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the name of the publisher and paper | represented, and
il

#1 have beon directed to get from you the very hest
account of this boat that T ean get.”

“Good!™ said Yarrow,

He Jol the way forward and down a dirty stairway
inte the fo'csle, and there he dictated right off the reel
one of the most beantiful bits of popular mechanies
that wis ever pat down on paper. He even anticipited
the mancuvers that we were going to make ol the
Sands, so that 1 might send the report back to London
by the first boat.  There wasn't an ewsentind detail that
was left untouched.  He was full of it, 1t was his dar-
ling baby. He waxed eloguent, dramatic, and 1 got it
all down, a column and a half,  He had dictated 5o
carcfully that my notes were in good shiape to send off
without recopying, and at the expense of two guineas
I got them back to London within six hours from the
vme 1'd left the city.

The big London papers do not publish @ Sunday
odition: not through any picty on the part of the pro-
prictors, but becanse peaple won't advertise on that
day. So o number of the big anes printed the Yarrow
wtuff that 1 had got, giving full credit to the New
York newspaper whese correspondent had employed
e,
Mr. Yarrow Lold me not to quote him, so T didn't,
and @ number of the London papers commented upon
the rare technical skill of the reporter, and his great
insiglit, while the New York office complimented its
London correspondent for his work.,  As o matter of
fact, 1 had no technical skill, no insight: nothing but
commonsense. 1 simply tumed to ardvantage the very
great ability of Mr. Yarrow, Probably there was not a
reporter on that emft that didn’t know infinitely more
about naval matters than I dul.  That's the curous
part of it,

H;\\'I NG gained confidence from the Yarrow incident

and some slight insight into English human nature,
[ never hesitated to hold up anybody, no matter, who
or where he was, once 1 recognized am, and plump
questions at him—and [ found that the nglish gentle-
man had no more reserve in such matters than anybody
lae,

One day T accosted the Marguis of Queensbury on
the Strand. 1t was midwinter, and the Marquis, in his
great astrukbian coat and close-crpppeld, curly—and |
suspect somewhat dyed —sideboards, was a dead ninger
of an impresarios It was the day of the Corbett:
Alitehell fight i Jacksonville.

I confess that the interview developed somye surprises,

SWhat do vou think of the prize fight?” said L,

“1 loathye prize fights!” sad he.

I was <omewhat shocked, but proceeded, *Then how
did you come to frame up the famous Marquis of
Queenshury rules?”

Hire 1 accidentally uneirthed the eade of a man who
15 credited with honor e neither carned nor songht, a
case of the real inventor remaining obscure, while an-
other gets the glory.  The Marguis paused abimpily,

“I'm glad vou asked that question: for 1 alwiays
wanted ta st the world right an the e authorship
of thost mles,  They were drawnoup by John Cham-
Lers, @ classmate of mine at Cambridge, and subsas
yuently the editor of Land and Water, He brought
them to me to revise, 1 made twoor three altermations
in them, and they wenes adopted, and curiously enoaglh
they hore, and still bear, my name. | had always been
an enthusiastic sparrer. For two vears | held the second
miiddloweisht chmpionship, and for two vears e light-
weight championship, of England.”

And now came anotlier surprise,

sWhich was the greatest fight vou ever witnessed 2”

“The anly one 1 ever attended, the one  between
Smith and Kilatn, ™ replicd the man who was generally

appiosed o know more about prize fighting than any
pther man ) the waorli.

Another surprise as he went on.

“1 eomerder glove i nre severe than fighting
with bare kogekles,  The epmibatants roceive more pun-
fnnent, wmd it is more weanng,”

CT the most conspictions case in which 1 ased my
Amencan direetness—and o little ingenmty thrown

fiy—-te o] advantage was: when I was askett by my
correspondent frend tel oot ntery fews o the i‘-r"I“;'
sitiom that the Uniteil States governnient should issue
ut the postoffices of the country an interest-loaring
twenty-doilar bond, which was only another kind of
postoftior suvings bank,  The propictor of the news-
paper wanted tatks with Lonl Rothscehild, the manager
of the Contts Bank; the British Postrogster General, and
others,  The correspondent, wha was an Englishman
and wedided 1o English mothiods, called me in for con-
<altation.  Throngh Soanid-So we were to get o lotter
of mtrodaction to Sceand=So; M. P who would intum
antredee us to Lord Rothiscinld, the Contes people, and
the Postmnster Genersl,

“How long wall it 1ake todo dll this?™ sl 1.

“Perhans a week.”

“Rut the hess wants an answer iehit away, He wirel—
he didn't write vou. Desn't that mean huers up?”

“There you go again!” said the correspondent, patting
me affectionately on the shoulder. “You Americans
think you can rush things over here; but you can't
o ir.”

“We don't want to rush things,” said I “We simply
want to save time. This roundabout way you have of
going from Jim to John with letters of introduction is
all bosh, I can beat it to a standstill, even here in
Lomdon,”

*(yo ahiead,” said he.

It was thett two o'vlock, 1 took a cah to Capel
Court, then entered the greatest private banking in
stitition in the world, and was very civilly greeted by
the hrilliantly liveried porter. [ had figured ont just
how to handle this gentleman, and T said, *Mr.—— has
sont me with a message 1o Lorid Rothsehild,”

Mind you, I didn’t say [ was from the newspaper, |
made the thing personal,

Il take in vour card, Sir," said the gentleman with
the fat calves,  In o fow moments he returned.

“Iis Lordship will se vou,” he said, and presently
ushered me into & vast room, in the middle of which
was a very businesslike mahogany desk. Baron Nathan
Rothschild was wated there.  He was a handsome man,
with a ponted beand, eut rther on the French order,
iron-gray hair, and handsome eyes. He grected me
cordially, shaking hands,

In half & dozen words 1 told him what my newspaper
proprietor had sent me to him for. When he realized
that [ was & reporter he laughed heartily.

“Phat's ohe on me,” he said.  He then closed his
eyes, stroked his beard with his hand, and dictated
abont a column of as good stuff on finance as anyone
would care to read. He particularly went into a
comparisan of the French and American characters,
(laiming that, while the Americans were greater
money ecamners than the French, they were nowhere
near so thrifty, and that he thaught that the habit
of saving would have to be taught them as it had the
British,

T used the same tactics to get a talk with the manager
of Coutts' Bank, and with Mr. Burns of J. P. Morgan
& Co. The Postmaster General immediately saw me
and gave me a very interesting talk on the subject,
telling me particularly what the postal savings institu-
tions had done for England.

That evening ahout seven o'clock | drove hack to
the office with a sheaf of interviews, and the corre-
spondent could scarcely believe that they were genuine.
Bitt he sent them along, and they made a distinet hit,
So much for directness,

In the Postmaster General's statement T took the
liberty of inserting the sentence, “The governmient of
the United States should be made the custodian of the
savings of the masses,” and this weatence orits variant
ran in italics at the foot of every aditorial for some
months, generally giving the Postmaster Crerteral eredit
for it —I'm afrod somewhat to that gentleman’s em-
barrassmunt,

“Hlang it!" he said 1o me one day when | met lim on
the Steand,  *moaguet man and nothing but a public
worvint, and you've gene and made a great orator of me.”

U7 there was one ate where my much vaunted di-
rectness failod mein Enpland, and curously it was

in the case of an American whom [ was sent to inter-
view. Bug 1 think my failore whs due mone to the fact
al cournge fell dinvn &t the last minute

that my phys

fither than thiat my method was wrong.

voin Londar abont A éitons man

i, American, who lived on his
. at the moath of theColne, It

ul T.:'u theire for five or six Venrs; in

A storv got afl
named By
vach: at Br
wiks sl 1
T’.'I-‘.'. that &y
the ponst
vredl with
American, fl

rermment

t had heen in the harbod down on
wex for 50 long that her hiottam was cove-
anl sea grass, e floated) the
harhot 20 e that the British
p m take it down: for by interia-
viondd law no furosgner con float his fag in vour harhor
more thun <o lone, He uked to gl up anclor abiout
onee every <ix months, run out to e just Bevond the
marme leacoe Hendt, then oome hack, deo .'m-l"la-r, and
riise 1 g acain.  He bad an iden that if he got out-
dide of Beitesh sunsdiction some Mmortean <bip would
actge im amd ren m o o America, where he'd
te put inan asvlum anid his property ‘taken away from
him.

Hi was veputed 1o be very rich,  Brown came from
somewhere in Marvland,  He was the object of con-
stant solicitide on the part of his female relatives,  One
day he receivad acable that o maiden aunt was on her
wiy o England fo visivhim.  He met her at the trim, —
Brghtlingsea was at the end of the ropl—handed her
o ticket, and reminded Her thar she was just in time 1o
chteh the return train for Lendon, which she did,
Brown bl leamed to hate all things Amefican; nor
did he love the Enghsh.  He was one of those curious
expateiates thut seem to be blessed with no pride of
nationality,

Evervtidy in the little scaport was afraid of Brown.
They told all kinds of stories about him.  Onee when
ot =hauting he broke a shotgun over a0 stupid at-
tendant's hack, injuring him severely, and then turned
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round and gave him enough money to st up o
business.  There was probably method in this kind
of madness,

Another story was about his first secretary, who way
an American. ‘That gentleman fell asleep one ovening
after dinner, and awoke to find his master carefully
cutting off hix mustache,—a loonant affaie which 1o
been, years in raising and of which he was inordinately
prowd. A dreadful row followed, revolvers were drawn,
and shots fired.

Brown adopted a kind of water punicioent for l,i,)

men.  He used to take a great window clearaing avringe
that hetd about a gallon of water, creep up o e run
when they were asleep, and suddenly detuge they

The London correspondint of a New York paper
me down to investignte these stories,

M'Y first business when I got to Brightling e wa
confirm them first hand.  Then I made up my
mind to pay a visit to Brown on his yacht T heant
that he was cordial at times, and so the fuct thal he
was alone on the vessel did not deter me. | engaged 2
fisherman with his dory to take ‘me to the yack,
which lay about half a mile cut in the harbor,

We pulled round to the leeward side of the voeal,
and were about to land at the stairs when T lookol oy
and saw glowering down at me from the ratling near
the foremast shrouds a huge face, with brown eyes G
seemed to be set in o mask of curly bluck whidoe
THe shoulders and chest of the man were alont 1
size of a chiffonaier, and his arms, which reed o0 o,
railing, resembled great cables.  His hands were o
mous, and covered with black hair,  Altogether 1701
never seen 50 fearful a looking creature in the
a man before, [ don't think [ was ever so e
my life. [ thought of the secretary and the wates o
and instantly changed my mind about gofng ahoarn!,
and gave orders to the hoatman to pull back o don
as quickly as he could,

T made tracks for the first train for Loadon,  Dnagine
how shocked T was when, ensconced in the corn
second-class compartment, I'saw the towenng 1
Brown pass down the platform. T drew close mto
corper, fearful that he would discover me; for [ v
seized with u sudden conviction that he thought [ wa
a spy from his American family, and that he was going
to do me ap, L

Nosooner had be passed my compartment than, mich
felieved, 1 looked out, and to my dismay and roeeor
saw him inspecting éach compartment, beginning o0 e
car next the engine and making his way down towand
the rear of the rrain, [ pulled my hat aver my evis
and pretended to be asleep,  Suddenly the it Way
shut out from the window, and I felt that Brown was
scrutintzing me, [ peeked out from wnder the boem o
my hat, Sure enough, there he was, his grear botk
filling the window, his savaee eyes stang

Evidently he was satisfied that | was the man be
after; for without a word he entered the comps
took a seat nest to the door, and procesdes
at me.. Unfortunately the tmin was an ¢
to London, and I conkin't esape, I e
the terror that [ felt duping the whole mde, somon
going at the rate of a mile o minute, with that s
ereature sitting there glowering at me. | was nnanm
and, although an athletic fellow, no mateh for th
maniae,  However, when we pulledinto Lot
left the car without =0 much as o look at me, an
appearcd into the crowd,

I am supe now that he neverintended
harm, but only to <ure me,

10 1o

U'T there was one case where L faled 1o get ar

vitle when nedther dirsothess for consers ot
wonld hive waved the !.1:.'. When Oltver Wer
Holmes tied T was sent out toget from the mest yron-
nent literary men of London ex
in regand to the art and personality
Among others whom T owas to see was T
the historian, s an, anil old [I;i-l'!'
the author of the rorit of e Breakinsts T
= | X txd somethinge: pecaliarly intineate an
esting from Wim.  Furthermore, M Mo
always heen on torms of the grontest fromlshg
my newspaper, and had never relnsal 1o oo any
riprisentialivis. '

Imagine my surpnse then, on reach
sending tn my card, 1o Be wll by t
MaCarthy woull not see me. .

“But why?™ | rumonstrated.
what paper' | represent.

The butlér dul 5o, and presently retnrmed witl
sitriie message, M. MeCarthy cannot see yomn 1o
not know why, Sir, but he begs to b exiused.”

I was wouniled and mystified at being turned dow:
in this way until I chanced by a newsstand and aw 1
glaring headlines of an extra, *Jusun Huntly M
Carthy, the historian’s son, marrics Cissie Loftns,”

Then [ understood why Mr. McCarthy refussd
see me, | also excused the alirupiness of his message,
He evidently thought | wanted to interview him on
that tapie,

Part IT will appear in an early Hsne
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