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Tilt S&tpper's Wooim
By W.

The schooner "Seamew" otlondon, Capt.

y Wlbcm, master and owner, had Just fm--

lahed loading at Northfleet with cement
tor Brlttlesea. "Every inch ot fcpace was
packed. Cement exuded from the cracks,

Imparted to liairy facta ot lioneEt beatnen
a ghastly appearance sadly out or keeping
with tlielr characters, and even took its
place, dUguisod ab thickening, among
the multiple ingredients of a ica-pi-c that

JX Was cooking for dinner.
It was not until the decks were

,undtheliUleschooueronci more preventable
that the mute gave a thought to his own
toilet. It was a fine warm morning in
Hay, and some of the cargo had got into
his hair and scaled in btreaks on his hot,

d face. The hoy had biought
aft a wooden iiucket filled with water, and
placed upon the hatca by Its tkle a piece of
yellow boap and a towel. "Ppou these
preparations the mate smiled pleasantly.
Throwing, off his thirt and girding his
lions with his braces, he bent over and
with much .zestful bpla&hlng began his
ablutions.

Twice did the ministering angel, who
was not of an age to be in any greatcoa-cer- n

about his own toilet, change the
water before the mate was satisfied;
after which the latter, his race and neck
ngiow with friction, descended to the
cabin for a change of raiment.

He did not appear ou deck again until
after dinner, which, in "the ahseuce ot the
Skipper, lie ate aloue. The men, who had

also dined, were lounging forward, smok-

ing, and the mate, having filled his own
pipe, sat down by hiinselt and bmoked in

silence.
"I'm keeping the skipper's dinner 'otin

a small sorsepan, slr,".sald the cook, thrust-

ing his head out of the galley.
"All right," said the mate.

' "It's a funny thing where the skipper
gets to these times," said the cook, ad--,'

dressing nobody In particular, but re
garding the mate out of the corner of his
eyo.

rum," said the mate, who was
affably inclined Just then.

The cook came out ot the galley and,

wiping his wet hands on his dirty can-

vas trousers, drew near and gazed in a
troubled fashion ashore.

" 'E's the best cap'n I ever sailed un-

der,"" he said, sharply. "Ain't it struck
you, eir, he's been worried like, these 'ere
last trips? 1 told 'im as 'e was going

ashore as there was sea-pi- o for dinner, and
, 'e fes, 'All right, Joe,' 'e tes, Justasir I'd

said boiled beef and taters, or fine mornin',
sir, or anythluk like that."

The mate shook his head, blew out a
cloud or smoke and watched it lazily as
it disappeared.

t, "It btrlkes me as ow 'e's after a fresh
.cargo or something," said a stout old
'seaman who had joined the cook. ".Look

'ow 'e'fj dressing nowadays! "Why, tho
cap'n or a steamer ain't smarterl"

,' "Not so smart, Sam," said the remaln- -

"" Ing seaman, who, encouraged by the
peaceful aspect of the mate, had also

drawn near. "I don't think it's cargo
iie'sarter, though; cement pays all right."

"It ain't cargo," said a small hut con-

fident voice.
You clear out'." said old Sam. "A

boy o' your age shoving his spoke In
when 'is elders is talking. "What next,
I wonder"

,. "Where am I to clear to? I'm in my

own end of the ship, anyway," said He
youth vindi ctlvcly.

The men started to move, but It was
too late. The mate's latent sense of
discipline was roused and lie started up

in a fury.
Weill" he said, "if there ain't the

whole blasted ship's company aft every
man Jack ot 'cm'. Comedown lnthecabin,
gentlemen; come down and have a "lrop

of Holland and a cigar apic-rc-. All the
rirf-raf- f o' the foc'slc sitting art and
piatthng about the skipper like a parcel
o' washerwomen "Why, it might be a
)are for all the discipline that's kept.
The boy's the only sailor among you "

He strode furiously up and down the
fleck, the cook disappeared into the gal-

ley and the two seamen began to bustle
about forward. The small expert who
had raided the storm, by no means deslr-- .

y ous of being caught in the tall of it, put
his pipe In h!s pocket and looked around
for a Job.

"Come here!" said the mate, sternly.
The boy came toward him.
"What was that you wore saying about

the skipper?" demanded the other.
i "I said it cargo he was after,"
said Henry. ;

"Oh, a lot you know about It," said the

J mate.
Henry scratched his leg, butsald nothing.
"A lot you know aboutit," repeated the

Snate, In rather a disappointed tone.
Henry scratched the other leg.

, ' Don't let me hear you talking about
2rour superior officer's nff airs again," said
the 'mate, sharply. "Mind that."

i "No. sir," said the boy, humbly. "It
ain't my business, o' course."

, "What isa'tyourbuslncss," said the mate,
carelessly.
'"His," said Henry.
The mate turned nway sulkily, and,

"hearing a chuckle from the galley, went
bvcrthereanelstarcaatthecook- - awretch-e- d

being with no control at all over his
feelings for quite five minutes In that
short space ot time he discovered that the
jgallcy was the dirtiest hole under the sun
and the cook the uncleanest person that
ever handled food. He imparted Ills dis-
coveries to the cook, and after reducing
him to a state ot perspiring imbecility
turned round and rated the men again.
Baying charged them with insolence when
jmy replied, and with sulklness when they
tent silent, he went below, having secured
a complete victory, and the Incensed sca-- v

men, after making sure that he had no In
tention of Tcturning, went toward Hcury
to find fault irfth liim.

"It you was my boy," Bald Sam, breath-
ing heavily, "I'd thrash you to within an
Inch ot your life

"If I was your boy I should drown my-eelf-,"

said Henry very positively.
t nenry's father had frequently had occa-
sion 'to remark that his son favored his
mother, and hlB mother possessed a tongue
'which was famed throughout "Wapping,
and obtained honorable mention in distant
LImehouKj.

' "You can't expect discipline aboard a
Ehip where the skipper won't let you 'it
the boy," said Dick moodily. "It's
bad for 'im, too.""

J 'Don't you worry about me, my lads,"
'fcald Henry, with offensive patronage.
jI can take care of myself all right.
iTou ain't seen me come aboard so drunk
that I've tried to get down the foe'rte

'without shoving the scuttle back. You
'never saw mebuy a bundle of forgedpawn-- "

'tickets. You never '
"Listen to 'im," said Sam, growing

purple. "Ill be 'ung for Im yet.'
"If you ain't I will," growled Dick,

' with whom the matter ot the pawn-
tickets was a sore subject.

f "Boy!" yelled the mate, thrusting his
'feead out at the companion.

f w "Coming, sir," said Henry. "Berry I
'can't slop any longer," he said politely;
'"'but me an' the mate's gohV to rtave alillle
chat." t
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"I'll have to get another ship," said

Dick, watching the small, splnaly figure
as it Inicked down the. companion ladder
"1 never was on a ship afore where tho
boy could do as he liked."

Sam shook Ilk head and s'ghed "XL's

the be.ssj.liip I was eei on, bairin' that,"
he said sternly.

"What '11 'c be J ke when he glows up?"
demanded D:ck, as he JcM. h intuit in thu
immensity of the conjecture. "It ain't
light I' the boy to let lum go on like that.
One good h ding a week would Co 'im good
and us too."

Meantime the object of their care had
reached the cabin, and leaning against
the fireplace, awaited the mute's plcasuip.

"Whcre'& the cap'n?" demanded the
latter, plunging at once nto the subject.

Henry turned and looked at the small
clock.

"Walkln up anddownastteetin Greaves-cm!,- "

he ss.iid, deliberately.
"Oh, you've got the aecoud-Mgh- t, I

b'posc?" Mild the mate, leddcniug. "And
what's he doln' that for?"

"To mc 'er come out," said the boy.
The mate restrained himself, but with

difficulty.
"And what'll he do when she does come

out?" he demanded.
"Nothln'," replied the seer with con-

viction. "What are you looking for?"
he Inquired, with a tiace ot anxiety in bis
voice, nu the mate lore from the locker,
and raising the lid, began groping for some-

thing in the depths.
"Bit 'o rope," wus the reply.
"Well, what d'd yer ask me foi?" said

Henrj. with hasty tearfulness. "It's the
tiutli. 'E won't do nothing; 'e never dees

only stares."
"D'you mean to hay you ain't been gam-

moning me?" demanded the mato, seizing
him by the collar.

"Come and see for yourself?" said
Henry.

The mate released him and stood eye-
ing him with a puzzled expression as a
thousand-aud-on- e little eccentricities on
the part of the skipper suddenly occurred
to him.

"Go and make yourself tidy," he said,
sharply; "and mind If I find out you've
been doing me I'll flay you alive."

The boy needed no second bidding. He
dashed up on deck, and, heedless ot the
gibes of the crew , began u toilet such as
lie had never before been known to make
within the "memory of man.

"What's up, kiddy?" Inquired the cook,
whose curiosity became unbearable.

"AVot d'you mean?" demnndei Henry,
with dignity.

"Washing, nnd all that," said the cook,
who was a plain creature.

"Don't you ever wash yourself, you
dirty pig?" said Henry, elegantly. "I
s'pose you think doln tho cookin keeps
you clean, though."

Tho cook wrung his hands and, uncon-

scious ot plagiarism, told Sam he'd be
Hing for 'Im.

"Me and the mate are golu' for a little
stroll, Sam," observed the youth, as he
struggled Into his Jersey. "Keep your
eyes open, and don't get into mischief.
You can give Sloshya 'and with tho soree-- .
pans If you've not nothing better to do.
Don't stand about idle."

The appearance ot the mate impeded
Sam's utterance, and he stood silently by
the others, watching the couple as they
clambered ashore. It was noticed that
Henry carried his head very erect, but
whether this was dne to the company he
was keeping or the ap-
pearance he made, they were unable to
determine.

"Easy, go easy," panted the mate,
mopping his red face with a handkerchief.
"What are you In such a hurry for?"

"Wi shall be too late If we don't hurry,"
said Henry; "then you'll think I've been
telling lis."

The mate made no further protest andat
the same rapid pace they walked on uutil
they reached a quiet road on the outskirts
of Gsavescnd.

"There he is," said Henry triumphantly,
as lie stopped and pointed up the road at the
figure of a man slowly pacing upanddown.
"She's at a little school up at the other
end. A teacher or something. Here they
come."

As he spoke a small damsel with a
satchel and a roll of music issued from
a house at the other end of the road,
the advance guard of a small company
whicli in twos and threes now swarmed
out and went their various ways.

"Nice girls, some of 'cm," said Henry,
glancing approvingly at them as they
passed. "Oh, lierc she comes. I can't
say I see much in her myself."

The mate looked up and regarded the
girl as she approached with considerable
interest. He saw a Trejty girl, with nice
gray eyes and a flush, which might be
due to the master of the Seamew who
was following at a respectful distance-tryi- ng

to look unconcerned at this unex-
pected appearance.

"Halloa, Jack!" he said, carelessly.
"Halloa!" said the mate, with a great

attempt at surprise. "Who'd ha' thought
o seeing you hcrel"

The skipper, disdaining JO reply to this
hypocnfcy, stared at Henry until an in-

telligent and friendly grin faded klowly
frotn the youth's face and left it expres-
sionless. "I've Just been having a quiet
stroll," he said, slowly, turning to the
mato.

"Well, eo long," said the latter, anxious
to escape.

The other nodded and turned to resume
his quiet stroll at a pace which made tho
mato hot to look at him. "He'll have to
look sharp if he's going to catch her
now," he paid, thoughtfully.

"He won't catch her," said Henry;
"he never does leastways, if he does he
only pacses nnd looks at her out of the
corner of his eye. He writes letters to
her of n night, but he never gives 'cm to
her."

"How do yon know?" demanded the
other.

"Co3 T look at im over his sboulder
while I'm putting things In the cup-
board," said Henry.

The mate stopped nnd regarded his
hopeful young friend fixedly.

"I s'pose you look over my shoulder,
too, sometimes," he suggested.

"You never write to anybody except
your wife," said Henry, carelessly, "or
your mother. "Leastways I've never known
you to."

"You'll come to a bad end, my lad,''
said the mate, thickly; "that's what you'll
do."

"What 'c does with 'em I can't think,"
continued Henry, disregarding his fu-
ture. " ' don't give 'cm to cr. Ain't
got the pluck, I s'pose. Phew! Ain't
it ot.'

They had got down to the river again,
and bo hesitated in rront ot a small
beer-sho- whose hair-ope- n doorandsanded
floor offered a standing invitation to
passers-by- .

"Could you do a bottle o' ginger beer?''
inquired the mate, attracted in his turn.

"No," said Henry shortly, "I couldn't.
I don't mind having what you're going
to have."
The mate prirmed, and lending the

way In, ordered refreshment for two, ex-
changing a pleasant wink wRh tho pro- -
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prlctjots ttiafc humorist rlrcw lae kid's
bair-plntl- n tuquartpdt.

"Ain't you goln lo Wow the head otf.

sir?" inquired the landlord as Henry,
after glancing darkly injo ttw depths and
nodding to the mate, buried Ida small
face in the pewter. "You'll get your
mustache all mussed uptlt you don't."

The boy withdrew his t'acc, and, wiping
his mouth with the back ot his hand, re-

garded the offender closely. "So long as
it don't turn red, I don't mind.'' he aid
patiently, "and I don't think aa 'ow your
swipes would hurt an ything."

He went out, followed by tho mate, leav-
ing the landlord wiping down the counter
with one hand' while ho mechanically
stroked his niustacitu witli the other. By
the time a suitable retort; occurred to him
the couple were out of earshot.

II.
Gnpt. Wllion, hot with the combined ef-

fects ot exercise and wrath, continued the
pursuit, but the pause to bay sweet noth-

ings to the second in command was fatal
to his success. He had oflea before had
occarion to comment ruefully upon the
pace of the quarry, and especially at such
times when he felt that he had strung his
couruge almost up lo speaking point. To
day hu was Just In time to see her vanish
Into the front garden of a small house,
upon the door of which she knocked with
expressive vigor. ' She disappeared into
the houbc Just as he reached the gate.

He walked on aimlessly at a slow pace
until the houses ended and the road be-

came a lane shaded with tall trees and
flanked by hawthome hedges. Aloug this
he walked a little way, and then, nervously
fingering a note in his Jacket pocket, re-

traced his steps.
"I'll see her and speak to her anyway,"

he muttered. "Here goes."
Ke walked Jowly back to the house, and

with his heart thumping and a choking
sensation in his throat, walked up to the
door and gave a little whisper of a knock
upoa it. It was so faint that, arter wait-
ing a considerable time, he coiicludedth.it
it hadnot been heardand raided theknocker
again. Then the dooTopenedsuddenly.and
tho knocker, half detained In tils grasp,
slIpiKMl with a crash that made him trem-

ble at his hardihood. An elderly woman
with white hair opened tho door. She re-

pressed a start and looked at him Inquir-

ingly.
"Cap'n Jackson In?" Inquired the skip-

per, his nerves thoroughly upbet by the
knocker.

"Who?" said tho other.
"Cap'n Jackson," repeated the other,

reddening.
"There Is no man here," said the

old woman. "Atc you sure it is Cape.
Jackbon you want?" she added.

"I'm I'm not buie," said Wilson, truth-
fully.

The old woman looked at h'm eagerly.
"Will you come in7" the ild, slowly, and
without giving him time to retube, Jed

the way into the small front room. The
skipper" followed her with the conscience
ot a rox invited Into n poultry yard,
and, bringing up in the doorway, he gazed
uncomfoitably at the glil, who had risen
at his entrance.

"This gentleman Is Inquiring for a
Cnpt. Jackson," said the old woman, turn-

ing to the girl. "I thought he he doesn'c
seem quite suie whether It Is Capt. Jack-bo-

ho wants he may bring news," she
concluded, incoherently.

"It's not likely, mother," said the giil,
regarding the adventurous mariner by
no means favorably. "There is no Capt.
Jncksor here, sir."

"Have you been looking for him long?"
Inquired the mother.

"Years and years," said the other, for-

getting himself.
The old woman sighed sympathetically.

"Won't you sit down?" she aid.
"Thank you," said the skipper, and took

the edge of the tofa.
"You're not quite certain ot the name?"

suggested the girl, coldly.
"It- - It sounded like Jackson," murmured

the intruder in a small modest voice. "It
might have lecn Blackson, or Dackson, or
even Snackson I won't swear to It."

The old woman put her hand to her hrow.
"I thought perhaps you might havchrought
me some news ot my poor husband," bhe
said at length. "I lost him some years a go,
and when you came here Inquiring for a
beafarlngmanlthoughtyoumightsomehow
have brought news."

"You must see, mother, that this gen-

tleman Is looking for somebody elie," salu
the girl; "you ure hindering him 'rom
finding Capt. Jackson." ,

"It he's been looking for him for years,"
said the old woman, bridling mildly, "a
few minutes will not make much differ-

ence."
"Certainly jiot," said "Wilson, in a o!re

which he tried in vain to make stronger.
"When you say lost, ma'am, you n can
missing?"

"Five years," said the old woman, shak-
ing her head and folding her hawls"'n her
lap "How long do you say you've been
looking for Capt. Jackson?"

"Seven," said the skipper, with a
calmness which surprised himself

''And you haven't given up hope, I sup-

pose?"
"Not while lire lasts," said the other,

studying the carpet.
"ThatVthc way I feel," said the old

woman energetically. "What a surprise
It'll be when you .meet himl"

"For "both ot them," said the girl.
"It's five ycarg last May the 20th ot

May," said the old woman, "since I laot
saw my poor husband He "

"It can't be of any interest to this
gentleman, mother,"" interposed tho girl.

"I'm very much interested, ma'am."
said the skipper defiantly; "besides, when
I'm looking for poor Jackson, who knows,
T might run up againbt the other."

"Ah! who knows but what you might,"
said the old woman. ."There's one gen-

tleman iooklngfor him now Mr. Glover.my
daughter's husband that is to be."

There was a Jong paus e, then the skippe r,
by dint of combining his eutre stock ot
Christianity and politeness, found speech.
"I hope he finds him," he said slowly.

"All that a man can do he's doing," said
the old lady. "He's a commercial traveler
by trade, and he gct about a great deal
In the "way of business." -

"Have you tried advertising?" Inquired
the skipper, striving manfully to keep his
interest up to Its former pitchi

The other shook lier head and looked un-
easily at her daugbter.

"It wouldn't be any good," she said in
a low voice "it wouldn't be any good."

"Well, I don't want to pry into your
business in nny way," said Wilson, "but
I go mto a good many ports in the coursa
of the year, and if you think it would be
any good in looking about, I'll be pleased
and proud to do eo, if you'll give me
some idea of who to look for."

The old lady fidgeted with all the man-
ner of one desiring and half fearing to
divulge a secret.

"You see, we lost him in rather peculiar
circumstances," she said, glancing un-
easily at her daughter again. "He "

"I don't want to know anything about
that, you "know, ma'am," interposed the
skipper, gently.

"It would be no good advertising for my
father," said the girl, in her. clear voice,
"becauf he can neither read nor wiite
He ia a very passionate, hasty man, and
five years ago he struck a man down
and thought he "had killed him. We bave
seen nothing and heaTd nothing of him
since."

"He mnst have been a strong man,"
commented the skipper.

ne had something in his hand," said
the pirl. bending low over her work.
'But he didn't hurt him really. The

V-
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mfttt Was ut worktwo days arter, and
he beats him no iHvrtn' at all."

'He might be anywhere," said the
skipper, meditating.'

"He Would be sure tq be where there
are 8hlp3," Bald the oldj lady; "I'm cer-

tain of it. You ace he fwas captain of a
Bliip iiimselt a gubmany years, and for
one thing he couldn't live away from the
water, and for anqtiierit's the only way
he lias of getting aJJvlng, poor man
unless lie's gone to sea ugatn, which isn't
likely." ,"

"Coasting trade, I .suppose?" said tho
skipper, glancing at tvo or three small
crait which Were floating in oil round
the walls.

The old ludy nodded. "Those wore his
Miips," site s.tid, following his glance; "but
tho painters never cduld get the cloud
to please him. I shouldn't think there
was a man in all England harder to
please with clouds than he was."

"Whut sort ot looking man ia he?"
Inquired Wilson.

"I'll get you a portrait," said the old
lady, and she rose and left the room.

The girl from her seat in the window
by tho geraniums btltched on steadily.
The skipper, anxious to appear at his
case, coughed gentjy three times, and
was on the very verge ot a remark-ab- out

the weather when he turned her
head and became absorimd In some-

thing outside. Tho skipper fell to re-

garding the clouds again with even more
dlbtavor than tho mis&iug captalu hluiaelf
could have shown.

"That as taken Just before ne
said the old lady entering the

room again and haudinghini a photograph.
"You can keep that."

Tl! skipper took it and gazed intently
at the likeness of a sturdy,
man of about sixty. Then he placed it
carefully in his breast-pock- and rose to
his feet.

"And it I should happen to drop across
him," he said slowly, "what might his
naino be?"

"Gething," eatd the old lady, "Capt.
Gcthlng. If you should see him, and
would tell him that he has nothing to
fear, and that hi wife and his daugh-
ter Annia are dying to see him, you will
have done what can never, never prop-
erly thank you for."

"I'll do my best,' snld tho other, warm-
ly. "Good afternoon

He bhook hands wlththeold woman, and
then, standing with his hands by his side,
looked doubtfully at Annls.

"Good afternoon," sho snld, cheerfully.
Mrs Gcthlng showed him to the door.
"Any time you are at Gravescnd, cap-

tain, we shall be pleased to bee you and
hear how you get on," she said as she let
Iiitu out.

The captain thanked her, pausing at the
gate to glance covertly at the window, but
the girl was bending over her work again,
and he walked away rapidly.

Until, he had reached his ship and was
sitting down to his belated dinner he had
almost forgotten, in the Joyful excitement
or liavii.g something to do for Miss Geth
lug, the fact that the- - was engaged to an
other man. At, ho remembered this he
pushed Ills plate rroiu hlra, and, leaning
his head on his hand, gave way to a fit or
deep melancholy. He took the photograph
front his pocket and, gazing at it Intently,
tried to discover a likeness betwoen the
father nnd daughter. Tlere was not suffi-
cient to warrant hluj iu. bestowing a chaste
salute upon it.

"What do you think o' that?' he inquired,
handing it over to the mate, who had been
watching him curiously

"Any friend o' yours?'Mnqui red the mate,
cautiously.

"No," said the other.
"Well, I don't think, much of him,' said

the mate. "Where djypu getit?''
"It was given to me," said the skipper

"He's misblng, and L'vc got to find him
if I can. You might as well keep your
eyes open, too."

"Where are you going to look for hlra?"
asked the mate.

"everywhere-,- " said the other. "I'm
told that lie's likely to bo in a seaport
town, and if you'll be on the lookout
I'll take it as a favor."

"I'll do that, o' coqrse," said the mate
"What's he been doing?"

"Nothing that I know of," said the
skipper; "but he's been missing some
five years, and promised I'd do my
best to find him."

"Friends are anxloufr, I s'pose?" said
the mate.

"Yes," said the other.
"I always find," continued the mate,

"that women are more anxious in these
sort o' cases than men."

"More tendej-hearted,- " said the skipper.
"It ain't a bad sort o' face, now I come

to look at It." saldthe baffled mate, regard-
ing it closely. "Scetus to me I've seen
somebody very much like it- -a girl, I
think but I can't say where.''

"Bearded lady at a fair, I should think,"
said the skipper, bluffly.

Cou versa tion was interrupted by the ap-
pearance of Hcniy, who, seeing the photo-
graph in the mate's hand, at once began
puttiug the butter away. A glaiiee told
hhn that thu mate was holding it upside
down, and conscience told him that this
was for ids benefit. He therefore rigidly
aeilcd ids gaze while clearing the table,
and iu a small mental ledger, which he
kept ulth scrupulous care, for Items such
as these, made a debit entry in the mate's
account.

"Eoy," said the skipper suddenly.
"Sir." said Henry.
"You're a fairly sharp youngster, I

think," said the skipper. "Take hold c'
that photo there."

Henry's face suffused with, a great Jty.
He looked derisively at the mate, ami took
the pliotograph from him, listening in-
tently to much tle same instructions as
had been previously given to the mate.
"And you can take It for'ard," concluded
the skipper, "and let tlio men see It."

"The men?" baid Henry, in astonish-
ment.

"Ye, the men; don't I speak pla'n?"
retorted the skipper.

"Very plain, slr.'l, said the. !oy; 'but
they'll only make a muddle ot ,t, sir.
Fancy fat Sam, antlthe cook, and Dick!"

"Do as you're told," said the other, Iras-
cibly.

"O' course, sir,!, said Henry; "but
they'll only worry rm with a lot ot c,ues-tio-

as to who 'els an' wot you want'lm
for." i"

"You take it lbr'ard,' said the skipper,
"and tell 'em there's- - a couple of sover-
eigns for the first nmn hat finds him."

Theyouth took the photograph, and after
another 6areful scrutfnV, with the object
of getting a start In tile race for wealth,
took it forward. Fat Sam, it seemed, had
seen the very man only two days before at
Poplar; the cook knew Ills features as well
as he knew those othls'own mother, while
Dick had known hint 'for years as an old
and respected Inhabitant of Flymouth.
Henry went back to tho skipper, and, hav-
ing furnished him with this information,
meekly suggested that they 'should drag
Gravescnd first.

It was midnight when they got the
anchor up and dropped silently down the
river. Gravescnd was silent, and the dotted
lines of street lamps shone over a sleep-
ing town as the "Seamew" crept sortly by.
A big steamer in front wliistled warn'ngly
for the pilot's boat, and slowing up as
the small craft shot out from the shore to
meet it, caused a timely divorsion of the
skippcr'b melancholy by lying across h.'s
own bows. By the time he had fully re-

covered from the outrage and drank a
cup of txf fee, which had beep prepared in
the galley, Gravesend had disappeared
round the bend, and his voluntary search
had commenced.

TO BE CONTINUED
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THE HINDOO AND THE SHARE.

An ExcitirtK Combat at the Mouth
ot the Bugll.

"Talk about your shurk hunters in the
South Faciflo Island," remarked the old
traveler, "but I remember seeing an en-

counter with one of those d

gentry' that for cool nerve beat anything
I ever read about.

"I was loafing around Calcutta one day
late In the autuniti, waiting for the even-

ing train up to the city of Hugh, when I
heard a tremendous shouting coining from
the direction of the Iller Hugh, which is.
practically one ot the moutlis bf the
Gauges. Tiotting over to the shore as
fast as a white man tra'eledln India,
I aw a huge commotion. Natives were
Inn rj ing away lrom the buuic, a if in
terror, and then running back as if
curiosity had overcome their greatest
fears. The river was full of boats. Tha
occupants of the laiger ones "Were stream-
ing with excitement, while Uiote in the
small ones were shrieking and Jabbering
with aconsJderable amount ot fear.

"I toon discovered that the fuss had been
created by a huge bhark, which had come
up with the tide und had ventured a little
further than it was customary for bharks
to do. His dorsal flu was cutting thu
water here and there, and when occasion-
ally he turned on his buck und bent his nose
aud grinning teeth atiove the water, groans
and screams of horror went tip in all di-

rections. His sharkshlp was evidently out
for supper, and was casting louring glances
at the succulent Hindoo babies, of whom
a considerable number were in sight.

"In tne ui'd&t or all the huMiub a tall,
lauk Hindoo stepped out upon the tool of a
kind of houseboat, and, in a iLottfcpeech,
announced that he would catch the shark.

"Instantly a deadhunh telluponuieiuiiltl-tude- .
Thelllndoobtoodeteet. Hewaupcr-fcctl- y

naked, sae for a little garment at
the loins, whicli our Texas cowboys call
a 'gee-string-.' He was armed only with a
long rope like u laifat, which he held be-

hind his back with his Ictt hand.
"Presently M r Shark cair e to the surface

about olsrht yards from the boat and imme-

diately the Hindoo plunged overboard.
"A chorus or gionus and exclamations

went up, in the midst of which the Hindoo
reappeared, swimming with his light haad.
Man and shark faced each other, and I
fancied that I saw a pleaded expression
In the monster's eyes, as much as to tay:
'Well, this Is civil, to say tbu least.'

"The Bhark evidently thought re had a
cinch of tUe situation, for he swam leifeurely
toward the Hindoo, turned slowly upon his
back, and opened his mouth. The mouth
closed with a snap, and the people screamed,
but the Hindoo had dived, and presently he
appeared again on the offs ue or the shark,
smiling and still carrying his rope.

"The big fuJi looked surprised, and then
made another gentle dab at the Hindoo
Tlie resiilt was the same, aud Mr. Hindoo
came up fresh for the third round.

"Then theshnrk began togrowangrj'iand
made a vicious run at theHlndoo, and again
he missed The people on the shore and .n
the boats began to feel confidence in the
human champion, and their groans were
changed to applause. Every fine the man
made a point again 8tthefibh those heathens
would send up a roubing cheer.

"Well, by this lime the thing was getting
exciting. 1 never saw such swimming be
fore, and I never will again. The man was
a regular water snake He dodged, twist-
ed, dived and Jumpetf like an rel The fish
made charge after charge. Once his fm
grazed the Hindoo's arm, nnd the water
was colored with blood. The man's stock
went down a point, but it fcon lose again,
when the crowd Legan to see that the fish
simply wasn't In it. The man was beat-
ing him at his own game. You see, the
fish could only go in one direction straight
ahead like on arrow while the man turned
and doubled like a fox.

"Well, to and by the exertion and excite-
ment told on the monster. He got rattled,
churncf' the river into foam, and then be-

came quiet again. It was the last round.
"The shark charged languidly. The man

waited, lying In the water until the great
mouth was open to se.7e him. Theti, with
a convulsive backward leap, he stra'ght-ene- d

his body and sank foot downward
like a plummet of lead.

"The shark settled down over h'm, lash-
ing the watcrinto a lather of foam. They
semcd to be grappling with each other
The crowd groaned and screamed, and
hen became silent.

"For the bpace of whaf seemed many
minutes the people watched the surface
of the water until even the bubbles had dis-

appeared, and all was quiet.
" Ixist, lost!' screamed a priest, and the

mob the cry and began to beat
their breasts like a Jot of madmen. Then
suddenly in the middle of it all the Hindoo
reappeared, thirty yards up the stream.
Both hands t ercabove his head, andhe was
screaming: 'Tan, tan, tan! Hchadfclfpped
the noose of his lariat around the shark's
tail, and drawn it taut; andhe lield the free
end in his hadn.

"In an instant It was ashore, and a score
ot Hindoos were drawing at it. It took
them half nn hour to get Mr. Shark ashore,
for he pulled like a loeomothe, but they
finally managed It.

"He.piovcd to be nine feet long, and sold
for a sum which enabled his captor to live
in comfort for nearly half a year." Phila-
delphia Telegraph.

THE FRIAR.

There with the cowl about his face.
And the bends within his handSj

A lonely man In a lonely place,
The silent friar stands.

The sandals on his feet are placed,
The cord Is girded round his waist,
The stones are worn where he hath

paced,
Kyrie Eleibonl Christe Elelson!

He hath pattered his Avcs three times o'er,
And for every bead hath a prayer told,

The rules ot his ord'jr demand no more,
And the light la d m and the chapel cold.

Yet stays he and kneels where the stone
was pressed,

By the knees of an abbot of memory
blessed;

Bows his head and beats his bieast
Mea culpa! Mea culpa! Mea maxima

culpa!

And the cowl thrown back to view reveals
Deep-se- t eyes ot tho hue of night,

And a brow where Remorse forever seals
The restless sign of Its deadly bliglit.

What hath the crime ot thy youth-tid- e

been,
Man of God, or man of sin?
To have brought thee here; it was dark,

I ween.
Mea culpa! Mea culpa! Mea maxima

culpa!

The latent light ot those midnight eyes,
A trusting woman might have blessed.

Is it the monk or the wind that sighs,
Chrlbte Eluisont Thy will is best!
The hollow wind may bigh and moan
Over the grave where no grass hath

grown.
Be It sin or sorrow 'tis all his own.

Mea culpa! Mea culpa! Mea maxima
culpa!

The morning came and they sought him
there,

Cold and btill he had found his rest.
And a lauvhing face with golden Jialr,

And soft bluecycd xvus on his bieabt.
The sandals on Ills feet were placed,
The cord was girded round lila waist.
The btone3 were worn where he had

paced
Kyrit Eleison! Christ" El.usmi!

L.EWI8 V.EOGY.

ORATOR WHO DIDN'T ORATE.

The committee on arrangements at Sed
Hoss Bend had secured a Fourth of July
orator from RaymondviHe, aud on thenlght
of the :'c, he arrived at the mining camp.
We had chipped in a dollar apiece to get
anew bnirelof whisky, an American flag,
a lot or fireworks aud an orator, and tne
boys wer,e a little anxious to know If the
latter was all right. Therefore, a--i soon
ab iie had eaten supper, he was waited
upou by a binall crowd, with Jim Barney
as spokcbiiinh, and when they bad been
regularly Intioduced Jim led orr with:

".Look-a-yer- e, Jedge, we ar
fur suuthin' red-h- ot from you tomorrer.
Kin you give us some specimens from that
orabhuu?"

"V'ny, yes, of course," was the reply.
"It begins, like all other Fourth of July
oiatlons, with the band of Pilgrims who
sailed from England In search ot Liberty.
They landed at Plymouth Rock.you know."

"What sorter people was them pil-
grims?"

" ery respectable and religious.'
"None of the whoop-er-u- p sort among

'cm, eh?"
"No."
"Then you'd better skip 'em, Jedge,

fur our crowd will be lookin fur a dif-
ferent fcort. What cums next?"

"Well, after awhilcEnglaiidlalda tax on
tea. and the people of Boston got so mad
they turned out and threw a whole
cargo overboard."

"Anybody killed in the scrimmage?"
"1 think not."
"Jestthrowed the tea over and wenthome

and went to hed, eh?"
"That was the way ot It, I guess."
"Then you'd better leave that out, Jedge,

as It wouldn't interest us two minits. It
they could vdo all thafTand no one git hurt
It couldn't hev bin much o a row. What
happened arter that?"

"Ihe colonlstB began to think of Inde-

pendence," replied the Judge. "It wasn't
long before they were ready to resist Eng-

land's unjust demands by force of arms.
You have heard of Patrick Henry, of
couse?"

"No, never have. "What was hia best
holt?"

'..'Oratory- - He was the ont vho said:
'Give me liberty, or give me death!' "

"And did he pick up his uns and sail
in?"

"I- -I think not."
"Then you'd better cut that out, Jedge,

fur we don't cotton to a chap who Is all
talk and can't shoot. Anything more hap-
pen?"

"Well, the British army marched out of
Boston to Lexington and the Americans
killed a number of them."

"Kill a thousand and lick the rest outer
their butes?"

"Oh, no. Only a few were killed or
wounded, but it wasbeginnlng of the war

.for liberty, you know."
"It won't do, Jedge it won't do," said

Jim, with a shake of the head. "IT the
Americans didn't lick the British 'till they
hollered it wouldn't Interest this crowd fur
shucks. You'll hev to cut that all out.
What cums next?"

"Bunker Hill."
"Who got licked thar'?"
"The Americans retreated, but but "
"Stop right thar', Jedge!"' exclaimed Jim

as he rose up o go "What we want is a
red-h- orashun, with the America on
top and glvln" everybody else hail Colum-

bia, and as you beveu't got It, and ar' not
the crlttur we took you fur, you kin start
fur home when you h'ar the fustwar-whoo- p

in the mornln'l"

HOPEFUL WASN'T THERE.

As we rpached the top ot a long hill
the driver looked back over the road
and uttered a grunt, and as we turned
our heads we saw a strange figure half
a mile away on the back of a galloping
mule. Threo or four minutes later it
was near enough to be recognized as a
woman, who was mounted n

on the animal. As she reached us she
pulled the mule up With a a, now!"
and after getting her breath she asked
of the driver:

"Say, now, hev you got a passenger
aboard named Hopeful Davis?"

"No such man, ma'am," replied the
driver.

"Man with reddish hair bow-hack-

squlut to one eye about forty years old,"
she continued as she carefully eyed the
three passengers oa top of the coach.

"Haven't seen no such critter, mn'am.
I take It thet he was your husband?"

"You needn't take it that way exactly.
He was along here about a month ago,
and asked me to marry him. I said I
would, and he was to show up three
days ago. 1 guess it's a case of flunk."

"I'm sorry fur you, ma'am. When a
woman was sot her mind on "

"Who has sot her mind?" she inter-
rupted.

"Excuse me, ma'am; but I thought you
said be was "

"I said he was comln', but he hasn't
showed up. I ain't breakln' my heart,
however. Mebbc I'd hev married him,
and mebbe not. Don't you be quite so
fur ahead with your fcelln's fur me.
Any of you men on top want a wire?"

"All married men, ma'am,' said thedriver
as we looked off over the prairie without
u word in answer.

"I see. Wall.that'sallright. Thlnkyou'd
know the critter I bpoke or it you saw
him?'"

"I think I would, ma'am.'
"Man with reddish hair d

squint to one eye about forty years old I
remember, too, that he's got a squeak to
his voice. If you see him tell him that I'm
goln' to wait till Saturday fur him. Aud
il he don't bhow up thar'll be at least four
teen men spoonln' around my dug-ou- t on
Sunday, and beforo Monday noon the
Widdcr Hardman won't be a widder no
more."

The Now Teleptioue Dodge.
"What's the matter with you?' asked

the head of the rirm when he came In and
found the Junior partner pacing the floor
like a caged lion.

"Understand that this is strictly between
ourselves," came the answer In an Irri-
tated voice. "There are tome things that
a man wants to endure without any as-

sistance or sympathy rrom others. I was
sitting here un hour ago looking through
the mail. A d man with pleas-
ing manners came In and asked for you,
stating that there was an Important mat-
ter of business lbout which he must talk
with yc.u personally. "We had a pleasant
little chat, when he looked at hla watch,
said he seemed to have conflicting en-
gagements, and asked if he might use the
telephone. Of course I consented, and
showed him through the next room into
the booth

"In about ten minutes he came out smil-
ing, thanked me cordially, a'nd said he
would be back In half an hour to transact
his busiuess with you. He wasn't more
than out of tho building when the tele-pho-

Jingled and the main office Inquired
whom that message to St. LouLs should be
charged to.

" 'What message?' I yelled, excitedly.
" 'Why, the one that Just went over the

long distance, of course.'
"My knees quaked and my voice qnav-cre-

as I asked how much it was.
" Must 513.S0,' came the maddening re-

ply.
" 'Charge it to me,' I shouted, nnd then

chased wildly around the-blo- looking
for the fellow That was another fool trick
To think of a man of my age and expe-
rience being such an unmitigated and

chump. I'll hunt that fellow to
thv cjids of the earth. But don't you say
a word. Mind, now." Detroit Free Press.

SQUAN CREEK FOLKS.

Thar wasn't any more lyln', stealiu'
and back-biti- goin on than u&ual In
Squan Creek, when the preacfeer sUjc"
up one Sunday mornin and bald be wai
goin' to hold revival meeiln's In hop-j- i
to better the town. It wasn't long be-

fore he begun, but nobody exccptiu'Aunt
Sally Tavls attended the first five oi
blx mcetin's. She bad bin a member
ot tne church fur thirty y'ars, but, to
oblcege the pastor aud start things off,
she went for'd on the anxious sent and
told how wicked she had bin and got
convened over agin. She did this four
nights runniu', and then she told Jim
Crucso, her tilted man. that if he didn't
help things along she'd discharge him.
Jim got converted to keep her company,
and then two or three more dropped in,
and, finally, the meetln'sgot a gcod start.
By and by, the pastor came down lo
the wharf and begun to talk to us, and,
arter he had gone, Joe Taylor .pcak3 up
and says:

"I've alius bin aa innercent as a year-Il- n'

babby, but I'm wllllu' to go to tho
mcetin's and help save the rest o' ye."

Josephus Harmon scratched his head fur
awhile and looked off over the marsh,
and then he said:

"If I was to die tonight I'd go straight
to Paradise and hev golden wings, but
thar's nuthin' inean. about me. I'm wlllin
to attend the meetin's and see that the
rest ot ye git a fa' r show."

Hair a dozen other old shell-back- s spoke
in the same way, and that night abort
twenty of us showed up at the nieetin.
None or the crowd got hit very hard that
night or the next, but on the fourth night
Joe Taylor begun to hitch around on the
seat and look pale, and purty soon ho
stood up and begun to talk. Everybody
knowed he was an old liar and an stingy
as grease, but no one had Buspected that
he was anything wuss. It Jest took us aU
by surprise when he got up aud couresed
to stealln' seventeen bushels of oysters
from 8olomon Tompkins' bed, and of
chopppin' up Tim Smith's dory, and ol
kllhu the widder Harper's big dog. Owned
right up to all of It and more too, and
said he was wlllin' to pay all damages.
That started the gang. When Joe Taylor
sot down Jim Renfew got up and wept
and said:

"I'm foelin' that I'm the meanest rep-
tile on the race Of thid airth! I've t"

all along to be a decent-ma- and
abide by the Law, but I'm a scoundrel
of the deepest dye. 1 1 was me that bullied
Henry Scott's boathouse two years ago,
and It was me that robbed the pobtoffice
last y'ar. I ar also the miserable heathen
who chopped up Tim Smith's dory, and
I'm wlllin' to go to prison fuc my
crimes."

AVheu Jim Renfew sot down Tom Doty
got up and shed tears and wobbled his
chin and said:

"Of all the n villains in this
world of our& I'm the wust. and I want
to be tooken right from here and sent
to prison rur the remainder o my days.
It was me that hamstrung Uncle Tar-bel- l's

mewl; it was me that stole JaBarber's fifty hens; It was me that begun
all the Iyiu' In Squan Creek. And 1 also
want to own up that It wad me that
chopped up Tim Smith's dory, and I m
ready .to git down on my knees and beg
his pardon and pay damages."

That was three different men who had
confessed to choppin' up that dory, and
the pastor 'peared to be sorter puzzled
over it. He didn't say nuthin', however,
and when Torn Doty eot down Jason Jack-
son got up and humbly said:

"It's a wooder I heven-'- t bin struck by
llghtnln or bit to death by a shark, fur
I'm nuthin' but a mass o wickedness. Fur
flveyars I've bin tryin' to see how wicked
I could be I've lied and btole and bon
false witness. I've cheated and wronged
and robbed Nobod never did suspect me
of murder, but I killed a tin peddler bade
on the hill road three years ago and sunk
his body in Shark Inlet. I'll go with the
officers tomorrow and produce the bones
Wnllel'raownln'up and willln'tobchung,
I might as well say that it was me who
chopped up Tim Smith's dory Tim ia
here, and I'm askin If he'll take my hand
and furgive me--"

'Thar mus be some mistake about that
dory " says the pastor as Jason sot down.
"I remember about it's beln chopjied up,
but four of you couldn't hev doneic The
next man up better leave the dory out"

The next ouc to git up was Tim Smith
himself. He'd bin cryin' softly fur half an
hour, and it wa two or three minutes be-
fore he could find his voice to say:

"Thar' hev bin folks here who said they
was bad, but they didn't know me. I've
laid awake night to be bad. Thar ain't a
crime but what I'm guilty of, and I don't
expect I've got any soul to be saved. I
want to be tooken out and hung this very
night, and I want everybody In tbtemeet-Jn"-hous- e

to spit on my grave when I'm
buried. Before I'm hung, however, I
want to say that I chopped up that dory
myself. I did it to git sympathy and to be
mean. Now go ahead and call the hang-
man."

"Thar's bin a heap o lyin about that
dory," mivs the pastor, "and I don't like
it. Four ot the five of you must hev lied,
and if you don't own up thismeetin' house
may crumble in on us.'

Every one of them Ave stood up and said
over agin that he chopped up that dory,
and the pastor said It was '0 use to con-
tinue the meetin'sir liars was to come thar
and He. Harrison Fomeroy was goin' to
git up and tell how bad he was and how he
chopped up that dory, but the pastor choked
him off t.nd closed themeetin. Next day
every body was gahbm' and scandallzln'and
callin' everybody e!e a liar, and the fuss
was kept up till all strangers dodged
Squan Creek, and even the rish wouldn't
come into the bay no more. 'Bout Tour
weeks arter the meetin's we cotched a
tramp stealln' a net, and he owned up to
choppin' Tim Smith's dory to git wod ta
make a fire.

Brtices Son.
Roseoe Conkling Bruce, son of

Bruce ot Mississippi, who went from
the colored high 3ioolof Washington two
yearsago to Phillips Acad emy.atExeter.N.
H., has been honored recently by an elec-
tion as assistant editor Tor the next year
of the Exonlan.the magazine published by
the students of that Institution, which in-

dicates that the color line is not drawn
against one boy.

Young Rruce is a remarkably bright and
handsome fellow and has always been pop-
ular among the whlteboys or the neighbor-
hood In which his family live in Washing-
ton, which Is one ot the most fashionable
parts or the city. He has never attempted
to intrude where he is notinvited.and has
always conducted hiinselt with dignity and
modesty, which has inspired respect. At
Phillips Academy he has distinguished him-se- ir

for scholarship and for oratory. At
the recent announcement of the honormen
for the ptesent year the name of Roscoe
Conkling Bruce stands at the head or the
upper middle class , and the Boston papers
recently contained flattering dcriptions
ot his delivery or Mr. Maine's memorial
oration on Gaifield in the chapel of the
academy. Mr. and Mrs. Bruce have heard
from other sources of the success and
popularity of their son, and are grateful
to know that the colored Wood in hlsveina
has made no difference with his social or
intellectual btanding.-Chica- go Record.

Economical Motives.
"I left my last boarding-house,- " said the

applicant, "because she would serve pota-
toes boiled with their skins on."

"You won't get them here," said Mrs.
Hashcroft "They use up entirely too
much butter." Indianapolis Journal.


