N
QXOROKOXOKOKOKOKOKOKONOKOXO
o o
* *
() o
* *
: :
* *
o L OLG)
* *
o — o
* BY CUTCLIFFE HYNE. %
© COPYRIGHT, 1900, BY CUTCLIFFE LYNE. &
* *
O%OXOXOXOKOKOKOKOKO¥OHO¥O%O

: HERE were considerable trouble
and risk in bringing the lifeboat
up alongside, but it must be
granted that she was unhandy.

The gale that had blown them out

into the Atlantic had moderated, cer-

tainly, though there was still a consid-
erable breeze blowing, but the sea was
running as high as ever, and all Cap-
tain Kettle's skill was required to pre-
vent the boat from being incontinently
swamped. MecTodd and the two Por-
tuguese bailed incessantly, but
boat was always half

In fact, from constitutional defects

she had made very wet weather of It

all through the blow.
It was the part of the steamer to have

borne down and given the lifeboat a

readily handled, and three times the

larger vessel made an attempt to do

this, but without avail. Three times

A she worked round in a wallowing cir-

\clv got to windward and distributed a

\ \smell of farmyard over the rugged fur-

y Yows of ocean and then lost her place
)galn before she could drift down and
Izive the smaller craft shelter. Three

/tlnu_-s did the crew of the lifeboat, with

‘marvitime point and fluency, curse the

X /‘ incompetence of the rust streaked

/ steamer and all her complement.

“By James,"” said Kettle savagely,
after the third attempt, “are they all

\ farmers on that ship? I've had an

\ idiot steward that knew more about

handling a vessel.”

g @ 4 “She's an English ship,”” said Me-
Todd, “and delicate. They're nursing
her in the engine room. Look at the
way they throttle her down when she
races."”

“The fools on her upper bridge ave
enough for me to look at,” Kettle re-
torted. *“Why didn’t they put a sailor-

*.man aboard of her before she was

Kkicked out of port? By James, if we'd

a week's water and victual with us in

the lifeboat here I'd beat back for the

Canaries as we are and keep clear of
that tin farmyard for bare safety's
sake.”

“We haven’t a erumb or a drink left,”
said the engineer, “and I'd not recom-
mend this present form of conveyance
to the insurance companies.”

A wave top came up from the tireless
gray sea and slapped green and cold
about his neck and shoulders. “Gosh!

y There comes more of the Atlantie to
\ bale back into place. Mon,
the kind of navigation I admire.”
Meanwhile the clumsy tramp steam-
er had gone round in a jagged cirele of

|

a mile's diameter and was climbing
back to position again over the hills

and dales of ocean. She rolled, and
she pitched, and she wallowed among
the seas, and to the !ay mind she
would have seemed helplessness per-
sonified. But to the expert eye she
showed defects in her handling with
eve:; sheer she took among the angry
‘J"\ aste of waters,

“Old man and the mates must he
staying down bhelow out of the wet,”
said Kettle contemptuously as he gaz-
ed. *“Looks as if they've left some sort
of a cheap Dutch quartermaster on the
upper bridge to run her. Don't tell me
there’s an oflicer holding an English
ticket in command of that steamer.
- ,»yThey aren't going to miss us this time,

though, if they know it.”

“Looks like as if they were going to
80ss down slap on top of us,” said Me-
Todd and set to taking off his coat and
boots.

But the cattle steamer, if not skill-
fully handled, at any rate this time had
more luck. She worked her way to
windward again and then fell off into

\ the trough, squattering down almost
out of sight one minute, and, in fact,
showing little of herself except a
*couple of stumpy, untidy masts and a
brine washed smokestack above the
seascape, and, being heaved up clear
almost the next second, a picture of
rust streaks and yellow spouting scup-
pers.

Both craft drifted to leeward before
the wind, but the steamer offered more
surface and moved the quicker, which
was the object of the maneuver. It
seemed to those in the lifeboat that
they were not going to be missed this
time, and so they lowered away their
sodden canvas, shipped the tholepins
and got out their oars. The two Portu-
\ guese firemen did not assist at first,
\ preferring to sit in a semidazed condi-
\\ tion on the wet floor gratings, but Mec-
Todd and Kettle thumped them about
the head, after the time honored cus-
tom, till they turned to, and so pres-
ently the lifeboat, under three strain-
ing oars, was holding up toward her
would be deliverer.

A man on the cattleboat’s upper
bridge was exhibiting himself as a
very model of nervous incapacity, and
two, at any rate, of the castaways in
"4 the lifeboat were watching him with
grim scorn.

“Keeping them on the dance in the
engine room, isn't he?’ said McTodd.
“He's rung that telegraph bell 15 dif-
ferent ways this last minute.”

“That man isn’t fit to skipper any-
thing that hasn’t got a tow rope made
fast ahead,” said Kettle contemptuous-
ly. “He hasn't the nerve of a pound of
putty.”

“I'm thinking we shall lose the boat.
They'll never get her aboard 1 one
piece.”

“If we get among their cow pens
with our bare lives we shall be lucky.
They’re going to heave us a line. Stand
by to cateh it, quick.”

The line was thrown and eaught.
The cattle steamer surged up over a
huge rolling sea, showing ber jagged

.
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bilge chocks clear, and then sha
squelched down again, dragging the
liteboat close in a murderous cuddle,
whick smashed in one of her sides as

though it had been made from egg-
shell. Other lines were thrown by the
hands who stood against the rail

above, and the four men in the swamp-
ing boat cach seized an ensl, Half
climbing, half hoisted from above, they
made their way up the rusted plating,
and the greedy waves from underneath

| sucked and clamored at their heels, It

was quite a toss up even then whether
tuey would be dragged from their hold,
but human muscles can put forth des-
perate efforts in these moments of des-

perate stress, and they reached the
swaying deck planks, bruised and
breathless and gasping, but for the

time being safe.

The cattleboat’s mate, who had been

| assisting their arrvival, sorted them into

| castes with

ready perception. *“Now

| You two dagoes,” he said to the Portu-

the ,
waterlogged. |

lee in which she could have been more |

| shook Kettle by the hand.

| and

this is no’ |

guese, “get away forrard—port side—
and bid some of our firemen to give you
a bunk. TI'll tell the steward to bring
you along a bit of rum directly.” He
slapped a friendly hand on McTodd's
shoulder. *“Bo's'n,” he said, *‘take this
gentleman down to the messroom and
pass the word to one of the engineers
to come and give him a welcome.
And then he turned as to an equal and
“YVery glad
to welcome you aboard, old fellow—
beg pardon, ‘captain,” I should have
said; didn’t see the lace on your sleeve
before. Come below with me, captain,
I'll fix you up with some dry
things outside and some wet things in,
before we have any further chatter.”

“Mr. Mate,” said Kettle, “you're very
polite, but hadn't I better go up on to
the bridge and say ‘howdy’ to the skip-
per first?"”

The mate of the cattleboat grinned
and tucked his arm inside Captain
Kettle's and dragged him off with
kindly force toward the companion-
way. “Take a cincelh from me, cap-
tain, and don’t. The old man's in such
a mortal fear for the ship that he's
fair crying with it. If he'd had his
way. 1 don’t faney he'd have seen
Your boat ar all. Iie said it was sui-
cide to try u up with such
ran Dut the sceomd mate
and I put in some ugly ¢
just had to do it
panion.  Step inside,
door.™

“Prety

mates bhoss

to pick yo

a4 sed

allz, and so e
IHere's the com

and I'll shut the

sort of

Lim."”

“Quite agree with you, captain, quite
agree with you all the way. But that's
what's done on this ship, and there's
no getting over it.  It's not to my lik-
ing either. I'm an old Conway boy
and was brought up to respect disci-
pline. IHHowever, 1 dare say you'll see
for yourselt how things run before we
dump you back on dry mud again.
Now, here we are at the room, and
there’s a change of clothes in that
drawer beneath the bed and under-
wear below the settee here. You and
I are much of a build, and the kit's

captain to let bis

quite at your service till your own is
dry again.”
The mate was back again in ten

minutes, dripping, cheerful, hospitable,
“Holy tailors! “How you do
set off clothes!
out of a slop chest once, and I've been

said he.

ashamed of their shabbiness more
yvears than [ care to think about. But
you've a way of carrying them that

I makes them look well fitting and quite

it T S——

new.  Welll 1T tell you 'm pleased
to see o sproce man on this ship.  Come
into the cebin now amd peek a bit

The greedywaves from underneath sucked
and clamored at their heels.

I ordered you a meal, and 1 saw the
steward as I came past the door try-

ing to hold 1t down in the fiddles. The |
old girl ean roll a bit, can’t she?"

“1 should say your farmyard’s get-
ting well churned up.”

“You should just go into those cattle
decks and see. It's just hades for the
poor brutes. We're out of the river
I'latte, you know, and we've carvied
bad weather with us ever since we got
our anchors. The beasts were badly |
stowed, and there were too many of
them put aboard. The old man grum-
bled, but the shippers didn't take any
notice of him. They'd signed for the
whole ship, and they just crammed as
many skeep and cows into her as she'd
hold.”

“You'll have the cruelty to animals
people on board of you before you're
docked, an then your skipper had bet-
ter look out.”

“Ile knows that,
well as you do,

captain, quite as
and there isn't a man
more sorry for himself in all the west
ern ocean.  He'll be fined heavily and
have his name dirtied, as ever
Lhe sets a foot ashore.  Legally, 1 sup-
he's respousible, but really he's
no more to blame than you. Ie is part
of the ship. as the tablespoons are, and
the mates, and the whole bag of tricks |
wis let by wire from Liverpool to a
South American dago. If he'd talked,
he'd have got the straight Kkickout

S0 sure

pose,

Those old duds came |

from the owners, and no further argu-
ment. You see they are little bits of
owners,"”

“They*re the worst sort.”

“It doesn’t matter who they are. A
skipper's zot to do as he's told.”

“Yeos,” said Kettle, with a sigh, “I
know that.”

“Well,” said the mate, *‘yon
thank your best little star that

may
you're

only here as a passenger. The grub’s
beastly, the ship smells to heaven, the |

cook's a fool, and everything's
comfortable as can be.

as un-
But there's

0y . |
one tine amusement ahead of you, and

that's to try to cheer up the other pas-
senger.”

“Stowaway?”

“No, bona tide passenger, if you can
imagine any one being mug enough to
book a room on a foul, cattle loaded
tramp like this. But I guess it was be-
cause she was hard up. She was a
governess, or something of that sort,
in Bucnos Ayres, lost her berth and
wanted to get back again cheap. 1
guess we could afford to cut rates and
make a protit there.”

“Poor lady.”

“I've not seen much of her myself.
The second mate and I are most of the

crew of this ship, as the old man ob-
jects 1o our driving the regular deck
hands, and when we're not at work
we're asleep. I can't stop and intro-
duce you. You must chum on. Her
name's Carnegie.”

“Miss  Carnegie,” Kettle repeated.

“That sounds familiar.
poetry #"

The mate yawned.
Never asked her. But
does. She looks ill énough.”

The mate went off to his room then,

Does she write

“Don’t know.

turned in  all standing and was
promptly asleep. Kettle, with memo-
ries of the past, refreshed, took paper

and a scratchy
cocting versoe.
He wondered and at the same time
he half dreaded whether this was the
same Miss Carncgie whom he had
known before.  In days past she had
given him a commission to liberate her
lover from the French penal settlement
of Cayenne. With infinite danger and
difficulty he had wrenched the man
free from his warders and then, finding
him a worthless fellow, had by force
married him to an old Jamaiecan ne-
gress and sent the girl their marriage
license as a token of her release.
had no word or sign from her since
and was in some dread now lest she
might bitterly resent the liberty he had

pen and fell to con-

taken in meddling so far in her affairs. |

. like 1t or not,
avoiding the meeting
went on, somewhat
his writing.

However, there was no
now, and so he

feverishly, with

The squalid meal entitled tea came |

on, and he had to move his papers. A

grimy steward spread a dirty cloth,
wetted it liberally with water and
shipped fiddles to try to induce the

tableware to keep in place despite the
rolling, The steward mentioned that
none of the otficers would be down,
that the two passengers would meal
together, and, in fact, did his best to
| be affable; but Kettle listened with
cold inattention, and the steward Dbe-
gan to wish him over the side whence
he had come,

The laying of the table was ended at
last. The steward put on his jacket,
clanged a beil in the alleyway and then
came back and stood swaying in the
middle of the cabin, armed with a
large tin teapot, all ready to commence
business. So heavy was the roll that
at times he had to put his hand on the
tloor for support.

Captain  Kettle watched
with a haggard face.
ning to

the door
Ile was begin-
realize that an emotion

wias
 stirred within him that should have
;Lh:ul no place in his system. He told
;hlmsvll‘ sternly that he was a married
i man with a family; that he had a deep
faffection for both his wife and chil-
{ dren; that, in cold fact, he had seen

. Miss Carnegie in the flesh but once be-
i forg, but there was no getting over the
.memory that she made poetry, a craft
that he adored, and he could not for-
get that she had already lived in his
ymind for more months than he dared
, count.

His conscience took him by the ear
and sighed out the word love. On the

! tion with scorn and then after some
thought formulated his liking for the
"girl in the term interest. But his chest
{ heaved when he thought of her.

l Then in the distance he heard her
{ approaching. He wiped the molsture
{ from his face with the mate’s pocket
handkerchief. Above the din of the
seas and the noises from the crowded
i cattle pens outside he could make out
|thq- faint rustle of draperies and the
uncertain footsteps of some one pain-
fulh' making a way along hand over
{ hand against the bulkheads. A bunch
| of fingers appeared round the jamb of

a door, slender white tingers, one of
| them decked with a queer old ring
‘\\'hlvh he had seen just once before
and had pictured a thousand times
| since.” And then the girl harself step-
ped out into the cabin, swaying to the
roll of the ship.

She nodded to him with instant rec-
ognition. *“It was you they picked up
out of the boat? Oh, I am so glad you
are safe!”

Monterey, Cal,

April 12, -George Q

Cannon slept several hours and is rest-

| ing LEH B

Dr. Clift stated that Mr
‘ Cannon's

condition was truly
plexing, although most
view of the extreme
tient his demise could
' pected, but he did
his condition was absolutely
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Vietim of Knockout Drops.

St. Louis, Aprii 12.-John P.

former mayor of IFort Worth,

died yesterday, the vietim of

out

ago by unknown persons in a saloor
near the Union station.

Smith
Tex.
knock

perhaps she |

He |

| instant all his pride of manhood was |
,up in armws, and he rejected the imputa- |

[To BE CONTINUED.] J

per- |
critical. In
pa |

not care to say that|
hopeless |

drops administered several day:

No Premiums!

it's all in
the quality.

Sold everywhere
Made only by

M.C. WETMORE TOBACCO CO., St. Louis, Mo.
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Factory In America.

No Premiums!
It sells on

The largest independent
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beapest Piancs are put up in highly finished cases,
but when it comes 10 a very
ly finished Piano throughout,
an \ostrument with more
other Piano on the marker, ard it is safe to say
that when all of those so called high

When it ¢ ames 10 talkivg Planos there are thiogs for you to remember.

can
thorough-
REMEMBER we have

e xXcellent 1eatures

an
than any

Ils Ouality Worth Anything?

grade

Pianos have lost their beautiful rich tone
ours will still be full and pure
worth your attention.
until
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not
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Next Door to Johnson’s Book Store, - -

lE. C. CHAMBERLIN, The Jeweler,

Denison, lowa.
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| Q2 e blood purifier should be a veritable fountain of health 7t should con-
| @¥ tain Sarsaparilla, Yellow Dock., Dandelion. Stillingia. Prickly Ash,
2. Burdock, Icdide of Potassium because the medical profession rec-
E%; cmmend these drugs for the treatment of impurities of the
oS blcod, skin dlaeaxea. rheumatism, general debility, etc.
RS For this reason these drugs are found in Sarsaparilla
& Compourd. It is scnentmcally prepared from

pure drugs and is a valuable spring medicine.
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Bradbury’s
Chocolates
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Are without questin the finest, best flavors and choic”

est in Denison.  Big sales ‘enable him to kecp his stock

fresh, A chocolate should never be more than ten da-ys

old. Chocolate catering is somelhmg of an art and
Bradbury is fortunate in having secured the sale of the
famous GANEMEDE BRAND., Thcy cost him more

than common brands. but there are dchcnous. Try them

Qe [Palace Bakery,

m. m. Bradbury,
Proprictor.
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Guzad RATE HOMESEEKERS EXCURSION Tickets on sale via the

Cuming Pierce Antelope Colfax
Stanton Knox Holt Platte
Madison Boyd Rock Boone

To Points on FREMONT, ELKHORN & MISSOURI VALLEY R. R.
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i 1S Profitable in Nebraska.

SPECITIALLY IN THESE COUNTIES:

“North-Western Line”
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