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‘fought the guns like furies,;and though |

‘aboard yon zalleon who can still hit a
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(.HAPTER XXVII.

“Hello!" cried Alec, somewhat taken
back at this unexpected meeting. “By
all the wickedness in Spain, Don Mi-
guel del Cassamoro in the flesh!”

“As you'll soon find to your cost, sea
robber. You've overshot your mark
this time, Senor Captain Ireland.”

“Perhaps s0,” said Alec unconcerned-
ly. “But pardon my surprise, senor. 1
Loped you were a ghost long ago. Too
wicked to ’be drowned, eh 7’

The Spaniard whipped out a venom-
ous oath and yelled to his men to fire
again. A broadside crashed over our
deck, too high fortunately to do much
injury to the low lying hull, but our
long gun was dismantled and our bow-
sprit snapped off short just outside the
gammoning.

Then indeed for awhile the battle
raged in grim, red earnest. With the
forestay carried away we could do
nothing but lie head to wind parallel
to our antagonist until a fresh headsail
was rigged. Huad It been blowing fresh
we might have had her round before
the wind and so run to a distance to re-
fit. But the fiting had flattened down
the light breeze almost to a dead calm, |
80 we had perforce to stay where we |
were.

In a strait like this we had counted
upon being able to row the Scourge out
of danger, as we had already rowed
her up alongside a prize in a calm, but
now, as fortune would have it, an un-
lucky round shot entering in at an open
port had hit the six sweeps as they lay
lashed on the deck and had broken ev-
ery one of them into two. And so, with
the decks becoming more of a shambles
every minute, we stood our ground and |

our pieces were outnumbered by more
than two to one we hoped by serving
them twice as quickly to return as good
or even better than we got.  Besides.
every shot of ours found a billet some-
where in the Spaoiard’'s bully while
many of his, through the greater eleva.
tion of hix guns, flew harmlessly over
the little Scourge. Had it been other
wise we could never have hoped to
keep her afloat.

While we were still a cable’s length
frow the encmy’s stern a strange thiong
happened. A sailor ran on to the poop,
leaped overhioard and swam as though
for his life toward us. Spanish shot
pitted the water round him like thun-
der drops in a pond, but as he held up
his hand as if appealing to us for as- |
sistance we engaged his assallants and |
made them think rather of their own |
skins.

The swimmer meanyhile came up |
alongside and, getting his fingers into |
the main chains, secrambled on bourd.l
Though vastly changed by ‘the hard-
ships of warfare and captivity, we rec- |
pfnlzed him as Saul Dickory, one of

Bristol Merchant's crew, and hot'
though the fight raged around us we
snatched a moment to press the hand
of a comrade of the old days.

He had, so he said, been serving in
Spanish ships ever since his capture at
the mountain ravine, leading a dog's
life, while doing two men's work, and
until now had never seen a chance of
escape. FKFurther, he had an offer to
make us. Give him a light line, and
he'd jump overboard again and make It
fast to a ringbolt on the don's stern,
and then we might warp ourselves up
and board through the cabin window.

“But for the love o' heaven,” he im-
plored us, “keecp the Spanish sharp-
shooters busy while I swim. I can
hear the splash o’ their bullets round
my ears now."”

Alee, however, refused to allow him
to make this attempt for fear of the
gharks, observing that we should be
able to do as much for ourselves with
the grappling iron In half an hour’s
time at our present rate of drifting.
“But,” he added, *I am afraid that
Don Miguel has still too many meu for
my small handful to tackle.”

“Aye, captain,” replied Dickory,
Le has. There are

**that
nigher 300 than 200

good heavy blow, though there's near
as many besides wi' their toes turned
up. But once get inside the big cabin,
an you can clear it an hold It ag'in the
lot o’ 'em.”

“But I want the whole ship, sirrah.”

Saul Dickory shook his head. “You |
can't do it, captain,” he declared de- |
cldedly. *“An if you try the big waves |
will be rolling over every man o' us
tomorrow. But you do what's as good
—you can lay your-hands on the store !
o’ dollars.” |

“Without taking the ship?. How?" |

“The hatch o' the treasury is in the
cabin floor, an you can strike out the
cargo into this queer craft of your'n
without a blessed don o' ’em being
sble to stop you.”

And this in the end was what we
did. The mermen, or Neptune, or the
current, or whatever agency had
charge of our heels, swept the two ves-
sels pmearer and nearer together till at
last a couple of cleverly thrown grap-
ples caught hold and our bulwark
ground against the galleon’s sqguare
stern:

Her crew had no intention of letting
us set foot in their stronghold without
a tussle and did what they could with
fireballs and grenadoes, cold shot and
naked steel to stop us. But with a
ladder of boarding axes driven jinto
their timbers we scrambled up and
#oon had afooting in the cabin.

Hemmed In by the packed masses

l behing,

| the galleon’s waist,

native of fight or fall
long and desperately, and then they
fell, for they expected no quarter and
asked none. We 2 our side fought as
furiously as they, stabbing with short-
ened weapons where there was no
room to swing them and thrusting
myny a foe through the open portholes
into the sea. It wal a bloody conflict,
for not until two-thirds of the cabin’s
defenders lay dead and dying did the
Spaniards suffer themselves to be driv-
en out into the waist.

We ourselves had lost Jan Pengony,
his friend George and three others kill-
ed outright. and two more were S0
sorely wounded that they died there
on the cabin floor. Scarce a one of us
but had his red gash to show.

But it was no time to groan or lick
our wounds, The two doors under the
poop were closed and barred with fur-
niture piled up against them, loaded
patareroes were thrust through the

They fought

loopholes to command the waist, and

the hatch of the treasure room was

cleared “of bodies and thrown open.'
The pieces of eight we found snugly

stowed in oak chests, and while half a
dozen of us stood ready by the swivel
gun the rest made all haste they could
to hand up the treasure and lower it
through the windows on to the
Scourge’s deck below.

But rapid as were our movements
Don Miguel had no notion of allowing
us to spoil his ship unmolested.

Scarcely had we got into the swing of
work than he and a strong party with
him mounted the poop again and com-
nenced annoying the little craft whose
bulwarks were grinding against his
ship far below. They hurled down ev-
erything weighty and unpleasant that
came to hand, and finally they dropped
a barrel of powder, which on bursting
scorched several of our lads so severely
that they cried to us in the galleon’s
cabin that the deck was too hot to hold
any longer.

At this Alee, leaving e in charge of
the cabin, returned to his own vessel
and hailed the poop above.

“Don Miguel, ahoy!"”

The tall Spaniard appeared above,
gritting his yellow teeth with rage.

“Don Miguel, if you do not cease from
annoying my people you shall- have
something else to think about. I swear
to you that if you do not permit me to
finish my task unmolested I'll sweep
your crowded waist with a hurricane
| of patareroe balls, and that the surviy-
ors may not want employment to keep
them out of mischief I'll fire your gal-
leon’s hold before I leave her.
a keg of spirits under the table that
will help ber to burn.”

“And if 1 permit you to carry off
your robber's booty in peace?”

*Measure your words, Don Miguel!

If you permit me to carry off my law- :

ful prize'—

The Spaniard iutelrupted him with |
a harsh laugh of impotent rage.

—“my lawful prize, 1 say, taken from |

my country's enemy,” went on Alec
calmly, “and if you offer no further an-
noyance to my men, I, on my part.
faithfully promise to do you and yours
no further injury for the present. Kor-
tune will, I hope,
meeting on some future day, when ac-
counts may be settled. Meanwhile,
senor, your answer is awaited.”

Don Miguel, who seemed almost be-
side himself with suppressed fury, was
evidently about to hurl a defiance at
us and raised his hand to clinch s
refusal with a pistol bullet.
officers and underlings had had all the
fighting they wanted. Though each
might have a stake'in the golden cargo
below, each rémembered that with an-
other throw of the dice he would lose
not only that, but life as well. And
choosing, like wise men, the lesser of
the two evils, they laid violent hands
on their reckless commandant and
dragged’ him down. Then one of them
Jumped up into his place and signified
that they agreed to the armistice. They
promised, he said, not to molest us fur-
ther, and they looked to us to keep a
like faith with them. With a ringing
cheer our lads set to work again on the
gold chests, but none the less we kept
the swivel gun trained on the crowd in
for he is a besot
ted fool who trusts a penny’s worth to
a Spaniard’s word.

They dared not break faith with us,
however, because of the gun, and so
we were able to transship the golden
harvest without further loss of life.

While the party in the galleon’s cab-
in bustled merrily among the booty an
other party refitted our damaged head-
sails, and when the last chest of gold-
pieces had been dumped upon our deck
we raised an ironical cheer for the
wealth of Golden Spain, and as the ris-
Ing breeze slowly bellied her salls the
little Scourge sheered slowly off from
her whipped and sullen adversary.

Aye, we were victorious, and while
the red blood still flowed from our
wounds we recked little of the heavy
price we had paid. But when the mad
frenzy of fighting is over gaping cuts
tingle and grow stiff, and then it is that
men begin to count the cost and spare
a thought for those who bhave fallen,
comrades who were alive and full of
hope a few short hours before. We
had a dreary account taking. It was
clear that the Scourge could no longer
hold ber own in thege seas of the new
world.

the front rank had the alter-,

There's |

grant us another |

But his |

CITAPTER XX Vill.

dear. Out of our slender ship's com-
|’ln) 13 had been killed outright. four
had burts that they would die under,
and of the
could not show
blood.

When the excitement of the
fadd passed away and the grim fever
of slaying had Lecome a memory, not

the color

there was not some deadly throb or

es or faint from loss of blood. Our
captain lay pale and helpless in his '
bunk, brougbt to death’'s very door by
a bullet wound under the shoulder,
which he had borne undressed through
half the long fight.
boatswain’s bald pate was burned
bla 't with powder, and he had more
ribs stove in than the pain weuld let
him count. And of the others gne ail-
ed this and another that; one by the
blow of an ax bad lost the fingers of
his hand, another by the crack of a
gunstock had lost the sense of his
hand.

| The active watch on deck consisted
of two persons. There was Job Tre-
halion, with the old scar on his face
crossed by a fresher seam, and John

Topp. with a pike thrust through the

calf of one leg and a dagger wound in
| the foot of the other..

We had remained in melancholy si-
lence for I know not how long, when
suddenly Job Trehalion got up without
a word and went down the companion.
Returning presently, he gave me a
handful of biscuit and a lordly dram of
cordial, and these, being sent on their

errand, revived me wonderfully. So,
after adjusting the bloody bandages

round my leg and instep, 1 told Job
| that he and I must lay our heads to-

gether and consider where to steer to.

Job was all chuckles and grins in a
moment. It was not often that he was
called into council by any one save the
old man, and him he affected to de-
spise, {
dence no compliment.

“One thing is sure,” said I, looking
at the battle havoce round me, “we can't
keep the seas in this plight.”

“*No, Master Topp.” chuckled Job,
“that we cau't., Let
crew to reef or haul the sails, the liull
an spars has sich a-many wounds in |
'em that the first good squall’ll sund
us all to Davy Jones' locker double
quick. No. no; we'se winged, Master
Topp. an winged birds has to lie qulet
for awhile afore they tries to fly
again.”

“There should be abler heads than
ours, Job, to settle matters in a plight
like this, but the abler heads are all |
sadly battered just now, so you and 1 |
must do our best to decide a course
without them."”

A look of solemn importance strug-
gled hard to drive the grin from Job's
face. But habit was strong, and the
grin conquered.

*“We might go back to the old harbor
on Cave island, Master Topp. It were
snug enough, an them huts on the hill

"above be a rare pluce for sick men to
lie in.”

“But the Spaniards, Job! You forget
the Spaniards.”

“Asking pardon,” replied Job, screw-
ing up his face with such a grin that
{ the wound across it began to trickle
afresh, “but one o’ them Spaniards that
we left behind has got off. And if one,
maybe all.”

“What!” 1 cried. “One got off?
Where did you hear of him?"”

“Seed him an felt him, Master Topp.
" which is better than hearing o' him.
; It was his irom as wrote this fresh
| mark across my face. That comes o
disregarding the old man’s words an
sparing Spaniards,” he added sagely.

“Captain Ireland’s whim, Job,” said
I, shrugging my shoulders. ‘‘But are
you sure of your man?”

“Sure as 1 am o' you, Master Topp,
or o' uncle, or ¢’ Captain Ireland, or
o' any one else noticeable. This un
was a short, cheery kind o' little chap,
wi' bandy legs an a bright steel bas-
sinet on’s head. Now, sea armor is al-
| ways blacked, so a man as wears his
{ bright s nat'rally a man you notice.”
| “Why, I remember bim!”’ said I. “A
merry, cowardly little wretch named
Sancho something or other. Your un-
cle gave him a pretty scare in the Ser-
pent's ‘templo.™

“That's him; Don’Sancho! An if this
blow he gave me had been driven home
'stead o' failing half hearted through
the frightened trembling o' the don's
arm 1 should have gone down sure
enough. As it was, 1 stood an top-
pled him into the sea for cumbering
my way. Saul Dickory maybe could
tell us how bandy legs came to be on
the galleon.”

“Feteh bim,” said I. And Job went.

If Job was rvight and the Spaniards

“You und 1 mnust do our best.”
had really succeeded in leaving Cave
Island, nothing could be more fortu-
nate for us in our present crippled

state. There we could reecruit our

ed ship at our leisure, and when our

The galleon's gold had cost us very !

rest there was no man who |
of his uwn?i

battle |

one stood on our decks in whose l)od_vl

The back of the !

and so he considered his confi-

alone having no

war weary bodies and refit our wound-'

| puises beat full and strong again we
{ el he peady for nnother throw with
Uuu Miguel, for I,
| that we had by no means seen the last
| of that yellow fanged grin of rage.
| But if our late slaves were still on
the island it would be madness to at-
tempt the landing. Heaven grant they
had escaped!

...\.‘.0.‘*
gerly questioned him,
| sure enough. I've seed a-many o' them,
an. what's more, through them I’ve
heerd all about your doings on the is-
| land.”

“they’'ve got off,

sickening ache—not one who was not |
!
| stiff from angry, rainbow colored bruls-

| “How 4id. they get away ?”
| “Sighted a trading snow the day aft-
er you left, signaled her wi’ a smoke

| from that ’ere Sarpint hill I've heard |

tell of, an got took off. The snow set
them ashore at Barcelona. From there
! some o' ’em took ship to Cartagena,
| where, as we was short handed, thev
joined our galleon.

“Then,” said I cheerily, “our course i

is clear. We'll run to the old harbor to
recruis and réfit.” And with the deci-
sion I felt more hopeful and light heart-
ed than I had since first my wounded
leg began to tingle. '
_When we rounded the bluffs at the
harbor’s mouth and the foreshore in
front of the cave opened out.to view, it
was with anxious gaze that those of us
who were hale enough to stand on deck
or to lean against mast or bulwark |
. scanned the beach and the heights
‘ above the cave for sign of human hab-
itation. The island was a pleasant
enough spot to dwell in, and some of
the Spaniards might have elected to
stay and plant a colony there.
But not a trace of man did we see.
“Qur old fortifications lay ruined and

decayed, and in places the quick grow- |

ing tropical vegetation had almost hid-

den them from sight. The heavy door

with which we had closed the caves

| mouth lay half coy ered with sand, nnd
the doorposts from which it had once |
bung had falien shantwise across the
opening.

No, .there was nothing to fear. The
island had returned to the possession
| of the pigs and the gulls and the
! parrakeets, its original owners.

To reach the huts on the high ground

; above was for the most seriouslv
3 wounded an impossibility, and so we
had to turn the cave itself into our hos-
pital. We regretted this, because we |

: bad hoped much from the healing vir- |
! ties of the flower scented breeze of the

! uplands, but there was no help for it.
| Ab, it was a time to make the greedi- |
| est plunder hunter sicken of his trade! |
| The angel of death was hovering lound
us and claiming now one good snllor
and true comrade and now another as
| part payment of the price of plunder.
Not that we were cheerless eompnny.
| for the old man's caustic wit and Wil-
| lie Trehalion’s cumbersome attempts to
reply to him raised many a smile trom
the weaker ones and many a loud guf-
faw from the stronger. And Job Tre-
halion’s grin we had always with us.

But the summons of death came a
too often, and the tale of sandy rounds
on the yellow harbor grew sadly long
In spite of all that the old man’s sklll-
ful surgeoning and John Topp’s tireless
nursing could do to shorten it. All that
man could do we did, but our enemy
was too strong for us.

The end of our nursing came at last.
Some conquered their wounds, and
some their wounds conquered, and
when the last grave had been dug and
filled there were but 12 men left out
of the two and thirty who had been
hale and strong when the fight for the
galleon’s gold began.

" " [10 BE CONTINUED.]

The “King of Rome.”
What became of Napoleon's son is a
question often asked, as little mention
is made in history of the young prince,
the desire of his father's life, who was
born March 20, 1811, amid great rejoic-
ing in Paris and hailed as the “king of
Rome.” In January, 1814, Napoleon
embraced his wife and child for the
last time, and this really ended the
reign of the little king **who never saw
his kKingdom.” He was reared in the
Austrian court under the name of Duke
of Reichstadt and grew to be a hand-
some young fellow and quite a brilliant
scholar. He had one short year of mil-
itary life and then contracted pulmo-
nary disease, from which he died in his
twenty-second year. He worshiped
the memory of his father and always
spent the anniversary of his death, Ju-
Iy 22, in his own rooms. He is buried
in the Carthusian monastery of Vien-
na, which is the Austrian Westminster
abbey.

How Mnsks Are Made,

Paper masks are made by doubling
one sheet of a specially prepared pa-
per, wetting it and molding it by hand
over a face form. It Is then dried by
artificial beat. Openings are cut for
eyes, nose and mouth, and it is painted
and decorated by hand as desired.

Wire masks are made by stamping a
piece of wire netting about a foot
square over a face mold in a large ma-
chine, inclosing the rough wire edges
in a narrow strip of lead. Then it is
painted. The painting is dore by hand

in oil eolors.—Cincinnati Eaquirer.
Must Discriminate,

“For mercy’'s sake, Mildred,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Highmore, shocked at the
negligee attire of her youngest daugh-
ter, who had gone to the front door to
look at a fire on the other side of the
street, *“don’'t you Kknow you never
ought to appear in public with your
collar unbuttoned and your sleeves
rolled up except when you are playing
golf?”—Chicago Tribune.

Table Talk,

“They say the-er—late departed,”
said the first cannibal, indicating tne
dish before them, “was a very learned
man."

“Indeed,” replied the other, helping
himself for the third time. *“Then this
is truly what the white men call an ‘in-
tellectual feast.” "—Philadelphia Press.

for one, Leit sure

said Saul Dickory when I ea- |
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“the calumet.”

The Popular Lunch Fine Candies and Cigars.
Room on Broadway. | Fresh Bread and Bakers
Open all night. | : Styles.

| Oysters in all
SEYMOUR & LYMAD, Proprietors.
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% 48 Barred Plymouth
Rocks For Salel

These birds are of the very
stock, from H. Shivvers, of
Knoxville, Ia, All must be
sold as I need more room.
State what you want and I will
fill the order, Eggs in season.
Score runs to 91 1.2,

MRS. E. E. GIRARD,
Schlesmg, - lowa.
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The Model Bakery,

For first-class Bread, Buns, Pies and all kinds of
Bakers Goods, Call and be convinced. Spec-
ial orders a specialty.

: The Model Bakery!
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Why Cough .2
Your Head Off ¢ °

We have just received a consignment
of White Pine Cough Syrup made
especially for our trade and we can
truthfully say that it is

The Best Cough Syrup

N quality and the largest in quantity
of any Cough Syrup on tke market.
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Call and Get Your fAlmanacs and
Beautiful Calendarffor 1901....

$ %
C.F.Cassaday&Co
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J. L. WARBASSE.
Dealer In Musical Instruments of All Kinds

The Cable & KirgsLluiy. Snith' & Easrpes and other makes
of Piunos. Newman Bros. C1gans with pipe tones, Burdette
Organs, Chicago Cottege Organs and other musical instru-
ments. White Sewirg Muachive with ball bearing—the
easiest running machines i1 the mwarket. Sheet music.
Call and examine- We {ill 12y to make it to your advan-
tage. Lady attendant.

TwoDoor North Fecstcfice, - iCeriscr, lc
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ORAWFORD GOUNTY

Heal Estate Exchan,

—
E. GULIGK Mang'r.

Denison; - -

lowa.

Farms and Town Property Sold or
Exchanged on Commission.
l-’g\ LOANS -:- NEGOTIATED.
=z 2\ Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes

i Paid and Rents Collected.
Any business entrusted to me will receive

prompt and careful sttention,

MONEY TO LOAN or Real Estate security Not a $1,000,000, but a tew $§100
Apply to K. Gulick, Room No. 3, Gulick & Solomon block

Denison Iowa,
Several choice improved farms, close to school and market. Call
on or address E, Gl:mck the leading real estate agent, Denison, l:.

OR SALE

FOR BALE Cholce resident properties and unimproved town lots
to E. Gulick, ren% eapmt,e and lonn ngnt. Denison, !owoan SRY SRrED:




