
The Drunkard to His Bottle. 

AN IMVOtJfASYPOKM OF KOBBBItT BURNS BY 

JOHN G. WUlTriHR. 

Hoot!—daur ye shawye're face again 
Ye auld brack thief o' pnrse an' brain ? 
Tor foul disgrace, for dool an' pain 

An' bhame I bane ye; 
Wae's mi-, that e'er my lips bave ta'en 

Your kiss uncanny! 

Nae ruair, auld knave, without a shillin' 
To keep a starvin' wight frae stealin,' 
Ye'll sen' ine hameward, blin' and reelin, 

Frae nightly swagger. 
By wall an' post my pathway feelin,' 

Wi' mony a stagger. 

STae mair o' fights that bruise an' mangle, 
Nae mair o' nets my feet to tangle, 
Nae mair o' senseless brawl an' wrangle 

Wi' iren' an' wife too, 
Nae mair o' deavin, din an' jangle 

Mv feckless life through. 

Ye thievin' cheatin' auld Cheap Jack, 
Peddliu' your poison brose, I crack 
Your banes against my ingle back, 

"Wi' mickle pleasure. 
Deil mend j e 1' his workshop black, 

E'en at his leisure. 

I'll brak ye'er neck, ye foul auld sinner 
I'll pull j e'er bluid, ye vile beginner 
O' a' the ills an' aches that wmna 

Quat saul an' body! 
trie me hale breeks au' weel-spread dinner 

Deil tak ye're toddy! 

Hae mair wi' witches' broo gano gyte 
Gies me ance mair the auld delight 
O' eittin' wi' my bairns in sight, 

The gude wife near, 
The weel spend day, the peaeefu' night, 

Tae morning cheer. 

Cock a' ye'er heads, the bairns fu'gle 
My winsom .Robin, Jean, and Meg, 
For food an' daes ye shall na beg 

A doited daddie. 
Dance, auld wife on your awl-day leg, 

Ye've foun' your laddie. 

THE SPANIARD'S LAST PRIZE. 

A Sketch of Naval Adventure. 

BY LIEDT. H. D . SMITH, TJ. S. R. M. 

'•I say, Ralph, it is close upon midnight, 
and there is little use in going aboard the 
corvette at this late horn. We may as 
make a night of it and drop into 
Sausperti's. Everything is in full blast 
at this time, and you may never have an
other such opportunity ot seeing life in 
Jamaica. We will sail to-morrow, you 
know." 

' Sausperti's, Jack? Seems to me I 
have heard the name before, and yet I 
cannot place it. What is it—acafe?" 

"You can see for yourself in five min
utes. In all probability you will meet 
old Sundries, the purser, tnere, and, in 
fact, all the notabilities of the island. 
Hark! do you hear that delicious strain of 
music, and the air—do you recognize it? 
Yes, a gem from Trovatore, and the per
formers, or I should say artistes, are only 
retained \>y Sausperti at a heavy expense. 
But he*e we are, and now ior a glimpse 
of lift, in the tropics." 

The friends passed througn the wide 
gateway, which assumed a ghastly white 
hue in the brilliant blaze of light that 
streamed from a score of heavily-draped 
open windows. The rose colored globes 
cast a delicious hue upon a gorgeous scene, 
reflecting hack the glittering buttons on 
the uniforms ot the two gentlemen who 
had at that moment entered the mansion. 

Ralpti Claxton was a native of Charles
ton, a generous hot-headed representative 
of the Palmetto State, and filled the 
position of first lieutenant of the crack 
American corvette Fire-Fly. His com
panion was Captain Jack Weathersby, 
commanding the marines of the corvette. 

The soft, voluptuous strains, of the band 
stole gently fortn upon the perfumed air, 
and, strolling from room to room, fur
nished with a gorgeousness not unworthy 
of a Rajah's palace, the two officers 
quietly observed the throng crowding 
around the tables. Ladies and gentle
men in full evening dress, soldiers in 
scarlet, with orders and crosses on their 
breasts, navy officer?, representing half-
a-dozen different nationalities, prieBts, 
bankers and merchants—all were there. 

Tne mellow clink of doubloons, as the 
ever-shifting gold changed hands, the 
low monotonous tone of the croupier's I have such a settlement as shall satistifv 

through his veins with a quickened pulse 
as he saw the sinister smile of exultation 
on the thin and sallow lips of the gam
bler. 

It was the last stake of the purser, and 
huge drops of perspiration st^od on that 
officer's brow as he prepared to throw the 
dice. Seizing a goblet ot brandy from 
a servant passing by, he drained it to the 
dregs, but still his hand shook from ex
citement. The Spaniard, cool and im
perturbable as a statue, was on the point 
of deciding the contest, when a grip of 
steel seized the piiant wrist; a slight 
wiench and the concealed dice fell on 
the table in full view of all present. 

"Take back your gold, purser. You 
have Deen tricked, cheated. Vbese dice 
are loaded;" and Ralpb,calm and collect
ed, cjnfronted the Spaniard, the detected 
cheat, with a glance that compelled his 
glittering eyes to quail and his swarthy 
complexion to pale. 

The spectators had hastily withdrawn, 
leaving the principal actors the central 
figures. 

A furious oath burst from the Spani
ard's lips as be hissed forth a torrent of 
fiery threats. 

"You shall pay for this with your life's 
blood, you cursed Yankee! Here's my 
card—" But the words died away in his 
throat with a convulsive rattle, for the 
sinewy fingers of Ralph had compressed 
his throat with the strength of a vise. 

"Your card, you miserable thief! Do 
you suppose a gentleman would sully his 
weapons with such as you? No: I treat 
you as I would the lowest cur skulking in 
the gutters of the city," and, suiting the 
action to the word, he applied his boot 
vigorously to the Spaniard's person, who 
fled from the salon amid the jeers and 
laughter of all who had witnessed the 
affair. 

The breeze of excitement which for the 
instant had occasioned a ripple of dismay 
amongst the giddy throng soon died away 

j and was forgotten. The games of chance 
were renewed, the clink of gold again re
sounded on all sides, and Ralph, accom
panied by Captain Jack Weathersby and 
the purser, retired from the establish
ment. 

Walking rapidly to the mole, a boat 
was signalled, the gold of Mr. Sundries, 
no insignificant weight, carefully deposit
ed in the stern-sheets, and with a sigh of 
relief the officers bade adieu to the hot, 
si earning shore of Jamaica. 

The sun was gilding the lofty summits 
of the Blue Mountains with a soft, purp
lish light as the shrill whistles of the 
boatswain and his mates on board the 
Fire-Fly summoned all hands to their 
stadons. 

Ralph, trumpet in hand, was walking 
impatiently to and fro the quarterdeck, 
waiting for hammocks to be reported 
stowed before loosing sails and getting 
under way. His attention was arrested 
by the movements of a topsail schooner, 
which at that moment emerged from the 
light, silvery haze obscureing the shore. 
Sheering close to the corvette, Ralph had 
an opportunity to note the beautiful lines 
of the hull, the sharp bows, clear run, and 
immense beam of the stranger. The spars 
sppeared heavy enough for a vessel 
twice her tonnage, while the snow-white 
canvas, taut as a board, set without a 
wrinkle, its immense art«a catching the 
faintest breath of the land breeze which 
sent the water bubling and gurgling 
around the graceful curve of the cutwater. 
Every rope was hauled tfcUt̂ iiOt<&! rope-
yarn could be discerned flying from aloft,, 
and as the beautiful eraft^swept by, heel
ing slightlv over to the freshening breeze 
until the sun played on the burnished 
sheathing, Ralph could not but acknowl
edge her as perfect a specimen of nautical 
beauty as he had ever seen 

"It's a pity she does not mount a battery, 
with Uncle Sam's pennant flying from 
h°r maia-truck,' he muttered. 

Standing on the quarter-deck of the 
schooner, his tail, well-knit form dis
played to advantage in a well fitting suit 
of flannel, his dark, curly hair surmounted 
by a cap bordered with gold lace, stood 
the Spaniard. With a mocking pmile he 
lifted his cap, and bowing low, shouted 
to Ralph, whom he had singled out from 
all others1 

"My account with you is still open. 
But we shall meet again; then I will 

voice, trie suppressed breathing of the 
gamesters, mingled with an occasional 
passionate exclamation as some unfortu 
nate player staked his last gold piece 
and lost, was all that reached the ears in 
those vast rooms. Silent, well trained 
servants glided noiselessly to and fro, 
bearing iced wines, frozen fruits, sherbert 
and creams to the guests of Sausperti. 

" Yonder is Sundries, and, iudging 
from the crowd surrounding the table, 
he U playing heaviiy. It is his greatest 
failure, <md he has sacrificed an estate 
that has been in the family for years, to 
say nothing of a numerous body of slaves. 
But come—let's see who is winning." 

Tne purser, a fat, red-faced, jolly little 
fellow, had evidently been a heavy loser, 
fighting in vain against the run of bad 
luck ti.at had set in against him. His 
opponent was a tall, sallow, muscular 
Spaniard, dressed in a species of uniform, 
with no distinctive mark or badge of rank 
about him. 

His white teeth gleamed unpleasantly 
through his jet-black mustache, while 
his eyes, as they met those of Ralph for 
a moment, flashed with an expression 
that instantly arrested the attention of 
the naval officer. There was a certain 
sardonic, cold blooded air about the man 
that struck Ralph as particularly disa
greeable. 

The eyes of the spectators were fasten
ed upon the facinating gold, for which 
the gamesters weie throwing dice, each 
using the same pair. But Ralph watched 
the quick movements ot the successful 
gambler, who was rapidly draining the 
purser. 

It had struck Ralph as exceedingly 
strange that the Spaniard should be fa
vored with such an extraordinary run of 
good fortune, and changing his * position 
to one nearer the purser's opponent, 
Ralph redoubled his vigilance. 

His suspicions were well founded, for 
the Spanird, by a rapid, dexterous move-
.ment, only to be attained by long prac
tice, succeded in changing the dice—a 
movement invariably followed by a 
diminution of the purser's gold. Ralph 
had often heard of the dexterity and 
tricks of gamblers, but had never before 
seen an exhibition of their infamous skill. 

The cheat being practiced upon his 
brother officer was known in those days^ 
as the alio dolus, or dice trick, and tho 
blood of the chivalrous Southerner flowed 

The story of the muri||ra<f nH§i ,wu» 
like wildfire throughoutlpe shipi com
pany, and the sympathy^ the nfanrf-
war's men was apparent from the fishing 
eyes and compressed lip$*s the dead 
body of the shipmaster waa committed to 
the deep. An officer an4 five sadhen 
were then detailed to w irkJBe brigjmth 
orders to shape a course f o ^ ^ ^ e ^ M d to 
await the arrival of the coryitto. ** 

The breeze was freshening, curling up 
the waves of the broad AtS|ttio, tapping 
them with foam, as the man-<M-war 
parted company with the brig. The. mists 
of the morning rapidly rolled wo and 
dispersed 'neath the rays of the fierce »un, 
and "Sail ho!" burst from a dozen throats 
as the snow white canvas and*long, 
tapering spars of a schooner were: seen 
not over five miles distant from the fire-
Fly. ^ 

'• 'Tis the Esmeralda, by the chimes of 
old St. Michael! I should recognize 
those «tpars among ten thousand;" and 
in a low, rapid tone the execuil^ ad
dressed his superior, who nodded an 
assentashe disappeaied below, saying': 

"Carry on to the last moment Mr.* 
Claxton. Do not spare either spars or 
canvas in your effoits to capturt that 
sroundrei; and as soon as they will bear, 
give the sallow rascal a taste of our long 
eighteens " 

The schooner had discovered the tin-
welcome presence of her formidable foe 
almost at the same moment, and bracing 
up her bead-yards, at the same time tak> 
ing in the huge squaresail, the schooner 
hauled by the wind, her fore-and-aft strils 
setting like boards. 

The corvette was not idle, and scarcely 
had the echo of the boatsw^nVfcfcH*diea 
away, when the excited seamen w ^ p t e t -
ing atoft, active as monkeys. In a. trice, 
the manor-war was clothed in clouds of 
canvas, every avilable stitch set that 
would oraw, one watch piped below with 
hammocks slung, and a tlrrty-two-pouftd 
shot stowed in-each one to make^te craft 
lively. With yards braced fine,,at nee
dles, tacks hove close down, and sheets 
hauled flat aft, the corvette was rushing 
through the water at a speed that brought 
a smile of stern joy to many a bronzed 
cheek. -**•> 

"Mind your luff, quartermaster; no 
nearer, my man." And Ralph glaneed at 
the leach of the main-topsailj which,shiv-
ered slightly from time to time. 

"Aye, aye, sir!" growled the old sea
man, as he hove the wheel up a spoke or 
two. "It's full-and-by nowj but afore 
night jome of these light kite* will be 
stowed, or I'll lose my grog." And as he 
muttered the last sentence under, his 
breath he glanced to windward, white a 
threatening bark of dark ragged cjoi|ds 
were rapidlv rising towards the zefcith, 
while a long, uneasy swell had set In, 
causing the corvette to send the jpray 
high above the weather cathead.^ >f% 

"Ha, my bilious gamester, if ,jre fare 
taking a ducking, you are not .escaping 
your bath;" and Ralph Washed* J h e 
schooner slipping: through th& seas, '^iv-
ln*; bows under, covered with fbkming 
sprays, while the topmasts'' bent/and 
buckled, threating each moment ^to "go 
bodily over the side. She steeiexL small, 
keeping the corvette's masts;^ > one,-and 
but an occasional glimpse eo^d^ be caught 
of her long, lean, glossy sides^ the bright 
metal sheathing flashing like gold as she 
heeled over almost showing the freel. 

As for the corvette, as the freshening 
breeze whistled through the ta«%epr^agef 
and the wake astern became whiter, and 

even Jules G spardo. Adios." 
And almost before Ralph had recover

ed from his temporary rage and amaze
ment, the schooner had shot ahead, and 
kept off for the entrance to the noble 
harbor, but not before the naval officer 
noticed on the beautiful yacht-like s*ern 
of the schooner the name in large gold 
letters, Esmeralda. 

At that moment the master-at-arms re
ported the berth deck clear, etc.; the sail 
loosers sprang aloft, the drum amd fife 
struck up a merry strain as the blue
jackets walked round the captain and the 
anchor broke ground, the topsails, topgal-
lantsails and royals were sheeted home, 
jibs run up, head-yards canted, and the 
Fire-Fly, gathered headway, swept 
through the water with a speed not un
worthy the fame she had acquired, bound 
for the west coast of Africa. 

The corvette was scarcely thirty-six 
hours' sail from the mouth of the Rio 
Pongo River, when the lookout reported 
a brig looming out of the haze, and but 
a short distance to leeward. Keeping off, 
the corvette swept down upon the stran
ger, who presented a singular appearance, 
braces hanging slack, courses hauled up, 
jibs down, and not a soul to be seen on 
board to answer the repeated hail of the 
officer of the deck. 

The old gray-haired commander of the 
Fire-Fly ordered the stranger to be over
hauled, and, as the corvette camo to the 
wind with her main-yard aback, the 
second cutter, in charge of an officer, 
pulled alongside. But a short time 
elapsed before he returned with the mas
ter of the ill-fated vessel in the 
stern-sheets. He was bleeding from a 
dozen wounds, any one of which would 
have been sufficient to hava cost him his 
life 

He was the only survivor, he said, of 
the English brig Nabob. His name was 
Ashton, and his craft had been boarded 
by a gang of ruffians from a schooner 
whose guns had forced him to heave to. 
His daughter, his motherless child, Win
nie, had been torn from his arms, and he 
left to die in the cabin; while the crew, 
to a man, had been compelled to walk a 
plank. To the commander's inquiry if 
he could describe the craft, the dying 
man respended, faintly, "Topsail schooner 
rig, name, Esmeralda—save my daugh—" 
And, throwing back his head, the sea
man died without a groan. 

more,distinct as sb6 careened,4he j>Mcer 
ofthldeck glanced i n q \ f t r i n ^ # W 
first luff, who, glass in hand, .stood by the' 
weather mizzen rigging, glandmg alter
nately at the chase and the threatening 
aspect of the heavens now entirely ob
scured by the gloomy, leaden clouds 
which appeared to settle down lower and 
lower, until the gilt balls on the poled 
were lost to view. The light sails had 
been taken in, and yards sent on deck; 
the topgallant-masts had been struck, 
and the topmen clustered in a body at 
their respective stations, ready tp jump 
at the first word of command. 

The seas increased as night came on, 
and the gale thundered furiously over 
the green curling seas. Nobly had the 
schooner held her own against the heavier 
craft, but the laboring and pitching had 
told against her, and the Esmeralda, un
der two storm tri-cornered sails, and a 
patch of a storm-jib, rode gracefully over 
the seas, with but one man beside the 
helmsman visible. 

A slight yaw from the corvette as she 
plunged madly into a hissing mass of 
water, displaying for a moment her fore
foot to the lowering gaze of the Spaniard, 
who was nervously chewing the end of a 
cigar, a flash, a report, and a globe of 
iron buried itself in the waste of waters 
close alongside. 

"Not a bad shot, my Yankee hero, con
sidering the sea that is running. Try it 
again. It will soon be dark, the mouth 
of the Pongo cannot be far distant, and 
then you may look for some other game 
beside the Esmeralda to try the range o 
your guns on." 

Again and again did the report of the 
corvette's bow-chasers mingle with the 
howl of the gale, and with the last spurt 
of flame issuing from the bow, came a 
flash of lightning mingled witn a crash 
and a wail that was not unlike a shriek 
of human agony; but the deep roll of 
thunder prevented those ort* board the 
corvette from judging correctly from 
what source the noise proceeded, and the 
next instant all hands were busy close 
reefing the fore and main-topsails as 
squall after squall swept over the vessel, 
the rain in long, slanting torrents driving 
furiously in the seamen's faces. The 
darkness increased to an impenetrable 
gloom, in the midst of which the schoon
er was lost to view. 

Daylight revealed the low, sandy coast 
of Africa with the more prominent head
lands of the Pongo looming up, with a 
straggling palm here and there. The 
surf in three heavy lines was thundering 
against the shore, the feathery foam fly
ing mast-head high as it spun in the air. 

The storm ha i ceased, not a cloud was 
to be seen, and as the darkness rolled 
away before the African sun, tho horizon 
was eagerly scanned by scores ot earnest 
eyes, but not a sail was visible. 

The Esmeralda had disappeared, and 
the corvette was hove to abreast of tho 
bar of the Pongo, across which tho break
ers were running in mad, boisterous 
sport. 

A short consultation was held between 
the commander of the corvette and Ralph. 
They were both of opinion that the 

#8 well as pirate, tho captain must be 
.well acquainted with the" bar, the coast, 
and the lay of the land generally. 

"I'll guarantee the scoundrel is this mo
ment warping up the river," exclaimed 
the commander as bis eyes flashed with 
suppressed anger; "but this respite from 
vengeance shall avail him nothing. We 
have left our mark on his natty mainsail, 
and I could almost swear we hulled the 
gehoencr once—that last shot, you know 
—but we'll clip her wings yet, Mr. Clax
ton. I cannot hope to cross the bar be

fore evening, by which time the sea will 
have gone down, but in the meanwhile 
much can be done. Have the launch 
hoisted out, the howitzer mounted, and 
by noon the boat can start up the river. 
You may send the second lieutenant, or 
go in charge yourself; but I only want 
one report made—understand me, s i r -
when the expedition returns. I would 
not burden myself with prisoners. Re
member the poor fellow of the Nabob;" 
and with a warm shake of the hand, the 
commander retired to the privacy of his 
cabin, leaving his executive to perfect his 
plans at his leisure. 

Jack Weathersby, with a file of his best 
marksmen, accompanied Ralph as volun
teers; and as the broad ashen blades fell 
with a splash in the water, three hearty 
cheers rent the air from the corvette's 
crew, who secretly envived the picked 
men selected for the enterprise. 

It required no little skill and consider
able manosuvering to cross tne bar in 
safety, and escape being swamped, but 
it was accomplished, and with long, 
steady strokes the double-banked oars 
rapidly urged the substantial boat up the 
dark, silent waters of the African river. 

The shores were closely scanned as they 
preceded, but there was but little chance 
of the schooner finding a hiding-place 
among the thickly-interlaced mango 
trees. 

The sun set, and the snort tropical twi
light was followed by deep solemn night. 
One by one the stars peeped forth, reflect
ed back in the dark depths of the river, 
and no sound was heard from the silent 
depths of the jungle on either side ot them, 
save the occasional splash of an alligator, 
or the howl of some beast of prey in the 
distance. The oars had been muffled, the 
utmost silence enforced, and moving cau
tiously forward, the reflection of lights 
amid the gloom ahead told Ralph that 
the prize he sought could not be far dis
tant. 

Pullipg inshore, the lieutenant left the 
commani in charge of his friend Weath
ersby, informing him that he preferred 
reconnoitenng the ground before making 
a dash, and if he did not return inside of 
two hours, to advance an attack without 
reference to him. 

Leaping on to the slimy shore, Ralph 
clambered up the steep bank, and guid
ing himself by the river, made rapid pro
gress. When abreast of what appeared 
to be a town, judging from the numerous 
lights and ceaseless chatter of the negroes, 
the officer found that a deep creek pre
vented him from approaching: nearer; and 
as the dim outline of a vessel's spars 
loomed up thiough the gloom, he was al
most tempted to take his chances with the 
alligators, and swim. But fortunately he 
was spared that desperate alternative.* 

Stumbling along in the dark through 
the mud and mire of the creek, almost 
HUffocated by the strong odor of musk 
rising from the hideous caymen abound
ing on all sides, Ralph was fortunate 
enough to find an,}Old worm-eaten canoe, 
j i t h the remains of a paddle in the bot-
lom. •- >£ ,/ 
* A In an other instant he had dragged it 
forth from the slimy clay, and with cau
tious strokes dropped silently down with 
the tMe, gaining a position under the 
dark counter of the vessel, which he re
cognized at a glance as the Esmeralda. 

The large stern ports were open, the 
lace curtains partially drawn aside, while 
the soft, pleasant light trom a large 
swinging lamp illuminated the apait-
ment furnished with an elegance that 
betokened considerable taste on the part 
of the owner. 

Asleep, on the velvet-cushioned tran
som, reclined the form of a young lady, 
her pale featurus, golden hair, and long 
sweeping eyelashes but partially visible 
to icalph as he steadied himself in his 
crazy craft, clinging to the oramental 
work of the stern. 

A line towing over the side served him 
for a painter; then, feeling for his revol
ver, the officer drew himself noiselessly 
up, until his head was on a level with 
the rail, glanced about hin: for a second, 
and then boldly swung himself over the 
taffrail. 

The Esmeralda was moored to a half 
ruined bamboo wharf, which was consid
erably above the schooner's deck; and 
keeping well in the shadow, Ralph crept 
forward until he obtained an unobstructed 
view of the forward cabin. 

Seated at a table covered with decanters 
and glasses, was the Spaniard. His face 
was pale, and a broad bandage encircled 
his head in place of the jaunty cap with 
its golden band. He had evidently been 
drinking, and his gait was unsteady as 
he approached the folding doors leading 
to the private cabin. He muttered softly 
to himself as he tried tne doors, shook 
them, and when they refused to yield, a 
furious oath burst from his lips. 

Ralph saw there was no time to lose, 
and gliding rapidly back, resumed his 
place in the canoe. He could easily have 
shot Jules Gaspardo, as he called himself, 
but the crew of the schooner sleeping 
beneath the awning on the main deck 
would have quickly avenged their leader's 
fall. 

Drawing the curtains aside, the girl 
was revealed to his eager gaze. She was 
standing in the centre of the small apart
ment, pale and motionless as a statue, 
watching the doors against which she 
had piled all the movable furniture of the 
cabin. Every moment the doors threaten
ed to give way, while the enraged cries 
of the half-drunken wretch echoed 
through the room not unlike the subdued 
growling of a tiger. 

Softly Ralph called to the girl; her 
name in the excitement of the moment 
he had lost. His handsome honest face 
caught her startled eyes as she turned to
ward the stern ports. A few words 
sufficed to reveal his rank and ob)ect. 
Another moment and she was in his arms. 

It was none too soon. The doors gave 
way with a crash; the Spaniard, raging 
like a wild man, reeled into the apart
ment, only to find his prize slipped 
through his fingers. A yell of baffled 
rage and alarm was wafted to Ralph's ears 

schooner had in all probability succeeded as the old canoe floated quietly down the 
in crossing the bar; that, being a slaver | stream safe from the eyes of a thousand 

men in all that gloom. 
"Who goes there? Answer, or your life 

shall pay the penalty!" a stern voice 
whispered in Ralph's ear, as a dozen 
hands caught the gunwhale ot his canoe. 

"All right, Weathersby: it is I, end 
here is the girl. Miss—what the deuce 
is her name? Any way, I have got her; 
she has fainted, so lay her in the stern 
sheets—so. Now I am with you and 
the Esmeralda is ours." 

It was the launch coming up the river. 
The two hours had elapsed, and Weath
ersby was not the man to lose a moment 
of valuable time. Although burning 
with impatience to hear the details of his 
friend's adventure, there was no time 
then to satisfy his curiosity. 

The guns of the Esmeralda had been 
loaded and run out in anticipation of an at
tack, but the man-of-war'a men had not 
been expected so soon. With a cheer the 
launch ran alongside; the bluejackets, 
closely followed by the marines, swarmed 
over the low rail; the slaves started to 
their feet only to meet the fate thev sa 
richly merited, and in less than fiw "mu-
utes the beautiful but guilty vcbol had 
changed hands. 

In the meanwhile how had it fared with 
Captain Jules Gaspardo? At the firtt 
note of alarm, he had seized a cur!ass 
with the intention of heading 
his men, but the surprise had 
been so complete he haw at once 'hat all 
was lost. He then turned his attention 
to his own safety. Darting UD the 
wharf, he leaped into the mango swamo, 
closely followed, however, by Ralph. Jack 
Weatheraby, and a few of the seamen who 
had been on the lookout for him. 

Some burning brands were caught up 
from a fire the negroes had been using, 
and holding them on high, the pursuing 
party rapidly followed on the trail of the 
Spaniard, who was leaping from root to 
root, which formed a network beneath 
his feet half submerged by the water of 
the swamp. The fugutive had hoped to 
escape in the dark recesses of the iungle, 
but that hope was gone now. All he 
could rely upon was to outstrip his foes. 

Shot after shot whistled about him as 
he kept fearlessly on. The fellow seemed 
to bear a charmed life, while his sneering 
laugh rang continuously in their ears. 

It was astonishing what speed the man 
made as he sprang from one yielding 
bwugh to another, and Ralph, thoroughly 
exnausted, was on the point of giving UD 
the chase, for the time at least, when Jack, 
with a convulsive grip of his arm, sud
denly halted,at the same time exclaiming, 
in an awe-struck whisper: 

"ForGod's sake, Ralph, halt! Look 
there!'' 

Entwined amid the profuse foliage of 
a large mango tree, the shining scales and 
slimpy folds of an immense serpent were 
revealed in the ruddy blaze of the torches. 
It was a huge boa-constrictor, who, 
alarmed at the noise and light, had raised 
his head from the coil; and the eves flam
ing with fires of hell, the jaws" thrown 
open to their widest extent, stood revealed 
in all their frightful terror. 

The Spaniard, his eyes fastened upon 
the hideous spectacle, stood as if fasci
nated, his body thrown back, and hands 
extended as if to ward off the danger. 
Arms he had none; the cutlass had long 
since been thrown aside in his race for 
liberiy. 

Ashar-ihiss rang through the swamp 
as the threatening head of the reptile was 
thrown back, the folds appeared to 
writhe for a moment, there was a flash of 
the glittering scales, a yell of mortal ter
ror and distress as the Spaniard was 
cafught in ttiai fatal embrace. \ 

Faint with terror and disgust, Ralph 
gave the order to retreat out of the infer
nal lurking-place of the serpeat, which 
order was gladly obeyed by all. They 
could have coolly drove their cutlasses 
through and through the Spaniard's bodv 
without compunction of conscience, but 
such an awful death as he had met was 
too much for their nerves. 

With early day the Esmeralda was got 
under way, and before many hours was 
lying under the guns of the corvette. 

Ralph had carried out the command
er's instructions to the letter. Not a 
prisoner had *he taken. But the girl, 
Miss Wmne—how had she tared while in 
the pirate's power? 

Under the skilltul care of the surgeon, 
she in time leccvered a portion ot her 
former life and spirits,and with a shudder 
related her tale ot suffering. Thanks to 
the corvette's vigilance and energetic ac
tion, she had escaped from the Spaniard, 
who had been given little or no leisure to 
devote to his hapless captive. Ferocious 
threats had escaped him, his temper ris
ing to a pitch of madness when the part
ing shot of the Fire-Fly killed, the man 
at the wheel, splintered the main-boom, 
and severely wounded himself in the h^ad 
with the flying debris of the spar. 

But it was all over now; the girl-could 
only thank her protectors, for sne had no 
one left in the world upon whom she had 
a claim. , * «/ , ,-, 

Ralph eagerly offered her a ho^nte "with 
his own. proud relatives, and before the 
Fir-Fly reached Goree the offer had been 
accepted. y ^ , ^.,-..... *\ 

A vessel bound for the TfrnteoT SFateV 
conveyed Miss Ashton to her new home, 
and at the end of three years Ralph re
turned from his cruise broken in health, 
to be nursed and tenderly cared for by-
the blue-eyed English girl. A marriage 
followed. St. Michael's rang out a mer
ry strain, and honest Jack-Weathersby 
sighed as he gazed on the beautiful bride 
of his friend, and regretted that she had 
no sister. 

Brass and Copper Cooking Uien»U,8.— 
Cleanliness has been aptly styled the cardr 
inal virtue of cooks. Food is more healthy^ 
as well as palatable, cooked in a cleanly 
manner. Many lives have been lost in 
consequence of carelessness in using 
brass, copper and glazed earthern cook
ing utensils. The two first should be 
thoroughly cleansed with salt and hot 
vinegar before cooking in them and no 
oily or acid substance, after being cook
ed, should be allowed to cool or remain 
in any of them. 

Chicken Soup.—Take a chicken weighing 
about three pounds. .Cut it in quarters and 
place in a porcelain pot. Add two quarts of 
water aud let it boil one hour. Then have a 
irying-pan ready with a lump of buter , and 
remove the chicken to it, aud have some boil
ed rice ready in another saucepan—about one 
cupful of boiled rice—as boiling the rice with 
the chicken improves the flavor of the soap. 
Add about one tablespoonful of chopped par-' 
sley, one onion, and a small carrot," in very 
thin slices; boil-the giblets separately, and 
when tho chicken is a rich brown remove it 
to make a gravy byadding a half cup of water, 
one tablespoonful of flour, and tuo giblets 
chopped fino. Serve the gravy separately.-

THE FARM AND HOUSE 

tteelpes. 
Lemon Custard.—Make the juice of a large 

lemon very sweet, th*»n pour in gently a pint 
of boiling cream, ana stir-it till nearly cold. 

rop Overs.—Oaev'mtflour, one nint milk, 
two eggs; eggs beaten to a froth; mix quick
ly, ana bake in hot buttered cups. Serve with 
hot sauce. 

Coffee Cafe.—One cup of sugar, one cu*i of 
butter, one cup of raolaises, one cup of cold 
coffee, four cups of flour, two cups of raisins, 
tw» teaspoonfuls of baking powd«*r. Spice 

Mitux Pies —Boil a fresh tongue; chop it 
very fine,after removjne the skin and roots-
when cold, add one pound of chopped suet, 
two pounds of stoned raisins, two pounds 
currants, two pounds citron cut in fine pieces 
6ix,cloves powdered, two tablespoonfols cin! 
naraon, half teaspoonful mace, one pint 
cider, two pounds sugar; put tlm .all in 
a stone iar and cover well; in mak
ing pies chop some apples very fine, and to 
one bowl of the prepared meat take two ap
ples; add more sugar, according to taste, and 
sweet cider enough to make the pies juicy, 
I J t not tkin; mix, and warm the ingredients 
bufore putting Into your pie-plates; always 
b.ike with an upner and under crust, made 
with one cuo of lard, one of butter, one of 
water and flour. 

Fa rm, ea rde . i Ama Household. 
Mack Walnut Polish.—.\ quarter of a pint 

of raw liuseefloil,one tablespoonful of muri
atic acid, and a little vinegar. 

Many a farmer pays out large sums for 
phosphates while he allows the valuable fer
tilizers of his own barnyard to run to waste. 

To Polish Flatirons —Bee, wax and salt will 
make your rusty flat irons as clean and smooth 
as glass. Tie a lump of beeswax in a lag, and 
kepp it for that purpose. When the irons are 
hot, rub tbem first with the wax rag, then 
scour them with a paper or cloth sprinkled 
with salt. 

Prewmntj Silk* and JROtbons.—Ribbons and 
silks should be put awav for preservation in 
browrt paper; the chloride of lime used in 
manufacturing white paper frequently pro
duces discoloration. A white satin dress 
should be pinned in blue paper with brown 
paper outside, sewn together at the edges. 

To Clean Feather*.—Make a lather of curd 
soap, boiling water and pearlash; when 
it is a little cool, wash the feather mit , 
gently squeezing i t , wash it again with less 
lather, and then rinse in cold water, shaking 
it well before the fire, but not too near. Curl 
it by drawing each fiber over a blunt edge of 
a fruit knife. If the color is not good, use a 
little blue in the rinsing water. 

How to do wp-Shirt Bosoms.—Take two ta 
blespoonfuls best starch, add a very little 
water to it, rub and stir with a spoon into a 
thick paste, carefully break all the lumps and 
particles. Add a pint of boiling water, stir
ring at the same time; boQ half an hour, sth-
rins occasionally to keep it from burning. 
Add a piece of "enamel" the size of a pea; if 
this is not at hand use a tablespoonful of gum 
arabie solution (made by pouring boiling 
water upon gum arabie and standing until 
clear and transparent); or a piece of clean 
mutton tallow half the size of a nutmeg, and 
a teaspoonful of salt will do, but it is not as 
good. 8train the starch through a strainer, ' 
or piece of thin muslin. Have the shirt turn- ' 
ed wrong side out; dip the bosom carefully 
in the starch and squeeze out, repeating the 
operation until the bosoms are thoroughly ' 
and evenly saturated with the starch; proceed 
to dry. Three hours before ironing dip the 
bosom in clear water; wring out and roll up 
tightly. First iron the back by folding it 
lengthwise through the center; nex iron the 
wrist-bands, and both sides of the sleeves; 
then the collar-band; now place the bosom-
board under the bosom, and with a d laipened 
napkin rub the bosom f'om the top toward 
the bottom, and smoothing an.i arranging 
each plait neatly, With A b 'nooth, model ate-
ly-hot iron, begin at t'ie top a"d iron down
ward, and con tinu« the o«-ra.tott until the ' 
bosom is perfect'y diy and sbimug. Remove 
the bosom-board, and iron the fi "it of the 
shirts. The bosoms and culio oi shn ts—in
deed o* all nice, fine work, will look cleaner 
and better if they are first ironed unaei a 
piece of thin old muslin. It takes off the first 
heat of the iron, and removes any lumps of 
starch. 

y Tl i« Color • t C l o t l i M . , , 
TheScolor of -clothes is not-a mager o f j ^ 

indifference. White andHgbt-colored«oaies% 
reflect the heat, while black and dark-coloredf t 
materials absorb the heat; hence it is that in 
summer we wear light-colored dresses. But, 
after all, light colors are really best af all sea 
sons; for, though black and dark Bubsrances 
absorb heat best, they also radiate or gi\e it 
off soonest. There is no doubt that white 
clothing retains the heat of the body longer * 
than dark clothing. The coachman will tell 
you that his white duffel coat is warmer in 
winter and copier in summer than any other 
kind of a coat, and the brewer's drayman will 
wear his white stockings all the year round. 
The true reason of our preference of dark-col- * 
ored clothiDg in winter and durine l>ad 
weather is economy. It is a question of soap 
and washing, not of comfort, which decides us 
to choose those colors in materials which do 
not bear constant washing, such as wool 
and silk, which show the dirt least and retain 
their color longest. In the summer, when * 
ladies wear linen and cotton faorics, which dql 
not suffer in the wash-tub, thev can indulge 
in their love of white and delicate tints of 
color. 

i 
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Keep Dwelllmgs Dry. 
A warm and dry atmosphere is not un

wholesome, but when cloudy or rainy weather 
brings a sultry air which dampens everything 
around us, the atmosphere may oe loaded 
with the germs of disease and fire is needed 
to destroy them. The walls, the ceilings and 
the floors of apartments should never be al
lowed to become damp. Sometimes, when the 
warmth of the air is oppressive, fire is more 
necessary to preserve health than it is at an
other season to protect us from the cold of 
winter; and the rooms of a dwelling should 
never be left without the means of warming 
and drying. Investigations have shown that 
many of the most fatal diseases are caused by 
the germs of vegetable and animal life, and 
that a humid atmospere is most favorable for 
their propagation. I t is therefore, neglect
ing to avail ourselves of the great discoveries 
of the age, and failing to protect ourselves 
from scourges which 8b fearfully afflict fami
lies, when we,ignoro the dangers which sur
round us. Apartments exposed to the full 
ction of the Bun may be less comfortable in 

hot weather than those from which the sun's 
rays are excluded, but they are more whole
some, and when contagious diseases prevail 
in closely-built cities it is found that the in
mates of houses on that side of the street ex
posed to tn&sun are less liable, to be attacked, 
while the greatest number of sick are always 
found where there is the least exposure to the 
rays of the great disinfector—the sun.—Cin
cinnati Arttian. 
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CtaoA Bajggeptlous far curl*. 
The time has passed, says the St. Louis!- A > 

Spirit, when women must be pale, delirate, to -»^ |^ 
be interesting-— w hen she must be totally ig-^ ,pf, 
norant of all practical knowledge to bo called;' |pEf 
refined and higtuhred—when she must knows J^S5 

nothing of the current political news ,o£ tb»V\J| 
day,t>r be called ma,'cullne and stronglmind-
od. It is no t» Sign of high birth or refine- 4«L 
ment to be sickly and lenorant. Those wh» iV 
affect anything of the kina are behind the ^ 
times, and must shake and air themselves, li 
mentally, physically,} or drop under theinnn* " 
Btridcs of common sens e ideas, T ana b© 
crusbsd into utter insignificance. In these ^ ^ 
days ah active, rosy-faced girl, with brain 
quick and clear, warm, light heart, a temper -» 
quickly heated at intended insult or injury, ^ 
and just as quick to ̂  forgive; whose feel can 
ruu as fast as her tongue, and put* her out o t * 
breath; who is not afraid of freckles, or to J? 
breath the pure air of heaven, uureatraktedbVH S 
the drawn, curtains of, a close carriage, aad**3* 
>above all, who can Speak her mind and give ^ 
her opinion on important-topics jrhicn inter- *~ 
est intelligent -people—4s cHctfiift. ^r\^\ w a o 
will make a good woman. Even fops * and 
dandies, who strongly oppose woman's rights 
like a woman who can talk well, even if she W 

not handsome.. 
i t ' * ;;tf*tn-vjSf-ss*? 


