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looking away down river.
Boom ! A casnon shot sounds o'er the
‘quiet waters and reverberates among the

lings and form in little knots, discussing in

their guttural dialect the spectacle before

them. Up the river come two vessels. One,
the smaller, schooner rigged, is evidently
being chased, as she comer flying on with

every stitoh of canvas set and barely half a

mile between her and her pursuer. At her

masthead flies the white flsg of France,
while at that of her pursuer a black flig
floats, threatening and sullen.

Nearer and nearer comes the pirate, till
at last her broadside sweeps the schooner’s
deck. The mainmast totters, swerves wild-
ly then falls with a terrible crash. The
wheel is evidently rendered useless, as she
seems to be unmanageable and drifts to
leeward entirely at the mercy of the foe.

On comes the pirate till close aboard the
schooner when she is hove to and a boat

lowered, filled with & crew of swarthy lgok-
ing men, who pull quickly toward the
schooner. They are met by a volley of
musketry from the score of men who com-
pose the schooner’s crew. A man or two
is seen to drop from his seat but the rest
still press on and swarm up the bow chains.
Here the crew have gathered snd armed
with catl and pistols seem d ined
to sell their lives dearly. Again and again
a pirate gains a footing on thedeck only to
fall by the sword or a shot from one of its
brave defenders. One by one the pirates
fall with wildly staring eyes and hands
madly clutching the air, into the water be-
low, or cling disabled to the chains. But
Alas ! It is all in vain, the deck of the pi-
rate swarms with scores more of these mur-
derers, and others seeing the first boatloads
discomfiture, are already rowing quickly
toward the stern; over the sides, from all
quarters they come, and one by ome the
noble handful, fighting in despair till the
last, are surrounded, and with a few long
drawn death cries of rage and agony, all is
over.

-Night is fast falling and already the
stars are beginning to sppear, when the
pirates after hastily looting the vessel, sail
away back whence they came. In the
gathering darkness a group of Indians sit
stoically watching the ill fated schoonmer
and the fast disappesring pirate, and when
the latter is sately out of sight launch their
canoes to paddle off to the sceme of
tragedy, when suddenly a loud explosi
rends the air, an angry red flash and a
cloud of thick black emoke rolls up from
the schooner. The remaining mast falls,
and she settles slowly, bow first, beneath
the waves, leaving the waters of the river
rippling over the spot as peaceably as
before.
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A century has passed  Again the same
river but how changed the surroundings.
White men now tread where the Indian
once hunted the red deer to its leafy lair,
and the spot where the Indian village had
stood, is now occupied by prosperous look-
ing cottages. On the exact spot where the
Indian had stood on that eventful night
a century ago, samen clad in a white
duck yachting suit now stands hailing
his yacht, which is one of & score or more
of trim little yachts rising and falling
gently at their buoys a few bundred yards
trom the shore. O1some of them their
crews are busy preparing the evening meal
while on shore the snug little club house is
gsy with bunting and white suits. To-
morrow is the club anniversary, the gala
day of the sesson and among other things
the final race ina cup series will be sailed.
All day the yachtsmen have been busy
getting their respective yachts in racing
trim and many & jest is exchanged by the
rival crews as they rest after the days
work.

But a sudden interest is msnifested in
the appearance of a sail away down river.
The yachtsmen scan ber closely as she
comes flying towsrd them. ‘A big boat
that ? says Murray the owmer of the
‘Mavourneen.’ Then suddenly Winston
leaned forward and touched bim om the
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- | said, putting his hand on Winston’s shoul-

il with white face snd protuding eyes
“What is it Win, old man, are you ill P he

der. ‘No, said the other, in a changed
bollow voice, ‘she’s sailing fair in the
winds eye.’
She was. The wind blew as it bad blown
all day, & good breeze down river. She
sailed straight up as if she had halt s gale
behind her. The other yachtsmen bad
by this time noticed the jmiracle as could
easily be seen by their excited looks snd
gestures  On came the strange sail till at
last she was in plain view. A long rakish
looking craft painted pure white, schooner
rigged and of a last century model. Then
suddenly there is the roar of a single can-
non shot, then the crash of a broadside,
the mainmast totters and falls with a crash
andjthe schooner drifts an unmanageable
wreck. The spectators almost hold their
breath, as after the interval of & few seem-
ingly neverending minutes there is a volley
then a scattered fire of musketry and pis-
tols. Then the crew rush forward, but
horror of horrors, where their faces
should, bave been only the bleach:
ed bones showed, glistening “and
borrible. Then follows the clash-
ing of arms. The crew scatter and fight
invisible enemies in different parts of the
schooner. Then one by one they fall, and
with a few blood curdling yells all is still.
Then a flash of red fire, a cloud of thick
black smoke tollowed by a loud explosion,
the remaining spar falls, and the vessel
settles slowly, bow first, beneath the waves.
Each yachtmen looks at his neighbor his
face pale with terror. ‘A phantom” mut-
tered some. ‘‘The flying Dutchman” whis-
pered others, and then a silence more
eloguent than any words could have been,
settled throughout the little fleet. From
time to time someone would get up from
where he sat, look all around -in a daz:d
fashion as if awaking from a terrible dream,
press his hand to his forehead as if doubt-

: nothing
of the phantom,” thea all went slowly
sshore to the reception arranged for the
evening at the club bouse to dance all even-
ing and farinto the night with heavy hearts
and forebodings of evil.

The morning broke sultry and calm,
but before the bour of starting a fresh
breese bad sprusg up and when the signal
gun rang out ten yachts crossed the line
very close together, shaking out their
spinnakers in great wbite clouds as they
flew. The water gurgled and hissed at
their bows, their smooth white sides
glistened in the sun as they flew over the
sunlit waves, and in the excitement of the
moment their crews forgot the ghastly
occurence of the night betore. Slowly the
yachts strung out with the ¢‘Mavourneen”
in the lead drawing away from the others,
until within & balf mile of the turning buoy
the wind suddenly died out leaving the
yachts bobbing up and down on the glassy
swell with their crews lying idly on the
deck gazing hop:fully in every direction
for the long black line which tells a rising
breese. The turning point was marked by
a white flag placed a few bundred yards
from the shore where a cliff towers straight
up for s distance of five hundred feet,
casting & black shadow on the water. The
yachts bad already entered this shadow,
when without 8 moments warning a terrific
squall came tearing over the mountain
roughing the water as it came, and strik-
ing the yachts with fremendous force. But
quick as was the squall still quicker were
the yschtsmen and before the squall
reached them their sheets were eased and
spinnakers taken. Away they flaw before
the gale with their light sails already torn
to ribbons, their masts bending like bows,
and every strand ol rigging strained to its
utmost. “‘Lower away the mainsail” was
the general order, but the wind baffled in
every direction and it was impossible to
execute the order. Most of the yachts had
lowered their sails but being unable to get
them on deck they were quickly tearing to
pieces.

The **Mavourneens” crew had evidently
got their balyards tangled as their sails
were still at full hoist, until when flying at

tul of bis sanity, then sit down again with

shoulder. Murray looked at him in
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phantom had disappesred the night before
snother and heavier squall broke over the
yachts with terrible fury. The ‘“Mavour-
neens” mast already bending like s fishing
red, cracked then fell bringing a cloud of
canvas with it and completely covering the
three men comprising her crew. The mast
held by the rigging, the yacht plunged for-
ward like & wounded deer driving the mast
through her starboard bow and tearing a
hole through which the water rushed like a
cataract. The little yacht filled rapidly.
Murray, the steersman, rushed forward
trying frantically to disentangle bis com-
rades from the pile of canvas. The wind
lifted one end of the mainsail, flung it over
Murray, who was stooping en the deck,
and be too was caught in its death dealing
meshes, and in this way these four, who
bad weathered so many squalls, bad sailed
so oft together through numberless storms
and calts, went down together in the yacht
they loved to a watery grave, while from
the shore those they watched them go to
their doom unable to do anything but gaze
in ess horror. Meaunwhilethe other
lynf- bt:l’ nnnb;e to hel; n:‘lkalyn‘throwing
ife belts, away ashore ing straight
for the bemhm as their only salvation as all
knew it would be useless to to anchor
in the teeth of that terrible gale. One by
one they struck, driving their keels far into
the mud. and rolling over on their sides.
Quickly the cr;m wudbed n:orre to find the
arly 80 gay but an hour before stupefied
l:t t{o enormity of the terrible calamity
which bad befallen them. Here and there
a sister or mother, sweetheart or wife,
wrung her hands and moaned in her grief.
Some of the more hopetul ones launched a
boat and rowed as quickly as possible
ageinst the heavy sea and the furious gale,
to the scene of the accident, thinking to
rescue any who might still be afloat, but
long before that time the hearts of their
comrades on board the little ‘Mavour-
neen” had ceased to beat.
Then followed an hour of weary waiting
and at the end of that time the wind hav-
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The Famous Remedy for

GRIP

Is Grip with ug again ?

(From N. Y. Herald)

It would appear from reports received
from practising phbysicians in differeat
parts of the country that Grip in more or
less epidemic form is beginning to make
its appearance. The symptoms are said to
be of & distinctly catarrbal character and
to tend toward pulmonic complications.
This gives the disease a grave aspect.”

¢-77” taken early cuts it short promptly.
Taken during its ;prevalence* preoccupies
the system and prevents its invasion.

Taken while suffering from it, a cure is
speedily realized.

Manual of all Diseases seut free.
For sale by all draggists, or sent on receipt of
focicine Cow, Cor. Willam® & Tont B Rt g

silently forth on their gloomy errand.
One by one the boats rowed {uk each
bearing its ghastly burden. In the stern
of the last boat lay Murray, who had
stood only & short hour ago i i

boat to victory. Silent and still he lay
now, his white suit dripping and muddy,
his eyes staring and wild and his hair
banging bedrsggled over his tace And
by s side lay a grim memento of the aw-
ful death which had overtaken the ¢*Mav-
oureen” and her crew. A section of a
vessel’s stern, rotten and covered with sea
weed, which had been bronght up by one
of the grapples, and which is still fastened
to the 'Il} of the club house hung with
black crepe and surmounted with the

‘“‘Mavourneens” pennant.

On this section is carved in deep mud

iny abated, the grsppling psrty rowed

encrusted letters, *‘Bon Ami Boulogne."”
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ton on Nov. 8, under the o
Victor Thrane.

Clara Buit, the English
@ highly successful Amer
Mendelsshon Hall on Oct.
Lotta Mills and Leo Stern.

Milka Ternina, Susan St

ber in Faust on Friday.
expects to reappear this we
ville, after & fow days of 1es
 Mathilde Marchesi in her
lections refers occasionally t
tinguished singers who wer
as & rule these are only -th
who figure in her intere
Emma Nevada's story is int
by her former teacher, who |
her and another pupil n
Boutichoff, who has fallen in
ity that was the lot of most «
whose names are mentioned
and Music.’

Verdi, who completed hi
year on Oct. 10, is to receive
the Order of the Annunsi
King, and will thus become
King, as that order confers |
all its members. Verdi, wh
described as tall, thin and

" with long curls falling over h
first two operas were almost
he bad to give music and si
to keep himself alive. He v
would never write another no
he read the libretto of Mabn
mansger thust into his unwilli

' musiorushed into his head il

He was driven by inspirat
again, and in Mabucco there i
finest music he ever wrote. ]
is never given. It would be
present generation. To sh
operas will take sometimes, R
had Don Pasquale and L'Eli
at the Costanzi Theatre, and t
crowded every night.

Mark Hambourg, who made
tul first appesrance in New Y
Bostor Symphony Orchestra r
Russian and is ssid tobe o
old, although he looks nearer
his awkward, rather boyish
the traces of his youth are st
is short, broad shouldered s
the possession of great physic
Says the Sun after he bad |
first sppearance, he walked
without ease or grace to the
stage, bowed abruptly to the ai
then disappeared at & gait nea
as some of his tempi. His
straight hair falls over his brov
ertion of playing, and bis s
sufficiently distraught for poj
M. Hambourg does not rel
peculiarities, however, as he is
who may one day be one of tk
His art is eminently healthy, vi|
sane, and for ite own sake will
be touched a httle more warml

glow of tenderness and poetry.
cible and overwhelming enough
physical sense. He was born at ]
1 southern Russia, studied the
with bis father, and appeare
player at Moscow when he was
played for a while as & prodigy
went to Leschititsky at Vien
#aid to have received his educs




