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TH®T LADIES JOURN.AT.

A NIGHT'S ADVENTURE.

To one who has been absent from home
for any length of time, what is more pleasant
than the news that he may return earlier
than he had planped ?

Fred 1idyht had been in Auckland for
three yenrs, being the Now Zealand agent
for & New York fiem, Ile had been
especting to return at the end of the third
year. Uctober came, and though ihree
months yet rematned, he was both surprised
and pleased to receive an order from the
firm for hin to return at once.

Up to this time the novelty of heing ina
strange Jand the importance he felt in the
work being done, and the pleasaniness of
the socinl life, prevented even a shadow of
aome-sickness from disturbing him,

But, ¢n the sudden realization of an early
return, a little village in the Vermont hills
seemed to show itself with surprising  dis-
tinetness, and a spug little house scemed to
stand out woroe plainly than any other. It
was the scene of his chiklhood. He had
never Jeft it more than a month at a time
until when, three years before, he had bade
goadby to his parents Lo start on what then
seemed a journey of indefinite length,

With these thoughts now presenling
themselves go vividly, the few days that re-
mained at New Zealand seemed more agon-
izing and interminable than any he had ever
spent,

The time was more than filled with little
odds and ¢nds of lLusiness and a host of
goodby calls,

Soon Tred found himself on the broad
Pacifie, journeying toward San Francisco.
Owing to the suddenness of his departure,
it had been uscless to write home of the
change of plan; and, instead of cabling,
Fred thonght it would be a good joke to sur-
prise them by arriving nnexpectedly

The steamer, however, did not hasten
across the Pacific.  Some of the machinery
was disabled by s heavy storm that drove
the vessel out of its course. This necessi-
tated «a stop at the Sandwich Islands to do
some repairing, and two weeks later than
was expected the Golden Gate was entered.
Six days more were used in crossing the con-
tinent, and on a cool morning late in De-
cember Fred arrived in New York.

A thousand times during this long and
weicisome journoy had he pictured (o him.
self his return. Sometimes he thought he
would arrive in the early morning, and sud-
denly drop in upon the family at breakfast,
Again nmrugnin he pictured to himself the
happy hut astonished expressions on the
faces of his father, mother and little sisters.
Sometimes it was at noon that he would
arrive, and unceremoniously walk in while
the family were at dinner. This plan did
not suit very well. In going through the
village strect many ol friemds would be
met, who would delay him when he was
hastening to sce his mother once more, and
also poseibly the news might go before him,

On the whole, the evening seemed the
best. 1In the darkness he could pass unre-
cognized through the villnge, and reach the
house undelayed.  Arrived there, he could
enter the family circle around the pleasant
fireplace in the sitting-rcom, and spend the
rest of the evening guictly at home, If he
arrived during the day, the house would
soon be crowded with fricuds cager to see
him, and the first moments with his purents
could not be enjoyed ulone.

On wrriving in New York, Fred went im-
nrediately to the firm to report.  Mr. Clair-
voy, the senior partner, was out of town, and
would not return until later in the day.
Fred must wait.  The trip had seemed long
cnough, hut now to sit down and weit, no
one knew for howlong, was absolutely cruel.
There was nothing to do, so he sat down,
and alternately consulted his watch, and
Jonked atthe door throngh which Mr. Clair.
voy must come to cnter his private office.
Every time the outer door was opened he
could not help going to sce if the absent
senior partner was entering,  Fach time
for four hours he was disappointed. At
last Mr. Clairvoy returned, and after the
businers at hand had been transocted, Fred
hastened to the Geand Centrad station,

In plunning his return, Ired had paid lig-
tle attention to the time of arrival of trains,
On reaching the station, ha found that the
fiest train he conld (ake wounld reach the
much thourht of villaga at 12 that night.
Severnl hours’ delay wonld be causcd” by
waiting for the train  that arrived in the
morning.  This delry would surely be the
last straw, and could not be endured.

He thercfore took the first train. This
would really he muchmorn of a surprise than
any of the others, He knew that his par-
ents were sound sleepers.  He kuew also
how viie Lhouse could beentered at night,
1 will erawl in quietly, spend the remain.
der of the night in my room, and comedown
tobreakfast with the rest.”

Slowly the alternoon passed away. The
beastly supper, typical of all New kngland
railroad restaurants, was served in a dirty
little station. The ~vening passed more
slowly than the afternoon. At least when
sleep threatened to become master of the
situntion, he ordered his berth made up,
and soon turned in, sirictly charging the
porter to wake himat 11 :45,

In the midst of a pleasant dream of an
indescribulle mixture of things, far foreign
to the thoughts that were uppermost in his
mind when awake, he was1udely aroused. A
dark wooly head with two bright, shining
eyes, peercd in between the curtaing, and a
voice said :

“ Quarter of twelb, sah! Bleeb you want-
ed to woke at quarter ob twelb, sah.”

A week of slecping car life prepares one
for anything, and without taking an extra
doze, Fred immediately dressed, neither
bumping his head nor putting his right foot
into the left shoe.

As usual the train was late, and it was
12:50 before it stopped by the small atation
of the stumbering village. A very sleepy
railroad oflicial, surprised that any one
shonld leave the train at that unscasonable
hour, stood waititz upon the platform. Fred
left his trunk in the care of this man, and
with his valise in his hand, started to walk

o the house. A good mile lay between this
and the station.

The night was beautiful. The moon,
slightly on the wane, re-enforced by count-
less stars, made the snow covered ground
resplendent for miles around. A good path
had been trampled in the road, rendering
walking comparatively casy.

Three years had made no diflerence in the
quict village.  All the old landmarks re-
mained undisturhed. The houses with which
he had been fumiliarall his life, were in their
acenstomed places, unchanged.  1u onefield,
for years unused, stood a modern Queen
Anne cottage. In no less than 10 letters
from friends at home had thisheen accurate-
ly described, for it was the only house that
had been built since hisdepurture.  The old
white church stood out, hideous in its plain-
ness, with its ghastly spire pointing toward
heaven. The town hall, with its row of
half-gnawed horse posts coated with ice, and
the town pump, kept free by perpetual use,
were as naturyl as ever, aud numerous other
fumiliar objects bronght back pleasunt
memeries and recollections.

Not a soul was moving. The stillness was
brokeu only by the occasional bark of a do,
n some  distant fnrmhouse, or the subdue
imuo f a cow, disturbed, possibly by a
draught through some neglected crack. It
was with a feeling of unspeakable happiness
that Fred tramped along over the slippery
ground. How much langer scemed the tnile
to-night than in the duys of hia childhood,
when with his companions he lagged along to
the district school.

At last the old | tead was r
Dark and still it stood as if deserted. No
triendly light, no friendly sound, 10 welcome
home the travellor. His mother anud {athor
slepl within, little dreaming that at that
moment their son stood outside the gate
Now to enter the house unhemrd. Eve
duor was bolted and barred, for althoug
in the country, there were too many valu-
ablo things in the houso to permit of any
risk being run. Nevertheless, with all the
care that was taken, there was one weak

oint, known, however, to the family alone,

y the use of u knife blade from tho outside,
n cateh on one of the dining-room windows
could be casily unfustoned. It was one of
those litttlo things about the house that had
needed attention for years. It had been ne-
gleeted, as ull things are when it is every-
body’s business to have themn repaired.

The crust of the snow in the yard secemed
to snap with unusunl noise as Fred casefully
made his way sround to the window. The
valise was put down in the snow, and after
some trouble the window was unlocked with
o jack-knife. ‘The window was na old-fash.
ioned one, without weights, and, although
raised with the utmost care, it creaked un-
mercifully. A forked-shuped button held it
in place when open. It was a long rench
from the ground, and before the window was
secured it very nearly dropped back again.
A bang so caused would awaken all the in-
motes of the honse. After the window had
been secured, the valise was quietly lifted
in, followed by ils owner. First the head,
then the body, then two long lega came
silently in. Once more Fred stood in his
father's house. He closed the window and
prepared to go to his room.

But suddenly it occuried to him that his
room might not be in order.  Not being ex-
pected for two months, the furniture might
possibly have been moved cut, and certainly
the bed would not be made up. At the head
of the stairs was a room that was invarisbl
kept in revdiness for unexpected guests, It
would be far belter tospend the night there,

hod

Also, as this necessitated the climbing of
but one flight of stairs, there would be much
less danger of his being heard.

As he started to leave the ronm he stub-
bed his toe against a chair. He held his
breath and listened. There wasno sound,
and again be started into the hall. Slowly
and carefully he climbed the carpeted stairs,
Ho held the valise behind him that it might
not bump against the wall of the balustrade.
He had nearly gained the top when another
thought presented itself. ~What if some
guest was at that moment occupying the
room ? There would be nothing then to do
but spend the night on the floor in his room
or go down to the sitting room and sleep on
the lounge. Why had he not thought of
that beforc ? He would have made much
less noise und would have been sure to re-
main undiscovered until morning. But as
he was 80 near the chamber, it was best to
ascertain if it was occupied. TFortunately
the door was open. He puthis valise down
on theoutside and listened for the breathing
of asleeper.  All was quict save the thump-
ing of his own heart, for although at home,
there was somewhat of an exciting sensation
cansed by prowling about in the dark in so
sccret a mauner.

Feeling sure that the room was unoccu-
ied, he entered, and with little ditficulty
ound the centretable, He had but lighted

the lamp upon it, when an indescribuble
sensation came over him. It was the sensa-
tion one feels when suddenly realizing that
some one is watching. He raised his ¢yes
toward the door at the opposite side of the
room, and was startled to sce entering, u
strange young Jady dressed in a long wrap-
per. In her left hand she held a lighted
candle, in her right hand a cocked revolver,
The latter was aimed unpleasantly in the
vicinity of hishead, and considering discre-
tion the better part of valor, he jumped into
a small closet av his side and closed the
door. The next instant he heard a knee
pressed against the lower {mrt of the door,
and the key turned in the lock.

His first impulse was to preventany firing
that might take placo, and he hustened to
ery:

* Don’t shoot I”

“ I haveno intentiou of doing so0,” an-
swered a voice from the outside,” * I think
1 have you very securely now, and will be
ablo to keep you hero a8 lofig as I wish.”

Here was cortainly a pecular position. To
be locked in a closct in his own home by an
absolute stranger, was hardly the reception
he had expected to havo on his return.  But
he was greatly perplexed to know how to
begin a conversation with his fair captor.
At last he snid

“ Who are you, and what are you doing
here?”

¢« That 18 & nice question for you toask. I
think it would be nore sensible if I asked
you that.”

This was logical. He had made & fool of
himself in boginning, but would t(ry again
and endeavor to do better.

*“ I awm the son of the house and have just
returned from u journey.” .

““That isa very likely story,” shereplied.
¢t It is more foolish than your first remark.
‘Tte son of the house is now in New Zealand,
and will not return for two months or possi-
bly a longer time.  If he tid, he would not
be very likely to come at this unseemly hour
and cnter in this uncerenionious manner.”

This was as logical as her first remark.
Circumstantial evidence of the most convine-
ing rharacter was certainlyagainst him.

¢ But won't vou tell me who vou ure 1

““dertainly Lshan t. What good will it
do you to know whoI am 1"

It would, indeed, be hard to make her
understand the reason. Nevertheless, some-
thing must be done and be done quickly.
Although living in the country, Mr. Boylst
enjoyed all the modern improvements pos-
sible, The house was heated by steam, but
owing Lo its having been introduced many
years after the house was built, the pipes
were not 80 conveniently arranged as they
would have been in & new house, built to
accommodate them. The pipes to the third
story pussed through the corner of the
closet in which Fred was imprisoned. The
closet was small and fitled with dresses, and
therc was barely room for a person to stand
inside. The poor fellow was uncomfortable,
to say the least.

“Youdon't seem to reslize that the steam
pipes pass through this closet. I shall suffo-
cateif you don't let me ont.”

*‘I am perfectly well aware of the posi-
tion of the steam pipes, but I haveno inten-
tion letting you out,”

¢“But I must have air.”

*“ Well here it is,” she said, and taking
the bellows from the ficeplace, sho fitted the
nozzel into the key-hole and blew a lot of air
into the closet. Thishad little effect, how-
ever, and it scemed necessary that he should
alart off ou & new tack.

** Why don’t you call my father? He

could certainly help you.”
r“‘{ don’t need any help,” she tersely re-
ied,
P “But if be was here I know he would
recognize my voice.”

As she had him in such absolute security
there seemed to be no harm in telling him
that thero was no other man in the house.
It would also be best to toll him the truth.
Undoubtedly he had heard of the absence of
both Mr. Boylstand his son, and had broken
into the house in consequence,

¢ Mrs. Boylst was unexpectedly called to
the bedside of her mother, who was sudden-
ly taken seriously ill. Mr. Boylst accom-
panied ber.”

““ The surprise has greatly exceeded my
fondest expectations,” thought Fred. *Did
they take their daughters with them ¥

But thinking the conversation had been
ﬁqrricd on far enough, she did not answer

im.,

Again he was forced to consider how next
to approach thisinvincible jailer, who would
neither believe his statements, nor take pity
on his sufferings. The heat of the closet
was oppressive and somothing must be done
to relieve him.

“1I tell you I am the son of the house,”
he resumed. ¢ I found that I should beable
to leave New Zcaland earlier than I had ex-
pected to, and 8o came home without cabl-
ing them of my early departure. Unfortun-
ately I arrived at night and decided that I
would wake no one, but surprise them all in
the morning.”

“T'hat is a poorer attempt than you have
yet made. I suppose that it I had found you
down stairs with all the silver and valuables
in & bundle, you would have claimed the
same thing and explained that you were
ouly making a little surprise for the family.
1t is of no use for to argue. Ishsll on no
condition relcase you, and you may as well
bagin now to wait patiently until morning.
At the first opportunity I will hail some
passing farmer and have you conducted to
the sherift’s house.”

That would be well, because any farmer
who would pass the house on s winter’s
morning would be some neighbor who would
recognize him. But the thonght of spending
four or five more hours in that ovon, wasun-
bearable. If be did not dic for want of fresh
air, he would certainly suffer greatly.

Suddenly s happy thought strack him,

“ Qutside the door you will find my valise,
I think its contents will convince you that [
am Fred Boylst.”

** I shall not leave this door for any rea-
son.”

This was discouraging. Then another
happy thought appeated.

¢ ly have in my pocket a letter from my
mother. If you will open the door I will
ehow it to you.”

** On no condition shall 1 open the door.
If you have any letter you would like me to
see, you may thrust it under the door.”

Painfully in the smallspace allowed, Fred
stooped, and with much diffienlty suceceeded
in forcing the letter through the small crack
between  the door and the sill. Then he
engerly waited her reply.

**This is written to Fred Boylst, but it is
dated in Columbus, O., and signed by 8 man
entirely unknown to me.”

“Then, in the dark I have made a mistake,
and given you the wrong letter.  Please exe
amine this one.”

Again he stooped and managed to thrust a
second Jetter oul iuto the room, and nervous-
ly waited for her 10 answer.

“ Yes, this is from Mrs. Boylst to Fred
Boylst. I recogniz: the handwriting.  But
it proves nothing. How can I tell that you
are Mr. Fred Boylst 2 Poasibly you bave
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