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The likes of Horatio Alger and
Jules Verne have returned — in
new, hardcovereditions, com-
plete with the original woodcuts
and engravings (above from Al-
ger's “Brave and Bold"™).

Aeonian Press is reprinting
many reading favorites of yester-
vear. In addition to numerous
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Verne and Alger titles, the books
currently available include the
historical novels of Bruce Lan-
caster, Charles Alder Seltzer's
tales of the West and the novels
of Taylor Caldwell, Faith Bald-
win and Elizabeth Seifert.

A list isavailable from Aeonian
Press, Levden, Mass. 01337.

Retired Persons.

The "Aeonian Algers" feature indi-
vidual introductions by HAS member and
Alger biographer Ralph D. Gardner. Each
volume is cloth bound.
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HORATIO ALGER SOCIETY

To further the philosophy of Horatio
Alger, Jr., and to encourage the spirit
of Strive and Succeed that for half a
century guided Alger's undaunted
heroes - lads whose struggles epito-
mized the Great American Dream and
flamed hero ideals in countless millions
of young Americans.

OFFICERS

LEO (BOB) BENNETT PRESIDENT
EVELYN M. GREBEL VICE-PRESIDENT
CARL T. HARTMANN SECRETARY
DALE THOMAS TREASURER
RALPH D. GARDNER DIRECTOR
LESLIE POSTE DIRECTOR
RICHARD SEDDON DIRECTOR
JUDSON BERRY DIRECTOR

Newsboy, the official organ of the
Horatio Alger Society, is published
monthly (bimonthly January-February and
June-July) and is distributed to HAS
members. Membership fee for any twelve
month period is $10.00. All members'
inquiries about their subscriptions (in-
cluding requests for missing issues)
should be directed to the Society's
Secretary, Carl T. Hartmann, 4907
Allison Dr., Lansing, Michigan 48910.

Newsboy recognizes Ralph D. Gardner's
Horatio Alger or, The American Hero Era,
published by Wayside Press, 1964, as the
leading authority on the subject.

Manuscripts relating to Horatio
Alger's life and works are solicited,
but the editor reserves the right to
reject submitted material.

* * *

CHANGES OF ADDRESS

PF-014 Judson S. Berry

Box 163

Howard, South Dakota 57349

If HAS members visit South Dakota in

the future, stop in Howard and browse
through "Berry's Book and Antique Den"
at 207 So. Section Line Street. Judson
lives in a trailer house alongside his
place of business.

Zella Fry writes to correct her
address. Although the street address
as noted in the roster is right, she
lives in New Jersey, not in New York.

* * -

NEW MEMBERS REPORTED

PF-472 Roger Scimé
P.0. Box 227
Hollywood, Calif. 90028
Roger, a manager of a consumer finance
office and owner of twenty-seven Al-
gers, is a particularly enthusiastic
new member of the Horatio Alger Society.
In a letter to Ralph Gardner, who told
him of the Society, he writes: "Reading
Algers is like eating peanuts; they go
dowvn so easy, and it's so hard to stop!
I'd heard of Horatio Alger's 'rags-to-
riches' stories since I was in high
school, and earlier this year, out of
sheer curiosity, managed to find one or
two reprints in my loecal library. That
was it. I was hooked!"

Roger's other hobbies include reading
fiction, song writing, and playing the
guitar.

PF-473 Owen R. Cobb

115 Ramble Road

Cherry Hill, N, J. 08034

Dave Kanarr, who corresponds frequent-

ly with Owen, persuaded him to join
HAS. Owen has begun collecting Algers
in earnest, and plans to attend our May
convention in Rosemont, Illinois, so he
can meet other devotees. He presently
owns sixteen Algers, hut is swiftly
adding rare titles. In a letter to Carl
Hartmann, Owen relates: "Had a good
Alger day yesterday. I stopped in a
book shop in Philadelphia that I visit
regularly. Found a good Mershon Young
Captain Jack and a very good Jed, The

Poorhouse Boy in a H., T. Coates edition.
These two along with a "Rover Boy" first
and a "Henty" Scribner first set me back
a total of 85.00!"

Owen is also interested in acquiring
other boys' series books. A construc-
tion foreman, his other hobby is
involvement with Little League baseball,

April
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PF-474 David H. Mills
221 Williamsburg Dr.
Silver Spring, Maryland 20901

David, owner of twenty Algers, learned
of the Horatio Alger Society through a
book seller. He is a professor/psychol-
ogist and enjoys indoor light gardening.

PF-475 Helen M. Gray
% Horatio Alger Awards Committee
1 Rockefeller Plaza — Suite 1609
New York, N. Y. 10020

Helen is Executive Director of the
Horatio Alger Awards Committee, which
annually awards medals "to nine or ten
Americans whose careers typify the re-
sults of individual initiative, hard
work, honesty and adherence to tradi-
tional ideals.! [Quotation from tenth
edition of Opportunity Still Knocks,
published by Horatio Alger Awards Com-—
mittee of the American Schools and Col-
leges Association, Inc.] She owns
thirty-eight Alger titles, and is
interested in "everything related to
Horatio Alger - his works, biography,
etc." She learned of the HAS through
member Ralph D. Gardner.

* * *
THE YOUNG OUTLAW; or,
ADRIFT IN THE STREETS
by Horatio Alger, Jr.

(The following Alger book report is
by PF-314, who wishes to dedicate it
to deceased HAS member Willard Thomp-
son, as it was one of his favorite
stories).

The Young Outlaw was first published
by A. K. Loring in 1875. The page num-
bers as used in this report are as pub-
lished in the Mershon editiun.

In The Young Outlaw we find a differ-
ent sort of Alger hero. His name is Sam
Barker, and this is how he is described
after he has been in New York for
three years. (Excerpt pages 1-2):

The boy addressed was leaning
against a lamp-post, with both hands in
his pockets.,  His clothes were soiled
and ragged, and a soft hat, which looked
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as if it had served in its varied
career as a football, was thrust care-
lessly on his head. He looked like a
genuine representative of the "street
Arab," with no thought for tomorrow
and its needs, and contented if he
could only make sure of a square meal
today. His face was dirty, and

marked by a mingled expression of fun
and impudence; but the features were
not unpleasing, and, had he been clean
and neatly dressed, he would undoubt-
edly been considered good-looking.
(End excerpt)

But our story really begins when our
hero is living in the small town of
Dudley in Connecticut. Sam is a poor,
homeless twelve year old orphan, His
father had been an intemperate man,
who, during fits of drunken fury, had
often beaten him. This may have had
something to do with the forming of
our hero's character. He is, I'm sad to
report, a hard case; far worse than
"Ragged Dick" or "The Bully of the Vil-
lage." Deacon Hopkins, a Dudley farmer,
took Sam into his home rather than
sending him off to the poorhouse. He
was in hopes of gaining some useful
labor from our hero and teaching him
some moral sense. These goals were to
prove difficult indeed. (Excerpt
pages 20-21):

The deacon went to the mantel-piece
and took therefrom the catechism. "You
ain't had no bringing up, Samuel," he
said. "You don't know nothin' about
your moral and religious obligations.
It's my dooty to make you learn how to
walk uprightly."

"I can walk straight now," said
Sam,

"T don't mean that—I mean in a
moral sense., Come here."

Sam unwillingly drew near the
deacon.

"Here, ' I want you to study the
first page of the catechism, and recite
it to me before you go to bed."

Sam took the book, and looked at
the first page doubtfully.

"What's the good of it?" he
demanded in a discontented voice.

"What's the good of the
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catechism?" exlaimed the deacon,
shocked. "It'll 1l'arn you your duties.
It'11 benefit your immortal soul."

"I don't care if it will," said Sam
perversely. '"What do I care about my
soul? It never did me no good."

(End excerpt)

The decacon soon gave in on the cate-
chism lessons. He also quickly discov-
ered that our hero had a healthy
appetite for food and little or none for
honest toil. Here we get some idea of
Sam's (and Alger's) feelings in regard
to work. (Excerpt page 53):

Sam reflected that the deacon was a
very obstinate man, and decided that his
arrangements were very foolish. What was
the use of living if you'd got to work
all the time? A good many people, older
than Sam, are of the same opinion, and
it is not wholly without reason; but
then, it should be borne in mind that
Sam was opposed to all work. He
believed in enjoying himself, and the
work might take care of itself. (End
excerpt)

After a month of farm work Sam is so
unhappy that he is ready to run away if
only he had the money. He is given the
errand of taking an envelope to the dea-
con. The envelope comes open and in-
side is ten dollars. Our hero can't
overcome temptation and decides to use
the money to take French leave of the
deacon and his farm. It is here that
Alger has something to say about such a
hero as Sam. (Excerpt pages 75-76):

"What'll the deacon say when he
comes to wake me up?" thought our hero,
though I am almost ashamed to give Sam
such a name, for I am afraid he is act-
ing in a manner very unlike the well-
behaved heroes of most juvenile stories,
my own among the number. However, since
I have chosen to write about a "young
outlaw,” I must describe him as he is,
and warn my boy readers that I by no
means recommend them to pattern after
him, (End excerpt)

Our somewhat tarnished hero uses a
portion of the stolen money to pay for

his transportation to New York. Sam
isn't in the big city twenty-four
hours before he is the vietim of
another thief who steals the balance
of his ill-gotten gains while he
sleeps. Sam is talking of his misad-
venture to a new friend. (Excerpt
pages 154-155):

"I'1ll tell you about it. I was
robbed in my sleep."

So Sam told the story of his ad-
venture with Clarence Brown., Tim
listened attentively.

"He was smart, he was," said Tim
approvingly.

"He's a rascal," said Sam hotly,
who did not relish his spoiler praised.
"Course he is, but he's smart,
too. You might 'a' knowed he'd do it."

"How should I know? I thought he
was a kind man that wanted to do me a
favor."

Tim burst out laughing.

"Ain't you green, though? he re-
marked. "Oh, my eye, but you're jolly
green,"

"Am I?" said Sam, rather offended.
"Is everybody a thief in New York?"

"'Most everybody, if they gets a
chance," said Tim coolly. "Didn't you
ever steal yourself?"

Sam colored. He had temporarily
forgotten the little adventure that
preceded his departure from his country
home., After all, why should he be so
angry with Clarence Brown for doing the
very same thing he had done himself?
Why, indeed? But Sam had an answer
ready. The deacon did not need the
money, while he could not get along
very well without it. So it was mean-
er in Clarence Brown to take all he
had than in him to take what the deacon
could so well spare.

I hope my readers understand that
this was very flimsy and unsatisfactory
reasoning. Stealing is stealing, under
whatever circumstances. (End excerpt)

Tim is a "baggage smasher", and he
teaches the trade to our hero. Sam is
quick to pick up some of the finer
points of carrying baggage, especially
lying about his circumstances to gain
sympathy and thus a larger fee, Sam

April
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soon learns of the Newsboys' Lodg-
ing House, and takes advantage of
its very economical board and
room. (Excerpt pages 173-174):

So Sam was admitted to the
privileges of the lodging-house.
Now he found it much easier to
get along. For eighteen cents a
day he was provided with lodging,
breakfast, and supper, and it was
not often he could not obtain as
much as that. When he could earn
enough more to buy a "square meal"
in the middle of the day, and a
fifteen-cent ticket to the gallery
of the theater in the evening, he
felt happy. He was fairly adrift
in the streets of the great city,
and his future prospects did not
look very brilliant. It is hardly
necessary to say that in a moral
point of view he had deteriorated
rather than improved. In fact, he
was fast developing into a social
outlaw, with no particular scruples
against lying or stealing. One
thing may be said in his favor,
he never made use of his strength
to oppress a younger boy. On the
whole, he was good-natured, and
not at all brutal. He had on one
occasion interfered successfully
to protect a young boy from one of
greater strength who was beating
him. I like to mention this, be-
cause I do not like to have it
supposed that Sam was wholly bad.
(End excerpt)

Our hero is lazing about on the
streets one day when he has the
good fortune to witness an aceci-
dent. An old man is slightly
injured and Sam assists him up to
his office. The grateful gentle-
man turns out to be a chiropodist
and he hires his rescuer to compensate
him for his thoughtfulness. Sam's first
chore is to dispense circulars advertis-
ing the corn doctor's services. Later,
he is promoted to office boy at four
dollars per week. The doctor gives him
* some second hand clothes, so when he had
cleaned himself up (at the good doctor's
suggestion) he looked quite presentable.
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But Sam couldn't stand success. In
one incident he tried operating on a
patient himself while the corn doctor
was out of the office—with almost
disastrous results. Though this epi-
sode didn't cost Sam his position, his
next impropriety did. He stole twenty
dollars from his employer, again out of
a poorly sealed envelope, and when found
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Above is the solution to the Alger crossword puzzle
that Herb Risteen made for the March, 1976, Newsboy.

=(The Young Outlaw-Continued)-
out, deemed it expedient to resign.
hero then obtained another place, this
one distributing handbills for Pipkin's
Dining-rooms.
too, probably due to his hearty
appetite. Over the next couple years

Our

But he soon lost this job

our hero had various jobs, selling news-

papers or blacking boots; and falling
back on smashing baggage if it came to
that, I shall have to mention that at
least twice he had tried strong drink,
but whether he persisted in this horrid
habit, Alger doesn't say.

After three years in America's great-
est city, our less than perfect hero
soliloquizes thusly (excerpts pages
243-244):

"What a greenhorn I was when I

In the final
chapter, entitled
"Conclusion," our
hero has the good fortune to find a
little boy lost. As a reward for re-
turning Bertie Dalton to his home, Sam
is given another chance. (Excerpt page

248) :

He felt that he was in luck for
once in his life, and was convinced of
it when, on the arrival of Mr. Dalton,
he was offered the post of errand boy
at five dollars a week, with a present
of five dollars in advance. He asked
no time for consideration, but accepted
at once.

"You may report for service to-
morrow morning," said Mr. Dalton.
"There is my business card. Can you
find it?"

"I know where it is,
"I'1ll be there."

Sam's chance had come.

" said Sam.

He was

April
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invited to fill a humble but respectable hero's adventures in the next report

position in life.

THE END
(And end of excerpt)!!

which will be Sam's Chance. Knowing
Mr. Alger as we do, we can look forward
to rather more exemplary episodes than
your reader has had to recount with

Your faithful reader promises to bring The Young Outlaw.

you more of our somewhat tarnished

CHARACTERS IN THE YOUNG OUTLAW

Name Page number(s)
Sam Barker Ty T
John Hopkins 1, 7
Mr. Barker* 10
Major Stebbins 11
Martha Hopkins 20, 21
Ben Warren 66
Mr. Comstock 70, 79
Clarence Brown 102, 105
Mr. Jones 123
John - 123
Mr. Chucks 121, 124
Peter 118, 125
Mickey 126
Pat Riley 126
Tim Brady 150
Mr. Glenham 160, 164
Clara Glenham 160, 164
Tom* 162
Jim* 162
John* 162
Sarah* 162
Maggie 162
Lucy 164
Mr. 0'Connor (Charles)** 172
James Cooper* 173
Felix Graham 175, 1TA
Eliza 180, 181
Miss Winslow 187, 188
Dennis 0'Brien 197, 201
Jim Nolan 205
Mr., Clement 222, 224
William Clark 235
Mr. Pipkin 237, 238
Bertie Dalton 244
Marie 245
Mrs. Dalton - 246
Maggie 247
Mr. Dalton 247, 248

Description

Our hero (A liar and a thief)

A deacon, our hero's guardian

Our hero's drunken father (deceased)

Big frog in a little pond

The Deacon's wife

A boastful youth

A gentleman who trusted our hero

A thief (will suffice for a villain)

A restaurant customer

? (Could possibly be Mr. Jones . . . )
Restaurant proprietor

"A colored waiter" who bounced our "dead
beat" hero

A "street Arab"

A "street Arab"

A baggage smasher

A kind gentleman

Mr. Glenham's naive child

One of our hero's imaginary, made-up siblings
One of our hero's imaginary, made-—up siblings
One of our hero's imaginary, made-up siblings
One of our hero's imaginary, made-up siblings
One of our hero's imaginary, made-up siblings
Clara Glenham's aunt

Superintendent of the Newsboys' Lodging House
Qur imaginative hero's fictitious uncle

A corn doctor or chiropodist

An evidently cornless young lady

An amused young lady

"Doctor" Sam Barker's first patient

Our light-fingered hero's partner in crime
Who discovered that our hero was a thief

(and told)

"Ready-money Bill", a bootblack of means
Restaurant owner

A lost four year old

Bertie Dalton's nurse

Bertie's mother

A Dalton family servant

Bertie's father, our hero's benefactor

*Doesn't actually make an active appearance in our story

*% NOT a fictitious character (as of course we Alger fans know very well)

1976
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PLACE NAMES USED IN THE YOUNG OUTLAW

Name Page number Description
Dudley, Connecticut 11
Wendell 82
Warwick 23

*

A BRAVE TRISH BOY;
A Story of Kentucky
by Horatio Alger, Jr.

(Editor's note: The following Alger
short story is from the collection of
Jack Bales. It originally appeared in
the New York Weekly, February 13, 1882,
and also was published in  the August
28, 1890, issue of Good News).

In the month of May, 1864, a boy of
fifteen, with a small bundle under his
arm, might have been seen walking weari-
ly over a rough Kentucky road. His hair
was brown, his eyes were gray, and there
was a good-humored expression on his
broad Celtic face, for our hero was an
Irish boy, who had gone out into the
world to seek his fortune.

"Where will I slape to-night?"
thought Pat Roach, for this was his
name. "Last night I slept on the
ground, and it's stiff I was this
morning."

At this moment his eyes fell upon a
large and imposing mansion, on a little
eminence to the right.

"Maybe they'll let me slape in the
barn," he thought. "Anyway, I'll give
'em the chance."

He turned into the front gate, and
walked up to the front door and knocked,
for there was no bell.

The door was opened by a colored
woman.,

"Well, child, what you want?" she
inquired, not unkindly.

"Can you let me slape in the barn?"
asked Pat.

"What does the boy want, Chloe?"
asked a young lady, who had just entered
the broad hall.

"He wants to sleep in the barn,
Miss Jennie."

The young lady came forward and
looked pleasantly at the boy.

"What is your name?" she asked.

Our hero's home town in the country
Small town with rail service
Small town with rail service

*

"Pat Roach, miss."

"Where are you going?"

"To seek my fortune, miss."

"Haven't you a home?"

"Yes, miss, but there's more of us
than father can kape, and I'm the old-
est. So I'm goin' out for myself."

"Where did you sleep last night?"

"On the ground."

"That was a pity.
it, did you?"

"Not much," said Pat, shrugging his
shoulders, "but it was chaper."

"I suppose you haven't much money?"
said the young lady, smiling.

"Divil a cint, miss."

"Have you had any supper?"

"Yes, miss; I've had a cracker."

"You must be still hungry?"

"Try me and see," said Pat, drolly.

"I will," said the young lady,
smiling. "Chloe, take this boy into the
kitchen and give him a  good supper."

"And may I slape in the barn after-
ward, miss?"

"No, but you may sleep in the
house. Chloe, let him occupy the little
back room on the second floor."

"Thank you, miss," said Pat, grate-
fully. "It'll be a fine thing to slape
in a real bed again."

Chloe was well disposed to second
the benevolent intentions of her young
mistress. She gave Pat the best meal
he had eaten for months, and drew out
the boy's story, which Pat was quite
ready to tell. In return she told the
boy that the estate was owned by Mrs.
Stanton and her daughter, who were left
wealthy by the late Mr. Stanton, who
had died during the last year. Besides
herself there was a man servant, but he
was lying sick with a fever.

"You'd better hire me," suggested
Pat, "while he's sick."

"You can't do a man's work, chile."

"Try me and see," said Pat, "I can
ate a man's supper, anyway."

You didn't enjoy

April
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"You're right there, honey," said
Chloe, showing her teeth,

A little after eight o'clock, Pat,
being fatigued with his long tramp, went
to bed, and was soon fast asleep. Mrs.

Stanton and her daughter sat in a room on

the second floor, one working and the
other reading aloud, when the
daughter approaching the window descried
to her alarm a company of men, ten in
number, approaching the house.

At this time it was not uncommon
for small roving bands passing them-
selves off as Confederate soldiers, but
really only robbers intent upon plunder,
to scour the country, foreing their
entrance into lonely houses, and carry-
ing off whatever of value they could
find.

Now it happened that Mrs. Stanton,
who had recently received a large pay-
ment, had no less than two thousand dol-
lars in Northern greenbacks in her
house, and these she feared would be
discovered in ransacking the house, and
carried off. This money was uppermost
in her mind and that of her daughter.

"What shall we do with the money,
Jennie?" she asked, in a tone of dis-
tress. "Where can we hide it?"

"I know of no safe place. The
house will be thoroughly searched."

"But I can't afford to lose it,"
said Mrs. Stanton, in dismay.

"Give it to me, mother. I have
thought of a way of saving it. There is
some risk about it, but it may do."

From a bureau drawer the mother took
a roll of large bills, and with trembling

hands delivered it to her daughter.

"What are you going to do, Jennie?"

"T will tell you afterward. Now
there is no time."

The young lady summoned Chloe,
briefly explained her purpose, and pro-
ceeded to the room occupied by Pat
Roach.

Pat awoke, on being shaken, and
stared in surprise at his visitors.

"What's wanted?" he asked.

"Are you an honest boy? Can I
trust you?" asked the young lady,
abruptly.

"] never stole a cint in my life,"
said Pat, proudly.

"T will trust you then," said

1976

Jennie, briefly. "There are some rob-
bers approaching the house, who will
enter and carry off whatever they can
find. Now we have two thousand dollars
in the house."

"Two thousand dollars!" ejaculated
Pat, in amazement.

"Yes. The only place they won't
think of searching is your pocket.
Dress as quickly as possible and put
this money in your pocket."

"Yes, miss, What will I do then?"

"These men will probably stay all
night. Early in the morning—before
sunrise—you must leave the house, and
stay away till ten or eleven o'clock.
Chloe will give you some food to carry
with you. Do you understand?"

"Yes, miss."

"By ten probably these men will be
gone, and you can bring back the money."

"Yes, miss. I'll bring it back
faithfully.,"

Loud knocks were heard at the door,
and the two hurried away. Opening the
front door, they confronted the troop
of marauders.

"What do you want at this late
hour?" asked Jennie.

"Supper and shelter for the night,"
answered the leader.

"Who are you, sir?"

"Captain Jones, of the Confederate
army."

"Why are you away from the main
army, sir?"

"That's my business," answered the
so-styled Captain Jones, impudently.

"If you insist on entering, you
must, but we object to turning our house
into a camp.,"

"Can't help it, miss. It's one of
the necessities of war, File in, men."

Chloe was obliged to produce from
the pantry all the cooked food in the
house, and the men did justice to it.
Jennie Stanton remained up, feeling in
no humor to go to bed. When the repast
was over Captain Jones said:

"Miss Stanton, I learn that you
have a large sum of money in the house.
We must have it."

"What, would you plunder us?"
asked the young lady, indignantly.

"We don't take it for ourselves,
It is for the cause," said the leader,
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hypoeritiecally. "You may as well bring
it at once, and save the trouble of a
search. You can't deny that the money
was paid you last Monday."

"I don't deny it," said the young
lady, intrepidly, "but it has already
passed out of our possession.”

"I don't believe it," said the cap-
tain, looking very much disappointed.

"Then you can search the house,"
said Jennie, outwardly bold, but inward-
ly trembling lest the money should be
discovered.

"T will," said Captain Jones. "Of
course, where such a large amount is
concerned, we cannot trust the word aof
any one." '

"Very well, sir, proceed.
go with these gentlemen."

She slipped away to inform her
mother of what she had done, and put her
on her guard.

In the course of the search they
came to Pat's room.

"Who sleeps here?" asked the
leader.

"A poor Irish boy, who asked for
a lodging."

"Let me see him,"

The door was thrown open, and Pat
stared at his new visitor.

"What's your name, boy?" asked
Jones.

"Pat Roach."

"Do you live here?"

"No sir; the ladies let me slape
here to-night. They gave me a good sup-
per besides."

"Where are you traveling?"

"I'm seekin' my fortune."

"Are those your clothes?"

"Yes, &ir."

To Chloe's great alarm, Capt. Jones
took up Pat's poor garments, and thrust
his hands into the pockets. But she
need not have been alarmed. Pat had
taken out the bills, and put them
under the sheet upon which he was lying.
Only a cent was found in the pockets.

"You are not very rich!" said
Jones.

Pat laughed.

"If I was, what would I be sakin'
my fortune for?" he answered.

"There's mnothing here," said
Jones, unsuspiciously.

Chloe,

The search continued, and a few
articles of small value were discovered,
but the great prize was not to be
found. Captain Jones concluded that
Miss Stanton was right after all, and
contented himself with what he had
found.

About four o'clock in the morning
Pat was called by Chloe, who gave him
some provisions in a paper, and let
him out.

"You'll come back?"

"Nivir fear," said Pat.

About nine o'clock Captain Jones
and his party, after an ample breakfast,
left the house., Still Mrs, Stanton
felt nervous and anxious about the
money.

"Jennie," she said, "that boy will
never come back."

"I think he will, mother."

"It was a crazy idea, trusting a
poor Irish boy, whom we had never seen
before last night, with so large a
sum. "

"It was the only thing we could
do, mother. If we lose it, it will be
no worse than having Captain Jones take
it."

"Two thousand dollars will be a
great temptation to a boy like that."

"Mother, I like that boy's face.

I will stake a great deal on his hones-—
ty. "

"When you have lived as long as I
have, Jennie, you won't be so ready to
trust a stranger. Why, the boy is only
a tramp."

"Even a tramp may be honest."

Mrs. Stanton sighed.

"Depend upon it," she said, "we
shall never see the money again."

Two hours passed. It was after
eleven, and still nothing was to be
seen of Pat., The young lady herself
grew nervous., After all, perhaps
her mother was right.

But at half-past eleven there was
a knock at the door. It was opened
and there stood Pat.

"Have you got the money?" asked
Chloe, breathlessly.

"Every dollar of it," said Pat,
promptly.

"What made you so long?"

Pat explained that he met Capt.

April
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Jones and his men, who made him black
all their boots, and this detained him
an hour. For this service they gave him
a five-dollar confederate note, which
was far from being an extravagant re-
numeration for the labor, depreciated
as it was.

"He didn't think I had such a big
pile of money in my pocket," chuckled
Pat. "I could have paid him better
for blackin' my boots.,"

"Did you come here directly after
you left him?"

"No, miss, I didn't dare, for fear
he would suspect something. 1 came
as soon as I could. Here's the money,
miss, and I'1ll bid you good-by."

Jennie said a few words to her
mother. Then she turned to Pat.

"How would you like to live with
us?" she asked.

"Pip-top!" answered Pat, promptly.

"Then you shall do so. You shall
not be wholly a servant, but we will
see that you are educated and prepared
for a good position hereafter. You have
shown yourself worthy of our confidence,
and you will find us not ungrateful."

So Pat found a home and friends.
He had sought his fortune and found it.
He is now a prosperous and thriving
man, and has been able to provide for
his parents, and help along his
younger brothers and sisters. Had he
abused the confidence reposed in
him, and carried off the two thousand
dollars, it is hardly likely that his
future would have been as bright.

* * *

MORE ON "AEONIAN ALGERS"

(Editor's note: The following few
paragraphs are excerpted from "A Pub-
lisher Who Ressurects Rarities; Horatio
Alger and Jules Verne May Make the Best-
Seller List Again," an article appearing
in the February, 1976, American Collec-
tor. Thanks go to HAS member Dick
Bales for sending me the clipping.

"Collectors of rare and out—of-print
works of 19th and early 20th century
fiction may be surprised to learn that
authors such as Horatio Alger, Jules
Verne, 0. Henry, Tex Burns, Clarence
Mulford and other quondam name writers

1976

are on the market again—as reprints.
The reincarnated editions come from a
small publishing house in the hills of
Leyden, Mass., called Aeonian Press.
Recent releases include eight Horatio
Alger works and nine Jules Verne volumes
which have been lost to generations of
readers—for nearly 100 years. . . .

"How did the books come to be
reprinted? That is best answered by
telling how Aeonian Press itself came
about. John Clauss, Aeonian's
president, went searching a few years
ago to buy his favorite childhood book,
Frances Carpenter's Tales of a Chinese

Grandmother, to give as a ETft to his

son, When he learned it was out of
print, he decided to find out how
prevalent this problem was.

"Clauss soon realized that the works
of many of our most popular 19th and
20th century novelists are in danger of
virtual literary extinction as a result
of their being considered no longer
commercially viable by their
original publishers, Subsequently,
Clauss went into partnership with a
noted antiquarian, now deceased, to
determine exactly which books were
most in demand,

"Thus, all titles Aeonian selects are
based on extensive research and 30 years
of antiquarian files., Titles are
selected with the aid of the late
antiquarian's client list and sales
records, which have been computerized.
The demand for a certain author in old-
book circles can be determined at the
flip.of & switch, . . &

"The address, for further information,
is simply Aeonian Press. Leyden, Mass,
01337.

- . *
CARL'S (Hartmann) COLUMN
[by our Exec. Sec.

(Editor's note: Gary Scharnhorst
recently wrote to ask about the cheaper
Alger books—volumes which were notori-
ously edited by their publishers,
leaving much abridged editions. I
immediately thought of Carl Hartmann's
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article on the subject which he wrote
for the February, 1967 Newsboy, and I
reprint it here, as 1 doubt that many
of our long time members will recall
it, and newer members of the Society
can obtain much beneficience from it).

Horatio Alger, as we all know, was a
prolific writer. His stories had many
publishers and were reprinted under
many titles. Of course our authority
on this, Ralph Gardner's Horatio
Alger or, The American Hero Era, gives
us the many publishers and titles.
Since most of us can't obtain all the
first editions and have to be satisfied
with reprints, the contents of the
reprints become of prime importance.
Most of you I am sure have read the
Alger stories you have. Once read it is
seldom picked up again, and because of
this it is important that you read the
whole story the first time.

Say for instance that the only copy
of Making His Way that you have is a
Goldsmith, Did you realize that you
missed out on (approx.) 6,000 words?
Or if your copy is a Values Book, all
of Chapters XII, XIII, XIV, & XV are
deleted? The Penn edition (The World
Before Eig) is of course complete as
is the Hurst. This paragraph from the
Hurst edition will illustrate what I
mean: [Chapter I]

"Two boys were walking in the cam-
pus of the Bridgeville Academy. They
were apparently of about the same age -
somewhere from fifteen to sixteen - but
there was a considerable difference in
their attire."

Now the same paragraph from the
Goldsmith edition: "Two boys were
walking in the campus of the Bridgeville
Academy."

As you can see, most of the descrip-
tive passages have been left out. Now
this brings up a question: Have these
so-called experts that pan Alger after
reading one book read only the abridged
editions? Have they missed the charac-
ter buildup? I like to read Alger,
but I want to read all that he

wrote — of every story he wrote. Alger
wrote to be read. To collect him and
not read him is like collecting paint-
ings to hang in a dark closet. So,
unless you have or can obtain the uncut
editions, you are missing some of his
best writing., I've only compared six
stories so far, but every one was cut in
the cheaper editions. Those of you
that have first editions and reprints
of the same stories, check them over
and let us know what you find.
* * %
RANDOM REPORTS FROM ALGERLAND
by Jack Bales

COMING UP SOON — The ROSEMONT TWELFTH
TIME, the 12th annual convention of the
Horatio Alger Society. Hosted by Gil-
bert K. Westgard II, the convention
will be in Rosemont, Illinois. By now
each member should have received a
map and motel reservation form, as
well as the schedule of events. The
registration fee is $15.00., Please
remit as soon as possible to Gilbert
at 764 Holiday Lane, Apt., 1, Des
Plaines, Illinois 60018,

Jack Row writes: "You stated in the
current Newsboy [January—February,
1976] that Herbert R. Mayes was named
an honorary member, and that Senator
Everett Dirksen was the only other so
named. NOT TRUE. If you will refer to
Volume 5, number 10, June, 1967, para-
graph 3, front page, you will note that
Harold E, Hughes, then governor of Iowa,
was named an honorary member. Governor
Hughes was presented with a tile mem-
bership plaque just prior to the Des
Moines Convention. He went on to be-
come U,S, Senator, with quite a bit of
fame." I stand corrected, Jack! Thanks
for writing.

Dale Thomas, Horatio Alger Society
Treasurer, recently gave me the latest
developments of his ever growing Alger
collection. Quoting from his letter:
"I can now report 100 first editions.
Among the better of eight firsts this
past year were Out for Business and The
Train Boy." Congratulations, Dale -
you're now a member (along with Bob
Bennett) of the "Super 100 Clubl"

April
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THERE'LL BE A MAMMOTH SUPPLY OF HORATIO'S
BEST BOOKS WHICH YOU CAN PUT IN YOUR
TRUNK AT THE ROSEMONT TWELFTH TIME:

We had intended to have our 1976 Con-
vention of the Horatio Alger Society at
the Camelot Inn, but that institution has
had to change their name to the WINDSOR
INN. The name change will have no effect
on our reservations, rates and activities,
but so that you do not spend too much of
your time driving around senic downtown
Rosemont in search of the Camelot Inn,
you are now notified that you should go
to the WINDSOR INN, 6565 N. Manheim Rd.,
Rosemont, IL, May 6-9, 1976.

1976

CONVENTION PLANS ARE
NOW TAKING FINAL FORM

Since the inclusion of
the tentative schedule

: e~ RPEA ) for the convention in
WY,

LR

the last issue of the
NEWSBOY, several items
have either been revised
or rescheduled. One of
our most popular events,
the combined book sale,
was inadvertently left
out, but is now back in
its regular place.

THURSDAY, MAY 6, 1976

Welcome early arrivals!
You are invited to stop by
the home of your host,
Gilbert K. Westgard 11,
764 Holiday Lane, Des
Plaines, to view his 5,000
volume library containing
all of Alger's books and a
fine collection relating
to the city of New York in
the Alger era. There will
be light refreshments.

FRIDAY, MAY 7, 1976

Morning: The HORATIO ALGER
SOCIETY GENERAL STORE will open
for a two day run of business.
This will be our hospitality
room, and such a center of ac-
tivity has been urged by several
members who wanted a place where
they could get together to talk
ALGER while having a cup of
coffee.

Everyone is urged to bring something in
the way of food or beverage to contribute.
Dick Seddon has promised two wheels of
cheese, and the Jos. Schlitz Brewing Co.
has generously donated ten cases of their
excellent Schlitz Beer for consumption by
our members.

At this time we will also have our Board
of Directors meeting. This meeting is not
a closed affair, and if you are interested
in attending you will be welcome.
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Afternoon: Free time. Probably some
time spent getting to know your fellow
Alger collectors, welcoming those who are
just arriving, or visiting some of the
many Chicago area book stores would be an
excellent way to fill this time. This
could very well be the time when you may
find that long-sought-for Alger book that
you've needed for several years!

Evening: Dinner at Hapsburg Inn, 600
River Road, Mt. Prospect, IL. This
famous German restaurant, located in a
barn, features real mouth-watering home-
style cooking. We have a private room,
and there'll be entertainment following
the dinner. The cost is moderate, and
don't fail to notice the house just to
the south of the restaurant . . it was
once owned by the notorious prohibition-
era beer-baron, Roger '"'the Terrible"
Touhy.

If this convention holds true to form,
you'll get back to the Windsor Inn just
in time to continue buying, selling, or
swapping for those prized Alger volumes.

SATURDAY, MAY 8, 1976

Morning: Here's one of our popular
events . . . the combined book sale for
everyone, Meet in the Buckingham Room,

where plenty of tables will have been
set up for our needs. Now will be the
chance to see two different copies of
the same volumes almost side by side.
Please remember when dealing with those
who have brought volumes to sell that
they have brought them to SELL, and if
you want to read them from cover to
cover, please purchase them before
undertaking such a project!

Afternoon: Free time . but if
enough interest is expressed, maybe we
could have a ball-game . . Newsboys vs.
Baggage-Smashers. Several have expressed
an interest in being on the teams. This
is all in fun, so knock a homer for
Horatio! Rain-checks will possibly be
honored next year?

A tentative site for this great sport-
ing event has been chosen in Des Plaines.
It's only a few minute's drive.

Evening: Twelfth Annual Horatio Alger
Society Awards Banquet. These have been
the highlights of previous conventions.

We will meet in the Buckingham Room for
an appetizing dinner of Breast of Chicken
Kiev. The complete meal includes a choice
of Appetizer, Salad, Vegetable, Potato and
Desert.

Following the dinner we will hear the
report of our President, Bob Bennett, on
what has been happening in our society
during the past year. It is always very
interesting to hear this concise summary.

The names of the winners of the LUCK AND
PLUCK AWARD and the NEWSBOY AWARD will be

announced.

Do you have any items to contribute to
our auction? Alger books, books by other
authors, antiques, white elephants, etc.
are most welcome!

Once again we hope to have that fearless
auctioneer, Ralph Gardner, to auction off
the donated items for the benefit of the
Horatio Alger Society. This helps to make
up the difference between our dues and the
ever increasing cost of running the several
projects of the society.

1f everyone contributes just one item,
the success of the auction will be sure!

Following the festivities of the evening
you will have a final night of trying to
buy, sell or trade those Alger books with
your fellow society members.

Also, great discoveries have been made
in the wee hours of the morning following
these banquets. It's exhausting, but it
is always interesting:

April
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SUNDAY, MAY 9, 1976

Morning: Our traditional farewell
breakfast for those who must leave at
this time. But, the convention activity
is not yet over.

For those who wish to see Ken Butler's
TIME WAS Village Museum, in Mendota,
Illinois (the city where the first
Horatio Alger Society Convention was
held), a special invitation has been ex-
tended to us by Ken to drive out (it's
only a couple of hours away) to spend
the day as his guests.

There's a lot to see at TIME WAS, and
those who make the journey will be sure
to enjoy the experience of reviewing
12,000 yesterdays in eight buildings of
fascinating displays.

Quite a few Alger books are on exhibit,
as well as books by the other popular
writers of days gone by.

Afternoon: Final farewells until next
vear in 2 2 7 7 2

* * * *

REGISTRATION FEE: $15.00 per person.
Please mail your checks made payable to
Gilbert K. Westgard II, 764 Holiday Lane,
Des Plaines, IL 60018, at your earliest
convenience. There are certain conven-
tion expenses which must be paid well in
advance of our meeting. Your prompt
attention to this important matter will
be appreciated. A few have already made
their payments.

1976

ROOMS AT THE WINDSOR INN: $17.80 per
single per night, or $19.80 per double per
night. This includes all taxes.

Fill out the enclosed reservation card
and be sure to show your arrival and
departure dates. This was left off of the
cards which were included with the last
issue of the NEWSBOY. Send in another
card if you used the previous one.

Restaurants are available in the Windsor
Inn offering a wide variety of tasty meals
at reasonable rates if you are not too
full from spending time in the Horatio
Alger Society General Store.

All registrants will receive a Horatio
Alger commerative souvenir which is de-
signed to be the first in a series of fine
items available each year at future con-

ventions. Extras will be available for
purchase.
* * * &

There are better than 20 used book deal-
ers in the Chicago area. They range in
size from the small, one-room kind to those
with over 200,000 volumes available.

Don't count on finding any Alger books
outside of those offered at the convention.
Your host makes the rounds of these stores
with a great deal of regularity.

What other kinds of books do you want?
Several stores specialize in books on one
particular field.

Two stores specialize in theology, two
others have quite a trade in books concern-
ing railroads. One specializes in books
from England, another handles only books
from the Peoples Republic of China, while
still another only deals in first editions.

The Salvation Army Store in Chicago has
a remarkably good selection for this type
of operation. It is worth a visit. And,
the prices are usually moderate.

How many of these stores will be worth
visiting? That depends upon your interest
in fields outside of books by Alger. A
listing will probably be available.
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Gilbert K. Westgard II, our host for
the ROSEMONT TWELFTH TIME, will probably
need no introduction to most readers of

the NEWSBOY. Once the youngest collector
of Alger's books, he has long ago left
that distinction to others.

Born in Chicago, and raised in the sub-
urb of Park Ridge, Gilbert obtained his
first Alger book over 20 vears ago. For
some time it remained a solitary volume,
but at the age of fifteen he began the
task of obtaining all of Alger's works.

Several book stores in Chicago, (sadly,
no longer in existence) had large sec-
tions devoted to Alger. With such
sources available his collection grew
rapidly.

One day a dealer showed him an ad in a
newspaper advertising "Alger's Poorhouse
Club." He wrote to Forrest Campbell just
in time to receive the first issue of the
NEWSBOY.

While doing research at Harvard College,
Gilbert gathered Alger's poetry which was
later published under the title ALGER ST-
REET. This volume received the 1965 News-
boy Award.

THE POETRY of
HORATIO ALGER, Jr.

bdited and Arramged by
GILBERT K WFSTGARD 11

Over the years additional research has
resulted in his obtaining virtually all of
Horatio's short stories and has resulted
in the discovery of seven previously un-
known Alger novels. These were the first
full-length serials written by Alger, and
appeared in the pages of the New York SUN.

In December, 1973, Gilbert presented the
first Alger novel, HUGO; THE DEFORMED, for
the first time published in one source as
a complete story in the pages of the NEWS-
BOY. This issue, now out of print, is a
collector's item.

At New Philadelphia, OH, he received the
Luck And Pluck Award two years ago.

His research continued and resulted in
the identification of the MABEL PARKER
manuscript as being the source for the
later rewritten JERRY, THE BACKWOODS BOY.

A prized item in his collection is a
copy of the original manuscript of OUT FOR
BUSINESS in Alger's handwriting, and show-
ing clearly where Edward Stratemeyer took
over completing this novel.

April
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Although all of Alger's novels are in
his library many titles are missing.
This is because Gilbert collects the
stories, rather than variations of the
titles of the same story. Also, all
the Algers in his collection are in
hard-cover editions.

What are some of his prized volumes?
Some of his favorites include: a first
edition of $500 CHECK autographed by
Alger, GRAND'THER BALDWIN'S THANKSGIVING
with an inscription by the author, a
first edition of THE WESTERN BOY which
is the volume that cost him the most
($140), a first edition of VICTOR VANE
obtained for 75¢ in a Chicago antique
store he entered to get out of the rain,
and a first edition of NOTHING TO DO.

In additioﬁ-to collecting Alger, he
has nearly a complete set of the works
of William Taylor Adams, "Oliver Optic."

In the non-literary field he enjoys
taking rides on his high-wheeler, and
photography. This latter interest has
resulted in a program of slides of the
symbols used in stained glass. Lasting
over an hour and a half, it is called
THE GOSPEL IN GLASS. It has been shown
professionally to a number of groups in
the Chicago area.

Gilbert is employed by a large Chicago
based fastener manufacturer as manager
of advertising.

He is looking forward to welcoming you
to the ROSEMONT TWELFTH TIME.

* * * *

The following short story by Horatio
Alger, Jr., is from the collection of
our President, Bob Bennett. It original-
ly appeared in The Flag of Our Union,
July 14, 1855, and was later included in
BERTHA'S CHRISTMAS VISION in 1856 with
the title changed to LOST AND FOUND.

-

[Wirlttem flor The Flag of sur fnlen. |

THE BURGLAR. 4‘

BY HOEMTHI ALGLR, 38,
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CHAPTER L
i HNOME AT THE FiVE POINTS.

Wk arm apt to look at the Old World exelu-
sively for starting contrasts between fashion and
splendor on the one hand, and squalid wrerched-
pess god crime va the other. With an aicof
romplacenry, we speak of our great and happy
rzpahlic, as wivnding & reteeat fur the bomeless,
acd & nfoze to theoppraswid.  Yet, in the face
of all this, it would be ditficult to find in any
Europesa city, s more thoroughiy vicions dis-
trict than that of the Five I'oints, in New York.
toulitless, of the fashinnable crowds who
daily lc Browlway, huve ever p 1
its recoeses.  Fow but woull shrnk ia dismay
from herrors of which they had aot even drema-
ed, if shey sboall doso. But it is not our par-
puse to moralion upon thet which has alresly
Legun to astract the attention and inspire the
excriions of plilanthropic bearts snd hands.
That task we leave o abler pens.  Frough that
we bave hinted at tho charscter of the locality
in which ear story takes its rise.

One of the worst recesses of this motorions
district enjoys the singularly supbonicas same
of Cuw Dey. The entrance to it i & filthy,
arvhed passsgo-way, roend which are crowded

iseralie tr , 40 miserablc that the scanty
suntighe, which fnds s way through the dirt-
begrimmed windows, seems 1o shrink away, as if

Few,

it were more than half ashamed of the company |
jtisie. [u frout of thess bouses you may sce |

men, whose faces betray po evidence of intelli-
gﬂnwvh-:u;wm.whm miscrablo and
wot-legune expression, perchance lond voice
and angry vitoperation, atest that from them
all that render the ses attraciive has forever de-
pated ; children—aud this is the saddest sight of
all—dirty and sickly, and who are chiliren only
in sigo mnd in years, for mpon their bearts the
happy influences of genuine childhood bave
nuver fallen, For them, alas! §ifs is a rough
pathway, paved with Binty stones, whicl plerce
their fect mt gvery step.

Atall man, with o slamlding geit, and hat
drawn over his eves, walked swifily throogh the
arvhed passageway, wlove aifndad o, wml, mug-
tering sn mprecation vpon 8 child who got in
his way, enteredl one of the howses, whoso front
door stood invitingly opon, smd, groping his way
up the staircass, which was quite obscure, al-
though it was midday, opened & door at the
bend of the staircase, and eotered.

1t was such & room &s the sppearance of the
bouse might leml voe to expret. 1t was, how-
ever, farishcd mors ambitingly, 52 8t least one
ball the foor was covered with & rag carpet, and
what little furnitre there was, was arranged
with rather more taste than might have been
anticipuied. By the window st & girl of twelve,
scwing, Derween ber and the chikinn, whe
wure playing ontside, there was & wide contrast.
e was porfoctly clwn and moal §n her attion,
end ber face, thoush pale—as it might well be,
sl up ae sl was i1 8 noisvne gquagier of &
great city, with no chance to bresthe the fresh
cunntry abr, or roas ot will Ginsugl geven finlds
—in epito of tlis want of bloom, her expression
was gausually winning and attractive.

The maa we bave referrud to, threw himeelf
with un alr of wosriness in s chair, nesr the door,
mnd mrtiored, wugeaciously ©

" Wiy haven't you goi dinver resdy? I'm
hunzere,™

* Y it timae  saked the chilldl, springing from
lier samt, spuinkly, o if sl of having neglece.
ed her duty.

* Time envugh,” returned the man ; “for I've
been at work this merning, snd hare got an ap-
petite bhe mwoll. Desides, I want you to be
throagl: soon, for 1 ahall send you oot shopping
Wile niteriouis, Tlas sngy vie beon in (o sve e
thiis fornove, Helen 1

| Xo,” suid lalen ; for that was ber name.

" Guod. T dam't ceere (o hinvo visitars,™

Helen squichly Lovaght wut fom o closet hasd
by, o plate of cold mest, same cold vegetables,
mtel m plate of brewd mml butivr,  The wan drew
Lis chair to the table, and during the next quar-
ter of un hour, in which be was 0 busily occa.
piral with satisfriog bis appetite, that ho had o
time Lur arrthing clee, be sabl not & wond to the
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child, who, on her part, was too mach accas |
tomige] by his praaner (o atter & woenl,

At length, having accomplished his task, In & Il

manser so astisfactory that very little remainod |
on the table, be drew bis chair sway, and mo-
tioned the child to take ber place st it

“ Take your place and eat, Helen," raid be, »
ttle lesy grofily than before; * and while you
4 ¢ eating, [ will tell you of = little plan I have
formed for yon.”

“ How do you like living bere 1" he resumed,
when she lad seated hersell,

Shie looked into his face aa il to know whother
it would do to express her real opinion. His
face was not so forbidding ms it sppeared
times, end che ventured 0 say:

“I—I think there are some places which I
should like better.™

“ No doubt, no doubt, Helen. I thiok T have
known pleasanter places mysell. Bat where do
yom think vou should like to live best—that is,
supposing you could live wherover you chose 1™

* 0, said 1he child, hor eyes brightening, and
her whole face glowing with excitement, I
*ouid like, abore all zhings, to live in the coun-
ry, where I could run sbout the ficlls, and hear
the birds sing, and—and— O, the country i so
beautiful! 1 thiok I lived thers once ; did I sot,
uncle 1"

“Yes, Helen, bus it is & good while age. How
would you like 1o live there cace more 1"

“May 17 Can1! Will you let me 1" asked
the child, eagerly.

“Lerhops so. Dut it will depend vn whether
you will be good, and try to please ma.”

“0, 1 will do whatever you say.”

“Well, that sounds well. Then I'Il teil you
what my plass sre, and where it s that you are
to po.*

So saying, he drew from his pocket s copy of
tha New York Tribune, aod read aload the fol-
lowing advertisoment :

“Wasten.—A young
hnr-u:‘:: :crv:‘n nm‘ri;l mt::‘;:.:
1an for two young children, hy » family & fow
mikes distant from the city. Aidl!.

“T. H. Gazoonr.”

" There,” said the reader, laying down his pa-
per, “is & sitoation which will jost suit you.
You like chikiren, and pretty much all you will
have o do will be to attend to them. Then Mr.
Grezory lives in & hesatiful place. Ho is & rich
man, and can sfford it. Would you Like to go 1™

“ Abgre all things,” said Helen, eagerly ; for
0 hor the prospect of s release from the dismal
place in which sho lived, was most pleasing,

*And you wouidn't miss me, your affectionste
wacle 1" anid the man, with a pecaliar expression.

Tho child's eyes fell.  She blamed hersell fro-
quently fur not bolding in higher regand the only
rclative of whom she knew saything ; yet oo un-
penial was his nature, and so barh and forid-
ding was he nearly always, that it would hare
been singular if he had inspired affection in any
one.  So it kappened thas in the joy of the aa-
ticipated change, she had mot for & moment
thought of the separation which It mast occasion
between hersell and her wacle.

“0Of courss,” she said, timidly, “1 shall be
sorry to leave you—*'

* You needa't say anythlog more, child,” wes
the reply. “1 don't profess say particular af
fection for you, and [ don’t believe you feel any
for me. Aml you mar b sure | shouldn't have
proposed this removal to you, if 1 bad not had
same ohjoct of my own in it. Would you like
to know what that is 1

* Yes," she said, besitatingly.

*Well, 1 will tell you, becusfee it is necossary
that you should felly understand befors you go,
on what copditions | allow youtods so. D if
roa dare to fmpant o & breathing soul a hint of
what 1 el you, 1 will scck you ont, and—well,
o matter,"” he continued, secing that his theeat
made her tarn pale. ** You must know that this
Mr. Grepory, with whom 1 am poing to place
you, once chemted me out of & large sum of
mancy, whick 1wt bape to regain, cxecept by
srmiagem, Now Dwant youto get in there, amd
1 will then give you instructions how to =
They keep u birge amwount of veluable plate in
sl hiwor pant of 1w funse,

Tv will g conmpur
wiively easy for you, when you are once thees, (o
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remler ma ¢ tinl serviee by of 2 the frong
door to nie, 80 that | may bo sble to sccurm it
without deiection, and thon—""

“ Bar,” said the girl, shrinking in dismay from
this proposition, * would not that be "

* Roblery ¥ Tooh, child! Didn's I rell you
that hie had chented me oot of twire the valus of
the plate, and as T ean’t get my pey in any other
way, it's perfectly proper to get it in that.™

Helen was no casuist.  She had nover had any
one to teach hor right principles, but sho had an

| instinctive feeling that this was wrong. She

‘wished to remonstrute, but dared not.  Iler un-

| ele saw hier embarussment, and queried it causas;

Ire roosz from his seat, and stood sternly confront-
ing her.

“ [lclen Armstrong,” snid he, in & compressed
voice, “ unless you promise me fuithfully w0 per-
Jorm the part T have assigned you, Twill bind
you out to Bmdy Tim, the grocer !

This Brady Tim was & repulsive chamcter,

and kept a grocery of the lowest kind, nearly |

PP the rooma pied by the girl xod her
uncls, He was & romplete tyrant, and would
ofien beat his cliilidren in the most wamerciful
manner, Their shricks, which she was often
doomed to hear, would always make hor blowd
“mn enld, and inspired her with an inconceivable
dread of the mon whe oressboned thom, This
ber uncle well understood, end he was well
aware that no threat which he could atter would

wake #0 decp wn impression wpon the chiid's
mind.

“ You hawn your choles,” anid ho, * 8hall T
toll Beady Tim that yoa will come to-morrow
morming, or will you go to Mr, Gregory’s 1"

“ 1 will go,” raid the child, overawed.

* Anl you will fallow my directions v
“Yer"

“Then preparstions muest § Iy bo made.
Y shall have to bay you & fow things to0 have
you go decent. Have you get a good bonnet 1"
“ Ualy my old one, and that is beut every-

way.”
“Well, T will get you & new one.  You will
also want & shawl, sl somo gloves. As you
are w be = jon to the child it will
be » rocommendation if you come looking neat
| and comfortable. It wont take long to par.
chase them, and whatever elsa you need [ can
'lﬂ‘.”lm Wait & moment, and I
will be ready to sceompany you.™

Hlmhhduhur room, and guickly
| ! hosod in bis per-
Mwblwﬂl-ﬁn&m
and & stafl, oo which be leaned hesvily. The
girl looked st him In sstonishment.

“ What sort of a grandfsther do you think 1
shall make?" aid be, langhing. “1 shall go
out with you to Mr. Gregory's, snd I have no
doubt that, in consideration of my gray hair,

they will be induced hllhnygrldd-lgh-ri

| into their service.”

8o saying, he left the room, sccompanied by
the child, who bad improved the interval in
smoothisg her hair, over which she placed an
ugly straw bonget, which, however, was shortiy
to be displaced by ons of & pretlicr patiern.
Their purchases completed, they stepped into

balf & mile of Mr. Gregory's.  'What sfterwanrds
transpired will be foand in the next chapler.

CHAPTER IL
A VINT IN DISGUISE.

A few miles distant from the city was a tasto-
M.hneumhnhgnphnaaﬂluu.
hedge.

fully-trained

muu“mdr I Gregory,
s New York merchant, aleeady referred to.

1t was & warm day in June. Two children, a
boy and girl, respectively of six and eight years,
were playing in the yard, when thoy espied
through the bedge sn old wian, with hair wnd
whiskers white as the driven spow, sccompanied
by » young gir, toiling, apparently with great
dificulty, towards the bouse, notwithstanding
the sasistance be derived from & stout cane, on
which be leancd beavily.

Attracted by the sight, they ran into the

an omuibus, which would convey them widis |
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houss, culling oa their mother to look out and
see.  She had searcely done so, when to her sur-
prise, who found that tho pair bad entered the
gate, and were coming towands the house.

“1s Mrs. Gregory within 1" asked the old
man, of the servont who suswered the bell

Mrs. Gregory anticipated the reply by hoesell
coming forwanl.

, which he
back ta the city.
CHAPTER IIIL

TUE PROGRESS OF THE PLOT.

Helen was not long in making acquaintance
with Ellen and Frank Gregory, the childres of
her empbyw. aver wbm she was expocted
th, . w h'. 1

d, and

* I'oor old man !** said sha, passi

for the sitive which Armstrong bhad donned I’nr
the occasion was singularly threadbare, wnd

evinced the lowest depth of destitation. * Poor
old mun, whut can 1 do for you 1"
*1 have bronght my grand-daag} vmh m,

good lady,” said the old man, fecbly, *

wwer to your advertisement. Shnslgwdgirl.
and I wish 1 could keep ber with me; but the
times aro hard, and it costs & sight to live, and
#0 1've been thinking the best thing I could do
is to ges bﬂ.gwdphmudagwdminm,
a8 | am sure you woald be 1o ber, madam,”
Mrs. Gregory's sympathica were enbisted in
the child's favor by this artful address, as well
as by her own modest and dowocast look. She
waa not awsre, howover, that not a little of her
confusion arose from the dissimulation in which
she was . 1o take & part.

“ What is your grand-daogbter’s name 1" ask-
ed Mra. Gregory. ** She seems young."

** She is only twelve; but she's capable—very
eapable. 'When her poor grand was sick

Those who have :lnyt lived in the country,
or to whom frequent vislts have made it familinr,
can handly appreciate the depth of enjoyment
which it brought to a child, who, like Helen, had
been confined for years in tho most noisome
portion of & great.city. ‘To ber the most com-
mon objects scemed invested with an interest
altogether new, and she plucked with as much

AR the dandeli anid b p# which
d the g d in profusion, ss i they
Mbunﬂnmm umtiu. There Is » free-

masonry in children which does awny mt'h for-
mal introductions, and the barriers of

When, two bours afier her companion’s depur-
tare, Helen, and her own children eams bounding
in flushed with exercise, Mrs. Gregory hail an
opportunity to ohserve, what before had

her notice, that Helen was more than onlinarily
pretty. Something there was in her expression,
that seemed to strike tho chords of memory, bat
Mrs, Gregory dismissed it as only a chance ro-

for mearly & year befure she died,” and Arm-
stroag wiped lis eyes with his mpped sleeve at
the sorrowful thought, * Helen ok the whole
care of her and of me, and no one could find a
better nurse.”

“ It must have boen & great eare to you, el

en,” said M. Grogory, kindly.

Helen had boen so -ndulsan nhukhyl.he
Inst. fubricati " . of
vtnnlhhnluem Ilunl Ml!um barely
alide to say, in a low voice :

“ Yes, ma'am.”

150t you will wover regret it, my ehild," aniil
the lady, * God will not fall to rewanl good
childron. 8o yonr name b Helon 1

* Yes, ma'sm.™

* ] like the namo. I had a child of that name
once. Were sho living, she would be abouat your
age. But,” and the lady sighed decply, “abe
disappeared one day, and we never could find
any traces of her.”

Yind Mra. Gregory becn an attentive observer,
she would have secn & gloam of intelligence pass
over the old man’s fuve at this , but she

*Ilelen,” said sha, ealling the chiid to her
side, “ huve you always lived in the eity 1"

“For » long time, madam. [ cannot remem-
ber ever to have lived anywhero clse.”

“And do you like it ns well as the country

1 do not like itatall. It is so dark, and
dirty, and close. Tbe sun does not shiné thers
as it does bere, and I could not run out into the
fields, but ail day long I had to sic slone.”

“Alone? Wasn"y your grandfather with you 1"

“Yes,” said Helen, custing down hor eyes.
“1e would come home &0 meals, but holiad o
sttend o his business.”

* Hescems too old and infirm to be able to do
much,” said Mrs, Gregory, compaasionately.

Helen was about to disclaim the uge and in-
firmity, whea the thought of the near relation in
which Armstrong siood to hor cnme over ler
mind in time, and she only answered, * Yes,
me'am.”

*“ How long since your grandmother died 1

This, too, was an embarmssing question for
Helen, but the ity of saying

was too mach absorbed by her sad though

“ [ think,” said she, after a pavss, *that T
will engage you, Helen, althongh you are rather
young for my parpose. When can you come 1"

“Bhe in rendy now,” said lee geandfuthor,
* | enn send her the rest of her elothes.™

" Very well,  Thea you may como In, and
take off your things."”

“ Cusnn, Helow, and give & parting kis w
| your poor old prandfsher. Ho will be very
“lonely without you, my doar child; but he
koows that be has left you with a kiod laly,
who will eare for yoo."

Helun sdvanced to her embrace
with very livtle alacrity. As he prossed his lipa
fightly 1o hor choek, ha whispered so that sho
! only could hemr:

\ “KReop youwr ayes apon,' and then sdded
aloud, “bo & good girl, Helen, and mind the
kisd lady who has engaged you, in all respects.

Remesmber sll the lossons 1 have taught you, and
do not forget,” bo continucd with a meaning
look, * what I told you befors I came away.”

!!drnquMml;hldmnﬂ!mww. Mrs,
G el b
to the fact that she was about to leave hor only
| relntive to gn amome strangees, and sha resolved
"l ber heurt to lighten as well s she might the
sorrow of the child.

“1 will hriug your clothm wmorrow, my
dear grand. dunghier,” said Armstiong, s he
rose alowly from bis chair, and resaming his cane
walked feehly from the house.

As soon, bowever, ashe was fully out of sight,
bo siraighiened his bowed form, and walked
rapidly 4 un hem by &

prompied her 1o roply, ** A good while.”

Percciving, thuugh she could not eonjecturs
why, that her questions confused Helen, Mre.
Gregory desisted,

It was wbout four o'clock on the suceceding
afiernoan, that Mrs. Gregory, who was gliting st
the window, detectod the bent form of the wesnm-
ed old man slowly making his way ap the hill,

“Your grandfather is coming,"” ssid she 1o
Tlelen, who wat hexida heor.

Helen tried to lock as joyful as the approach
of her only relative might be expected 1o make
her; but the thought of the deception whick she

was gven then practising towards & fumily who |

were shuwing her great kindocss, snd the stiif
groater wrong which she was required 10 do
them, mado it a difficult wak for one no better
verved in dissimalstion.

Mew, Gregory noticed is po farther than to
form the opiuion, that she was s litle odd in her
manners.

As Helen exy 1, A 1 her
to walk a listle apart with Imu,u:l |hen, drop.
pmg ul.m du whining tone he had sssumed,

- Well, what have yun d:-mv:wd s

* Nothing,” suid Helen, tmidly, and as if

ing Lis anger.

* Nothing " ho echoed, his eyes lightiag with
indiguation. * What am I w0 wnderstand by
that 1

*Come, child,” said he, sofiening his tone,
& ho saw that she was terrified by his roughness,
“1 don't mean you any harm ; but, the fart is,
[ have placed you bere to biclp me, and help mo
you pust,  Uthorwion, 1 oahall b evampa sl 1o
earry you back 1o live with me in New York.
Petlinge gt wonbl ke o g 1™

1

,
I

“0, no, nol” said Ilelen. ** Don't carry me |

back. Let me stay hore.”

“Well, so I will, if you behave well. Now
tell me truly, have you no idea where they keep
the silver ! 1 koow they have & large quantity
of i."

Helen relactantly admitted that, althoagh she
did not know, she could form an iden

“ Where 1" asked Armstrong, eagerly,

“Jo the pantry, st the west cormer of the
house.*

“Humph! Aod do they lock the door at

g
“Yes, but the key romains in the lock,™

“ 8o far, »o good. Does auy one sleep in the |

lower part of the hoass 1

“ No one."

* Metter selil™

A moment afterwards, Armstroog added, »
new thought striking him :

“1 bave not seen mny dog pear the house.
Do they keep any 1

" Np

“That Is tucky. A determined dog ls some-
tiniea n tronblesome enstomer. 1 monllers, ana
night, Dick Harprave and I had planned a lit
1o expedition of this kind, when it was all
broken up Ly & cunied bull.doy, who rashed ont
upon us a8 if he would tear wa 1o pieces ; and, 1o
tell the truth, be did tear Dick's coat off his
buck.™

Helen listened in dismay, for it revealed w
bor whant sba kad not known, thet her suncle
had been implicated in affairs of & similar kind
before. It will be bered that A
in proposing to ber ta eoopemto with him, h-l
esed the preiext that Mr, Uregory hsd cheanad
him, and that be was resolved 1o repay  himwelf,
This 1lelen hud bolleved at the time, but his
prosent anguunded remarks had led her (o enter
tain strong doobts of its truth. Her strong na-
tursl dislike for the duplicity and treachery
required st ber lands, detormined ber, in apmte
of ker habiteal timidity and fear of ber com-
panion, tu vonturn & revnonstrames,  This, how-
ever, ahe delayed till Be had made & specified
demand upon ber.

“Then,” said he, *1don's know bat there’s
& preity good chance of suceess. Tonight s
Tueaday night. 1 can’t very well get realy
before Friday. On that night you must contrive
in soma manner, taking care to incur no smrpie
cions, to come down stairs and unlock the frons
door. Ishall boon hand a: ouwe o'clock. Be

| very particalar about the time, for what 1 do,
| must be done quiclly.

*Buat, uncle—" woaldn"t that be robbery 1

“Robbery! Didn'tItell you that old Greg-
ory had cheated mo out of more than the som
I shail take 1™

* But they bave treated me kindly, snd it
makes me feel ashaaed to know that [ am trymg
to injure them, ancle—"'

“ Don's call me uncle szain! I'm mo macle
of yours,” sall Arustrong, roughly; noticing

| the child's look of surprise, he added ¢ “ Toere,

the murder is out. I had iswended 10 west you
a4 & micce, but you don’t deserve it It is time
10 talk to you in & different strale. I doclwo o
you, Helen, that snless you comsply with my
command, I will make you repent it most bis-

| terly. Do you besr?”

“Yes," said Helen, terrified mo less by his

| Jooks than his words,

* Then take cure that you remember.  Friday
night at ene.  And sow, as we undentand cech
other, that is all thas is necossary.”

They returned to the bouss in silence. Arm-

strotg with a hypocritical whioe, thasked M.,

Gregory for ber Rindnoss 1o his dear prasd.
daughter, whp, bo was glad 5o find, wemed s0
contented and happy in ber new position.
“You will pardon sn old man’s tears,” said
bo, deawing his hand scross his cycs, ™ bas sbe
is all that is left 1o me sow.™
“What a good old mas,” thought Mr. Greg-
ory, s ake hastened to assore bl thas whas-
ever she could do to sdd w2 the comfom of Lis
, would cheerfully be done.
As for Ilelen, sho was astocished ssd oon-
fased at what she had discoveral.  Sie had ol
ways been lod 1o believe that Armatroog was ber
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uncle, and rbe had more than once reproached
harsell for the dislike she could sot belp enter-
taining for him. Now be had himsclf diselaim-
ed the relationship, and Helen was left 0 con-
Jeeture fruidessly whio sod what she was.

CHAPTER IV.
A OLANCE BACKWARDS.

We must carry the reader back some nine or
ten yoars, In front of a plewsant country-rosi-
denee, a child of two or thren years, sat on the
| gruss plucking the Bowcers that grew at ber feet,

and then tossing them from her. Ever and
| anon she woald utter  ery of childish delight,

as & guudily painted butterfly Sew past her, and
| would strotch out her livle hands 1o arrest s
| Might ; but the wanderer of the air found po
- dificaliy in eluding the tiny hands of the child.

At Jength, as if weary of ber pastims, sbe

ross from ber grasey scal, mnd tottled towards

| the open gute, out of which she passed, and
strayed along the path by the nwbl.d»e pensing
where fancy prompied.  Ller dinanpy Lind
pot been poted by those in the bouse, party le-
emnse their aticotion was occupied hy a tal,
awarthy woman, with fierce black cyes, who was
st that moment sskivg or rether demanding
alms of the mistress of the hoase.

* We are not in the habit," said the latter, * of
giving moncy, but whatever fuod you msy re-
quire, will be cheer{ully given.”

“1 dou't want any food," said the woman,
abruptly. * You talk as if victoals was the only
thing ous could need. I have bad something to
eat already, I want money, 1 vell you™

“ Then, why doa's you work for f1 1" saked
the lsdy, sorsewhat offendcd at the boldoess of
her rpeech.

* Boeause I don't see why I should work my
life out while others mre living in plemy,  Thers
rre plemty of fine bulivs who wonbin's Gift their
Engers if it was 1o save a fife. Am I not as good
as they ' Why, then, should they fare any ot
ter than I .

i “That I donot protend to sxy. [only kaow
| that be is most happy who atrives to content
| himself with ihat sation in which the Almighty
hoa placed bim.”

S0, it is all very well for those 1o talk of
being contented who bave everyihing to make
them so.  Yery pralseworthy l1 s, to be e,
said the woman, laughing scomnfully.

The violenca of ber language increased to
such an extent, thar Mrs, Uregory, for it was
sho, foand it necessary w0 onler her 1o leave the
bouse. She did w0, bot not without many im-
precations. As she Mirolo alung with Lasty strpe,
she espied by the roadside a lule girl, bolling i
ber hand @ fower that she bad just pluckal

“ Taw' it guitty # waidh the elild, bolling it up,

A esnght siruck the womss, wnd sle sirest
el her stepa,

*'Where do you live, Eutle girl 1" she asked,
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to her, and ok ber way by s less freqoented
road w the city.

The child scon becamme resticss, and wished
to go home. The woman asswrcd ber that she
was carrying her there.  Before long the regular
motion of walk sceed as s sedative upon the child,
and she fell asicep. Her bearer made the most |
of this oppoertunity, and walked with quickened
steps towards her baant, for bome she liad mons,
in tho great city which she had already enteral.
Bume whom she met pazed with enrions eyes st
the woman and ber burden, and could ot belp
poting the contrast betwoen the two in dress, bat |
no ooe fult called upon 1o interfere, acd so she |
reached her destination.

The next day saw Helen, for this the woman
discovered 1o be the child’s name, stripped of
ber tasteful astire, and clothed in & ragred and
dirty deess, suited to the company into. which
she bad fallen. Al the same time ber abundant |
exrls were oot off closa to her bead, principally
0 render more dificolt & chance recoguition.

The woman foand Helon of essential servics |
in ber line. Though distigured by her uncout:
dress and the ioes of her curls, ber besaty was |
sufitiencly strikiog W draw many & eoia from
compassionate strungess, which woeld sot other-
wise have becn obtsined. This linle episode
comipleted, we resame the msio thresd of cur
parTative.

CHAFTER V.
TUE DENOCEMENT.

K the kind which
Helea reccived in her mew home, she did not
soem happy.  Althongh the compasions among
which she had been thrown, had not been of &
petare to give her very elevated ideas of moral
rectitude, something within told her that the wet
requirod of her would be cne of the busest in-
gratiteds. The more she thought of it, the
more ber hean recoiled from it Yet, so accas-
tamed was sho to o\-qr the man Armstroag with-
out question, mot so much lum aifection, s
from feur and & senve of duty, that she had
hanlly admirted to herself the possibility of re-
fasing to comply with his demands. Now, how-
ever, that he had himsell confoxaed that wo re-
lutianslip exisied between them, the forre of the
Lecter cunsiderstion was not a little weakened,
anl s foar decreases in the alscuce of those
who inepire i, she began now o convider in
what way she could coniive to svoid it

Clireumstuncos occurrod Iefors the dreaded
Friduy wight, which served 1o hasten hee de-
eisinn.  Ua the day previous, while roaming
tiruagh the ficlds with Edlen and Frank Grey-
ory, in jumping hastily from & swone un. a:;

fool turued, und her ankle was ly

| position to befriand, pot only for your own saks,
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“Gled U enclainaed Mre, Gregory, i astonish-
ment. * What can you mesn? You surely
eannot mean thet you are glad yoa will be con-
fined in the huase Ly sickness ¥

Tielen was embarrassed. She knew she could
pot explain bersell, witbost telling all ; and that
she had rot yet determined wpon, Al lemgth,
she snid :

“Becanse it will prevent me from doing
something that T did put want to do.”

*“ DBut why Jdid you not want to do It asked
M. Gregory.

* Becuase [ do not thisk it would hare been
right.”

“Then why would you have dome it atall,
even if you had beon well enoegh, if it was |
wrong 1™ asked M. Gregory, more pussled than |
ever. " H
“ Beeause I was afraid to refose,” said Helen,

| in s low tne.

“ 1t was rothing thet | required of you, [am
sure,” aaid ber mistress.

- No.

* It surely could not be that your grandfusher
woald require of you asything tmproper 1"

Helen was sileat.

* Thes it in so. My dear cbild,” purined the
ledy, kindly, “I bave lived looger than you,
and saturaily bave mors knowledge of the
world. | oeed not say that 1 bave cvery dis-

but for the sake of my own Ettle Helen, whe,
had she remained to me, would bave been abomt
your age. Wil you not, then, confids in me 20
far as to inform me what it was that yoer grand.
father required of you '™
mum.m.um with &
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Can't you remember anything that bappesed
when you was & little child 1"

" No,'" said Helen, *not much; but I think
I musn have lired in the coamtry once, though 1
can’t remember when, Thers was sa old wo-
mas, very croas, that [ ased to be with, before
Mr. Armstrong ook me. She used to beat me,
somctimes.”

“ How did sbe look 1" ssid the lady, feeling &
strange interest, for which she found it difSewlt
o sccount, in the child’s story.

“ She was very tall, and she nsed 10 look st
me, O, so erecly I”

“And is thers pothing—so little keepaak
that you have, to remind you of those childish
daya 1"

* Yeu,"” said Helem, * thore was one. It waa
aa ivory nag that I bave always cwried around
with me. The tall womas tried 1o take it away
{rom me, ooe day, but [ cried so, thas she let me
keep in™

“Hars you pot it with you!" sehed Mm.

ber mistrese. “lﬂnpunyhhﬂ!)ﬂkll
of my dress™

Mrv. Gregory, with trembling hands, sought the
receptacle imlicated, and drew oet an ivory riag,
on whichi wers imscribed the letters, “H. G.*
Without & word, she sprang to the bed, clasped
the bewildored lislen w0 ber Losom, mnd ex-
claimod, tansfully :

“1iis as I thought You are my child—my
long-lost Helen 1

When ber emotion had in some measure sub-
sided, she made Helen scquainied with the cir-

rapidity of decision which cames,
afier long and anxious thought, decided 10 com-
municate averything.

1 will 1ell you everything,” she said, “if
you will promise that 5o harm shal! come 1o the
man who brought me bere.”

* Yoar grandfacher 1*

*Will you promim?” asked Helem, anx-
omaly.

“Yeu, Helen,” waid Mrs, Gregory, * though
Teannol conceive what is 10 be the nasare of |
your revelation, | will promise that o harm |
shall befall your grandfather.”

* You are so good and kind,” said the child,
“that T eaz trust to what yoo say. Then I will
uﬂm,hlddl.lhnth_'hﬂn
with me is ot my

* Not your grandfather ™ uhﬂln.evq;-
ory, in surprise.

“No. Heis noteven an old man. He enly
dressed bimaell up so when be came bere.”

“ And what made him do thas 1"

The pain was ro violent that -hwu-l;l’umd.
and was quite anable 10 make her way 10 the
house, which wes some qosrter of & mile dis-
it Thy children were exceedingly fright-
ened, and retarning in brosthiess haste, gave sn
eI

softening ber voice as much s practi 0o
not 1o alarm the child,

“1 live there,"” suid the little girl, pointing w
the housc the woman bail just guitied.

“Yes, yro” mutterol the luzer 1o herseil;
“ynu're the child of that proad lady that refased
i what §asked.  Verlaps sha may repent i *

* Wuuld you like to go with me 1 she sked,
turning once more 1o the child. T will show
you where there arc fiowers a great deal prettior.”

" Yes," paid the wnswspectiog child, geining
her feet, and placing her hands in the woman's,

Wi thiere ue msghe bn the sofs tesch of that
| listle hanll that could turn sway that bad woman
from her wirked parpose ¥

Alan ! whin the henrt liecomes f-lm'lur with
crime, oll the geatler parts of the vature becowe
. hard and callons,

" Would yus like to have ma take yuu In my
army, and then we shoald gt there quicker 17
said the woman, who knew it wonld not do to
acenmmeslate hersell to the chill's slow pacs,

The latter made no tesistance, and with the
Titrls geiel in hernema withed awiftly alung,  She
moon burned meble Fom the sireet, fur fiae of
l:tnrtlsg 8 degree of vhservation, which, n.lef

would be eml

I S

1976

Two men were spesdily obtaired, who, con- I
structing & #oft Linter, conveyed Liclen to the |
hunse, withuat occnsioning ber much additonal
poin. A physician was a& gnre summoncd.
Meanwhile, [lelrn was pot to bed, where she
received every attention. M, Gregory had
warm hcart, which suffering in any (orm was
sure to reach, and lisd Ilclen lecn ber own
ehild, e could mot have been mare tenderly
eared fur,

Tho physician decided that it was nothing
very seriund, thuegh he recommendod, a3 & nec-
exsary precaution, that the igjured momber
slwuld not be used for & fortaight or more, lest
nf smmetion might ensne.

1lelen hid not hear him promounce this sen-
tesce.  Whes, however, sho was informed of it
by Mew. Gregory, after bis departuro, her mind
st vore roverted 10 the fuct that it would be an
imsuperablu obatucle to her performing the part
aeslgrned her,  Actuated by the relie! which the

ht brought 1o her, and without thinking of
the manncr in which it would e vonstracd, she
Invuinutanty exelaimed <

sfh, | am so gl 1"

- L h 3 .-l mmuﬁqu"
and be wore ready to take me,"

* s be any relation to you 1™

“I thought he was my uncle,” rctarmned
Helen, “until he came here last Then he
told me that be was o relation.”

* Whers are your relations 1"

“1 don't know,"” said Helen, thoughtfully. *1
snppose | muxt have had some once, bet 1 can’t
remember anything aboat them. 1 have Lived
with my—1 mean with M. Armstrong, aver
since | can recollect.”

“And what wan it be wanied you o dot
Why was be so maxioms 0 have you come
here 17

“ Beeause—ros  mustn't blame me,” said
Hulen, rarncstly, lifiing ber eves 1o Mrs. Greg-
ory's face, *'for it made me very unhappy to
think of doing it—bui be wanisd me to leave
the doue open to-morrow aight, so that be cvuld
get in, and take off the silver 1™

it possilde I rxclaimed M. Gregory.
“ And he wohed to implicste you in such »
evimo "

" Yor, ma'am, said lelen. * He 1old me
that was what be wanted me 10 cume bere for,
and then I dida’s wani to rome ot all. Dt be
threatened me, il 1 did sot. Thes, when he was
here last time, [ tried to pervusde him sot to,
but e wouldn't listen w0 me, and 1 didn’t dars to
say anythiag more.”

* You said, Helew," remarked Mes, Geogory,
“that you mever koew about your relations.

ioned fn the previ N
lﬂlhmb.dlﬂlhln"mu

¢ served as the happy means of resioring o long-

lost child to ber parcat, was the gift of & brother

' of ber's, who Lad lsd fuseribod wpos It

“1IL G." s tho initinls of Helon's same, sad

" that the clibl bad had it wish ber on the day of

ber disappearance.

The happiness of Hclpn, in being restored W
her mother, snd the joy of the children, oo as-
certaining that the one whom they had learned
ta love so well, alresdy, was their own asister,
may better be imagined than described.

One leal remains 1o b added 1o this chroai-
ele. 1t relates to Armstrong, hitherto the ruar-
dian of lleles. Alibough the latter bad re-
| ctived athis bands so litde for which she had
occasion to be thankful, ahe could not recomcile
borsell to the ides of Lis being imprisonsd, Wa
eunnut lock with indiference upon the punish-

i mdmﬂ&vh-nhnlnn Intimately

1, b ol & 3 it may be.

An A ¢ bad oo intimation of the check
which Lis projects had received, and as he was
convinend that Helen's fear of him would lead
her 1o curry out his commandds, be stealthily ap-
proached the house the following evening, a1 be
had intend=d. The door hed beem purposely
lefi wulocked ; but in the room sdjoining, fowr
stout tcn had foen sationed, who at oncu seived
upon the ansuspacting burglar, and in spite of
his violent struggles, bound him. Thus secured,
Mr. Gregory, whowas coe of the four, explained
to him is what magner his rrime had been do-
feated, amd added

“ Although you have been detecied in crime,
and richly descrve the penslty which the offend.
of law aftfixes 1o it, 1 have been induced by Helen
to sfford you & chance of escaping. 1 will fur-
nish you & ticket entitling you to a passage in
the next California steamer, and will not reveal
your guilty stremps, if yoa will engage 1o leave
the country immediately. Bhould you fail 1o
go, I shall feel released from the promise I have
made 1o Heien, aod al once cazss you to be ar-
rested.

Tt iv necdless o say that Armstrong el once
sceeprod these terma, and the next steanmer
bownd w the Pacific hore him & passenger.

As for Helen, the clowd which shaduwed ber
sarlior years, has quite disappeared, and in the
affectiun of the homs cuvle, to which her many
good qualities endenr her, sbe fods all that csa

make lifo pleasant and agreeable.
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