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CHAPTER XI1V.

There was nothing. of course, that
EBmith could do towards getting away un-
til the darkness eame and until the peo-
ple in the great house and the outbuild-
ings went to sleep. He had plenty of
food for reflection, divided between the
testimony to her affection which Ellen's
visit had afforded and his plans of action
when he escaped from his prison. Fe
siood by the window absorbed in thought,
staring listlessly scross the yard at the
inlet beyond, thinking of her and of the
future. Owing to his preoccupation, there-
fore, it was not for some time that he
noticed an unusual commotion about the
wharf at which the Ellen lay and om the
hill beyond in the camp of the soldiers,
who had been retained at the plantation
after his attack to insure order until mat-
ters quieted down—and his execution took
place, he thought bitterly. Well, if he
could help it, or Miss Ellen could, that
would be never.

For the first time he was aware of a
third steamer off the plantation. He eas-
fly recognized his friend of the day before,
the Pamlico, which was anchored between
the Ellen at the wharf and the Grey-
hound, moored farther out. It was evi-
dent that important tidings and orders of
some sort had been brought by the visitor
He learned
afterwards that the Confederates, fearing
an’ immediate descent upon Hatteras Inlet
by the Federals, were assembling every
available means for resistance, and the
Pamlico had been sent to bring to the
forts and the nndermanned gunhoats the
troops at the wharf and, if possible, some
of the Ellen's crew.

Keenly alive now to what was going
on, for these departures materially acect-
ed his future plans, Smith let nothing of
the movements of his enemies escape him.
He saw the battalion of infantry strike
its tents and go on board the steamer,
using the boats of the Ellen and the Grey-
bound for the purpose. More than that,
he observed that a large number of the
crew of the Ellen did not return to the
privateer, and he divined that as the Con-
federates believed there was nothing to
fear from the Greyhound or the Union
force, now that his attempt had failed,
and that as the Ellen could not be made
ready for sea until she could get her guns,
they had volunteered temporarily for the
Confederate naval force gathering for the
defense of the inlet.

He reasoned naturally and clearly that
the Ellen would be left with a very short
crew. He knew that the survivors of his
own detachment were confined aboard her,
but a few well-armed, resolute men could
look after them, especially as they were
probably kept locked under hatches in
the forehold. All this fitted in beautifully
with a plan which he intended to follow
as soon as he made his escape. He sat
down after his supper, of which he ate
every scrap, knowing that he would need
all his strength, and carefully thought
over the various possibilities of the situa-
tion. That he could get out of the strong
room was certain, What his course would
be after that was also certain. He had
come to capture or destroy that privateer,
and he intended to do one or the other.
He was ander sentence of death anyway,
and he had little to risk and everything to
gain by the endeavor. It was hardly pos-
sible for'Mm to escape from thé Btate,
and life was precious—more pre-
cious ever smince his reassurance as
to Ellen lity, the knowledge of her
love was fike new wine to him—he de-
terminad ta risk it in a desperate attempt
to capture or destroy the vessels. Intox-
jcated, elated, he was in an Homeric
mood. He feit he could do great things,
and he resolved to do them!

Nor was the attempt to destroy the pri-
vateer—and also the Greyhound—so hope-
Jess as might at first be imagined. If by
any means he could get access to the pris-
oners on the Ellen he felt snre that he
could overpower the depleted erew, and if
be could not take her out, lie could at
least set her on fire and destroy her and
then attend to the Grevhound. If either
of the boats had steam up, be might even
get away ; perhaps he could anyway. He
had been lucky im love and was in the
mood to believe, in spite of the proverb,
that he might be fortunate in war as
well : with assurance of Ellen's faith in
his heart his mind was in a hopeful and
receptive mood.

At 10 o'clock the guard was changed.
When the relieving guard entered the
room to see that Smith was still there
e found his prisoner in bed, covered up,
and apparently sound asleep. BSmith no-
ticed with pleasure and satisfaction that
this guard was one of the sailors of the
Ellen—at least, e was not a soldier. Evi-
dently they had all gone. Feeling safe
from interruption for at least two bours,
the young Captain crept out of bed and
began te work immediately the man closed
the door. In bhalf an bour he had pried
out two great bars from their worn plas-
ter sockets. He could get through the
opening by a little squeezing. There was
a ten-foot drop to the ground, which was
covered with grass. He scraped through
the aperture and dropped to the sod with-
out a sound. Drawing and cocking his
revolver, he shilted it to his left hand and,
carrying his iron bar in his right, he walk-
od cautiously towards the corner of the
house. Baddenly a fignre started up from
the clump of bushes bemeath the side of
the long gallery. Smith raised his bar,
when a frightened voice he recognized
whispered :

“Mass' Cap'n, doan hit me !
sub.”

“What do you want?' asked BSmith
softly, lowerihg the bar.

“Missy ElIl'n done axed me to tole yo'
dah's & hoss fo' yo' in de trees by de
ribbah road. Hit's her own hoss, . She
done saddle him herse’f so's yo's kin tak
bim an' git fo' freedom.”

“Where is your mistress?”

“1 Jeab ber in her room "hout two hours

She's 'fraid dey’ll 'spicion ber er
somefin’ of she goes out, sub.”

I's Chloe,

Smith hesitated. He would give a good
deal to see Ellen, It might be managed,
but his duty was paramount. He could
not give himself that happiness now.

“Thank her. Tell her from me,” he
said quickly, “that I shall love her all my
life, Good-by."”

“T'll tole her.”

Smith had no idea of using the horse
to escape He was not bent on escape
so much as on destruction. It fitted into
his plan, bowever, He instantly deter-
mined what to do with him. He slunk
through the yard surrounding the house,
meeting no one, fortunately, and not being
seen in the thick darkness by any chance
wpicher who might be stirring, until he
reached the grove which led to the™road
by the river's edge above the wharf. With-
out difficulty he found the horse tied to
a tree. As he did so there was a com-
motion in the house behind him. For
some reason the sentry, just then re-enter-
ed his room. His escape was discovered
immediately. The alarm was given. He
realized that they would retake him In a
few moments unless he acted promptly.

He did not hesitate. He untied . the
horse, knotted the bridle reins around the
siaddle horn, headed .the animal down the
road, struck it a smart blow, and started
it galloping 0o%. Then he did what would
se¢emm to be a very foolish thing. He
yelled like a madman and fired his pistol.
The cry, the shot, the thundering of the
horse’s hoofs upow the hard shell road,
were distinctly audible at the house and
on the ship. The few men on the Ellen
awakened to action. Orders were called
out. Lights appeared here and there,
Smith did not wait for developments, how-
ever. He ran a few feet to the edge of
the river bank. He intended to take to
the water and swim for it, but by good
fortune he stumbled upon a small punt
drawn up on the sandy shore. The oars
were lying on the thwarts. He shoved it
off noiselessly, clambered into it, shipped
the oars, and disappeared in the dark-
ness,

CHAPTER XV.

Captain Haywood, seeing no prospect
of getting away soon, had gone with the
bulk of his command on the Famlico in
the hope of indulging his Bouthern pen-
chant for a little fighting with the Yan-
kees. In his absence Msajor Jones had
taken up his gquarters on the Ellen. " The
Yankee prisoners were locked up forward,
and with half a dozen resolute, heavily
armed seamen he felt gquite equal to- the
task of caring for them. He had not gone
to the bed which had been made up for
him in fhe captain’s room when the con-
fusion at the house apprised him that
something was wrong. In a few moments
be learned that the prisoner had escaped.
The sailor who brought the news, who
had been the one on guard, knew noth-
ing as to how it bad been effected except
that the bars scross the window In the
room in which the Yankee Captain had
been imprisoned had been pried opem and
the man had gone that way.
Major Jones kfew that Smith must
have had assistance. He was convinced
at once that his daughter had afforded the
prisoner the means of escape. He was
more enraged at her than before, if that
whre possible. He had heard the horse,
of course, galloping down the road and
also the shouts and the pistol shot. It
was natural for him to believe that Smith
had gone that way.
- He acted with energy and decision. He
ordered half a dogzen horsés saddled,
mounted onm them three of the Ellen’s
remaining men and three heavily armed

slaves, and dispatched the party in
pursuit down the road with orders to
bring back the prisoner dead or alive.
Then he sent for his daughter. In a few
moments ENen presented herself before
her irate parent. She had not yet re-
tired, either, and she had been greatly
mystified and alarmed by the openness
with which her lover's departure seemed
to be attended.

“The prisoner,” said Major Jones se-
verely, “has escaped.”

“] know it. I helped him,” she an-
swered boldly, realizing that her part in
the transaction could not be hid and
choosing to avow it herself without delay,

“Why?" asked her father, controlling
his rising indignation with great difficul-
ty.

“For two reasons.”

“One will be sufficient.”

“Nevertheless, sir, I shall give them
both to you. First, I love him"—the Ma-
jor smorted with rage; “second, you had
condemned him to death unjustly. I
would not see an innocent man suffer a
eruel punishment which he had not de-
served, and =

“If yos were not my daughter,” storm-
ed Major Jones hotly, “I would report you
to the commander of the district for trea-
son "

“You told me last night I was no long-
er your daughter, but, father—"

“Stop!” cried the lod man furiously.
“Do not address me in that way. What
I raid last night | reaffirm now. De you
know that you have cost me hunfireds of
thousands of dollars, that 1 am almost
ruined ! Thet this privateer—-*"

“Sarely you do not blame me for all
these things?" protested the young wom-
an indignantly. *“I couldn't help being
eaptured.”

“] dom't want to hear amother word |”
raged her father, who was blind with un-
reasoning snger, choking with uncontrolla-
ble passion. “I blame you for every-
thing.”

It wag bitterly unjast, but under the
cirenmstances it was understandable.

“But, father " pegan the girl again.

“IDo 1 have to tell you again that I
do not wish to be addressed in that way
by you? That | have no desire to hear
more from you? That you have done
enough mischief already? By Heaven,
1'll see that you do no more [”

He struck the beil on the table. A man
acting as master-at-arms or the Ellen's

depleted crew appeared In the doorway,

“Lock you in one of these cabi 1.,

I can keep my eye on you."

“Shame, sir!” crigd Ellen, Al jth
anger in her turn. “You don't know
what you are doing. You're beside your-
self, 1 bave done nothing dishonorabic,
nothing that misbecomes a woman. I have
been loyal to you to the last.
shall be no'longer, You have
me, you have ordered me away. L
go. I warn you that I shall marry Cap-
tain Smith whenever and wherever Le
asks e ™

“You'll have to be guick about it then. "
sneered fhe Major; “he went down ‘the
shell road——" .

“Yes, and on my horse,” the girl inter-
rupted with flashing eyes and heaying

“So I supposed. But I have a
squad of men after him to bring ck
alive or"—he had been staring at her for
a second and completed his statement with
a grim and unrelenting ferocity that ap-
palled her—“alive or dead, Miss.™

“] pray Heaven,” said the girl pas-
sionately, uplifting hew hands, “that he
may escape! BSurely never was & gl
lant gentleman so misjodged, so pa

“A foundling !” sneered her father, “a
no-name !

“I will hear mo more,” said the girl
proudly, fiercely resentful of the brutal
word ; “to me he is & nobler man, u truer
gentleman, than"—she stopped In  her
turn, drew herself up, and lookéd straight
at the Major—"than many of those who
have a better right to the name they
bear.”

“Awsy with you, you impudent bag-
goge! How dare you insult me so!” thun-
deéred the irmte Major, beating the table
with his clenched fist. ' o

Miss Ellen turned instantly; she had
never been so angry in her life,

“Which ecabin,” she said swiftly, “do
you (esignate as my prison?”

“Take your choice.”

She seized the handle of the nearesm
door at random, flung it open, threw her-
self into the statercom, and closed the
door behind her. The master-at-arms re-
entered the eabin a moment after. Her
father, taking the bunch of keys from
him, locked the stateroom door and threw
the keys on the"table before him.

“The prisoners?” he queried sharply.

“They're all asleep, I think, sir, at
least they're making no noise,” answered
the man promptly in the face of his su-
perior’s heat.

“See that good watch Is kept.”

“Ay, ay, sir.”

The cabin after the man left was as
quiet as possible. The Major's anger
was voiceless. Within the statercom ad-
jacent Miss Ellen made no sound.  She
was choking with sobs, but she would
have died rather than have her father
hear them. Major Jones sat fuming
moodily at the table, his eyes bent upon
certain papers upon which he was en-
deavorjng to concentrate his mind after
the recent disturbance and excitement,
when the door was opened so softly that
the Major heard nothing and did not look
ap at first. When he happened to rhise
hir eyes he found himself staring into the
barrel of a revolver and heard a quiet
voice exclaim, almost in a whisper: *

“If you move or make a sound, you're
a dead man!”

(To be continued.)

Toe Significant. .

“These Spanish names In California
puzzle me, but some of them have very
interesting meanings,” commented a
guest of one of the hotels,

“Yes?" said the manager.

“They do, for a fact; they really do.
1 am keeping track of a list In my
notebook. But the funny thing was in
fanta Barbara. Disten to this: ‘Indio
Muerto street, meaning déad Indian.'
Ah, here it is, the one I was after, &
street named ‘Salsipuedes.” Well, this
street’s the one that runs to the hospl-
tal up on the sloping hillside above the
town. When they bullt the hospital
they were at a loss for a name. Bome
one suggosted calling it after this
street. And they did. Then they hap-
pened to look up the meaning of the
word.”

“And what does It mean?’ asked
the manager. ‘

“ 'Salsipnedes’ was originally a street
that wandered up and down through a
series of ravines, and it means ‘Get
ont if you can.' Good name for a jail,
but not for a hospital.”—8an Franciseo
Chronicle. -

Why Is Thist? .
The man who rolls a peanut ‘round the
block to pay a bet,
And says, as he perspires, “It's the best
fun I've had yet,” 4
Is the same individual who Is sure te
fume and frown
If he bas to move a bookease so the efr-
pet ean go down. L

The Correet Charge,

“What is this poor fellow charged
with?® * 4

“Attempted sulcide, yer honor,” re-
plied the bulky officer. Wi,

“Explain the case.”

“Yer honor, he wanted to fight me™
—Town Toplcs.

The Woman's Way,

Nell—Maude couldn’t have thought|

muech of that fellow she married.
Belle—Why? .
Nell—8he boasts that she has made

another man of him.—Philadeiphia

Record. .

Trouble Enough,
“*Tain’ no use o' gettin® mad at &
man foh beln’ foolish,” said Uncle Bben.

“He's gwineter hab trouble enough

‘thout your botherin' to give 'Im ang”
~—Washington Star,

Mildly Intereated. :

“Now,” exclaimed the lawyer, “yon

are held Innocent until you are proven

gullty.” A

“How many flmes?’ Inquired
gentlemanly murderer.—Puck.

Costomer-—Well] What's this?
Walter—An oyster stew,
Customer-—Ah | an oyster, too?

},
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In a Restanurant, i,

L T W WY VN L T R TR o

D i

dx

! Ny w
T __‘w"’_- “ X »r
y | ] 3 I? Pl
- < F . . "

oF

B ) PR

Mol

2

4
§

&
=
=4
=
3;.
3
B
-
%

ery elfort is made to inspire
with hope, courage, Integrity
desire to win respected places
towns and citles to which they may
Some of the graduates are now in the
Western States, where they haye
galned positions of public trust. Some
of them admit that they are more for-
tunate than they might have been had
they been born of rich parents

————
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P&.ric:
To pamnt. old
Hoyseed said.
-h.nd 1 hear .
Those That know

. Hine

hat hes pai
| matt‘i, P:f;’f

Dear little boy, with hand In ming,
through the world we fare,

they are spelled backwards or for-
wards. Here are a number of good ex-
amples of this curious orthographical

phenomenon :
Madam I'm Adam (Adam intréduces

himself to Eve).
Able was I ere I saw Elba (Napo-

a drug store window. Reads the same
‘from the inside as from outside.)
Draw pupll’'s lip upwa ( Direction
visiting school nurses.)
No, it is opposition.
No, It Is opposed; art sees trade’s

(Sentence from a debate.)
Yreka Bakery. (Sign over a baker's
shop in Yreka, Cal,) '

i

T
;

“thinker,” or oneé that has consclous
ness of his being, which consciousness
survives the change called “death”
which Is but as sleep to wakefulness.

The worn physical of this life ma-
chine, the body, falls off, as In slumber,
from the psychical that Indwells with
it (body abode) and keeps the wheel
work (“we are fearfully and wonder-
fully made") on the go, and there Is
scarcely a moment's hiatus as the
changing sentinels of the oxygen and
hydrogen and carbon apd other ele-
ments composing it, departing, whisper
the password to the even more volatile
arriving atoms of the soul. Hence, In
the falling In of the outer man upon
the Inner and the blending of the
twain, mortality Is swallowed up of life
with no jar, jolt or any” cessation of
being, since complete Insensibility or
unconsciousness has no part In the
transaction.

More allve, Indeed, than ever Is the
condition immediately consequent on
the fallare of the heart's systolle act-
fons and the Involutions and convolu-
tions of the gray matter of the
brain, no longer vibrant to the motfons
of thought playing Its reminiscences of
earth memories now transposed to life’s
higher clef and the beat of perfeeted
rhythmic harmonies. :

For true is the Latin statement,
mors janua vits, death is the gate of
life. Hence continuous and Immediate
and conscious being, with no sleeping
in the grave; for, as the burlal service
of the Church of England says, “The
souls of the falthful after they are des
livered from the burdem of the flesh
are In Joy and felicity.”

This I know, not from credal or ee
clesiastical afirmation, or even from
logical induction of this life's being a
hateful ghastly blunder, If not a curse,
but from the teachings of many years'
experlence and close personal acguaint
ance with those who have lived In this
world, now dead and buried gs to their
earthly body, returning time and again
in a reconcreted, wonderfully abnormal,
corporeal form to company with me
and others meeting together In (omestie
worship with pralse and prayer to give
them welcome back for am hour to
learn of the higher life they have at-
tained. From whom, by many Indis-
putable prooofs, visible, audible, tan-
gible, 1 and those with me have appre-
hended there can be no gainsaying the
fact that the so-called “dead” are alive.

Growing Old a Habit.
Not long ago the former secretary

J of a justice of the New York supreme

court committed suicide on his TOth
birthday.

“The Statute of Limitations; a Brief
Essay on the Osler Theory of Life”

was found beside the dead body. It
read, in part:
“Threescore and ten—this Is the

i | Scriptural statute of limitations. After

that, active work for man ceases; hls
time on earth has expired.

“l am seventy—threescore and ten—
and I am fit only for the chimney cor-
D . it

This man had dwelt so long on the
‘so-called Osler theory—that a man Is
practically useless and only a burden
to himself and the world after sixty—
and the Biblleal limitation of life to
threescore years and ten, that he made
ap his mind he would end it all on his
70th birthday.

Leaving aside Dr. Osler's theory,
| there I8 no doubt that the acceptance
in a strictly literal sense of the Biblleal
limit has proved a decided injury
We are powerfully influ-
self-imposed limitations
it is well known
dle very near the

ty that the Psalm-
setting a limit to
that he had any
whatever for so doing. Many
in the Bible which peo-
literally are merely flgures
to illustrate an idea, Bo far
Bible is concerned, there is just
much reason for setting the life
at one hundred and twenty or
en at Methuselah's age (nine hun:
dred and sixty-nine) as at seventy or
elghty. There is no evidence In the
Bcriptures that even suggests the ex-
of an age limit beyond which
supposed or allowed to
the whole spirit of the
encourage long life through

1
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Why They Wanted George.
The young wife answered the phone.
“That's another call for George,” she

said to her mother., “Somebody wants
him to come somewhere and play
bridga. s tha “hird Invitation he's
had this evening.”

“That would seem to indicate,” sald
the mother, “that George Is very popu-
lar.”

The young wife sniffed.

“It unquestionably indieates,” she
sald, “that George Is an easy loser.”—
Cleveland Plain Dealer,

PILES CURED IN 6 TO 14 DAYS
PAZO OINTMENT is guarantesd td cure any
ease of Itching, Blind, Bleeding or Protruding
Plles in 8 to 14 days or money refunded. 60e.

Horrors of Minstrelsy,

Bones—Mistah Walkah, kin yo' tell me
w'y a wand caucus am like a valipe?

Interlocutor—No, George; that's =a
bard one. Why is a ward cancus like a
valise?

Bones—'€ause yo' most jin'ly packs it
afo’ yo' carries it v

Interlocutor—Ladies and gentlemen,
Sig. Jarr de Roofoff, the eminent and
popular basso, will pow sing the touch-
ing ballad, “Think of the Microbes on a
Street Car Strap!"—Chicagoe Tribune.

Mothers will ind Mrs. Winslow's Soothing
MMMMr:ﬂMM. childrea
the testhing period.

Tamed.

“Are you happler than you were be-
fore you were married?”

“I can't answer that question.”

“Why not?"

“Well, you see, I've got so that
have to accept my wife’s opinion on all
subjects. ‘And when you ask me about
this one, you put me In a quandary. 1
can't very well put it to her, can 1I?
And without asking her, I can't be
sure.” —Cleveland Leader.

Tactleas.

“He's not what you eall strictly hand-
some,” gald the major, beaming through
his glasses on an utterly hideous baby
as It lay howling in its mother's arms,
“pbut it's the kind of face that grows
on you."

“It's not the kind of face that ever
grew on you,"” was the unexpected re-
ply of the Indignant mothér; “you'd
be much better looking If it had!"—
Detrolt News-Tribune.

Igmnorant, but Careful,

“Ignorance nearly always makes
fools of us,” sald a lecturer. “I re-
member a man, ignorant of etiquette,
who once sat beslde me at a publie
dinner., I noticed that this man, as
soon as he”was seated, took up one
by one the knives at the right of his
plate and beghn to try their edges on
his thumb, A walter behind him
leaned forward and sald Inm a hurt
tone:
» knives are all sharp, sir’

““The point Is,’ sald my neighbor.
‘I'm looking for a blunt ome. Last
time I attended a banquet here I cut
my mouth.'"

In Distress.

The beautiful maiden was suffering
from loneliness, In a voice scarcely above
s whisper she spoke through the tele-

themselves. Yet |phone:

“C. Q. D.I"

Her Dearest understood,

He Came Quickly.—~Chieago Tribune.




