
THE PHANTOM ARMY.

And Ipaw a phantom army come.
With never a sound of life or drum,
Bnt keeping stop to a mtifried hum

Of wailinglamentation;
Tho martyred heroes of Malvern Hill,
Of Gettysburg and OiiancellorsTille?
The men whose wasted Ixidiesfill

The patriot graree of the nation.
And there came iff unknown dead, the men
SVho died in fever t,wawp nnd fen.
The alowlyetarvod ot prison pen.

And marching Iwaiila the others
Cnme the dusky martyr* of Pillow's fight,
With limbs enfranchised ond bearing bright.
I thought?'twae the pale moonlight?

They lookod as -white as their brothers.
And co all night, marched the nation's dead.
With never a banner above them spread.
No eign save the bare, uncovered head

Ot their silent, grimreviewer.
With never an arch but tbe vaulted eky.
With not a flower save those which lie
On distant gravos, for lov*oould buy

No gift that waa purer or truer.

Bo all night long moved the strango arrayj
to all nlgbt long tho break ofday
1 watched for one who had passed away

With a reverent awe and wonder.
Till a bine cap waved in tho lengthening lino.
TillIknow that one who waa kin of mine
Ifad come, and Itpoke?and, lo! that sign

Awakened me from my slumber.
?Bret Harte.

A DOUBLE BESCUE.
A milk white beach of coral sand, oa

whioh were strewn thousands of ex-
quisite shells ond strange sponge forma.
Iv front, dancing blue waters of a
southern sea, stretching away into in-
flnito space and ruffled into flashing
white caps by the strong breath of tbe
trade wind. Baok of the beach stood a
dense grovo of cocoanut palms, stateliest
and most graceful of trees. The myriad
slender tips of their huge leaves rustled
in the warm wind like the sharp patter
of rain drops in a heavy shower. Down
whero tho white trunks shot, tall and
slender, to the dim arches of the living
roof all was in dark, cool shadow,
flecked now and then by dancing points
of golden sunlight.

Mingled with the salt breath of the
sea was a faint odor from spathea of
corn colored blossoms high up among
the leaf crowns. Beneath these hung
clusters of fruit inall stages of develop-
ment, from the size of a marble to that
of a football. On the ground lay scores
of tho great brown, ripened cocoannts,
of so little value in that tropioland tbat
no one cared to pick them up. They
were protected by tough three ooraeared
husks so thick as to more than doublo
(heir actual size.

On one of thorn, turned on end, sat a
boy wearing a broad brimmed, high
crowned bat of palmetto braid. He was
clad in a white cotton shirt and brown
linen trousers turned up at the bottom.
His feet wero bare, and his legs, hands
nnd faoe wero as brown as au Indian's.
He presented an ideal piotnre of youth-
ful strength nnd that perfect health
only to be acquired through out of door
sunshine.

His face, generally bright and happy,
was olouded as he sat, with elbows on
his knees, resting bis obin in his hands
and gazing out over the glinting waters.
The object on whioh his eyes were fixed
was a small schooner moored 100 yards
from shore. She was not more than 80
feet over all in length, but was broad
of beam and solidly built.

Tho month was March, and tbo beaoh
was that of one of those low cut, fertile
Florida keys that form the southern-
most limit of the United States terri-
tory.

The boy was John Albury, common-
ly called Grit, to distinguish him from
the many other John Alburys of that
region.

The schooner was the Polyanthus,
formerly owned by Grit's father, who
had been lost at sea tho autumn before
in a boat belonging to a neighbor.

For many years, while he was a wid-
ower, Mr. Albury had only oocupied his
home on the key at long intervals,
spending most of the time with his boy
und girl, Grit and Matey, on board the
Polyanthus wreoking, sponging, fishing,
while waiting for his cocoanut grove to
oome into bearing, and, aa he finally
hoped, to yield him an income

The life proved a very happy one for
all three, and it was a sad day for the
ohlldrou when it was ended by the ap-
pearance of a stepmother, who, coming
from inland on the mainland, had no
knowledge of nor love for boats or the
water, sho was not unkind, but she in-
stituted a new order of things, strongly
resented by tho sailor boy and girl.
Mr. Albury was persuaded to clear land
and put in a crop. Grit weeded toma-
toes. Matey was made to sew and do
housework, while both ohildren wero
taught to read and write.

Now they had very littleof the sail-
ing that they so dearly loved and for
whioh they longed, for Mrs. Albury
could see no good in boats. She even
advised her husband to sell the dear old
Polyanthus and ship his orops by the
regular Key West trading schooner, but
this, to Grit's great satisfaction, he
steadily refused to do, though ho so far
yielded to his wife's prejudices as to
spend most of his time on shore while
the "Poly" swung idly ather moorings.

When the father was lost at sea in
the dreadful hurricane that nearly
swept away their home as well, Mrs.
Albury's aversion to boats became so
bitter that she would sell the Polyan-
thus to the first person who would offer
fIOO for her.

"But, mother, $100 is a ridiculous
price for a fine boat like the Poly,"
urged Grit "She can make that in a
single month."

"She never has since Ihave known
anything about her, 1' replied Mrs Al-
bury.

"No, for she hasn't had a chance.
You just let ma take her, and I'llshow
you how much aha oau make."

"And get drowned like your poor fa-
ther and leave me and Matey to tend
the crop. No, indeed, sir! You are too
valuable to waste that way. I need you
ashore, and so do the tomatoes. They'd
bring in more money than any boat
that ever was built; you see if they
don't 'X shouldn't ba surprised If wo
made all of $800 off the crop thia year
and twioe that muoh after we get all oi
the land cleared and planted."

"But boats can make as much as that,
mother, and more too. Why, at a
wreck

"Nonsensel There aren't any wreoka
nowadays, and if there were what
could a boy like you do at one? No, sir;
you stick to tomatoes. They're safe and
sure, and I'll put temptation ont of

your way by sc.iiiug that boat nrs,
ohance Igot. You'll thank me for it iv
tho end, soo if you don't. "

Now, tho fatal day had nearly ar-
rived. A man in Key West had sent
word that he was coming to look at the
Polyanthus and would probably buy
bar if sua proved as rnprose-.ted. Ho
might appear at any moment, and that
wm tho reason why Grit Albury sat
gatting sadly nt tho dear boat on that
glorious March afternoon, instead of
gathering the last of tho tomato crop,
whioh was oxpecled to roalize f900.

As tho boy slowly rose to return to
his work there came a sound of flying
feet, and Matoj's voice was heard, call-
ing iv joyous tones:

"Grit! Oh, Grit! Mother wants you
to catoh ber a mess of flsh and says I
can go with you.''

The lad only answered: "AHright,
sister. Conic along," but a sudden reso-
lution, that he did not put into words,
flashed into his mind. Two minutes
later a single skillful throw of a oast
net into the sohool of sardines, always
swarming alongshore, had provided a
sufficiency of bait, and a light skiffwas
danoing merrily over tho blue waves.

"Why, Grit! Where aro you going!"
demanded Matey as the skiffwas head-
ed directly for tho Polyanthus.

"Out to the reef after flsh," was the
answer.

"But Grit"
"Never mind the buts now, little

girl. That's where we are going, and
we're going in the schooner too. Mother
said flsh, but so far as Ihave beard she
didn't say what kind of fish, and so, of
oourse, met»t't the best fish, such as
Spanish mmkerel, kingfish, yellow tails
or drums. Yinknow that we can't find
those shut <:fr tho resf any moron wo
can go out to where they are in a skiff.
Besides, sißter, it's our very last chance
for a sail in tho old Poly. Sho's going
to be sold, orrather given away, tomor-
row, and I don't suppose we'll ever see
her again or own another boat"

Of oourse this was convincing, for
Matey not only dearly loved to sail, but
was firm in her belief that whatever
Girt said or did was right. Thus an
hour later saw tho little schooner, after
a glorious run across tbe broad Hawk
channel, anchored just inside the great
coral reef that borders the gulf stream
for more than 290 miles, and on which
hugo breakers were dashing themselves
into showers of glistening spray. Tho
fishing was superb and so absorbing that
the sun was sinking into its bed of
crimson and gold ere cither Grit or
Matey thought of starting for home.

When at length they were ready to
go and attempted to got np the anchor,
all their strength on the windlass failed
to budge it, A fluke hnd caught beneath
some groat bunch of coral, and with
boylike carelessness Grit had neglected
to provide a trip line. Itwas quite dark
before ho abandoned the attempt to re-
cover their anchor and said oheerfully:
"Never mind, Matey, girl. It won't
hurt us to stay out here overnight, and
as soon as it comes light again I'll
dive down there and see what is tho
mattor. I'm not going to cut the cable
and lose that brand new anchor unless
Ihave to, that's sure."

So they cooked a supper of fish and
made themselves so comfortable in the
snug little cabin tbat they rather re-
joiced in their adventure than other-
wise. So soundly did they sleep that
night that not until he was flnng from
bis locker on the oabiu floor did Grit
awaken to the faot that the Poly was
pitching madly and that a galo was
6hrieking through her taut rigging.
Calling to Matey, tho boy sprang on the
deck, where he was well nigh beaten
down by tho furious squall of wind and
rain that just then hurled itself against
tho schooner.

There was an instant of quivering
strain. Then something gavo way, and
Grit knew what had happened. The
tense cable had parted, and they were
helplessly drifting at tho mercy of tho
storm. Por a moment even Grit's stout
heart quailed. Ho could see nothing
save tbe ghostlike forms of leaping
breakers that seemed to crowd about
him from all sides. He could not even
tell from which direction the squall
was blowing. Matey had joined him in
the cockpit, with as fullan understand-
ing of tho situation as his own. No
words passed between them, for none
could have been heard above the shriek
ofwind and the roar of waters. They
soemed to be driving with frightful
speed, and, as the brother and sister
stood hand in hand, waiting their fate,
they expeoted that each succeeding mo-
ment would see their craft dashed in
pieces on the cruel reef.

Minutes passed, and still they swept
on. Suddenly Grit uttered a great cry
ofrelief that was almost a sob.

"Wjb'vo passed tho breakers! We're
clear of the reef! We're out in tho gulf!
We're safe, Matey, girl!" he shouted.

To any one not ft sailor itwould have
teemed that they were anything but
tafe, out in the open sea, driving
through inky darkness, and with the
worst squall of tho season howling furi-
ously about them, but Matey was a
sailor. She knew, and down in her heart
arose a fervent prayer of thankfulness.

The next change of soone waa most
surprising. Daylight had come; tha sun
waa rising. Before a gentle breeze, with
all sails set, the Polyanthus was ap-
proaching a great steamship that had
struck on an outlying spur of the roesV
during the blinding bewilderment of
tbe recent squall.

"I do believe it's a wreck!" Matey
had exclaimed rapturously, when her
sharp eyes first discovered the Stranded
ship.

"Oh, if it only should bel" cried
Grit, who oould hardly believe that co
\u25a0Treat a piece of good fortune had be-
fallen them. Then, with anxious, beat-
ing hearts the young sailors had shaken
out their reefs and laid a course toward
the lights that marked the dimly loom-
ing bulk.

"Great Boottl" cried tho oaptain df
the stranded steamship as he caught
sight of the schooner's sails. "Here's a
reef wrecker alongside already. I be-
lieve theae fellows live at sea and can
an ->11 a wreck a hundred miles!"

"Hollo, there I" ha shouted a few
minutes later at tho aohoouer drew
Boar. "Take a line, but don't yon daro
come aboard. I'm not in humor to give
np my ship to you pirates yet. So stay
where you are, and I'lloome to you."

' 'Don' tyon want your oargo lightened,
sir, or anchor carried?" inquired Grit
anxiously as tho captain slid down a
rose and' dood on the Poly's deck.

-i\a lm nut in a hurry to breakout
my hold, and I want to try something
else before hedging,'' answered the oap-
tain. "Who ia captain of this craft?"

"Iam, sir."
"You?" cried tho other, regarding

the lad incredulously. "Well, then,
whero is the crow?"

"There, sir," replied Grit, pointing
to Matey.

*:Wpll, I am blessed!" gasped tho
captain. "A boy und a girl! Even the
babies in arm turn wreokers on this
coast, Howover," he added, "perhaps
you'll do as well as an older. Can you
dive?"

"Of course Ican, sir," answered Grit
promptly.

"Are you afraid of sharks?"
"I should say not," was the con-

temptuous answer.
"Well, my men are, and Icttn't even

swim, much less dive," continued tho
captain, "but I want a diver to go down
and tell ma just how my ship lies. I
have a plan that Iam anxious to try, if
things are as I think. Ifyou'll help me
carry it out, I'll give you $500 for nn
hour's work, provided we get this ship
offwithin that time. Is it n bargain?"

"Put it in writing and have it wit-
nessed, cap'n," replied the cautions
Grit, "and I'llsign the paper. Itonly
holds for one hour, though. Then, if
you're not afloat, we'll make a new
bargain, and if she's to be lightened
I'm to be wreokmaster and take aharge,
'cause mine is the first schooner here.
Is that right?"

"Yes, that's rijjlit," smiled the oap-
tain grimly. "I reckon you've taken
part in wrecks before?"

"Afew," laughed Qrit.
By the time the paper waa made out

and handed to Matey for safe keeping,
Grit was ready to perform his share of
the bargain. Ho divedfrom tho bows of
tho schooner and was gone nearly a
minute. Then he came up for breath
and almost immediately dived again. Ho
repeated this operation four times with-
out telling what he had discovered.
Meanwhile tho passeugors and orew of
the steamship orowded the rail, and
leaning over watched his operations
With breathless interest.

Finally the young diver olambered
aboard and related to the captain that
bis ship had struok, well forward, on a
narrow lodge with deep water on both
sides, and that she was afloat, with tho
exoeption of a space 10 feet long near
her bow.

"That is just about what I gathered
from soundings," replied the oaptain.
"Now, Iwant you to go down again,
taking a lead Hue with yon, aud locate
some good aiied holo or crevice as near
the bottom of the ledge as you can get.
Leavo the lead behind to mark the spot
where you come up.''

Grit wondered at this strange order,
but did as directed, and after several
descents into tho clear water finally lo-
cated a deep fissure nearly 20 feet be-
neath tho surface.

"Ie the hole large enough to hold
this?" asked the captain when the young
wrecker again came on board tho schoon-
er. As he spoke the formor held out a
square tin canister to which was at-
tached a reel of slender oopper wire.

"Yes, sir," replied the boy. "It'obig
enough to hold mo."

"Very good. Now, if you will go
down once more, taking this can will;
you, and thrust it as far as possible into
the hole, Iwill not risk yon to go into
the water again."

Grit east a curious glnnoe at tho cap-
tain's face to see if he could detect any
indication of madness, but the only
signs he discovered were of perfect in-
telligence and an indomitable will.
Still, as the boy again stepped over the
side ready to descend into the crystal
depths and tho canister was handed to
him, his suspicion of the captain's san-
ity was revived by the latter's parting
instructions.

"Take care of this can as you would
of your own life, "he said earnestly.
"Don't let it hit against anything, and
plaoe it gently as far in the crevice as
you oau reach. It holds your life and
fortune as well as mine."

These words were so strange, and tho
whole business was so different from
the usual proceedings in connection
with a wrecked ship, that even as Grit
worked at his novel task far beneath the
blue surface the one thought that filled
his mind was, "He is as crazy as crazy
oanbe. " However, ho oarried out his
instructions, and when he regained tho
schooner's deck he found it oocupied by
nil the passengers of the stranded steam-
ship.

"Take them off on a five minutes'
cruise,'' ordered the oaptaiu as with
his own bonds be oast off the lines
holding the sohooner. Then ha swung
himself up the steamship's side and dis-
appeared la fail own cabin.

At the end of five minutes the Poly-
anthus was nearly a quarter of a milo
away, and bar young skipper, who was
trying to answer a htvncired questions at
once from the bewildered passengers,
was also wondering what he should do
next Allat onoe itwas noticed tbat the
propeller of tho great ship was working
furiously backward.

' Than came the most surprising thing
tbat haa ever happened in all tbe annals
of wreoking ou the Florida reefs. There
was a heavy vibratory explosion, ac-
companied by a muffled roar. To those
who happened to be looking toward the
ship at that moment she seemed to be
lifted bodily from tho water. Tho next
Instant she WIW enveloped and hidden
from view iv a vast, fountainlike col-
umn of twin. Directly afterward the
?Mr* \u25a0 ? - -"r. ?s.

ever in nor life on the great billows of
the mysterious submarine disturbance
and running rapidly backward.

Late that afternoon the schooner
Polyanthus again picked up her moor-
ings off tho glistening coral be.ieli, and
tho young wreckers mado their wny to
the littlo house beneath the coconnuts,
in which, their stepmother, as yet un-
conscious of their return, sat nearly dis-
trfA'tfod by n sudden accumulation of
troubles, bhe was wild with anxiety
over Grit and Matey. A man had como
from Key West to look at tho Polyan-
thus with a view to purchasing her, but
finding her absent and being pressed for
tinio had gone away again. He had,
moreover, left behind him a letter from
tho northern commission house to which
Mrs. Albury had sent her tomatoes,
stating that tho entire shipment had ar-
rived spoiled and unsalable, so that in-
stead of being entitled to returns from
them she was indebted for freight
charges.

As the poor woman sat quite over-
whelmed by her misfortunes there came
an exulting shout outside, and the next
moment Grit and Matey rushed in,
alive, well and breathless with excite-
ment.

"Hurrah, mother 1" oried the former
as he wildly waved a slip of paper
above his head. "We've got your fish
and only staid out a little longer to givo
the old Poly a chance to earn this $800,
just to show you what she was good
fori"

"Yes, we've been wreoklng!" chim-
ed in Matey, "and we've wrecked a big
steamship. Grit and I and Poly have,
and got her offall right, and you won't
sell the dear old boat now, will you,
mother?"

"What on earth do you crazy chil-
dren mean?" exclaimed Mrs. Albury
slowly as she took the New York draft
for $500 from Grit's hands to examine
it. "How could a more boy and a still
younger girl like you two wreck a big
steamship aud get her off?"

"Ma," repliod Grit, with a mischiev-
ous twinkle in his eyes, "Idon't exact-
ly understand myself how we did it,
but Ithink we blew her up with dyna-
mite. ''?St. Louis Republic.

Tho Stars ond Stripes.

Tho United States flag was first sa-
luted by n foreign power when the ship
Ranger, in command of Captain Paul
Jones, entered Qniberou bay, France,
Feb. 14, 1778, tho salute being given
by Admiral la Motte, representing the
French government. Tho first Amorican
flag flown in a foreign port was from
the truok of the brig Nancy, in com-
mand of Captain Hugh Montgomery, at
St. Thomas in 1776. The first time it
was displayed on a fortress of the old
world was on April87, 1805, at Tripoli,
when the 15 starred and striped flag
was raised in victory.

It was said to have been raised over
Fort Nassau, New Providence, on the
28th of January, 1778, when Captain
John Bathbnrne took possession of the
fort and captured several prizes in the
harbor. This also is supposed to be one
of the first occasions ou which the Amer-
ican flag was nailed to its staff in token
of absolute defiance, as the people of the
city bad gathered 500 strong to demand
tho suiTender of the fort.

Tho honor of having first hoisted the
flag in an English port alter the treaty
of 1783 belongs to the Bedford of Nan-
tucket, commanded by Captain William
Mooara und owned by William Botch
of New Bedford. The Bedford arrived
in The Down3Feb. 8, 1783, with 467
butts of whale oil. The Political Mag-
azine of that date says, "This is the
first vessel whioh has displayed the 18
rebellious stripes of Amerioa in any
British port.''?New York Snn.

Handel's Plagiarism*,

As a plagiarist Handel claims special
attention. Other men's musical ideas
crowded npon Mb receptive mind as
lavishly as did his own, and ho seems to
havo turned them very largely to ac-
count A later age, with a more scruti-
nizing eye and analytical craze than his
own, has discovered that Handel has
justlyontitled himself to the reputation
of being a musical pirate, as bold and
barefaced as was ever abroad. He did
not merely borrow ideas ?he lifted
whole movements en bloc.

One charge will suffice, although
Erba, Stradolla, Colonna aud others have
all been laid under contribution. When
in 1743 a grateful nation returned
thanks for the battle of Dettiugen, Han-
del provided a "Te Deurn," presumably
of his own composition. Ithas been dis-
covered, however, that tho composition
is mainly the niutiicof a "TeDaum" by
TJrio, who was a chapel master ill
Venice iv the seventeenth century.

No loss than nine movements in thf
"DettiugenTeDeuin" and six in,"Saul"
are "cribs" of an amazing and au-
dacious naturo for TJrio's worE What
induced Handol to thus appropriate and
palm offas hia own other men's work
no one has diacovewd. It is a great blol
on an otherwise honorable artistic ca-
reer and is tha less exousabio because
it must have been even less trouble foi
him to write an original movement than
to copy one.?'Blackwood's Magazine.

The White Tailed Umi.

Tiie white tailed gnu is dead. He had
been ailing for the past two months.
Recently he bit at tlie tip of bis tail,
whioh was brushing fliesfrom his liack,
and before ho realized what he was do-
ing swallowed a piece of the thonglikr
appendage Since thou ho rapidly de-
oliued. It waa said that the animni
showed signs of insanity. ?Philadelphia
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A PANORAMA
OF AMERICA!

If it were posible to rise to an altitude sufficiently high to permit au
observer to view through a telescope the whole of North America at one
time, what a wondrous spectacle would meet his gaze. Beautiful as it might
appear, yet the vision would not be half so satisfactory as that which i$
afforded by the Great Pictographic Portfolio,

'

'Glimpses of America,"
Which The Herald is now distributing among its subscribers. It is a
grand procession of scenic wonderlands pictorially presented in a realism
that is bewilderingly charming. By means of this most exquisite of all art
works, the reader is carried in his easy rocking chair to

ALL OF THE PICTURESQUE REGIONS
OF OUR COUNTRY !

From sunny lands where zephyrs are redolent with the breath of oranga
blooms to regions where frosted peaks catch the gleams from Ithurial's
spears and bathe glacial rivers in a light that rises from behind the polar
hrone. And while giving pictures of surprising beauty, Glimpses of
America

Written in an eloquently graphic style and diversified by charming stories,
legeuds, adventures and comical incidents that are most fascinating. Every-
body ought to secure this entrancing, beautiful and valuable serial. It is
at once a history, a school and a picture gallery of extraordinary merit, and
the rush indicates that everybody is getting it. Each number grows con-
stantly more beautiful.

Bring or send one coupon clipped from The Daily Herald and io

cents, or one coupon clipped from The Weekly Herald and io cents, and
get any part desired, either over our counter or by mail.

AYERB & LYNCH,
LOS ANGELES, CAL.


