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Louisa, | gifts you have bestowed upon me. Will you
dd it to them?’

“Sir—why, did not you know”——

“What, signora?”’

«“Well, nothing yet; but if 1 ever marry,
sir, it will be but one man.”

do you mean to give it to me?" asked
as she finished reading and raised her eyes to | &
the face of her attentive listener.

and offering a large reward for his appre-

hension.
«You must not tell until he is dead, John,”
caid Louisa, anxiously. “He cannot live |  That face was already awful with the im-
many days, and they should be spent in ] press of death; the eyes that met hers had
£ | fixed in a glassy stare of admiration, too hor-

| bewilderment, while the younger man
sprang to the ground. °

«yWhat is it, Miss Louisa? Let me help
you,” said he, going close to the girl, who,
pointing back at the prostrate figure, said,

«Good-by, Nick. Maybe we'll see each
er t'otherside of Jordan; anyhow, remem- \
you got pardoned |
our time out, that
Remember that,

ot!
ber, boy, that you said if
out, or even if you stay ¥
ce.

1
1

{

By JAMES @. HUSTIN.
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~ wHold on a bit, doctor. [ want to say some-
thing—wait a bit—there, now I'm easier—
did you say 1 was—d ying®
“Well, yes, Baybridge: you might aswell
know it, 1 suppose  You won't pull through
this time, my poor fellow. I have warned you

before.” i
doetor; if I'm bound

“Never mind all that,
to die what’s the use of preaching? But I've
here it is again—TI've

got somethigg—ugh—t
got something to ask for.”
“Well, Baybridge, anything in reason, but
you must be quick.”
“Qh, it ain't unreasona
st to see my son.”
«pat, No. 357
gang (doctor He works in the foundry
to sed being 1o the vrush shop haven'd
i for wwo or three years now.
udmeAD this time 1t vas that the
{ haven't seen

bla, I reckon. I

YOG, cour wish is natural,

you Crei | will speak to the
wardefl, and I dare Qo will let No. 85

&ﬁ‘;ﬁ ,l,‘e“’ and have & erview—at noon

“Will I last till then,
hoary old tonvict, tumin,g‘ctg;:: ﬁ‘ﬁﬁ;
upon the face of the physich, “who stooped
to examine them narrowly,’yy w5
touched the clammy forehead,\nd answ
gently: i
. “Yes, you'll hold out until sunsy'I think,
my man.” \

“All right, doctor. You'll see abat Nick

“Yes. Keep very still, and go o sleep if
you.can. Save yourself up, you how.”

“Yes, doctor,” and old Stephen iybridge,
the incendiary, the burglar, thewould be
assassin, turned his gray head upn the pil-
low of his prison bed and composi himself
for the lastsleep before the final op.

Twe}ve o'clock, midday, clashedout from
the prison clock, and the convictigathered
from the various workshops were haled
in the courtyard and marched itpast the
k{tcl_mn grating, where each man received
his liberal mess of wholesome fod, and so
to their cells for an hour of rest an refresh-
ment. {

“No. 35, the warden allows yo to visit
No. 104 in the hospital ward. Béready in
ten minutes,” said the officey in ch&;ge, asa
tall, stout fellow, who might have been good
looking but for his close cropped hair and
the hideous prison dress, filed by him.

No. 85 replied by a military salute, took
his dinner and turned down the corridor to
the right.

In ten mintites the turnkey who came to
release him found his tin basin empty.

“Blessed if they don’t snap up their victuals
like dogs,” muttered he, nodding to 85, who
followed him without a word.

Stephen Baybridge had not slept, and as
his breathing grew more difficult, the at-
tendant had bolstered his grizzly head high
upon the pillows, and now stood fanning
him; but as his son came down the ward and
stopped beside the bedside Stephen motioned,
the nurse away.

“There, that'll do.
with my boy here
Nick?

“Well enough, father, but you don’
tobe. What's up?”

“Im up for—somewheres.

I want to be all alo@
for awhile. How argyeh

k

The {rson

o =~tut thiain's |
what | wanted of you. Nick, hay you
heard from the old woman since I you
three year ago?”

“Yes. She's gone under.”

‘ :%md rvA fell

es, ow come in and says, says he,
‘Warn’t Susan Baybridge yoqu mether?
And 1 says, ‘Yes.! ‘Well, says he, ‘g0 Was
run over by an ingine I was driving and I
was drunk, so they sent me up_hergfor five
yea.r.’ ” i

“0Old woman’s dead, Sally’s sead, Tom’s
gone no one knows where,” mut#red the dy-
ing man, and then fixing his syes upon his
son’s face, said aloud:

“Nick, you're all Dve gotleft of all the
folks I ever had.”

“Yes, father, I suppose I am,” replied the
young man, with a sort of patient indiffer-
ence of manner.

“Well, Nick, you ain’t thesort of boy you'd
ought to be, but like as not that's more my
fault than yours. You didn’t get much of a
bringing up.”

“] was brought up in the streets mostly,
except when I got a turn at the Reform or
House of C'rection,” replied Nick, coldly.

“Yes, I know it. Well, it's too late now,
and Iain't the one to preach whatl never
practiced,” said Baybridge, uneasily, and
then fixing a glance of anxiousscrutiny upon
his son, he asked:

.“Saying you got rich, Nick, would you
quit them ways that brought you here?”

“Of course I would. What's the use of
taking another man's money if you've got
enough of your own? I'd beas steady asa
clock if I could afford itand was outof here.”

«How long are you in for?”

“Rifteen year. Three is out now,” replied
Nick, sullenly.

“Twelve year to runif you can’t get par-
doned out. How old are you, Nick?

“Rising 30, I reckon.”

“Forty-two. Well, that ain’t old, and
maybe you'd be steadier after you was out.
Nick, I've got a secret to tell you.”

“About money?” asked the young man, his
face at last lighting with real interest.

«About a fortune, Nick, a fortune fit for a
king,” replied the father, impressively.

“Well, let's hear it;tell away, old man;
the timeis short, anyway.”

“My time is short, or I'd keep the secret to
myself,” gasped Stephen. *But seeing I've
gotto go, I thought—well, well, the long and
short of it is, I've had a pal ever since I |
came here twelve yearsago, a fellow that [
worked nextto me in the shop, and walked
next me in the gang, and sat next mein
chapel, so of course we talked, rule or no
rule, ,and 1 found out all about him. He'd
been a Catholic priest, and he was took up
for forgery, and got twenty yearsin this |
place. So much I knew all along, bub
about a year ago he took bad, and was put
" the hospital here. I havea way when I

tired of work of making myself sick
~wing some of the stuff in the shop, and
sick then, and came to the hospital,
as in the bed next my pal He
and went off with ii, but the
‘0 live he was mighty uneasy,
the nurse was asleep, he |
ould leave me a secret
7 he dared to name.
at the very night
~a< ~alled to con-
~vital of a
A—stop |

and |

e

sif]

- be- |
said the |
|

1

you'll lead a different life.
Nick.”

Nick leaned over the bed and took his
father’s cold hand in his, while upon his dark
face came a shadow of genuine emotion.

|

|

!

i
\
1

|

|
|
i
|
|

|

i
|
|

?

e |
asked the young man.
and I promise you
been advisigg,

be an hogest |

l

|
|

o
¢ Apout money?’
«J yemember, father,
that if P'm able to doas you've
71l turn over a new leaf and

”

«That's it, Nick; that’s the talk;/now
good-by, my boy; good-by, lad.”

“@Good-by, father, and good luci
and Nick turned away with more
feelibg working in his breast thad
known in many a wicked year. . i

At 'sunset Stephen Baybridge die- |

A few days later his son ;F—‘k,? better 1
known to the prison authorities’ ‘No. 35 of
the foundry gang, contrived while filling
the mold for a casting, t0 pou quantity of
the molten metal over his le rm and hand, |
burning himself severely, ad putting all
possibility of work for sf -al weeks out of
the question. He was once remov?d_ to
the hospital ward, ance™ same physician
who had closed the £##eT's eyes was sum-

d to attend the
mc()‘zxs bnda burn, ridge. You will be |

laid up a week, at 2 t. Your father used |
to make himself s on purpose, and did it |
once toooften. 19 can’t suspect you of the
same trick, thoufh with such a burn as this
”

tof;:to ‘;in’t 1y, groaned 85, writhing in
agony as the 2¢tOr dressed his wounds.

“Den days 1er the burns had so far healed
that 35 wasformed he would be returned |
to his cell € next morning. The news took i
him a lictPY surprise, as he had calculated |
upon a 1687 convalescence, but he was pre- |
pafg(;pdryman with sand molds and mol- |
ten iro8t his command finds little trouble |
in maifacturing a key, and a bettter one, |
t00. fn those formed of knife blades, can-
dlj’ks, the metal frame of pictures, ora
d

k toyou,” |
human
he had

1
;
|

|

|
|
|

other unlikely materials, by which
n doors have been unlocked and mirac- |

s escapes effected. The story of Bruce'’s |
ﬁer loses all its marvel as one reads our |

prison reports. :

Besides the key, 85 had possessed him-
self of a short, stout bar of irom, which
he wore bound upon his back when
he was brought to the hospital, and
had since secreted beneath his mattress. This
he carried in his right hand as he effected his
escape, and had any obstacle presented itself

an shapo, tha gleam of 35z dark ayes
and the feline readiness oi every motion,
suggested the course events might take and
the consequences likely to ensue.

But by good or ill fortune, as one views
the question from the side of convict or
keeper, no one was in the way of the well
planned and adroitly executed escape, and in
the darkest hour of a black autumnal night
Nick Baybridge reached the summit of the
wall dividing him from the world.

A temporary staging left by the masons
who were repairing the stone work helped
him tosurmount it, but no such aid was tobe
expected uipon the other side, nor had 35 been
able to provide himself with a rope, even it
there had been any means of fastening it.

«Here's for luck!” muttered Nick in lieu of
a prayer; and lowering himself from the cop-
ing by his hands he hung for a moment and
then dropped upon a heap of broken iron
castings full of sharp edges and jagged
points.

«I'm done for,” muttered Nick, grimly
suppressing a groan of anguish as the sentry
above his head paced slowly along the wall,
and paused to listen for the sequel of the
voice he had heard.

“T won't die here; I won’t give them that
comfort. Il get to the water and drop over.
As good one way as another.”

So muttering between his clenched teeth,
the man, brave as any brute, gathered his
poor broken and bleeding body together and
trailed it inch by inch along the pavement,
leaving a dismal track behind him, toward
the turbid tide rolling not 300 feet from the
spot where he had dropped.

But the anguish and the exertion were too
great, and half way he fainted, and lay
there, his face upon the earth, balf naked
and wounded to the death—a horrible sight.

An hour went by, and brought the dawn.
Before the dawn had grown to daylight a
young girl came tripping along the silent
street and paused at the beginning of the
bridge.

“wJust 5. It's time for father now,” said
ghe, listening for the sound of wheels. Then,
as nothing was to be heard, she began to look
about her, noticing the oddeffects of familiar
objects in the half light, and so came upon
the prostrate figure of the dying felon in his
prison dress.

The dress, the hour, the mangled form,
grouped themselves suggestively in the girl’s
quick brain, and her second glance was
toward the prison walls rising gloomy and
forbidding close behind her. No unusual
stir was apparent, and Louisa Wylie, snatch-
ing the gray plaid from her own shoulders,
threw it over the figure at her feet, murmur-
ing defiantly:

“They haven’t missed him yet, and they
shan’t get him again if I can help it. Poor
creaturel?

Just then the rumble of wheels passing
from the paved street to the wooden bridge
was heard in the distance, and at the same
moment poor 85 stirred in his swoon and
moaned drearily, - Both wero sounds of
promise, and Louisa hastened to lay the
wounded man’s head in an easier position,
and then stood up looking eagerly down thke
bridge. A covered country wagon, drawn
by a comfortable plow horse, was slowly ap-
proaching. Louisa could not wait, and ran
to meet it. Two men wero upon the seat, oue
a white haired patriarch, the other a goud
looking young gentleman, who, at sight of
the girl, uttered an exclamation of greut
surprise, and made a movement as if %o
spring to the ground. The old man drew the
reins, exclaiming also in astonishment:

“Why, Loo! how came you here?”

\ paint his photographs.”

«] knew you would drive over the bridge
on your way into the city with the market |
stuff, and I wanted to see you about some- |
thing that wouldn't wait, and so I came ou$ !
to meet you, father; but what [ want now is |
that you should take up this man and—and |
hide him somewhere.” |

“What man? Hide him?’ helplessly re- {
peated the old farmer, staring about him in !

msolutely: -
«T suppose he has escaped from the state
prison, but heis terribly hurt, and perhaps
dying. They shall not get him if I can help
it, and I want father to put him in the
wegon and carry him right Lome. Tl go,
toe.”
“Sho, Louizy,
Wat, lose all my
helping a gallows
set jo work doing that,
claimed the old man, indignantly,
daughter replied:

«ngeed you would be, father. No matter
what he has done, he is wounded, suffering,
dving before our eyes Would you carry him
back to the very prison he has killed himself
in trying to escape? Oh, father, would you,
could/you bo'so cruel and unfeeling?”

«Well, but you see, Louizy, he ain’t nothin’
tons, and I've got all my green stuff in the
pack of the wagon”—— |

«Ask me, and I will help you, Louisa,” |
40id a low voice at her elbow, and Louisa,
turning, fixed her indignant, honest eyes
upon the face of the young man as she re-

1 shan’t do any such thing.
marketing for’ the sake of
bird toescape! I'd be well
shouldn’t I!” ex-
and his

|

|

plied:

«Well, John Merton, I do ask you to help
me, and 1 offer you my best thanks in ad-
vance for doing s0.”

«] think, Mr. Wylie, we'might make room
at the back of the wagon for the poor fellow,
and if you don’t mind going three or four
miles out of the way I will take the risk of
carrying him to my mother’s house, since
Miss Louisa is so resolved upon rescuing him.
And any loss that you may experience in
your marketing”—

The rest of the sentence was spoken softly
in the earof the old farmer, who, nodding
twice or thrice in reply, stiffly dismounted
from his driving seat, and, going round to
the back of the wagon, began to unbutton
the curtain and move round the various
boxes and baskets stowed behind it.

Meantime the two young people had ap-
proached and bent over the convict, now
conscious of his sufferings and his danger,
and watching their motions with the keen,
anxious eye of a trapped animal who sees his
captors approaching.

“You are dreadfully hurt, aren’t you?”
asked Louisa, faltering for the first time as
she saw the pool of blood oozing from be-
neath the crushed figure.

“Yes, Areyou going to carry me back?’

«“Won’t you be better taken care of there
than anywhere else? Do you mind very
much where you go?’'asked John Merton,
restraining the girl by a warning look.

«Mind? Of course I do. I'd rather die
here. Hide meaway somewhere, and I'll pay
you handsome,” gasped poor 83, clutching
Wwith his one hand at the secret upon his
breast.

At this proposition Merton smiled con-
temptuously, Louisa reproachfully.

«“We do not want to be paid,” said she.

«Even if you could pay us,” added he.

No. 85 smiled dubiously at both speakers,
but made no reply. Then, with Farmer
Wylie’s help, and even some assistance from
Louisa, Merton got his charge into the
wagon, and, with his foot upon the step,
turned to say:

“Mr, Wylie, you had better go home with
Miss Louisa to her rooms, and I will call
there for you as soonas Ican. It may be
best for you not to have more to do in this
business than-can be helped.”

T reckon so: and_make the best of it, I'm |
a 10! 8 hurt my soult will take jolting
six miles extra, letting alone getting in late
for the market,” grumbled the old man, but
his daughter checked him.

“QOh, father, when a man’s life and mortal
agony are in question, can we care for a little
more or less trouble and loss?”

“Well, Il go home with you, Louizy, and,
John, you come as quick as you can. ” And
Mr. Wylie, taking his daughter’s arm,
plodded along in the direction of her lodg-
ings, while John Merton drove rapidly yet
carefully away in the opposite direction. *

« And what was you coming to meet me on
the bridge for, Louizy? Ain’t you doing well
at your work?’

“Qh, yes, father. I have more photo-
graphs to color than I can do, and my busi-
ness with you was about just that. Mr.
Waters is going to Havana next Thursday
to take photographs of places and people,
and he wants me to go, too. He says no one
else does the work as well, and he will pay
me handsomely, besides my expenses. But I
must decide today, as he will have to look for
some one else if I cannot go.”

“Then he's bound to go, any way?’

“Qh, yes, and he will take some one to

“Then it might as well be you as any one,
for if you stop to home you'll lose his work,”
said the farmer, shrewdly; and Louisa an-
swered, with New England self confidence
and self respect:

«There’s no trouble about that, father. I
shall always get as much work as I can do, I
think.”

“But you can’t go alone with this man,”
suggested the father, suddenly.

“QOh, no; Mrs. Waters is going, of course.”

“Well, I don’t see but what you might as
well go, then, Louizy,” said Farmer Wylie;
and so was decided an important step in the
matter of the secret confided by the Spanish
sailor to his confessor, by the confessor to
Stephen Baybridge, and by him to his son
Nick, or No. 85.

An hour later John Merton called at Miss
Wylie's lodgings, and after surrendering the
horse and wagon to their impatient owner
he informed her that their wretched charge
had arrived at the cottage, terribly shaken
and exhausted, botk by his hurts and by the
drive, and that although his mother had
willingly accepted the charge he had put
upon her, he felt that it was too arduousa
one, and should, after a brief visit to the
city, go'home for the rest of the day.

Also he informed her that the dying man—
for such he considered the convict—had ex-
pressed a very ardent desire to see the ‘“‘young
woman who spoke so pleasant” to him in his
first conscious moments, and to whom he had
something of the greatest importance to re-
veal.

“Some message for his friemnds, I sup-

. said . Louisa, thoughtfully. “I
can hardly leave home today, for I must be-
gin to get ready for my journey;” and then
she told her plan to the young man, who
listened attentively, and replied:

“All the more reason you should go home
with me today, to bid my mother good-by;
and I, too, have something important to say
to you, Louisa, before you go. I went out to
the farm yesterday on purpose to speak to
your father and mother, and intended when |
I rode in this morning with Mr. Wylie, to
ask you to go out to my mother’s today.
Will you come?”’

T could not go merely for pleasure, John,

“They shall not be disturbed, Louisa,”
said the young man, and resolved to keep
his word at any sacrifice, but none Was
needed, for, like many other very trans-
parent secrets, the true story of No. 85's es-
cape was never known,
wisely decided to identify h
of a man found
day, jas poor Nick had fully intended him-
self to be found.

Arrived at the cottage, Louisa, after a
brief conversation with Mrs. Merton, asked
to be allowed to see the sick man.

“It's o shocking sight for you, dear,”
tender hearted Mrs. Merton.
done nothing but ask for y
went away. He'
and the doctor says—
Dr. Spear, though the man declared he
wouldn’t have any one—the doctor says he
never will see sunrise again.”

“Poor man! And such a horrible death.
Let us go to him at once, Mrs. Merton, if I
can say or do anything to comfort him,” said
Louisa, pale, but very resolute, nor did she
shrink or falter when, standing beside the
bed, she looked for the first time full at the
disfigured face and head, the maimed and
broken arms and heaving chest of the in-
jured man.

«you were asking for me, they said. Can
i do anything for you?” inquired she.

The convict opened his heavy, blood
shotten eyes, and looked earnestly up into
her face.

«It’s come round curious, that you should
be the one to get it, after all,” said he.

“Get what?” asked Lonisa, gently.

«What I'm going to give you. The old
woman would have a doctor; I didn’t want
one because I thought he’d blow on me, and
Iain't e-going back to the prison anyway.
But the doctor said he wouldn’t get round so
as to report me before night, and by that
time I'd be out of danger.”

“Qut of danger of arrest?”

“Qug of , danger of anything that we
know sbout. The old man spoke solemn
to me the other day when he lay as I lay
now, but I didn’t feel it then. You don’t till
it comes your own turn. He went off at sun-
down, the parson said. May be I shall, too.
But, Lord, what a lark it is for me to be lay-
ing here in this clean white bed, with posy
pots, and pictures, and easy chairs, and cur-
tains all about me. I never slept in sucha
room in my life, and to think of only getting
in here to die. Now, that's just my luck,
just my confounded luck.”

«Tsouldn't talk in that
the young girl, with a sort o
of tone.

«“Why not? You ain’tone of the overly
pious folks
straight to the bad if he says a strong word
or so, are you?” asked 35, in a tone of some
disgust, but added, impatiently:

“WWell, it don’t matter. I've got to go, and
I can’t take it with me, and you was good to
me, and made that fellow help me, and you're
the first decent woman I ever had a chance
of doing a good turn to, or even speaking to.
More than all, you're good looking—first
rate.”

He rolled his languid eyes upon her face
with & look of critical admiration. Louisa
met it as unblushingly as a bird upon a tree
might have done.

«‘What are you talking about?” asked she.

«Well—about—this.” And as he spoke,

betrayed itself upon his writhing features,
drew from his bosom a little leathern reliqu-
ary in the shape of a heart. It was fastened
about his neek by e thong, also of leather,
hardened and blackened by much wear,
almost to the texture of iron.

“Cutthe line and rip open the bag. There's
a fortune inside and it’s yours. I give it to
you, because you was good tome. O Lord!
O Lord! Ican’tstand this. I'm going now,
sore.”

A terrible access of pgin cut off all further
speech, and Louisa hastily summoned assist-
ance, but no assistance could now avail.
Poor 85 lingered a few hours, at first in tor-
ture, then i the fatal ease that precedes
death from internal injuries. During this
interval he called Louisa to his side and
feebly asked:

“Well, what was in it&"

«The little case? I have not opened it.”

“Qpen it now—send the rest of the folks
away,” whispered No. 85; and Louisa, re-
questing Mrs. Merton and John to leave her
alone with the patient for a few moments,
brought the reliquary and a scissors to the

bedside.

“Shall I cut it open?” asked she.

“Yes, and quick, too.”

Without reply Louisa ran the scissors about
the edge of the little case and opened it upon
her hand.

“A lock of hair, a scrap of cloth, a bit of—

covered with writing,” enumerated she, turn-
ing over the contents.

The paper—read it out aloud—the other
stuff is the priest’s nonsense—read!” gasped
85, almost at the last now.

With a hasty glance at his cadaverous face
Louisa obeyed. The paper was very fine and
thin, and the writing very faint, so that it
was with difficnlty she deciphered and read
out these words:

“Antonio Garcia, being in extremis, con-

wreck of the Brazilian treasure ship, the
Three Kings of Cologne, upon the eastern
end of a small island or key, known as Los
Demonis, within fifty miles of the island of
Cuba, the Three Kings being bound for
Havana. Garciaand four others secured the
princely amount of the treasure, mostly in
diamonds and other jewels, with some bull-
ion, confined the rest of the crew and officers
under hatches, seized one of the ship’s boats,
and escaped, leaving the vesselina sinking
condition. After much danger and delay
they landed at a point forty-seven miles east
of the town of San Juan de los Remedios, be-
neath a tall cliff called, in the language of
the country, I1 Cavallo Blanco, or the White
Horse. Here, being in much doubt as to
their treatment by the natives, and of the
time when they should escape from among
them, they agreed to hide their treasure ina
grotto or cavern half way up the cliff, and
not to be seen either from its base or its
crest, but marked by a deep crevice in the
face of the rock pointing like a finger from
the summit downward, the said cavernbeing
discovered by Garcia himself while search-
ing for birds’ eggs to assuage the extreme
bunger of himself and his comrades. And
the boxes of treasure are hidden under a
large stone, like a bench, across the end of
the cave. But the cave can only be reached
by stepping from a boat ab high tide toa
projecting rock, and then scaling the face of
the cliff. And said Garciabequeathsthis en-

but I will go to see this poor dying man,”
said Louisa, coloring scarlet, but meeting the |
young man’s meaning glance fully and fear- |
lessly. |

“Then T will call for you at 10 o'clock,l;
shall I#”

“Yes, if you please.”

But at 10 o'clock as they passed through |
the city streets to the horse cars every wall |
confronted them with placards announcing |
tho escape of ‘Nicholas Baybridge from the |
stato prison, describing his person and dress, !

tire treasuroto the use and benefit of the
Holy Church, he being the heir of his com-
rades, who unfortunately died within a few
days after concealing the treasure, and be-
fore leaving the island of Cuba.”

Here abruptly ended the memorandum of
the priest, evidently a mere abstraet, taken
down just after hearing the confession of
the dying man,
formation given
of forgetfulness or mistake

“Ana do you suppose it

|

es- | become her warrant of a princely fortune.
and the authorities |

|

|

im with the body | and Mrs. Waters for Havana. In the same
floating in the dock next | steamer, but not in the s

said | his business the investjgation of Antonio

«But he has | Garecia’s story and the discovery of the own-
ou since John | ers, or rather the heirs o
s sinking fast, poor fellow, | sh
1 would send for old |

+h6 -convict, With movements whose agony |

evergreen, I should say—and a folded paper \

fessed to me that be, with others, caused the |

and designed to fix thein- |

l

|

|

f 1tumed, accompanied by a superbly hand- Lwe can
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by him beyond the chance | honesty.

is still there, and | this fair hand far above all

rible for even the well strung nerves of the
New England girl. She uttered a low cry,
and fled from the room, convulsively grasp-
ing the scrap of crumpled paper, which had

A week later Louisa Wylie sailed with Mr.

ame party, sailed
John Merton, the junior partner of a flour-
ishing legal firm in Boston. He went, as he
took occasion to state, upon professional
business, and, in so stating, told the exact
truth, his employer being Miss Wylie, and

f the owners, of the
ip Three Kings of Cologne.

Arrived in Havana, Mr. Waters went so-
berly to work at the business which had
taken him there, and Miss Wylie devoted
herself to his assistance as steadily and as
conscientiously as she had ever done in her
life.

Mr, Merton meantime busied himself with
his own affairs, and at the end of ten days
came to report progress to his employer.

“I find,” said he, “that the ship Three
Kings of Cologne was actually owned here
in Havana, fifty years ago, by a wealthy
firm styled Ramirez Bros. The ship was
wrecked, and the treasure she contained ab-
solutely lost, it is supposed. The sole sur-
vivor of the family of Ramirez is a young
man, wealthy, handsome and unmarried,
who neither needs nor misses the fortune of
which Antonio Garcia robbed his grand-
father.”

“YWhat will you do next?”

«“Have you not been to see Ramirez?”
Louisa, in some surprise

“No, certainly not, until I know your de-
sire.”

“Why, you knew it beforehand.”

«But the circumstances are different from
what we imagined possible. This property,
if indeed it exists at all, is fairly yours, all
other claim being outlawed long ago, and
Sig. Ramirez, as I said, neither needs nor
misses this"—

“John, what are you talking about? Has
ten days among these deceitful and intrigu-
ing people changed your honest and upright
heart to”"—

For the first time since he knew her the
clear, round voice faltered, and the brave
eyes filled up with tears, half of sorrow, half
of shame. John flushed scarlet, and left the
room without a word. An hour later he re-

asked

1

«Miss Wylie, this is Sig. Ramirez, to
whom I have given only a hint of thestrange
story you have to relate to him,” said the

|
|

«] am very glad to see you, Sir, and hope
that I bave good news for you,” began
Louisa, and then, clearly and briefly, and
without one word of sentiment or one sug-
gestion of any other course possible for her
to pursue, she repeated the story of Nick
Baybridge's escape from prison, his constitut-
ing her his heir, the priest’s abstract of An-
tonio Garcia’s confession, and finally she
ended by placing the paper in the hands of
the young Spaniard, who had sat listening to
ber with his great melancholy eyes open to
their fullest extent, and his face lighted with
the most active emotion it had ever ex-
pressed.

«And you have come to, Habana to restore

“And that man, signora?”’

«You should not ask such a question,
Ramirez. It is not you.”

“That is enough, signora.” ;

“No; but you should not be offended, sir,
although 1 know my manner is somewhat
rude and blunt. That is my birthright, as
courtesy is yours. Forgivemeif I have hurt
you, signor.”

She came close to him, put both her hands

in his, and raised her clear, bright eyes to
meet his astonished gaze.
. “How different you are from my country-
women. Oh, signora, be gracious, and think,
at least, upon my offer of hand, and heart,
and life. You do not know me yet.”

“But, sir, I told you that I love some one
else, and never shall dream of marrying any
man but that ome,” said Louisa, with de-
cision.

«“And he—does he—7" stammered Rami-
rez.

“Does he love mo? suggested Louisa,
blushing rosy red. *‘I think so—I hope so0.”

It is tho notary,” muttered Ramirez.

“Good-by, signor. I hope you will be very
happy, and find a very good and true wo-

man to be your wife,” sajd Louisa, again of-
fering her hand. s%-
“Signora, I wish no wifé but you,” replied

the Spaniard, raising the hand to his lips.

And so they parted, not to meet again.

That evening John Merton offered himself
to Louisa Wylie, and was accepted.

I would not ask until after Don Ramirez,
for he had far more to offer than I shall ever
have,” said the happy lover at last.

«Had he John Merton to offer?” asked
Louisa, with a smile,

They did not meet again, but on her wed-
ding day, Louisa Wylie received from Don
Jacinto Ramirez the gifta a wonderful par-
ure of diamonds, and thé deed of gift of
$100,000, “a sum very poorly representing
her due share of a certain property lost to
the family of Ramirez but for her exer-
tions.”

So ran the deed, but Louisa, in accepting
it, wrote with her own hand to Sig. Don
Ramirez thatit was only as a free gift, and
not in the least as restitution, that she could
accept it, and thank him for it most heartily.

“Men have died, and worms have eaten
them, bus not for love,” and the signor was
married last seek to a charming New Eng-
land girl whom he met at Newport.

Let us wish him happiness as great as that
of our friends John and Louisa Merton, for
suggest no question. ;

s AR
The Great Mackenzie Basin.

Senator Schultz's committee, appointed to
inquire into the resources of the Great Mac-
kenzie basin, report thatthe extent of the
region is 1,260,000 square miles; that its coast
line on the Arctic ocean and Hudson's bay
measures 5,000 miles, over one-half of it
being equally accessible to whaling and seal-
ing craft; thatthe navigable coast lines of
the larger lakes of the region extend for 4,000
miles; that river navigation is practicable
for 2,750 miles; that within the region there
is & possible area of 656,000 square miles fit
for potato growing, 407,000 suitable for the
cultivation of barley and 316,000 for that of
wheat: that the pastoral area is equal to
800,000 square miles; that 150,000 square
miles are auriferous, and that the evidence
submitted to the committeo points to the ex-
istence in the Athabasca and Mackenzie val-

Mr.

this property to me, its so doubtful owner or
heir?” asked he, at length.

“No; I came upon my own business, but I,
of course, determined to see you and tell you
about the hidden treasure. This gentleman,
Mr. Merton, a lawyer by profession, came on
purpose to see to if,” said Louisa, indiffer-
ently.

“My thanks, and something more, shall be
laid at the feet of the Sig. Merton,” said the
hidalgo, with rather a patronizing bow to
the lawyer. “But,” added he in another
tone, as his eyes traveled back to the young
girl's handsome face, “but you, signora—I
have no word of thanks for you.”

I assure you, sir, I do not wish for or ex-
pect any. The ship was yours or your
grandfather’s, and when I happened to hear
what had become of the treasure, it was no
great trouble to let you know, especially as I
was here. I hope you will find the dia-
monds, ete., all safe.”

«Thanks, signora,” replied the Spaniard,
his eyes fixed in unabated astonishment upon
the fair -northern face, painfully reddening
bepeath his gaze, until, rising, Louisa said:

“Thanks, signora.”

«Now I will beg you to excuse me, as I
have work to do- before sunset,” and left the
room.

“Work! The lady works?”asked Ramirez,
turning with a puzzled glance to Merton,who
hastened to explain.

«Ah! what shame for her to work. And
all this money in her hands, if she had closed
them upon it!” esclaimed the Spaniard;
and, after a moment’s thought, he ap-
proached the young American, and, layinga
finger confidentially upon his arm, asked:

“She is not married?”’

“NO-”

“Qr affianced?” ‘

“No,” said John Merton, closing his teeth
firmly upon the monosyllable.

Sig. Ramirez nodded twice or thrice,
and then asked some shrewd questions about
the business in hand; nor was Miss Wylie
again alluded to between the two men.

Another week went by, and Mr. Waters
having nearly finished the business that had
brought him to Havana, was talking of the
return voyage, when Sig. Jacinto Ramirez
sent to beg & private interview with Miss
Wiylie.

It was conceded at once, and Louisa
learned, much to her gratification, that the
information had indeed proved worth a for-
tune to the heir of old Buy Ran ~nd his
brother Jago, owners of the T: “ags of
Cologne; for the precious & .ab un-
fortunate vessel had been so & - tidden
by the mutineers as to remaiil widiscovered
until the moment when Don Ramirez him-
self, aided by two trusted slaves, removed

leys of the most extensive petroleum field ot
the American continent, if not in the world.

The committee suggest that a bounded
tract, 40,000 square miles in extent, be re-
served from sale, and its value more accu-
rately ascertained. They report that they
have reason to believe that a comparison of
the capabilities of this region shows that it
exceeds, in the extent of its navigable waters,
in the area of arable and pastoral lands, i
valuable fresh water fisheries, in its forests,
and its capacity to support population, the
countries of Norway, Sweden, Denmark,
Germany, Austria, and part of France and
Russia. The committes recommend protec-
tion for the whale fisheries of the Arctic
ocean. The furbearing animals of the re-
gion are also reported on.—Ottawa Cor. Lon-
don Telegraph.

Oscar Wilde’s ZEstheticism,

Col. Vail, manager of Ragan’s illustrated
lectures, is the man who piloted Oscar Wilde
through this country. The wonder is thathe
still lives. “Oscar Wilde was no fool, by
any means,” said the colonel. “He worked
the United States ‘for all there was in it.?
He cleaned up $40,000 net, not counting the
$5,000 he lost against Hungry Joe's bunco
game in New York. Oscar was a genteel
fakir. The ‘Oscar Wilde’ craze was his own
invention. He worked the eesthetic craze
for every dollar in sight. Whenever any-
body used to call on him at his hotel he al-
ways struck an attitude, arranged the lilies
and sunflowers, and did everything possible
for effect before the visitor entered; but the
moment the visitor left he became another
man, and was one of the boys.

«His sesthetism was all assumed. When
he returned to England he cut off hislong
hair, got down to business and gave the
Yankees the grand laugh. The most amuse-
ment I ever had on the Oscar Wilde tour
was in Denver, when Eugene Field got a wig
and personated Wilde to perfection. Field
in his make up took in the town and fooled
everybody. His imitation of Wilde was very
deceptive, and was a great hit. Nobody en-
joyed it more than Wilde himself, who was
in the party. Wilde had his long hair
tucked up under a cowboy hat, and nobody
recognized him, while everybody took Field

for \Vﬂde.”~0mahﬂ orld.

A Trick of Gamblers.

A trick once attempted to be played here—
not in the Citizens’ Poker club, however—
was neatly defeated. It was the old trick of
sticking two cards together, giving a player
to bo fleeced the winning hand containing
the double card. On the “show down” the
next highest hand claims the sta kes on the
ground of a misdeal to the winner. The big
hand in this deal w en to a Denver man.
The betting was lon® and heavy, and the
stakes ran up into the thousands. The Den-
ver man discovered the-thin card gently
stuck to one of his aces, crumpled it in his
hand, called for a glass of beer, slipped the
card into his mouth and swallowed it with a
gulp of lager. He never winced as the card
scraped his throat, nor balled an eye as he
reached over the table and pulled in an arm-
ful of chips. Nobody made any kick abouf-
the trick, either.—Hot Springs Cor. Chicago
News.

Tho Progress of Evolution.
Visitor (to lunatic asylum, a century hence)
—What a beautiful girl!
Superintendent—Yes, poor thing. She was
a great society belle once—the pride of one of

the large stone like a bench actoss the end of
the cave beneath which it lay concealed.
«“The treasure is vast, signora,” added the
Spaniard, fixing his dark eyes upon those of |
the woman who had brought this fortune to |
him with such unconscious and disdainful

the most fashionable circles in the city. Her
parents’ hearts are almost broken. Itis a

[ pity, a great pity, that so lovely a casket

should contain such a diseased mind. She is

not dangerous; only a monomaniac; but the

case seems hopeless.
“What is her mania{”

@

“But yet not epough. Signora, I value|

the magnificent |

“She wants to marry for love.”—Omaha
World.




