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was after the Spanish fleet had
THIS under American fire. It was

Manila surrendered.
Six transports lay anchored off Cavlte,

protectlngly encircled by the ships of the
American fleet Within the circle were
ulso some merchant sailing ships dis-

charging Australian coal into navy light-
ers. Outside the circle wer anchorea the
foreign warships German, French, Jap-
anese and English. My idea In making
this plain is simply to show that the sit-

uation out there made any other manner
of procedure than that which we followed
practically impossible. Ours was the only
effective way. It must be remembered
that the duties of Consuls and port cap-

tains were but vaguely to be aelined at
that time.

T he United States transport Zealandia,
of which I was Quartermaster, lay an-

chored in the seaward edge of the circle,
within hailing distance of the flagship.
Our regular tour-ho- ur sea watcheo were
now changed to night and day duty; two
Quartermasters divided the day at gang-Tva-y

watch, two did the same at night,
while all others of the ship's com-

pany sept
It was the third night of August. I had

been lounging lazily about the decks, try-
ing hard to keep awake, for the night was
a drowsj one. At last I leaned over the
gangway railing, natchipg the distant reg-
ular rows of lights of the besieged city.
Overhead hung a deep Indigo sky, sprin-
kled with star dust an ideal tropical night.
So calm was the water that the lights of
the neighboring ships reflected as single
fire spots, and the bells of the most dis-

tant gunboats of the fleet were distinctly
audible striking the hour; four bells, I
think it was, when the Sergeant of the
guard joined me In my nocturnal contem-
plations.

"Fine night, but blamed hot," he said.
There was that tropical humidity in the

atmosphere that kept us In continual per-
spiration, brought on by no physical exer-
tion. The Sergeant's shirt was thrown
back and he breathed heavily.

"You're not used to the tropics?" I ven
tured.

"Yes, I am," he replied. "I'm, a sailor,
like yourself. I've been six years In trop-
ical waters. I was paid off In Philadelphia
six months ago from a llmejuicer."

Such an introduction could only And a
response in me. Leaning over the rail we
yarned of ships and foreign ports and the
beauties of the tropical seas. A typical
soldier of fortune, I thought, as I looked
at my companion's well-kn- it figure
vaguely defined by the gangway light. His
English accent seemd Incongruous with
his American uniform, but he had worn
the uniforms of a half dozen armies, I
soon learned.

"This is tiresome," he growled. "Here
we are doing guard duty and the rest of
'em. are ashore, scrapping. Hear those
guns blazing away?"

The black mass of Jungle, Just above the
city, was occasionally lit up by a flash
of fire, followed by a low
"We watched the firing for some time in
silence, but the cannonading was too dis-
tant to disturbNfhe almost perfect stillness
that hung over the glassy water; it
seemed like being up in some gigantic air
ship, with the phosphorescent flash of
fish the lights of cities miles underneath.
The ships about seemed to hover In the
air with us, a mighty fleet of phantom air
craft

Suddenly the Sergeant grasped my arm.
"Listen, he said.
A faint splash came from for'd. Look-

ing down wo saw an object in the water
approaching in a phosphorescent glow, un-
til finally It stopped at the foot of the
.gangway.

The Sergeant and I hurriedly descended
the broad gangway ladder. At the lowest
step we made out a half-nak- man, hold-
ing on, but apparently too weak to pull
himself out Each of us seized a white
hand, and a second later had the swimmer
.staggering up the steps. We pulled him
up to the deck, where he sank upon his
knees between us, shaking and sputter-
ing, and finally vomiting Into the scup-
pers.

"For God's sake, hide me!" he gasped;
and a second fit of vomiting overtook
him.

'Til take him down Into the forecastle,"
sold the Sergeant, and, calling a man from
the guardroom, they led him for'd.

Half an hour later Jackson rejoined me
at my post

"How Is he?" I asked.
"All right," he answered, but pretty well

pegged out He can talk now, though.
Say, we're sailormen; we can understand
his case; there's no need for us to report
Tou see tha Nova Scotia bark over
there?"

I cast my eyes toward a big, square-rigge- d

wooden ship swinging inshore
toward Cavlte, her tapering rigging

against the horizon.
"He swam blamed nasty job the wa-

ter's full of sharks. It's the Silver Stara Blue Nose hot box. Skipper killed a
man on the trip out. Six poor suckers
in irons down the fore peak, while the
two mates and the bos'n are dlsch'arglng
cargo for Uncle Sam with a gang of cool-
ies Here's this chap broke away wants
to lodge a complaint Where? British
Consul Insido the Spanish lines. Where?
"Uncle Sam's officers are figuring too hardto get in there, too, to bother their heads
about six poor British lubbers who hadn'tthe sense to keep off a Blue Nose. Andthe skipper s'got a pull with the Admiral
CHard lints. Jack, but I guess you'll haveto face the music out"

Next day, shortly before I went on
"watch again, the English sergeant came
ior me.

"Come on down the forecastle," he said,
and disappeared.

A few minutes later I followed. Th
men had. knocked off, but not yet eaten or
washed. The deserter sat on a chest atthe for'd end of the forecastle, ready todrop down the open scuttle Into the forepeak should a strange step come down thecompanlonway.

Then men, showing traces of suppressed
excitement sat about on their chests. Be-
sides Jackson four men of the commissaryguard were present a corporal and threeprivates, who had seen the deserter when
we, hauled him up the gangway. The sol-
diers concealed their emotion less effect-
ively than the sailors. The deserter had
been talking, I guessed.

Jackson stood In the middle of the fore-
castle. His bare, hairy chest was heaving,
hia bronzed young face flushed red aboutthe cheekbones. His campaign hat was
flung far back, exposing his thick brown
hair above the forehead, while beads oftropical sweat stood out all over his face
and chest and arms, bared to the elbows.

"Boys." he was savins:. In a snnnrcssod
voice a vehement whisper "we can't
stand for this. I know the . I sailed
with him six years ago. This chap's tell-
ing no lies. I say, boys, we can't standior this!"

Jackson paused. He had the men under
his touch. Sailor and soldier as he was,
he broturht the two elements nf hie .!

filence together and made them one. They

already looked on him as a leader.
He paused as I came down. Then heswung around to the deserter In the darkcorner.
jGo'n," he said, "Give's the rest""As I was sayln'," began the sailor, evi-

dently continuing a story such as I hadhqard many of before, "Tim Long, he up
to the mate an' sez:" 'You give mc a square fight, an it'sa go.'

'All richf sez thn mnta n fhi
i squares off. Tim lands the mate a heavy

one on me jaw, out just then the mate
reaches Tim one over the eye. an Timdrops, cause, ye see, the mate had on his
knuckle dusters. An that was what he
calls a square fight

"Well, that was the layout the rest ofthe trip. They wouldn't give us no show.
Mate shot one chap through the arm,
captain spit another chap's head open
with,a handspike, and one day they tricedme up into the main chains and fed me apint of tar. The, day we got in here all
hands was sent down the lazaretto to stow
sail, and they clapped down the hatch.
Then, as we were made to come up, oneat a time, we each got a welt over the
head an' put in Irons, down the fore peak,
an we've been there ever since. So, ye
see, that's how we can't lodge no com-
plaint I managed to crawl through a
hawse-pip- e ye see, J am pretty thin."

There was a moment's silence. Jackson
broke, it

"Boys," he said again, "should we standfor this?"
He paused a moment then swung aroundto me.
"Quartermaster." he said, "you're the

one man we need. You've got the night
gangway, and you can make it all right
with your mates. You can forget to have
the yawl hoisted. Unless you say so,
those six poor suckers will have to stay
there. Are you with us?"

He held out his hand, and I could not
help the thrill of admiration that cameover me at the flne, young, strong face,lit up with fierce enthusiasm, and the
manly voice, protesting against a form ofinjustice "particularly detestable to the
heart of a sailor.

"I am with you," I said shortly, and we
grasped hands. Then one by one the four
citizen-soldie- rs came un and m AM thn
same. One of them was a Justice of tho
Peace in far away Pennsylvania.

We two qaurtermasters of the night
watch stood lounging by the gangway. Itwas near midnight Every light aboardwas extinguished orders from the Ad-
miral, for there were still two Spanish torpe-
do-boats unharmed up the Paslg. itwas another beautiful night lighted onlyby the stars and an occasional flash G
the searchlights on the warships. The
chief officer had made his last round ofInspection an hour before, and was now
turned In. Only we two of the crew wereon deck our report had been, "All's wellsir." . '

So It was in our opinion. Dark figures
passed us on deck, going aft, but we didnot challenge. From under the stern came
a. idim aiJiasmng ana raiue or oars, but
"we did not challenge. Slowly a boat was
being hauled along the side to the gang-
way ladder, making no noise, save a faintsplash against its bow, but still we didnot challenge. I removed my uniform
coat and slipped softly down the ladder.

"Recollections
r ERNANDO WOOD. or of New

York City, and for many years one
of the Representatives In Congress,

was, in graciousness of manner, in ss

of deportment, and In costume,
a gentleman of the old school.

After the strictest of his sect he lived
.... u.v.u wHuuuai, out on tne aarKies. .. . . .Amnlftt'flfl nkntii V, . TT.S i. Iwu.j.iujgu cwuui uue .reuerai uapitoi lovea " "" wno wiuuu mumcur, ana
him for his kindly spirit and for the size never suppressed a good story because
and frequency of his tips. Among his I the Joke waa on himself. He related on
favorites was a colored barber, who at-- ! one occas,n how an old farmer had vln-tend- ed

In the cloakroom of the Housa of dl?3d h,m,.at J1 town mceUns In Maine.
Representative. Tnmin- - , t .. Th habit .? somo folks ha." saida -- ""' -- Muifor so was he named had a mother and '

sister in slavery In Maryland, and that
he was saving money to purchase their
freedom, Mr. Wood passed the hat among
his associates, collected $300, added $200
from his own pocket, and presented it to
Johnson, who. with his own savings, was
then the possessor of $S0O, which he de-
posited with Riggs & Co. Mr. Wood next
interested himself to secure Mr. Johnson
a lease of the barber shop at a Saratoga
hotel, from which it was estimated that at$400 could be derived during the season,
thus making up the sum of $1200 neces-
sary to purchase the woman and her
daughter.

Before the season opened at Saratoga,
Fort Sumpter was fired upon, and an
extra session of Congress was called, and
Johnson relinquished his Saratoga lease,
and was back in his place at Washington,
ready to wait upon his Congressional do
friends.

"This is too bad," said Mr. Wood, as
he settled himself in the barber's chair.
"We will have to make up a little morettmoney for you to buy your mother and
sister. Cannot you get the master to take
a little less than $1203 for them?" "Oh,

,

yes, Massa "Wood," was the cheerful re-
ply.

he
"He done offers to take $590 for them of

now." "Well, you have 'trot ISO), hnwn't ;

you? You haven't snent nv nf ,
you?"

all Massa
buy his as

Mr. The barber applied the lathervigorously the Congressman's chin, andrenUpri? "rin'r--... nn hitt-OT- . trr.i...U..AJ, A1AO.PO. HUUU:
da'rs no Niggers is going to be

cneap Dero' tms wan Is ovah."

Of alflatter day American statesmen,
none so occupied public attention in his
lifetime, or died so utterly when he died
as James G. Blaine. He impressed hisindlvludallty strongly upon those
him. but It did not extpntf in ttin aHfv.
whom he did not come in personal con- -
iaci. .tie naa quicKness of toa remarkable but lftpirfi Vironritv.
and depth and prescience. every ap
pearance of unselfish devotion to
interests, he estimated and dealt withmeasures and with men in their beaclrur,upon his own fortunes, rather than thepublic welfare. He did nnt inr ...
helm when the fight was on, but he didnot hesitate to stoop conquer, and hewas a lukewarm friend and a placable

He was born diplomat Hewas powerful and dramatic, and ofteneloquent speech, but his addresses were
for his immediate audience, and he In-
dorsed Sir Boyle Roach in savlrurr "Wrmt
has prosperity done for us?" His

1L
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Jackson
A hand grasped mine, and then we shoved
off. A moment later I heard a bell strike,
and my watchmate's voice rolled out:

"All's well."
We pulled auletlv awnv from thn ofMm.

Ler'a side until she appeared a mere vague
ouaouw, uur oanocKs, munled by wads ofenglneroom waste, seemed only to breathe.
There were eight of us In tho yawl, Jack-
son and I in the bow, two privates 2nd

and "Reflections
was that of Danton: "L'audace, l'nu-dac- e,

toujours l'audace." If he had lived,
longer, and had possessed more robusthealth, he might have reached the goal of
his ambltlonB, for he was surely a great
partisan leader, and neither his power
nor his opportunities had passed their
zvuiui wncn ne was caned away.

XT. T?1nfno r nsnl.nl .

tne om man, "of lyin men la
distressin and mean.: iTney do say that
.csiaine swears, now, I happen to know
that 'taint so. My gal is attendln
academy at Augusty. whoro Blaine's gal
goes, and she and Blaine's gal are great
cronies, and often she goes home with
Blaine's gal and stops all night with her,
.and she's been at supper and breakfast
lots of times when Blaine was at the
table, and she. tells me that she never
heerd Blaine swear not once. Now, it
stands reason that a man who can
keep from swearin in Wb own home and

his own wife, can keep from swearin'anywhere."

When tho novel "Robert Elsmere" was
first published. It was the tonic of tea--
table conversation In New England, ad
nauseam. Mr. Blaine told of a neighbor
who had a silver collar duly engraved
and placed on the neck of his largo, good-natur-

house dog. When a visitor ex-
amined the inscription, he read: "Pleasenot mention the name of 'Robert Els-
mere' in the hearing of this dog. He willnot stand everything."

SSthi L was in oratory what
column is in architecture

His was the port the dimity, the
power, the high disdain of littleness, the

had "been able tho manner
his departure from thn in nr human

activities, he would not have died from an
encounter with a blizzard, but he would

C1521111 ates. He was an athlete, both
Physically and Intellectually. He scorned
trickery, and would never take undue advantage of an enemy. Ho never struck 1
a ioui mow, but he had no capacity to
smilingly endure punishment His high
estimate of himself was not lowered by
adverse criticism, but it hurt him, and ho
could not conceal the hurt He was im-
perious and dictatorial in manner, and
often offended his clansmen even when he
served them. A member of the New
York Legislature, who had voted for both
Conkllng and Fenton, desired a small
South American Consulship, aad hesought the good offices of both Senators

secure the appointment from Presi-
dent Grant The applicant went to the
door of the United States Senate Cham-
ber and sent in his card to Senator Fen-
ton. That gentleman came into the lobby,
politely greeted his constituent listened
to his story, took his position, promised topresent it to the President, and urge theappointment, and left the offlceseeker full
of hope. A card was then sent to Senator

who In a few minutes came
striding into the lobby, and, approaching
his constituent, exclaimed: "Well, sir,
what can I do for von?" Thcr rr r"iiiuuuu, swuu5 jus wisnes, and re--1

money, have "No, Indeed." replied ' avt draPed himself in a toga, command-th- e

colored man; "it is safe in
' KlJthe band to Play a triumphant march,

Riggs' bank." "Well, why don't you ??a howed patronizingly to Gabriel andyour mother and sister xrtth ftr nn.i attending angels he entered thn
Wood.
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three sailors, the later pulling and the
deserter steering. He was the first to
speak In a loud whisper.

"I'm headin for the fore chains. Wo
can jump there and be on deck before tho
bos'n sees us."

We glided slowly over the almost invisi-
ble water, until presently the big shadow
of the sailing ship loomed above us, bow
on.

by Thomas PitchWashington
questlnglhe efforts and influence of the
Senator. Mr. Conkllng glowered at the
unhappy man, and, drawing himself to
the full height, exclaimed: "Sir, your
conduct is Indecent How dare you call
a Senator of the United States from his
seat for such a purpose as this?" And
thereupon the Senator turned his back
upon the crestfallen applicant and walked
away.

"And would you bellevo It?" said tho
subject of this Incident; "Senator Fen-to- n

never presented my petition or said
a word in my favor,' while Roscoe Conk-
llng went to General Grant and asked tho
appointment as a personal favor to him-
self and I got the place.

General Benjamin F. Butler so hated
shams and hypocrites and pretenders that
he would sometimes, for tho sake of an
epigram, depreciate hl3 own truthfulness
and integrity. "I never," said he on ono
occasion, "really began to enjoy life until
I had lost the last scrap of my reputa-
tion." His wit was as keen as a razor
and as merciless. Of Judge Ebenezer R.
Hoar, Grant's first Attorney-Genera- l, ho
sam: "ills most prominent characteristicUt iil iVrv. r '
IS nis UnirenlRiitV- - Whn hi xtraft on thn i.w ,
supreme judicial bench In Massachusetts
his constant grief was that he could not

11 ,.X, c. """" uiijjcuuut up- - j

jjcmcc jl a. cuuinern senator wno was
generally accredited with selling his vote
whenever a market could be found he
said: "His statesmanship fits the defini-
tion that the Chinese give to geometry
the science of the how much."

Once, however, Butler was worsted In
repartee. It was during a session of the
House committee on reconstruction, ofm.v. ,

?
w ch,alrma;: There 3 been

4 a JYln?d STS F' t
op- -

Dosed a radical measure favored hv Tiir
ler. who sharplyil criticised Farnsworth
for his allesed abandonment of Renub
Hcan doctrine. Farnsworth replied excit-
edly, "The chairman questions my Re-
publicanism. WTiy, I was a Republican
when he was chasing fugitive slaves all
over the State of Massachusetts." But-
ler rejoined, "There are people who prefer
Judas Iscariot to Paul, on the ground
that Judas was the oldest of the original
Disciples." "I question the statement"
said Farnsworth, "that Judas was the .

oldest of tho original Disciples, and I shall J

ispute it, uniess tne geptieman irom
Massachusetts. Isln possession of family
papers that will throw light upon the
subject"

Captain Hooper, banker, politician.
Mormon elder and for many terms Ter-
ritorial delegate to Congress from Utah,
was a gentleman who lived and dressed
well. He was a charming conversation-
alist and knew Intimately many public
men. Hooper would defend polygamy,
preach it, prove its Scriptural .sanction, in
brief do everything except practice itHe was the husband of one wife until
the day of his death, and In spite of
church influence always had a plausible
excuse for not increasing his store of
domestic felicity.

Brigham Young used his authority in
vain up to the verge of "command" to
Induce Hooper to enter polygamy. But,
"the command was not Issued, for Hoop-
er was wealthy and influential and too
strong in every way to make it advisable
for Brigham to assail him.

But the Mormon prophet was not with-
out resort and one dai he sent for the

"In oars," whispered Jackson, and we
glided in under the bark's bows. A mo-
ment later I hooked the fore rigging with
the boat hook, and we were fast

"Boat ahoy!" shouted a voice from on
deck.

Jackson and I leaped up the chain plates
Into tne shrouds and sprang down on deck.
The rest swarmed up after us.

who's there?' yelled a voice in front
of us. " ,

"Friend3," said Jackson, but the man
we had between us must have thought
otherwise, with two revolvers thrust un-
der his nose.

"Now you shut up," warned Jackson,
"or we'll blow your top off!"'

We led our prisoner amidships, and he
went quietly enough.

"Now give us the keys to the fo'-csl-

commanded Jackson.
"It's aft In my bunk," replied tho man,

sullenly.
"Come along and get It We'll keep you

company."
All of us moved aft The cabin com-

panlonway scuttle opened and a man ap-
peared.

"What's wrong, bos'n?" called a voice.
There'- - was a flash and a report of a

revolver, and a man beside me dropped.
A second later the figure in the compan-
lonway stretched its length before us on
deck unarmed.

W quickly crowded down into the cabin.
We had Just time to turn on a dark lan-
tern, when the door to a stateroom leading
off from the cabin opened, and a big,
burly man, partly undressed, leaped outamong us. He, too. dropped on deck,
senseless from the blow of a revolverbutt Next, headed by the deserter, we

Captain and said to him bluntly, "BrotherHooper, you must live your religion.
Your persistent refusal to enter polygamy
is injuring the church as well as your-
self." "But, President Young, I have
reasons." said Hooper. "Yes," inter-
rupted Brigham. "I know all about that,but I have reasons nlsn. Vnu-- ttmfo
Sister Thompson, who died last year, andClam .

n2T L;o PnS3e(L aWay a monthago, t has Just leftor tnese sisters were sealed to
anybody, before their departure, and Ipropose, Brother Hoopei. to seal them toyou." "Why, certainly. PresidentYoung," replied the relieved and delight-
ed Hooper, "certainly, just as many deadones as you like."

Horace Greeley is a great historic
figure. He was surely the most prolific
and potential editorial writer of his gen- -
eratlon. Defeated by the several mana- -
gers for a seat In the Republican National
Convention of 1S60 from New York, he !

ji..cM uu1 uutreuuea as a ueiegate
from Oregon, and ho Was a nnwprfnl
factor In procuring the defeat of Seward
ior tne nomination. He was tne iaoinf v.,.nij- - - .1 j .uuuuicuo vi UIUUEU.HU3 01 voters, wno
were Interested In political success not
to secure the triumph of men but the
estaousnment of principles. It Is an un
ceciaen Question whrhnn thn tvhito ho n
the back of the bald head, thd long white
coat and the trousers tucked in tho boot
leg were deliberate or accidental eccen--
T!lfto. Ta. 41. .. .."'""" ui mum was 110 nuestion as .

to the nower of the man. when with pen
in hand he assailed or upheld practices j

and principles. He was ambitious, but
?. lu utst Blom"s wnicn preceded
his tragical ending, he ever
OMUcs In adversity. Some friends, '

who were Indignant at his defeat for aoo- in nn-.- .. 1 ti .r . .."" " vuiibtt-a- u juim .uurrisey, en--
deavored to induce him to contest the '

election. "Tut, tut gentlemen." said I

he, "ours Is a representative government j

jljii:iu 10 jiu uongauon resting upon a
community of thieves and vagabonds to

. feuuiicumii to represent tnem inCongress. Tho slums of New York have
preferred a pugilist and a gambler to
me for tnelr Congressman. That Is theirright and I shfill not dispute it"

Mr. Greelev cordiallv hatpd th a ,,,- -

istratlon of James Buchanan for Its sub- -
servience to tho slave power, but his
patriotism was suncrlor to his nnitHru
At a Fourth of July banquet given in Lon-
don before the Civil War by the British
Anti-Slave- Society. Mr. Greeley was se-
lected lo reply to the toast, "The United
States." He commenced his speech by
saying, "What the United States mo3t
needs Is a good licking" He was Inter-
rupted by a burly Briton, who Ripped his
approval with his knife upon the table,
cried, "Hear! hearl" and exclaimed,
"That's right, Mr. Greeley; that's what
the United States most needs." The Trib-
une philosopher grew red with Indigna-
tion, and turning on the Interrupter, he
finished his sentence by saying, "but un-
fortunately no nation on the face of the
earth, not even the country of the gentle-
man who interrupted mc, is able to rfvo
it to her."

The nomination or Oreeley for President
by tho Democrats in 1S72. though tm.rUoi (-
in its outcome had many amusing fea- -
tures I

I happened to be one of a stageload of
passengers dining at a wayside station In
eastern Nevada, when the Austin stage

a WERE ALL 3pJNTO
DRINK TO YOUR
ETERNAI dSMNATJON"

C THE REST
SWARMED UP
AFTER US

quickly made prisoners of the second mate,
! cook and steward in their respective

rooms, locking their doors and threaten-
ing to shoot at the least outcry. Dhen.
the 3kyllght being covered by a tarpaulin
on the outside, we ventured to light the
lamp hung from the center of the cabin.

Th bos'n, captain and mate we speedily
bound to a bench. The mato was bleed-
ing profusely. As he came to. he strug-
gled fiercely with the knotted cords, hut

J an effective tap from a revolver taught
mm uiscreuon. xne captain took things
more calmly and made no resistance.

"Now, the key," said Jackson.
The bos'n was loosened enough so that

he could go into his room and procure itI took It from him. Jackson nodded that
he and the soldiers would stand guard.

Accompanied by the deserter and two
sailors I went for'd to the forecastle door,
from Which we SDeedllv remnvwl thn nnrt

I lock. Inside all was dark- hut T tnmoH on
tho bull's eye. The scuttle to the fore peak
was In the middle of the floor. It, too,
was padlocked. One of the men fmmri
Are ax, and with a few heavy cuts re-
moved the lock. We pulled It off and,
with the lantern open, I descended, fol-
lowed by the threo sailors.

I found myself In a crowd of gaping,
blinking men. all manacled at the wrists,
some lying down, some standing, all star-
ing stupid astonishment.

"What's up. sir?" asked one at last.
Then they recognized their escaped ship-
mate. He explained the situation in a
few sentences. Such a starved looking lot
of men I had never seen; all were thin,dirty and haggard. But there was no time
iu iusu; x ciimpea mo ladder again, every

Reminiscences
arrived, bringing the glad tidings. Amongour passengers was a stalwart old Demo-crat, a member of the State Senate. Oneor two of his companions of opposite po-
litical faith, gleefully asked him how he
liked the nomination. "Gentlemen," said
he, "I will answer by telling a little story.
In 1S19, I was one of a company of 40

goldseekers who came around
i tno Horn- - ArrIved at the scene of our! labors, In Placer County, we built a large

caoin, ana agreed to take turns about in
cooking, the cook to he selected by lot,
and to serve three months unless com-
plaint was made, and then the grumbler
was to take the place of the cook, andserve his unexpired term. It was no sine-
cure to cook for 40 hungry miners, andany of us preferred to labor with pick and
shovel. Tbe first week thelot of cooking
fell to an Inexperienced youth from New
York City, and he certainly did serve some
horrible messes. An old mackerel fisher
ZTrJf cn.usfe"a bufrKst Into a torrent

merely because
he had spilt some whale oil Into the cod- -
nsn. Tne Gloucester man was, under the
rules, promoted to the place of cook. He
was a good cook, too, and we lived well
for a week, then he got tired of job andplotted to rellnnulsh It He iwrvnrl no
coffee "too weak to walk unblamed." and
beano that needed to be pounded on tho
back before they could be eaten, and porkwith tha kri.ti. .. t... 1

syndicate to praise everything he did, and
ho remained as chief culinary artist, One
day, driven desperate, he

A1 .... .. .. baked- a batch
ui ureaa aaaut nair sair nnri wr-tr- it- tn
us for dinner hot I was one of the first
at the table, and breaking off a piece of
the bread, was nearly strangled in at--
tempting to cat it After I had cleared my
throat, I exclaimed. Indignantly 'Well of
all the salty messes I tasted this Is
the- -' ...Then... I caught. sight of the joyful

.iatc ut tne cook, and
tlme-'- buf said I in7 tho.,? hrinth"
'don't miaundflrRtnnrJ mo- - t iiv anit r
never could get bread salt enough to suit
me before." Well, that's what as a Demo-
crat. I have to say about the nomination
ut xiorace ureeiey."

(CopyriEht, 1093, by Thomas Fitch.)

Freedom.
Alfred Tennyson.

Of old. sat Freedom on the heights.
The thunders breaking at her feot,

Above her shook the starry Hehts,
She heard the roorlntr currents meet

There in her place she did rejoice,
Self gathered In her prophet-min-

But fragments of her mighty voice
Come rolling down upon the wind.

Then stepped she down through town and
field

To mingle with the struggling race.
And part by part to men revealed
The glorious fulness of her face.
Her open eye3 desire the truth.

The wisdom of a thousand years
Is in them: may perpetual youth

Keep dry their holy light from tears.

Prize Squash Lie.
Roy E Fifleld, of Stonlngton, Me., sent

to a Bangor paper the following squash
story: "I took seed from the squash raised
tnis year, scratcneu my name upon it, and
planted It The result was a healhtv v!n
bearJn a sIx ana a quarter-poun- d squash,
uPn the surface of which my name ap- -
pearcd, clearly outlined. It was a South- -
ern squash." This story has been awarded
the annual gold medal for squash stories
The competition has now closed.

man following, We passed quickly through,
the forcastle, out on deck and aft to the
cabin.

I think I shall never forget the fiendish
look that came over the skipper's pale
face, as those six manacled men crowded
Into the cabin. He had what might bo
termed a handsome face, refined, white,
delicate, but for all that not pleasant to
look upon. His mouth twitched nervously.
I had seen just such a mouth before on a
notorious gambler and desperado in the
West on trial for his life.

"Now," said Jackson to the mate,
"where's the key to those, handcuffs? Re-
member, these are war times, and we
came here to kill. I'd a blamed sight
rather kill you than some poor innocent
Spaniard."

The mato hesitated a moment, then
growled:

"In my room top of the washbasin."
The key was found and the men re-

lieved of the irons. They had chafed
raw bruises about their wrists. Mean-
while, the man whom the captain had
shot was carried down from deck; he
was one of our sailors. The bullet had
gone through his ear, grazing his skuIL
Although he bled profusely, he showed
signs of returning consciousness. From
tho captain's cabin we procured some
whisky, and the wounded man was soon
on his feet

" "Now, captain," said Jackson, "we're
an going to drink to your eternal dam-
nation, and you've got to drink, too. Ifyou don't, we'll send you there at once."

"Make 'Im drink some tobasco sauce,
same's he made me do," suggested one of
the crew.

"So he shall!" cried Jackson, the flash
of his eyes heightened by a swig from
the whisky bottle, "an you're the man
to feed it to him!"

A bottle of sauco was brought from
the pantry, and, grasping It flrmly. the
sailor applied the neck to the skipper's
mouth. 'He struggled fiercely, but to no
avail. A good dose went down, although
most was spilled over his face and nigh-
tshirt

"How d'ye like it?" asked the sailor,
maliciously. "Don't taste good, do it?
I didn't like it. neither.'

We were about to favor the mate in
a similar manner, when one of the sol-
diers whom we had left to watch on deck
came tumbling down the companlonway.

"Fellers," he cried, "there's a boat
coming'!"

It took Jackson to grasp the situation
instantly.

Off with the lazerette scuttle!" ha
cried.

In a moment we nad uncovered the
hatch in the cabin floor. We quickly
gagged the three prisoners with hand-
kerchiefs and unceremoniously hurled
them down, replacing the hatch. All ex-
cept Jackson and I crowded into the
three empty staterooms, shutting tho
doors. Jackson and I held a hurried con-
sultation. Then I went on deck and ho
remained In the companlonway. I was
just in time.

"Silver Star, ahoy!" came the hall.
"Hello!" I shouted.
"Is all well aboard?"
"All's well."
The patrol launch came alongside and

a man leaped aboard. He was a naval
officer, I could see, by hl3 light duck uni-
form.

"Who are you?" he asked.
"Bos'n and night watchman," I re-

sponded.
"What was that shot for a while ago?"

he demanded, rather testily.
"Why, I saw a big shark alongside and

took a pop at him."
The officer looked about him. rather sus-

piciously, I thought, but asked no more
questions.' Finally he volunteered:

"You forgot to hoist your boat"
I acknowledged the oversight.
He stayed about ten minutes, even en-

tered Into a brief conversation about
things In general, and told me that tho
Spaniards were soon expected to make an-
other sortie. I feigned great Interest.

"Well, good night bos'n," he said at
last "Don't be popping off your gun at
night unless it's necessary."

He dropped Into his launch, and with a
few coughs it shot off toward the flag-
ship.

Jackson had-hear- all.
"Bully, old boy," he cried, grasping my

hand. "Now, let's sneak as soon's wa
can."

Leaving our prisoners to be released by
the stevedores in the morning, we all
crowded into the boat and silently pulled
for the beach below Cavlte. In half an
.hour our keel scraped pebbles. The seven
men, the crow of the Nova Scotlamen,
waded ashore. Jackson and I with them.

"Now, fellers," said Jackson, as we
reached land, "you hit the road for Camp
Dewey. Scatter among the outfits, and
the boys'll treat you well. I'm coming
ashore In a few days, and I'll see you
then."

And they left us.
We pulled cautiously back to the Bea-Iand- ia,

reaching her an hour before dawn.
My watchmate met us at the gangway
and mako the boat fast astern.
The men retired at once, while I tookup
my- post at the .gangway. An hour later
the chief officer appeared.

"Well, how have things gone during the
night?" he asked.

"Good," I replied; and meant what I
said.

It became known next day throughout
the fleet that the Nova Scotiaman had
been boarded by "pirates" during the
night, as the captain put It and that hia
crew had decamped, but no discoveries
were ever made. The naval officers had
something more serious to consider than
capturing runaway sailors, so the incident
soon dropped out of notice.

Jackson went ashoro to Join his regi-
ment some days later. Some of the de-
serters afterward joined his command, and
several were killed in action. Later, dur-
ing the campaigning. I met some of them.
Jackson afterward went to South Africa,
where he fought against his own country-
men in the Boer ranks. That was the
last I heard of him.
tCopyright, 1903, by Albert Sonnichsen.)
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