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planations
O'Neill
one yeat

ade a prisoner
t to atiack
g with EKliza
iding Mujor Cov
entry, rects u \ul as a friend. IX.—
Elizabeth betrays her love for O'Neill. The ad
| learns how he saved her life aud spared
ry’s, The prisouer becomes A guest as
Marg de Richemont of France. X.—O'Neill
and Elizabeth in a secret interview. Coventry
xoes away. The admiral couceives a plan to
solve the ln\t eutanglement. Paul Jones is
co :‘.:." -The admiral affers fortuue and
honor 10 O \u",\\)lhlln hand of Elizaveth, if
he \nh betray Paul Jones' fleet.  Elizabeth over-
hears the plot. O'Neill scorus the offer.  XIL
—O’'Neill sent on board the Serapis to die.
Elizabeth vainly pleads for him. Paul Jones
comes to the castle in disguise. Recoguized by
Coventry, he reminds the admiral of an old
ledge and is allowed to go. He whispers to
Clizubeth to deiay O'Neill's execution six hours.
YIII and XIV.—Coventry goes on board the
Scrapis to save his rival from the halter, Eliza-
beth follows with a forged reprieve. Coventry
cuts the hang rope aud swears that the npr@c_\'c
i# duly signed by the admiral. XV.—O"Neill
and Elizabeth escape, with the aid of Coventry.
The Admiral boards the Scrapts. Paul Jones®
fleet at hand.  XVIaud XVIL—Elizabeth telis
O'Neill of the forgery. He wants to return to
the Serapix and eave Coventry. XVIII and
XIX.—Faul Jones opene the battle, closing
with the Serapis. XX, XXI and XXIIL—The
Bon Homme Richard sinking, The Serapis
strikes.

CHAPI R XXI1.
THE AUDACITY OF DESPAIR.

N the spar deck things had
m gone better. Though De
Chamiilard and his marines
had been driven from the
poop by the fire of the English, the
men in the tops had more than evened
that reverse. As the two ships lay
side by side the interlocking yards
made a convenient bridge from one to
the other, over which a bold man
miglit pass. It happened that some of
the choicest splrits on the Richard
were stationed in the maintop. Fan-
ning, who had been busily engaged
with small arms, saw his opportunity.
As the little parties’ in the two tops
exchanged volleys the midshipman
threw his men on the yard, and as the
smoke cleared away the astonished
British saw the Americans rushing to-
ward them.

The first and second men were shot
down and fell to the deck of the Sera-
pis. The third, a gigantic man, by a |
desperate leap gained a foothold in
the top. Before he was cut down
Fanning and another had joined him
over the futtock shrouds. Two men
took the defenders in the rear by way
of the lubber’s hole. The rest dame
swarming. The force of their rush
carried everything before it. The Eng-
lish, unable to stand the irresistible on-
set, were shot down or thrown out of
the top. No quarter was asked or
given. The Americans, having effected
this lodgment in the maintop of the.
Serapis, now turned their fire upon the
fore and mizzen tops and enabled
boarding parties from their own ship
to gain possession of all the upper
works of the enemy.

It was at this moment that the gun-
ner and fhe carpenter reached the deck,
crying that the ship was sinking and
proffering to surrender. The gunner
ran aft shrieking: “Quarter! Quarter!”
intending to lower the flag. Jones,
who had been superintending the work-

Stlencing him forever.
ing of the quarter deck guns, which
were without an officer since Mease,
who had been fighting heroically, had
been severely wounded, of course heard
the noise, and, turning about, saw the
gunner running for the flag. Fortu-
nately the flag had been shot away,
and as the gunner was seeking it, fum-
bling over the halyards in. the dark-
ness, Pearson, nearing the cries, called
out again:

“Do you ask for quarter?’

Jones had taken two long steps across
the deck to the side of the gunner.
Seizing his discharged pistol, he
brought the butt of it heavily down
upon the forehead of the man, cracking
his skull and sHencing him forever.

“Never!” he shouted in reply to the
Englishman.

“Then I will give none!” said Pear-
son—an entirely superfluous remark,
by the way.

It was at this juncture that the All-
ance was seen coming down again as
before. Jones had time but for one
glance of apprehension when he heard
the noise of the leaping prisoners be-
Jlow. He sprang to the main hatch.

“The prisoners have been released,”
cried De Weibert, meeting him. The
Frenchman had been toiling like a herc
on the gun deck. “The battery is si-
lenced; we have not a single gun tc
work; the ship is afire! We must
yield!” he exclaimed.

As the frightened men came crewd
ing up the hatchways Dale, who had
just fired the only remaining gun or
the deck that was left fit for action,
took in the situation at once. He stay:
ed the rush in the nick of time by voice
and action. He sprang into the mids!
of them, threatening them, striking
them, beating them down, driving then,
back with his sword.” It was a magnifi-
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Cyrus G'Own.;end Brady,

by CHATRLES SC’RIB}VE‘RS SONS

and herenlean wdorts, crying master- |
fully: “Gei to the pumps, men! Lively, |
for God's sake! The ship is sinking |
under your feet! The English ship is

| going!”

cert display of hardihood and courazn.
presence of mind and resource.
“To the pumos!” he cried wih'
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prompt decision.  “For  your lives,
men! The English ship is sinking, and
we'll go down with her unless you can |

keep us afloat!” he shouted in thunder

tones with superb audacity. The bat
tle lost was won again in that minute.
“Well done, Richard!” shouted Jones,

leaping through the hatehway and see- |
onding the daring ruse of his noble |

lfeutenant by his own mighty voice |

It was unparalleled assurance, but it
won. The two officers actually sue-
ceeded in foreing the English prisoners
to man the pumps, where they worked
with a frantic energy born gf their per-
sistent daze of terror. This left the
regular crew of the ship free to fight
the fires and to do what they could
with the remalning guns. As Jones
sprang back to the quarter deck, the
surgeon, covered with blood and ap-
palled at the carnage, came running
toward him, crylng:

“The ship is sinking, sir! The cock-
pit is under water! I have no place
to stow the wounded. “e must sur-
render!”

“Strike! Strike!” cried De Chamil-
lard, who was wounded. “We can do
no more!”

“What, gentlemen,” cried Jones,
“would you have me strike to a drop
of water and a bit of fire? Up, De
Chamillard! Iere, doctor, help me get
this gun over.”

The surgeon hesitated, looked around
again, and, not liking the appearance
of things about him, turned and ran
below. Not to his siation, for that
was under water. His mates had been
killed. He wandered up and down
the decks, doing what he could—which
was but little—for the wounded where
they lay. Assisted by two or three of
the seamen, with his own hands Jones
dragged one of the 9 pounders from
the disengaged side of the deck across
to the starboard side to take the place
of a dismounted one; and, while the
heavy battery of the Serapis continued
its unavailing fire below, these three
small guns under his personal direc-
tion concentrated their fire upon the
mainmast of the Serapis.

The fortuitous position of the Amer-
fcans in the enemy’s tops enabled them
to pour a perfect rain of small arm fire
upon the spar deck of the Serapis
with little possibility of effective re-
turn. Man after man was shot down
by the side of the intrepid Pearson,
who, whatever his other lack of qual-
ifications, showed that he possessed
magnificent personal courage, until he
remained practically alone upon the
deck—alone and as yet undaunted.

It 1s impossible to describe the scene.
It is not within the power of words to
portray the situation, after over two
hours of the most frightful and deter-
mined combat. No two ships were
ever in such condition. No battle that
was ever fought was like it. The
decks were covered with dead and dy-
ing. Bands of men in different direc
tions were fighting the fires. The smoke
in lowering clouds hung heavily over
the ships, for the wind had died and
there was scarcely enough to blow it
away. The pale moonlight mingled
with the red glare from the flames
and threw an added touch of lurid
ghastliness trembling over the smoke
wrapt sea. From below came the
steady roar of the Serapis’ guns, from
above the continuous cracking of the
Richard’s small arms. The noises
blended in a hideous diapason of de-
struction which rose to an offended
heaven in the horrid discord of an in-
fernal region. The prisoners, still un-
der the influence of their terror, tolled
at the clanking pumps. The water
gushed redly from the bleeding scup-
pers. Order, tactics, discipline, had
been forgotten. Men glared with blood-
shot eyes, set their teeth beneath foam
flaked lips and fought where they stood
—fought in frenzy against whatever
came to hand, whether it was the Eng-
lish ship or the roaring flames or the
rushing waters. They recked nothing
of consequences. In their frantic bat-
tle lust they beat upon the sides of
the other ship with their bare hands
and bloody knuckles and knew not
what they did. Their breath came
quick and short. The red of battle
was before their vision. They had but
one thought—slay, kill! One would
have said that the brute instinct was
uppermost in every heart. But in
scenes of this kind it 1s not the great-
est brute that wins, but the greatest
soul, and the one man who still pre-
served his calmness in this orgy of
war was the man to win the battle—
Jones.

The Alllance had repeated her pre-
vious performance, but the men had
been worked to such a pitch that they
never heeded her. Many of them did
pot know of it Both ships were
thoroughly beaten. It was a question
as to which would realize it first, who
would first surrender. Nay, there was
no question whatever of Jones’ sur-
no question of Jones’ surrender under
any circumstances whatsoever. Peaf-
son would give up under some cond$-
tions, and those had at last arrived.
That was the essential difference be-
tween the two men. It was radical.

CHAPTER XXII.

SINKING, BUT TRIUMPHANT.

ND now happened the incident
which finally decided the bat-
tle. By Jones’ orders quan-
titles of hand grenades, a

small,  highly combustible and explo-

sive shell about the size of a large
apple, had been placed in the tops.

After the battle in midair by which

the Americans had gained possessian

he shouted out that they be used in
accordance with his instructions. Fan-
ning sent a man with a bucket of

[grenades out on the extreme end of the

maln yardarm. Wrapping his legs

pmnnd the yard, he sat down, and,

Jeaning against the lift, deliberately

gthrew his bombshells, one by one,

down the open main hatchway of the

Serapis. The powder boys of the lat-

ter ship bad been bringing charges of

powder for the various guns from the
magazine, and, as many of the guns
dad been put out of action by the

American fire, the supply had been

greater than the demand. A large pile

had been carelessly allowed to accu-
mulate upon the deck. Ome of the
grenades caromed against the hatch
combing and fell into the center of
) the charges.
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: My Lady Peggy Goes To Town
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i BY FRANCES AYMAR MATHEWS

o

: A thrilling love romance and a vivid picture of fashionable life in

' England in the reign of George ITI

:i:

# WILL BE OUR NEXT SERIAL STCRY
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3 THE DRESS SAYS !
% OF LADY DEGGY |

My Lady Peggy has a dash and
“ = - = - . 10
daintiness which are inimitable.

—GRAND RAPIDS HERALD.

Clear, complete. A
straight-away story from begin-
ning to end.

—CHICAGO JOURNAL.
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Gay, imperious, distinctly femi-
nine in spite of her disguise,
Lady Peggy is a delightful figure.

—PHILADELPHIA ITEM.

A certain dash and piguancy
about the story that make it
very captivating.

—DBOSTON JOURNAL.

A love story charmingly told is
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PROVISION STORE

119 Fourth Street.

PROPRIETORS

THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

REDER & PHIPTS, - - -

In the city, and the constant endeavor is to maintain the reputation this house
has always enjoyed for quality of goods, fair prices and promptness in filling or-
ders.

THE FULLEST AND MOST COMPLETE LINE OF

CROCKERY AND GLASSWARE

IN STOCK.

My Lady Peggy Goes To Town.
—MILWAUKEE SENTINEL.

louqd, so terrific, that it actually seemed
to blow even the roar of the battle into
eternity. Twenty or thirty men were
killed or badly wounded, many of
them torn to atoms, by the explosion,
and the rest of the men on the English-
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Pearson was standing alone as if dazed.

man’s deck were dazed and driven from
their stations by the concussion. The
clothes of many were actually ripped
from their bodles, so that they stood
naked and wondering, thcugbh they
were otherwise unhurt. A long mo-
ment of ghastly silence succeeded this
accident on the Serapis. Men every-
where paused with bated breath to
wait the issue. The Serapis, dragging
the Richard, reeled and rocked under
the shock. It was a last catastrophe
which broke the strength of Pearson's
endurance and ended his resistance.
He could fight no more. Was it the
devil himself who commanded the oth-
er ship? The English captain sprang
aft to the mizzenmast. A great Eng-
lish standard had been nailed to the
timber of the spar. With his own
hands he tore it down. The battle was
over! At the same moment the main-
mast of the Serapis, undermined and
eaten away in its heart by the gnawing
attack af the quarter deck guns of the
Richard, came crashing down, a hope-
less ruin, carrying some of the Amer-
fcans into eternity as it fell.

“They have struck their flag!” cried
Jones, who had sprung upon the rail
at the moment of the explosion and
had witnessed Pearson’s action. “Cease
firing!”

His voice rang through the ship with
such a note of proud triumph as has
rarely been heard within the fought
over confines of the narrow seas.

“They have struck! The ship is
ours!” ran from man to man among
the Americans. Wild cheers broke into
the night in an ever increasing volume
of sound.

“Send Mr. Dale to me,” said Jones to
young Brooks as the flag came down.
The midshipman had been wounded,
but still kept his station.

As Dale came running toward his
captain Jones cried:

“Muster a boarding party and take
charge of the prize. The fight is over!”

But, no, the battle was not over. A
few moments before an English ship
captain among the prisoners had suc-
ceeded in escaping through the rents in
the shattered sides of the two ships
and had told the plight of the Richard
to the first lieutenant of the Serapis.
‘With this information the men on the
gun deck had been rallied and, led by
their officers, had returned to their
quarters and resumed the battle. They,
too, were heroes. Mayrant, who ran
aft from the forecastle as he saw
Pearson strike his flag, jumped on the
rail by Jones’ orders and followed Dale
upon the deck of the English ship.
Such was the confusion of the moment
that as Mayrant leaped on the deck he
was actually run through the thigh by
a pike in the hand of a wounded Brit-
ish sailor. Pearson was standing alone
as if dazed, on the quarter deck of
his ship, holding one clinched hand
against his breast, with the other
grasping his trailing flag. In his face
was that look of defeat and despair
which is the saddest aspect of baffled,
impotent humanity.

“Have you struck, sir?”’ cried Dale,
stopping before the English captain.

“Yes,” was the grim reply. His volce
was a broken whisper indicating in the
tones his mental agony.

“I am come to take possession.”
“Very good, sir,” said Pearson bitter-
1y, as before, and dropping the flag.
Then he reached for his sword.

Just at this moment Pascoe, the first
lieutenant of the Serapis, came bound-
ing up the hatchway from the deck
below.

“A few more broadsides, sir, and
they are ours!” he cried impetuously.
“Thkey are in a sinking”—

“The ship has struck, sir, and you
are my prisoner,” interrupted Dale

There was a detonating crash, so

quickly, seeing the necessity of |
promptitude.

We have to admit Lady Peggy s in a tight

A LADY SAYS OF LADY PEGGY

Speaking from a woman’s standpoint, a lady says of Lady Peggy, ‘‘she
is always prudent.”

WE SAY OF LADY PEGGY

You will miss a great treat if you fail to read My Lady Peggy Goes To
Town, which will be our next serial story.
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place here, but don’t despair of her.

“Struck! This ship!

Your prisoner!”
eried the astonished Englishman.

“Yes, sir. Your sword,” demanded
Dale. The man hesitated.

“Disarm him!” cried the American
Two or three of the boarding” parties
closed around them.

“sSir’ asked the lleutenant, turning
to his captain, “is it true that we have
struck ?”

“Yes, sir,”” answered Pearson hoarse-
ly.
y“.\ty God!” eried Pascoe. There was
a momentary silence.

“I have nothing more to say, sir,”
he added. “I will go below and eall
off the men,” said the lieutenant, turn-
Ing away.

“No, sir!” interrupted Dale. “You
will accompany your captain on board
our ship at once. P’ass the word to
cease firing. The ship has struck.”

As the English captain and/his first
liewtenant stepped over the rall upon
the high poop of the Richard tRe roar
of the guns died away, this time for
good. Seizing a dangling rope, they
swung themselves inboard and found
themselves face to face with a little
man in a tattered uniform, hatless,
covered with dust and smoke, powder
stained and grimy with the soil of the
battle. Blood spattering from a wound
in his forehead had coagulated upon
his cheek. He was a hideous looking

spectacle. The red fire light played lu-
ridly upon him. Nothing but the piere-
ing black eyes which burned@ and
gleamed out of his face in the dark-
ness bespoke the high humanity of
the man.

“Is it""—

“Captain John Paul Jones, at your
service, gentlemen.”

“My sword,” said Pearson, tendering
it to him formally. *I regret,” He
added ungraciously, “at being com-
pelled to strike to a man who has
fought with a halter around his neck.”

“Sir,” said Jones, with a magna-
nimity as great as his valor, “you
have fought like a hero, and I make no
doubt that your sovereign will reward
you in the most ample manner. Mr.
Brooks, escort these gentlemen to my
cabin.”

The two ships were now cut adrift,
Dale remaining on the Serapis to take
command. He had sat down a moment
for rest, and as he attempted to rise
to his feet he fell to the deck, dis-
covering only in that way that he had
been severely wounded.

By the most herolc efforts of the
prize crew on the Serapis and the re-
maining men on the Richard the Eng-
lish prisoners were driven back into the
hold, the flanes subdued and some sem-
blance of order restored. Cottineau had
captured the Scarborough after an hour
of good hard fighting, and the victory
was entirely with the Americans. But
it had been purchased at a fearful cost.
There i8 no battle on land or sea in the
world’s history where the percentage
of loss was greater than the battle
between the Serapis and the Richard.

About 70 per cent on the Serapis and
over B0 per cent on the Richard had
been killed or wounded, and the Bon
Homme Richard was in a sinking con-
dition. She had been literally beaten
to pleces. It was not safe to remain
upon her decks. Consequently the
prisoners and the wounded, groaning
and crying in anguish, were removed
to the Serapis. In the early morning
of the day following, the brave ship
which had earned undying immortality
in her wornout old age, because for
three brief hours John Paul Jones and
his men had battled upon her decks,
sank forever beneath the sea.

The refitting of the prizes for the
returning voyage was at once begun.
To anticlpate events, it is recorded
that Captain Landais, the jealous and
false hearted Frenchman who had so
treacherously maneuvered the Alliance,
was subsequently court martialed and
dismissed from the service,
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Bakeryand Lunch Room

FINE BREAD,
CAHKES, P.ES, ETC

A specialty of Coffee and Cake and
Short Orders.

ADAM WILLIAMS,

Proprietor,
110 West Fourth Street,
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Sawuer & Filley.

CORNER FOURTH AND MAIN STREETS.

Googl Sl'{qgs for Everybodyf

No matter what you want in price or style, in leather or shape—
light or heavy—fancy or plain, you'll find it here or vou'll find it
isn't worth looking for.

*“ All Kinds of good shoes.”
That’s our motto.

“ At prices good for you to pay.’
That's our principle.

THE OLYMPIA SHOE STORE

A. C. STEVENS & CO.

PIONEER IRON WORKS|;

OLYMPIA, WASEL.

MANUFACTURER OF

MARINE % STATIONARY ENCINES |}
MILL MACHINERY, BRASS AND iRON CASTINGS.

Logging car equipments of all kinds.
A specialty of concaved tram wheels.
Highest market price paid for old cast
iron scrap, brass and copper.

Wrou‘ht Iromn Worl
Repair work given prompt and careful

attention. Prices moderate.
322Third Street. e

GROCERY
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Lomnolly & Chambers.

CHAMBERS BLOCK FOURTH ST.

TELEPHONE 441,

FULL LINE OF MEATS FOR THE

WHULESAI.E € RETAIL TRADE.

Ve solicit a share of your trade and will strive to please,
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PHONE M. 201.
GOODS DELIVERED

OI.YMPIA HARDWARE 00

Staple: Fancy Groceries

F.H._ScCcoTT

SUCCESSOR TO MUNN & PICKETT.

ALWAYS CARRY A C(

IMPLETE STOCK

O]

STAPLE AND
FANCY....

GROC

Also Flour, Feed, Hay,

IRI

Wheat, Oats, &c.
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GOODS DELIVERED PROMPTLY

ITighest price Paid for Farmers' Produce.

329 FOURTH ST.

TELEPIHONE 703.
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We give 16 ounces to the pound, down weight, on all goods
sold over our counter. There seemns to be a common error of
belief that druggists give apothecary’s weizht when they sell
Creamn of Tartar, Borax, Sulphur, and hundreds of other items

sold by the pound.

This is a mistake. We give vou AVOIRDUPOIS WEIGHT,
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sixteen ounces to the pound. Tl

ier, but avoirdapois POUND is heavier by 210 grains, because it

contains 16 avoirdupois ounces,
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0dd Fellows Temple, Olympia, Wash.
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OLYMPIA MARBLE WORKS

ESTABLISHIED 1889,

R. DEVER, Proprietor.

MARBLE AND GRANITE * % %

Monuments, Markers

Headstones, Etc.

OLYMPIA, - - -

Fourth and Jcfferson Sts,

WASHINGTON.

RHEUMATISM

Can be cured. If you want
a cure, which you should not
ln-ml to get by using pain
killers and muhum. tu o
lieve pain. :

Kellotts Oil of Eden

Relaxes and opens the pores
of the skin, penetrates to the
bone, dissolves and removes
all uupumusnf the external
system. from which dise use
aud pains are created :

SWBB[ oplrils of Eﬂﬂll

Regulates the circnlation of
the bleod and strengthens
the nervous system, which
goverus the actions of the

Liver, Kidneys, Stomach, in
fact every organ of the body.

They are not cheap remedies,
but inexpensive cures. Are
sold by the leading and best
wholesale and retail drm..gihls
in the western States  ©

B L. HILL

Has been npy winted Agent for

Olympia.
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Tony Faust SALOON
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