, but needed some¬ 
thing to help him. 

He learned of a free 
book that tells about 
tobacco habit and how 

to conquer it quickly, easily and safely. In 
a recent letter he writes: “1 have no de¬ 
sire for tobacco any more. I feel like a new 
man.” 

Any one desiring a copy of this hook on 
tobacco habit smoking and chewing can 
get it free, postpaid, by writing to Edward 
J. Woods. TV-103. Station P, New York 

ity. You will be surprised and pleased. 
Go ok for quieter nerves, stronger heart, bet¬ 
ter digestion, improved eyesight, increased 
vigor, longer life and other advantages if 
you quit poisoning yourself. 

The Best Christmas 
Present You Can Give* 
A Black Beauty: the finest 
bicycle in the world. Select 
your model and we’ll ship 
at once. Pay a small deposit. 
Then $1 a week. Direct to 
you at Factory Price. 

$TM 'eek ► for the 

I31ack Beauty 

ZZ 
Free 

Five year guarantee, 
six months insurance 
on the wheel. Sporty 
lines. Dazzling finish. Mar¬ 

velous steel 
Beautiful construction. 

Catalog'"Colors 
Haverford Cycle Company, Dept. 5212, Phila., Pa. 

OED COINS WANTED 

$2 to $500 EACH paid for Hundreds of 
Coins dated before 1S05. Keep ALL old 
Money. You may have Coins worth a 
Large Premium. Send 10c. for new 
Illustrated Coin Value Book, size 4x6. 
Get Posted at Once. 

CLARKE COIN CO., Box 35, Le Roy, N. Y. 

REAL PHONOGRAPH 
Beautifully finished, nickel winding 

spring motor, speed regulator, 
stop lever. New improved sound 
box with mica diaphragm, makes 
perfect reproductions of all kinds 
of music. A MARVELOUS 
Machine in every way Delight¬ 

ed thousands of homes. 
Smnt/NO MONEY 
Just your name, and we will 

send you 24 of our Art Pictures to 
dispose of on special offer at 25c 
each. Send us the $6 you collect 
and we will send this new im- 

' proved E. D. L. Phonograph and 
a selection of 6 records free. 

E. D« LIFE,Dept, llT46 Chloajjo 

Cured His RUPTURE 
SORENESS HEALED 
Sore or open legs, ulcers, enlarged veins, 
eczema healed while you work. Write for 
free book and describe your own case. 

A. C. Liepc, 1457 Green Bay Av., Milwaukee, Wia. 

PinkCameo Brooch Free. 
Pink Background White Head 

Gold lilt d bright polished rim. 
Strong joint and catch. To make 
friends and introduce our Maga¬ 
zine and Ring Bargains, send 20 
cts. for a year’s subscription, and 
this Cameo Brooch will bb sent 
FREE, postpaid. M. McPhillips, 
615 W.43d St.. Deptd-f New York. 

I was badly ruptured while lifting a trunk 
several years ago. Doctors said my only 
hope of cure was an operation. Trusses did 
me no good. Finally, I got hold of some¬ 
thing that quickly and completely cured me. 
Years have passed and the rupture has 
never returned, although I am doing hard 
work as a carpenter. There was no opera¬ 
tion, no lost time, no trouble. I have noth¬ 
ing to sell, but will give full information 
about how you may find a complete cure 
without operation, if you write to me, Eu¬ 
gene M. Pullen, Carpenter, 301G Marcellus 
Avenue, Manasquan, N. J. Better cut out 
this notice and show it to any others who 
are ruptured—you may save a life or at 
least stop the misery of rupture and the 
worry and danger of an operation. 

WORKING 
BOYS IN 

JAPAN 

Working boys 
in the United 
States, safeguard¬ 
ed by child labor 
laws and health 
regulations, fare 
much better than 
the young boys of 
the working, 
classes in Japan, 
according to W. 
B. Norton, a 
church worker, 
who has just re¬ 
turned from the 
Far East. Tokio, 
the “university 
city, presents one 
of the striking 
contrasts, with its 
50,000 college and 
university stu¬ 
dents and its 
burden - bearing 
boys,” he said. 

“In no country 
we have visited 
did we see so 
much boy power 
used in pulling 
loads as in Japan. 
While the situ¬ 
ation is somewhat 
similar in China 
and Korea, in Ja¬ 
pan it impresses 
one more because 
the boys are small 
of stature,* and 
also because it 
seems so incon¬ 
gruous in a nation 
laying- such em¬ 
phasis upon pub¬ 
lic schools.” 

Many of these 
boys work from 4 
o’clock in the 
morning until 10 
o’clock at night, 
Mr. Norton said, 
and the employers 
are, under* the 
Japanese compul- 
s o r y education 
l a w , technically 
“teaching t h e 
boys a trade.” 

To help offset 
this injustice, the 
Baptist Taber¬ 
nacle in Tokio 
maintains a series 
of night schools 
for working boys 
and girls, two- 
hour sessions 
being held. 



G?>FS FRAXIC- 
LIX ONE 

BETTER 

The National 
City Bank, ad¬ 
dressing its cli¬ 
ents on the sub¬ 
ject of the new 
thrift, improves 
on the idea of 
Ben. Franklin, 
that if the pen¬ 
nies are pared for, 
the pounds will 
care for them¬ 
selves. The Na¬ 
tional City Bulle¬ 
tin declares that 
safe investment 
is as necessary as 
saving. 

“Nothing can 
take the place of 
intelligent atten¬ 
tion,” says the 
Bulletin. “Any¬ 
one can repeat af¬ 
ter Ben. Franklin, 
‘Save, save; take 
care of the pence 
and the pounds 
will take care of 
themselves.’ They 
won’t. They will 
make themselves 
wings if they are 
not kept busy 
making money. 
It’s easy to lose 
money and just as 
easy to make it. 
Thinking pre¬ 
vents one and 
does the other. 
We have been 
taught that to 
make money is 
the gift of the 
few. It is the 
natural inherit¬ 
ance of the man 
or woman who 
will think. When 
one is really mak¬ 
ing money and 
not merely grab¬ 
bing what some¬ 
one else makes, 
he is too busy to 
waste it.” 

The rewards of 
careful thought 
were never so 
profitable as at 
present. Liberty 
Bonds at present 
prices give oppor¬ 
tunity to put your 
savings to work 
so t;.at they will 
make money, not 
lose it. 

Teeth Sore 
or Loose? 

Here’s An Important Message 
I)o you sometimes find blood on your 

toothbrush? Are your gums often sore or 

spongy? Do teeth become loose? Foul 

breath with pus on gums? Gum boils? 

Sore or sensitive teeth? Discomfort in 

gums between teeth? Disagreeable taste? 

Inflamed gums? Then beware of pyorrhea, 

the insidious, dangerous disease. Have you 

distressing ailments elsewhere in your body 

that may he due indirectly to oue of the 

above-mentioned teeth or gum symptoms? 

Think of it! Eminent medical men have 

found that nine out of every ten persons that 

they examined have pyorrhea! This disease 
is often a life-shortener. It has caused 

terrible misery and deaths. 

If you kuow you have pyorrhea, or if you 

are in doubt and wish to know more about 
it, we want to send you our book. It will 

cost you nothing; will come postpaid if you 

write to Apex Remedies Corp., 80 W. Genes- 
see St., 401-BA, Buffalo, N. Y. Show your 

friends this advertisement. 

QUICK HAIR GROWTHS 
Box From To You / 

Fou Like Such a Result as Thist 
Do you want, free, a trial box of Kog- 

bott, that has proved successful ia so many 
cases? Ifso, you need only to answer this adv. 
by postcard or letter, aslciag for FREE BOX. 
This famous preparaties is for dandruff, thin¬ 
ning hair and several forms of *■* 
BALDNESS. In many cases, H |% EL E? 
a new hair growth has been reported when 
all else had failed. why not see for 
yourself! Koskstt is used by men and 
-women; it is perfectly harmless and often 

^ start* hair growth in a few days. Address t 

Koskott Laboratory, East.32d St., KA-103 New York, N. Y. 

BIG VALUE for 10 Cts. 
6 Songs, words and music; 25 Pic¬ 
tures Pretty Girls;40 Waysto Make 
Money; 1 Joke Book; 1 Book on 
Eove; 1 Magic Book; 1 Book letter 
Writing; 1 Dream Book and For¬ 
tune Teller; 1 Cook Book; 1 Base 
Ball Book, gives rules for games; 1 
Toy Maker Book; language of 
Flowers; 1 Morse Telegraph Alpha¬ 
bet. 12 Chemical F^xperiments; 

Age Table; Great North Pole 
—— Game; 1<X> Conundrums; 3 Puzzles; 

12 Games; 30 Verses for Autograph Albums. . All 
the above by mail for 10 cts. and 3 cts. postage. 
BOIAL SALES CO., Box 20 , South Norwalk, Con». 

quTt Fob ac co 
Simply send name, no money, no obliga¬ 

tion, and get Dr. Elders' free sample of To¬ 
bacco Boon. No craving for tobacco after 
first few doses. Thousands report wonderful 
results. Over 300,000 boxes used since 1000 
all over the world. Dr. II. Will Elders, 
Dept. 629, 8t. Joseph, Mo. 

Tg 
_ introduce our new catalogue of a thousand 
tricks and jokes, toys and novelties, we make 

oomania transfer pictures, pictures to paint, a 
railroad cut-out (an engine, four cars, etatioa 
signal and water tank), puzzle picture, checker¬ 
board puzxle, the broken match trick and a mmd 
reading trick. All yours for oniy a two cant 
Stamp. Nothing more to pay. 

Send 2c Today 
toys. We will send you our new catalog fro®- 
Write your name and address plainly. 

JOHN PLAIN & CO., Dept.^>:6*h,PChiC«Ko[*ru 

Wonderfui Watch Bargains 

■«EY' Men’s Viceroy Watch, guaranteed non- 
cnwtli. breakable crystal, modern model, 

stem wind and set. synchronization 
adjusted, open face, true lever es¬ 
capement, superior nickel plate case. 
Guaranteed 20 years. Send 36 cents 
and pay balance of $2.60 when watch 
is delivered. Or send $2.96 (total 
price) with order. . Money refunded 
if not satisfied. 

Send 36 Cents 

FILUD 

LADIES STYLISH 

WRIST WATCH- 

For this Wrist Watch No. 1005. High _COL_D_ ,Q yr. 
grade 10-jeweled movement; hand¬ 
some gold-filled case, guaranteed 10 
years. 12-K gold plated extension 
bracelet included. Sent postpaid in 
handsome satin-lined gift box on re¬ 
ceipt of 36 cents; pay balance of $8.50 
when watch is delivered. Or send 
$8.86 (total price) with order. Write 
for jewelry catalog—FKEE. 

Creed moor Watch Co. (10-B) Creedmoor, N. C 

JEWELED 

ACIUALBEPQRIS 
of Secret Service 
DETECTIVE 

Do you want to know exactly how tho modern 
Secret Service and Finger Print Expert solves the 
mysteries of today? Would you like to know the IN¬ 
SIDE facts about BEAL cases? Then write at once 
and we will send you FKEE actual reports made for 
the greatest detective agency in the U. S. 

BE A FINGER PRINT EXPERT »needed at big 
pay. This is your opportunity. Get these thrilling 
reports, study them, and LEARN AT HOME how 
to make a success in this fascinating profession. 
Reports and big book on Finger Print Science—sent 
FREE. Write NOW. 

UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
Desk 1569 1920 Sunnyside Avenue, Chicago, III. 

cnic. „__ __ 
fti once. Earn raoDey for the small 
monthly payments on Our Easy Pay¬ 
ment Plan. Parents often advance 
first small payment. 
FACTORY to RIDER wholesale prices. 
Three bi« model factories. 44 Styles, 
colors and sizes in our Ranprer line. 
Delivered FREE on 30 DAYS TRIAL. 
Select bicycle and terms that suit- 
cash or easy payments. 

TIRFR lamp®, homs.wheels, parts and 
,n equipment at half retailprices. 

SEND NO MONEY—Simply write today for big, 
FREE Ranuer Catalog and marvelous prices and 
terms^Special offer to RIDER AGENTS. 

CYCLE r-OWlPANY 
Dept. G-188 Chicago MEAD 

GREENBACKS **s7o stage 
MONEY FOR 

Get a bunch of Stage Greenbacks (not 
counterfeits) wrap them around your roll 
and show your friends what a wad you car- 

—>ry.Bigbunchof$1570for 10c, 4bunche?°5'\ 
SHEF NOVELTY CO. 60SutionD, Dept. 603 NewYork. N.Y. 

1 £8 Genuine Foreign 
IwO issues, Venezuela, 

Stamps — Mexico War 
Salvador and India! Ap 

Service. Guatemala, China, etc. Only finest*"'' 
approval sheets, 50 to 60%. Agents Wanted. Big 
72-p. Lists Free. Wo Buy Stan ns. Kstab. 25 yrs. 
Hussman Stamp Co., I)ept>. 102 St. Louis, Mo. 



FOOTBALL IN 
TURKEY 

It has always 
been a difficult 
matter to be a 
sportsman in Tur¬ 
key. One Turk. 
Rechad Bey, tried 
it with a result 
weird enough to 
serve as a basis 
for a detective 
story. 

It appears that 
the young Turk 
had organized a 
f o o t ba 1 1 team 
among his 
friends, together 
with some Greeks 
and Armenians, 
and began prac¬ 
tising. Shortly 
thereafter, in the 
middle of the 
night, police came 1 
to his house and 
carried him off to 
Scutari. There he 
was submitted to 
a long examina¬ 
tion as to the club 
and the game of 
football. 

A special mes¬ 
senger was sent 
for the ball, and 
that was duly ex- t 
amined and found 
to be an infernal j 
machine. The ; 
rules of the game 
w ere considered 
to be another 
pie^e of damning 
evidence. 

After long de¬ 
liberation the cul¬ 
prit was sent to 
the higher police 
author ities in 
Stamboul, who 
went through a 
second long ex¬ 
am i n a tion and 
came tc the con¬ 
clusion that the 
empire had been 
saved from disin¬ 
tegration by the 
early discovery of 
a great plot. 

After much 
careful thought 
and examination 
of the evidence of 
the crime it was 
decided that there 1 
might be nothing 
in it, but that it 
must not be com¬ 
mitted again. 

Write to Riker & King, Advertising Offices, 118 East 28th Street, New York City, 
or 8 South Wabash Avenue, Chicago, for particulars about advertising in this magazine. 

AIDS TO EFFICIENCY 
BECOME A LIGHTNING TRICK CARTOONIST. Par¬ 

ticulars Free. Ba1 la Art Service, Dept. 4, Oshkosh 
Wia.__ 
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We revise poems, 

write music ami guarantee to secure publication. Sub¬ 
mit poems on any subject. Broadway Studios, 1050, 
Fitzgerald Building. New York. 

AGENTS 
$13.95 GOODYEAR RAINCOAT FREE. Goodyear 

Manufacturing Company, 1099 Goodyear Bldg., Kan¬ 
sas City, Mo., is making an offer to send a handsome 
raincoat free to one person in each locality who will 
show and recommend it to their friends, if you want 
one, write today.—Advertisement. _____ 

$12.00 PROFIT on each deal. No selling. Hustlers 
can place 100 weekly'. Sample, Silk Shirt Salescard 

$2.00 with full particulars. SUPERIOR SPECIALTtuS 
CO., 3030c Gilliiam. Kansas City. Mo.___ 
AGENTS 200%" PROFIT. Wonderful little article. 

Somethin" new; sells like wildfire. Carry right in 
pocket. Write at once for free sample. Albert Mills, 
Mgr . 2370 Ameiiean B.dg.. Cincinnati. U._ 
MAKE" $5.00 HOU R _e!.h-g "COr.rMBrs itAl.V- 

COATS" to your Mends. M.,.er made $30.00 first day 
spare time. BIG IddFUS. Sample Free. ACT 
QUICK! COLl'MiTS RAINCOAT MFG. CO., Dept. 
fi’25. COLUMBUS. OHIO.___ 
$0,000.00 A YEAR is your profit from 4 sales a day. 

Davidson sold 98 one week. No experience needed. 
The Aladdin light is a sensation wherever introduced. 
5 times as bright as electric. Won Gold Medal. 
Farmers have the money, they need this light and 9 
out of 10 will buy. Also big opportunity In small 
towns and suburbs. Excellent spare time and evening 
seller. NO CAPITAL, REQUIRED. Sample on free 
trial. Write for agency proposition while territory is 
still open. MANTLE LAMP COMPANY, 525 Aladdin 
Bldg., Chicago._ 

PHOTO PILLOW TOPS, Portraits, Frames, She(4 
Pictures, Medallions, Patriotic Pictures and Portraits. 

War Books. Prompt shipment; samples and eat. free 
to agents. 30 (lays credit. Jas. C. Bailey Co., Desk 
PI, Chicago. Illinois. 

ART AND DEN PICTURES 
REAL FRENCH GIRL Poses kind that pleases. Sample 

25 ets.. dozen $2.50, two dozen $4.0u. snlmmle 
Dancer. She's alive boys. S'ample 25 cts.. dozen $1.50. 
Oriental Dancer. Hula Hula Dancer. Sample 25 cts. 
Dozen $1.50. Book exposing gambling 25 cts., illus¬ 
trated Club and Sporting Goods Catalogue, 10 cts. for 
Mailing. Printing, etc. Hamiltons Company, Barnes 
City. Iowa. 

BAT HI N GGIR L S’ PHOT OS DE LUXE, two, 25 cts.; 
dozen $1. Beehive. 4^58 Evans, St. Louis. Mo. 

SNAPPY GIRL POSTCARDSTBetter than "Aphrodite” 
or "September Morn.” You will like them and want 

more. 2 of these and "Aphrodite" 251 cts. Catalogs. 
Smith’s Art. 6735 Elizabeth St., Chicago._ 

EXCHANGE 
IF YOU WANT to sell or exchange your property write 

me. JOHN J. BLACK, 173rd St., Chippewa Falls, 
Wis. 

FOR SALE 
FARM LANDS! Big money in farming. Michigan’s 

be»t hardwood counties. Good roads, markets, schools, 
churches. Only $15 to $35 per A. Small down pay¬ 
ment; bal. 'easy terms. Write today for free booklet. 
Swigart Land Co., M1268 First Nat'l Bank Bldg., 
Chicago, Ill. j 

HELP WANTED—Continued 
RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTORS earn from $110 ta 

$200 per month and expenses. Travel if desired. Un¬ 
limited advancement. No age limit. We train you. 
Positions furnished under guarantee. Write for Booklet 
CM 101, Standard Business Training Institute, Buffalo, 
N. Y. 

MISCELLANEOUS * 
EN i ERTAINERS REAL ROUGH RHYMES, recitations; 

with play of love and revenge; pictures galore; one 
dollar, dazzler. "Entertainer's Ace" free with order. 
For Christmas Sake, get these Happy Howls! TREND 
PUB. CO., (R) 652 Thirty-ninth Street, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

MANUSCRIPTS EDITED, criticized, marketed. Writ* 
_ Fred Willenbecher, Literary Editor, Allentown, Pa. 

UNIQUE 1921 Blue Bird of Happiness calendar 25 
cts. Durso, Dept. 39, 25 Mulberry, N. Y. City. 

WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We revise poems. 
write music amt guarantee to secure publication. Sub¬ 

mit poems on any subject. Broadway Studios, 165C, 
Fitzgerald Building. New York. _ 

UjYS, get this: Our latest catalog of new novelties 
now printing. Send 10 cents for your copy. Empire 

Supply Co., 24 Norris Ave., Pawtucket. R. I. 

ELECTRICAL Tattooing Machine, $3. $5 and $7. Cata¬ 
logue for stamp. J. H. Teiuke, 1019 Vine, K, Cin¬ 

cinnati, O. 

MOTION PICTURE PLAYS 
AMBITIOUS WRITERS of Photoplays, Short btorles. 

Poems,-' Songs, send today for Free valuable, in¬ 
structive book, "KEY TO SUCCESSFUL WRITING" 
including 65 helpful suggestions on writing and selling. 
Atlas Publishing Co., 522 Butler Bldg., Cincinnati, O. 

PERSONAL 
WEAK, Nervous despondent, run-down men. tak* 

Castleberry’s pills. One dollar per box. Sample and 
testimonials for two-cent stamp. Address A. F. Castle¬ 
berry, Columbus. Georgia._ 

HOW-TO BE HAPPY tho' married. Sent sealed 20 
cts. C. Conley. Rossville, Ga.__ 

LONESOME? Make friends through our Club! Hun¬ 
dreds beautiful ladies belong! Stamped envelope or 

no reply. Chicago Friendship Club, Box 749, Chicago, 
Ill._^__ 
MARRY—Thousands people; all ages; worth $5,000 to 

$400,000; anxious for marriage; write for my list; 
FREE. Ralph Hyde, B-2, Minna St., San Francisco, 
Cal. 

MARRY—Within sixty days. Pay when married. Send 
no money for our new Liberty Guarantee Marriage Plan. 

Nothing ever like it in America. Pilot Pub. Co., 
Desk B. Marshall. Mich.__ 
PIMPLES—Acne eruptions, face or body; I know the 

cause, my internal treatment removes it; my special 
external preparation eradicates all blemishes and re¬ 
stores natural skin. Booklet for stamp. Dr. Rodgers, 
135 East 47th St., Chicago.__ 
WRITE Lillian Sprout. Station II. Cleveland. O., if 

you wish a pretty and wealthy wife. Enclose stamped 
envelope._ 

SINCERE LADIES and GENTLEMEN who wish to 
marry. Confidential and satisfaction. Box 73, Arcada 

Station. Los Angeles, Calif.__ 

MARRYI FREE DIRECTORY with descriptions and 
photos. Bonaflde Co., Dept. 41. Kansas City, Mo. 

LONELY MAIDEN, 26, would marry. Write for pic¬ 
ture. Box 150K, Syracuse, N. Y. 

SILK REMNANTS. Largest packages yet offered. Square 
of stamped satin free with every package. 15 cts. 

Silk Manufacturers Agency. Portland. Me. 

HELP WANTED 
DETECTIVES earn big money. Travel, -be independent, 

easily learned. Write Johnson’s Detective School, 
232 Sheldon Ave., Grand Rapids. Mich. Dusk D._ 

MEN WANTED for Detective Work. Experience un¬ 
necessary. Write J. C.anor, Former U. S. Govt. De- 

tcctive, 132 St, Louis, Mo. 

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Great demand for 
men and women. Fascinating work. Particulars free. 

Write. American Detective System, 1968 Broadway, 
New York._•_ 

LADIES WANTED, and MEN. too. to address envel¬ 
opes and mail advertising matter at home for large 

mail order firms, spare or whole time. Can make 
$10 to $35 willy. No capital or experience required. 
Book explains everything: send 10 ets. to cover postage, 
etc. Ward Pub. Co.. Tilton. NT. IT. 

MARRY. Successful "Home Maker.” Hundreds rich. 
Confidential, reliable, years' experience, description* 

free. Tho Successful Club. Box 556. Oakland. Cal._ 
M A R R Y RICH, hundreds anxious, descriptive list free, 

satisfaction guaranteed. Select Club, Dept. A, Rapid 
City. So. Dak._,__ 

SIXTH AND SEVENTH BOOKS OF MOSES. Egyptian 
secrets. Black art. other rare books. Catalog free. 

Star Book Co.. K-1220, Camden, N. J,_ 
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A~S0~NG. We revise poem*. 

write music and guarantee to secure publication. Sub¬ 
mit poems on any subject. Broadway Studios. 165C. 
Fitzgerald Building. New York. 

MARRY: Thousands congenial people, worth from 
$1,000 to $50,000 seeking early marriage, description, 

photos, introductions free. Sealed. Either sex. Send 
no money. Address Standard Cor, Club, Graysial:c. Ill. - 
GET M A R R1E D—Best Matrimonial paper published. 

Mailed FREE. American Distributor, Suite 217. 
Blairsville. Penna. * 

BE A DETECTIVE. Opportunity for men and women 
for secret investigation in your district. Write C. T. 

Ludwig. 521 Westover Bldg.. Ivannas Cltv, Mo 

DETECTIVES earn big money. Travel and good op- 
portunities. We show you how. Write American 

Bchool of Criminology, Dept. M, Detroit, Mich. 

MARRY—FREE PHOTOS beautiful ladies: description*. 
and directory; pay when married. New Plan Co.. 

Dept. 245. Kansas City. Mo. 

M A R R Y-MA RRI AGE 57 R ECTOR Y with photos and 
descriptions free. Pay when married. The Exchange, v 

Dent. 545. Kansas City, Mo. 



SCIENTIFIC 
CRYSTAL GAZING -llow to develop efficiency. Send 

stamp for free Instructions. Birthday readings. 
S:roa* and weak points. Health. Business, Marriago 
and other valuable hints. Twenty-five cents. "Z&ncig," 
Asbury Park. X. J.____ 

YOUR LIFE STORY in the stars. Send birth date and 
dime for trial reading. Sherman. Rapid City, S. Dak. 

ASTROLOGY—STARS TELL LIFE’S STORY. Send 
birthdate and dune for trial reading. Eddy, 4307 

Jefferson. Kansas City, Mo. Apartment 73._ 

SONGWRITERS 
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG! We will write 

the music and guarantee publication on a royalty 
basis. Submit poems on a royalty basis. Seton Musio 
Company. 020 S Michigan Are., Room 1221_Chlcago1_ 

WRITE A SONG POEM—I compose music and guar¬ 
antee publication. Send poem today. E. Hanson, 

SS10 Broadway, Room 107, Chicago. 
WRITE-a" SONG POEM—Love. Mother. Home, Comic 

or any subject. 1 compose music and guarantee 
publication. Send words today. Edward Trent, 636 
Reaper Block. Chicago. _ 
WRITE THE WORDS FOR A SONG. We revise poems. 

write music and guarantee to secure publication. Sub¬ 
mit poems on any subject. Broadway Studios, 165C, 
Fitzgerald Building, Xew York. 

STAMMERING 
6T*STU-T-T-TERING and stammering cured at home. 

Instructive booklet free. Walter McDonnell, 15 
Potomac Bank Bldg.. Washington, D. C.__ 

“THEATRICAL 
GET ON THE STAGE. I tell you how! Send 8 cts. 
- postage for illustrated Stage Book and full par- 

ticulars. H. LaDelle. Box 557, Los Angeles. Cal. 

TOBACCO HABIT 
TOBACCO or Snuff Habit cured or no pay. $1 if 

cured. Remedy sent on trial. Superba Co., PC, 
Baltimore, Md._ 

TOBACCO KILLS MANLY VIGOR. Quit habit easily. 
Any form, chewing, smoking or snuff, cured or no 

charge. If cured, $1. Stops craving, harmless. Full 
remedy on trial. Perkins Co., B-51 Hastings, Nebr. II tCv our s' Bit cut 

9 ,r until You Try This 
■SLijpLjr--Wonderful Treatment. 

H-PftYMy internal method 
of treatment is the 

correct one, and is sanctioned by the best 
informed physicians and surgeons. Oint¬ 
ments, salves and other local applications 
give only temporary relief. 
If you have piles in any form write for a TREE 
sample of Pago's Pllo Tablets and you will 
bless the day that you read this. Write today. 

F. R. PAGE, 349B. Prop Rida.. M?ch 

AC 
Or SNUFF HABIT 
Cured or No PAY 
No matter whether used In pipe, cigarette, 
cigars, chewed, or used In the form of snuff. 
Superba Tobacco Remedy contains nothing 
Injurious, no dope, poisons, or habit form¬ 
ing drugs. Guaranteed. Sent on trial. If 
it cures costs you one dollar. If it fails, or 
If you are not perfectly satisfied, costs yoa 
nothing. Write for full remedy today. 
lUfTRAA COMPANY. Mtl Baltimore. Md. 

YOUR 

VOICE KtLP! 

OH BOYS-CIRLS SPORT 

„ , with 
CLAXOPHSNE 

under tho table, buck of a door, into a trunk, desk J 
In Reboot, any old place. Itlff FUN fooling Peddler*. 
Policeman. Friend*, anybody Several boyswritei •! j 
want inure Ciuxopltonea, I had no much fun 1 can’t j 
do without them.’ Claxophone lays on your tongue 
unseen, always ready for use by anyone. lint.Bird*,&(•. 1 
Claxophone with full instructions and set of Secret 5 
Writing Tricks, also Muglo Dial Trick, all for "g j 
3 for 85c, (no stamps). Q - 

CLAXO TRICK CO.. Dept. S New Haven, Csnn.! 

NEW SCIENTIFIC WONDER 

/S\F C You sjipatanU/ mo thru Clothes, Wood. 
B Stone, any ciiaci 8o® Bone* In Flesh. 

A atagic trick novelt# £toa» with each X Ray. 

HARVEL MFG. CO.. Dept. 13. NEW HAVEN. CONN. 

A Remarkable Home Treatment 
' Given by One Who Had It 

In the Spring of 1S03 I was attacked by Muscu¬ 
lar and Inflammatory Rheumatism. I suffered 'as 
only tho.se who have it know, for over three years. 
I tried remedy after remedy, and doctor after 
doctor, but such relief as I received was only tem¬ 
porary. Finally, I found a remedy that cured me 
completely, and it has nev ' returned. I have 
given it to a number who were terribly a.J’icted 
and even bedridden with rheumatism, some of 
them 70 to 80 years old, and results were tile 
same as in my own case. 

I want every sufferer from any form of rheu¬ 
matic trouble to try this marvelous healing power. 
Don’t send a cent; simply mail your name and 
address and I vvill send it free to try. After you 
have used it and it has proven itself to be that 
long-looked-for means of getting rid of your rheu¬ 
matism, you may send the price of it, one dol¬ 
lar, but understand, I do not want your money 
unless you are perfectly satisfied to send it. Isn't 
that fair? Why suffer any longer when relief is 
thus offered you free. Don't delay. Write today. 

Mark H. Jackson, No. 803G, Durston Bldg., 
Syracuse, N, Y, 

Mr. Jackson is responsible. Above statement tru9. 

Latest Mods! CWATcHd 
Watch pricessmached. Sendnomoney. Hero it is. 

The watch you al ways wanted. Gents’ or boys’ O. F. 
•ize, engraved or plain solid silveroid case, stemw’udandset, 

adjusted, regulated. SatLsfactieaGuaranteed, 

Special Offer* Send name and address and we 
will send this beautiful watch by parcel post. Pay 
f3.75and watch is yours. Owing to advancing prices 
this offer for limited time only. Free—A gold plated chain 
•njdcharta. FISULEIGH WATCH CO„Dept. 192 Chicago, III. 

HOWTO MAKE LOVE 
KNEW BOOK) Tells how to Get 
"Acquainted; llow to Begin Courtship 
How to Court a Bashful Girl; to Woo a 

I Widow; to win an Heiress; bow to catch 
a Rich Bachelor; how to manage your 
beau to make him propose:how tomake 
your fellow or girl lo^e you; v/hat to do 
before and after the wedding, • Tells 
other thmg3 necessary for Covers to 
know. Sample copy hr mall 10 cents. 

JiUXAL BOOK to., Ii<a y go. Korualk, Conn. 

ODD CLOVER 
LEAVES 

Even in Druidic 
worship, in pre- 
Christian times, 
the trefoil leaves 
of the clover plant 
were symbols of 
religion, setting 
forth the three 
grades of Druids, 
Bards and Neo- 
phites. In Chris- 
t i a n mythology 
its leaf is fre¬ 
quently held to 
symbolize the 
Trinity, and some 
Irish authorities 
insist that it is 
the true and orig- 
i iFa 1 -shamrock 
which St. Patrick 
used to illustrate 
how three sep¬ 
arate objects, 
such as leaves, 
could be one. 

The four-leaf 
clover is a freak 
growth, and the 
causes that pro¬ 
duce it are hered¬ 
itary and nutri¬ 
tion. After a 
moist season 
clover plants with 
from four to sev¬ 
en leaves, and 
some having only 
two leaves, are 
found. Some 
plants are abnor¬ 
mal by heredity, 
and reproduce 
themselves with 
the same charac¬ 
teristics in suc- 
c e s s i v e years 
when their envir¬ 
onment remains 
the same, external 
influences merely 
modifying the 
size of the leaves. 

The four-leaf 
clover is every¬ 
where held as an 
omen of good luck 
to the finde r, 
partly on account 
of its -crosslike 
form. In Ger¬ 
many it is be¬ 
lieved a four-leaf 
clover will over- 
c o m e witchery, 
win love, guard 
one from danger 
when traveling 
and secure a safe 
return. 



OUR TEN-CENT HAND BOOKS 
Useful, Instructive, and Amusing. They Contain 

Valuable Information on Almost Every Subject 
No 24> now TO WHITE LETTERS TO GENTLE¬ 

MEN._Containing full instructions tor w riling to gcir- 

41 l?ieU‘»5:QHOWTO BECOAI E A GYMNAST.—Containing 
full instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and 
athletic exercises. Embracing thirty-live illustrations. 
Bv Professor W. Macdonald. 

No >0 HOW TO HOW, SAIL AND BUILD A BOAT. 
—Fuilv illustrated. Full instructions are given iu this 
little book, together with instructions on swimming and 
riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 27. HOW TO BE CITE AND BOOK OF RECITA¬ 
TIONS._Containing the most popular selections in use, 
comprising Dutch dialect, l1 reiicli dialect, iaukee and 
Irish dialect pieces, together with many standard read- 
i ii *vs 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES.—Everyone is de¬ 
sirous of knowing what his future life will bring forth, 
whether happiness or misery, wealth or poverty. You 
can tell by a glance at this little book. Buy one and be 
convinced. __ 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Every 
boy should know bow inventions originated. This book 
explains them all, living examples in electricity, hydrau¬ 
lics, magnetism, optics, pneumatics, mechanics, etc. 

No. 30. HOW TO COOK—One of the most instructive 
books oil cooking ever published. It contains recipes 
for cooking meats, fish, game, and oysters; also pies, 
puddings, cakes and all kinds of pastry, and a grand 
collection of recipes. 

No. 31. HOW TO BECOME A SPEAKER.—Containing 
fourteen illustrations, giving, the different positions 
requisite to become a good speaker, reader and elocu¬ 
tionist. Also containing gems from all the popular 
authors of prose and poetry. 

No. 32. HOW TO RIDE A BICYCLE.—Containing in¬ 
structions for beginners, choice of a machine, hints on 
training, etc.* A complete book.^ Full of practical illus¬ 
trations. 

No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and 
useful little book, containing the rules and regulations 
of billiards, bagatelle, backgammon, croquet, domi¬ 
noes, etc. ~ „ 

No. 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing 
all the leading conundrums of the day, amusing riddles, 
•curious catches and witty sayings. 

No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.— 
A wonderful book, containing useful and practical infor¬ 
mation in the treatment of ordinary diseases and ail¬ 
ments common to every family. Abounding in useful 
and effective recipes for general complaints. 

No 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS 
AND RABBITS.—A useful and instructive book. Hand¬ 
somely illustrated. 

No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Includ¬ 
ing hints on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, 
squirrels and birds. Also how to cure skius. Copiously 
illustrated. 

No. 41. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK END MEN’S 
JOKE BOOK.—Containing a great variety of the latest 
jokes used by the most famous end men. No amateur 
minstrels is complete without this wonderful little book. 

N|i. 42. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK STUMP SPEAK¬ 
ER.—Containing a varied assortment of stump speeches, 
Negro, Dutch and Irish. Also end men’s jokes. Just 
the thing for home amusement and amateur shows. 

N«>, 43. HOW TO BECOME A 3IAGICIAN.—Contain¬ 
ing cfce grandest assortment of magical illusions ever 
placed before the public. Also tricks with cards, incan¬ 
tations, etc. 

No. 44. HOW TO WRITE IN AN ALBUM.—A grand 
collection of Album Verses suitable for any time and 
occasion, embracing Lines of Dove, Affection, Senti¬ 
ment, Humor, Respect, and Condolence, also Verses 
Suitable for Valentines and Weddings. 

No. 45. THE BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL 
GUIDE AND JOKE BOOK.—Sometlung new and very 
instructive. Every boy should obtain this book, as it 
contains full instructions for organizing an amateur 
minstrel troupe. 

No. 46. HOW TO MAKE AND USE ELECT KICITY’._ 
A description of the wonderful uses of electricity and 
electro magnetism; together with full instructions for 
making Electric Toys, Batteries, etc. Bv George Trehel 
A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty illustrations. 

For sale by all newsdealers, or will be 
address on receipt of price, 10c. »er 

money or: stamps, by' 

FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
1G8 West 23d Street, New* York. 

sent 
copy, 

to 
in 

any 

PLUCK AND LUCK 
-LATEST ISSUES- 

1130 Switchback Sam, the Young Pennsylvania Engl- 
neer; or, Railroading in the Oil Country. 

1131 Trapeze Tom, the Boy Acx-obat; or, Daring Work. 
in the Air. 

1132 Yellowstone Kelly. A Story of Adventure in the 
Great West. SI 

1133 The Poisoned Wine; or, Foiling a Desperate Game. 
1134 Shiloh Sam; or. General Grant’s Best Boy Scout. 
1135 Alone in New York; or, Ragged Rob, the Newsboy. 
1130 The Floating Treasure; or. The Secret of the Pi- 

rates’ Rock. 
1137 Tom Throttle, the Boy Engineer of the Midnight 

Express; or. Railroading in Central America. 
1138 The Diamond Eye; or, The Secret of the Idol. 
1139 Ned North, the Young Arctic Explorer; or. The 

Phantom Valley of the North Pole. 
1140 From Cabin to Cabinet; or, The Pluck of a Plowboy. 
1141 Kit Carson’s Boys; or, With the Great Scout on 

the last Trail. 
1142 Driven to Sea; or. The Sailor’s Secret, 
1143 Twenty Boy Spies; or, The Secret Band of Dismal 

Hollow. 
1144 Dashing Hal, the Hero of the Ring. 
1145 The Haunted Hut; or, The Ghosts of Rooky Gulch. 
1146 Dick Dashaway’s School Days; or, The Boy Rebels 

of Kingan College. 
1147 Jack Lever, the Young Engineer of "Old Forty”; 

or, On Time With the Night Express. 
1148 Out With Peary; or, In Search of the North Pole. 
1149 The Boy Prairie Courier; or. General Custer’s 

Youngest Aide. 
1150 Led Astray in New York; or, A County Boy's Ca¬ 

reer in a Great City. 
1151 Sharpshooter Sam, the Yankee Boy Spy; or. Win¬ 

ning His Shoulder Straps. 
1152 Tom Train, the Boy Fireman of the Fast Express; 

or, Always at His Post. 
1153 We Three; or, The White Boy Slaves of the Soudan. 
1154 Jack Izuard, the Yankee Middy. (A Story of the 

War With Tripoli.) 
1155 The Senator’s Boy; or, The Early Struggles of a 

Great Statesman. 
1156 Kit Carson on a Mysterious Trail; or, Branded a 

Renegade. 
1157 The Lively Eight Social Club; or, From Cider to 

Rum. . t 
1158 The Dandy of the School; or, The Boys of Bay Cliff. 
1159 Out in the Streets. A Story of High and Low Life 

iu New York. 
1160 Captain Ray, the Young Leader of the Forlorn 

Hope. 
1161 “3”; or. The Ten Treasure Houses of the Tartar 

King. 
1162 Railroad Rjob; or. The Train Wreckers of the West 
1163 A Millionaire at 18; or. The American Boy Croesus. 
1164 The Seven White Bears; or. The Band of Fate, % 
1165 Shamils O’Brien; or. The Bold Boy of Glingall. 
1166 The Skeleton Scout; or, The- Dread- Rider of the 

riains. 
1167 “Merry Matt”; or. The Will o’ the Wisp of Wine.’.’ 
1168 The Boy With the Steel Mask; or, A Face That 

Was Never Seen. 
1169 Clear the Track Tom; or, The Youngest Engineer 

on the Road. 
1170 Gallant .lack Barry; or, The Young Fath*r of the 

American Navy. 
1171 Laughing Luke, the Yankee Spy of the Revolution. 
1172 From Gutter to President; or. The Luck of a Waif. 
1173 Davy Crockett, Jr.; or, "Be Sure You’re Right, 

Then Go Ahead.” 
For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any ad¬ 

dress on receipt of price, 7c. per copy, in money or pos¬ 
tage stamps, by 

.HARRY E. WOLFF, Pub., 166 W. 23d St., N. Y... 

SCENARIOS HOW TO 
WRITE THEM 

By JAMES P. COGAN Price 35 Cents Per Copy 
This book contains all the most recent enanges in the 
method of construction and submission of scenarios. 
Sixty Lessons, covering every phase of scenarewrit¬ 
ing, from the most elemental to the most advancj ' 
principles. This treatise covers everything n pers 
must know in order to make money as a successful 
scenario writer. For sale by all News-dealers and 
Book-Stores If you cannot procure a copy, send us 
the price, 35 cents, in money or postage stamps, and 
we will mail you one, postage free. Address 

L. SENAltENS, 219 Seventh Avc., New York, N. Y. 


