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but he was just a bit

I have heard Sam tell his story, but,
\Being a rank egotist, he tries to make
belleve that his swimming saved

H which isn't entirely true. His
mates on the Howard told quite
different story, and, according to gen-
opinion, theirs was the true

The big four-masted bark Henry B.

, left New York, In May with

1 cargo for San Francisco. This

ht her round the Horn in August

wnd up to the North Pacific in October,
bad time of year, just when the
uinoctial storms are brewing. The
was just about five hundred

es southeast of Hawail when one
these bitter gales struck her and

ught her hove to under lower top- |

of
ey
! 7The ordinary landsman doesn’t quite
ize what a storm in these regions,
that time of year, means. Sailing
fmpossible — the ship that simply
olds her own against those midsea
Ptilows is doing well. She is stripped
o all but three or four heavy storm
{jmafls, enough to give her the necessary
gteerageway to keep her nose pointed
Wowards the oncoming 'seas, so that
ihey shall not strike broadside on.
Thus had the Howard been hove to
'¥or three days, meeting each foam-
capped* billow with an upward toss of
zn- bows sometimes shoving her nose
eep into the green seas, sending pon-
Merous cascades thundering down from
sher forecastle head, flooding the main
deck to the cabin aft. Sometimes the
forecastle, an iron house on the deck,
prould be entirely submerged, and then
Eq men of the watch below, who lay

upper bunks, could behold the sea
rough the plate glass portholes, as
pou see in the aquarium, casting a
pickly green light over their haggard
9 and giving them a death-like pal-
With a gurgling roar the water
would drop and spread aft, and good,
Wwholesome light of day come in again.
Aft on the poop were gathered the
cers and the men of the watch on
:::k, a dozen ollskinned figures clutch-

i

-
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hands,
ml Awake, ye One
With.sleepy yawns and drawling our-

ses, the men drop out of their bunks
to their chests and slowly, reluctantly,
don thelr ollskins, e the seas bang
the weather wall of the forecastle like
shells from héavy guns.

“Pight bells!—relieve 'the watch!"

Aye, eight bells; but the watch has
yet to wait a while, for no mortal man
could wade those flooded decks from
for'd to aft. Sea after spa green and
white pour over the bulwarks, like the
breaking of a big dam.

Finally comes another lull. The ship
pauses as though to rest, while the tons
of water on deck shoot out through
hqwsepipe and scupper. Onoe more
the deck is visible, covered only by the
foam-rimmed sheets of rippling water.
The lee door of the forecastle flies open
and one by one the men shoot out, like
bees from a hive, ahd sourry aft, fairly
throwing themselves up the poop
ladder.

All hands, are aft—all but one. Old
Sam Harland, able seaman, lingets to
fill his pilpe, as he invariably does, in
fair weather or foul. Creeping Sam
they call him. At last he crawls out,
shuts the forecastle door and starts
aft.

Suddenly all hands shout and gesticu-
late to him. He sees, but the shouts
are lost in the roar of the gale. Slow-
1y he waddles aft, unconscious of his
danger. Were he to look behind him
he would see coming up on the weather
bow a distinct but fast approaching
wall of greenish gray, its white tops
apparently licking the low hanging
clouds.

He does so at last, but too late. The
ship gives a quick lurch, a heave, at-
tempts to rise to the oncoming billow
but fails. High up, level with the fore-
yard, towers the white crest. For one
breathless moment to those aft it seems
to hesitate, lifts, leans forward, then
falls, crashing down on the whole for'd
part of the ship. From rail top to rail

top to the main deck fills in an instant,
each mast the centre of a whirlpool of

wave passes under the ship, she lurches,
rolls over to windward in the hollow

Png the lifelines rigged from rall to
#all. Thus they stood, four hours at a

WakeUpS

Or theré will be ndthing lett tor you t

. buy

her

yeasty foam. Then, as the ridge of the,

the decks were flooded.

ming. H yond all | For ly all had gained some hold,
ald, struggled still, while his ship- | and when the d none
mates could only stand helplessly by, | were In the hole, by the

belt, but the winds blew it back against
the rail.

Still S8am fought manfully. With
beating hearts they saw him rid him-
self of his gum boots, and even his oll-
skin trousers—he ripped them off with
his sheath knife. Impulsively . they
cheered. He was dying game.

But he odds werea gainst him, Fur-
ther and further they drifted away
from him, catching only an occasional
glilmpse of his naked shoulders as he
mounted the seas and topped over their
crests. The skipper had brought up the
log line and tried to heave the meta)
fan with its coil of thin cord, but,
strong of arm though he was, it went
not even one-third of the distance. He
threw it down on deck and turned
away.

Again came one of those booming
rollers. They saw the drowning man
mount its slope until he was struggling
in the hollow curve under the combing
top. On it came, he in it. With a
heave the big ship shot upwards and
they saw him in the hollow beyond, He
seemed to have been hurled nearer,
and this ed

“Swim, Sam,
“Keep it up, Sam! Hang on, Sam!
They howled and d and

they yelled.

"

swim!"”

The Cherokee arrived at the city of
San Domingo on Monday, Nov. 8, and

mainmast, they found the naked, un-
conselous, but still living body of their
lost hed d by the
reflux. The sea had given up its prey.
bbgifiRiimismapiciink

GIRL OF 18 YEARS
18 A BLACKSMITH.

e thenih
Clara Medlin, of Pilot Oak, Ky., Shoes
Horses and Welds Tires with Hase.

—

MADISONVILLE, Ky, Friday.—The
village of Pilot Oak boasts of having the
ponly woman blacksmith, perhaps, in the
South. Miss Clara Medlin is her name
and she is only . eighteen. For more
than a year In her father's shop she
has been doing the work of a farrier
and blacksmith. Wonderfully strong
and agile, Miss Medlin is at the same
time pretty and well formed. Her hands
have a grip that an athlete would
envy, yet they are neither rough nor
course. Jet black hair and dancing
black eyes are the attraction of the
young men for miles around.

It is sald of Miss Medlin that she can
shoe a horse or weld a tire with ease
and dexterity, and that she has master-

ed the business in every detail. In ad-

with merchandise, sald to include fire-
arms and ammunition—Samana, San-
chet, Porto Plata and Monte Christi,

Just before the Cherokee sailed from
8an Domingo for these destinations,
the Dominican customs house officer
came on board and told Capt. Archi-

The two : exchanged assur-
consideration,
pt. went over the side
and on board the Cherokee. In a few
moments that vessel turned her nose
seaward and began melting away into
the shadows of the night. The dim
outline of her hull vanished as her
lights disappeared one by one. Her
masthead light seemed to sink lower
and lower and finally to get under the
horizon altogether.

THE DISAPPEARING VESSEL.

El Capitano Lorenzo Paco thought
some Yankee trick was brewing and
he straightway headed for Porto Pla-
ta, where he expected to find the Che-
rokee dumping her cargo. Capt. Ar-
chibald had divined that the gunboat
ol)ulnAwould do just what he did do.
The Cherokee at the time lay comfort-
ably off about two milés from shore
with every glimmer of light on board
doused, and a dead silence reigning on
her deoks. Capt. Archibald is a stu-
dent of marine scenic effects. To give
the true artistic touch to an imitation
of a brilllantly lighted passenger stea-
mer di ring by night at sea, he

bald that he would not be to
land 'at any of the ports, for the rea-
son that they were In the hands of the
rebels under Jimines and were unde:

blockad Capt. Archibald p a
and carried the matter to the Ameri-
can minister, Mr. Powell, who joined
in a protest that was laid before Presi-
dent Wos y Gil. The president was
obdurate. A blockade was a blockade,
and must be respected. There was
nothing for Capt. Archibald to do save
to yleld, outwardly at least, to the
volce of authority.

¢ SHE SAILS AWAY.

8o the Cherokee sailed from San Do-
mingo with Capt. Archibald determined
to land his cargoes, blockade or no
blockade. On Tuesday evening the
Cherokee arrived at the mouth of Sa-
mana Bay. Here the fussy little Do-

boat El Presid came

dition to her other ts
she can paint and stripe a buggy to an;
carriage painter.

She is the daughter of Mr, and Mrs. )
Samuel Medlin, of Pilot Oak. She will’
probably succeed her father in business,
unless some man wins her heart. Not-

once more the skipper tried to heave
the log line. They might as well have
spared their efforts.

The ship was drifting and having so
much surface exposed to the wind, she
naturally sagged to leeward faster than
the man, leaving himto windward, He
heard nothing from them. Still, they
saw him more plainly now, saw his
white face, his clinched jaws, his
powerful arms beating the waves, By
this time he had freed himself of all
his clothes. But excepting that he
kept himself up he was helpless; llke
a block of wood he was whirled about

d of seeth- and twd up and down—ground by

&

with dat she ds most of her
time at the forge, Miss Medlin, ever a

dest girl, is 1 the vil-
lage belles and beaux.
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‘“What are you feeding to those hogs, my
friend?" the profesror asked.

“Corn, professor,”” the grizzled ol farm-
er, who knew the professor by sight, replied.

“Are you feeding it wet or dry?"’

“Dry."”

“Don’t you know if you feed it wet the
hogs can digest it in half the time?"

The farmer gave him a quizzical look.
“‘Now, see here, professor,” he eaid,” *“‘how
much do you, calculate a hog's time fis
worth?"’~Lippincott’s. %

bustling up, and fired a blank shot
across the Cherokee's bows as a sig-
nal to heave to. The Cherokee heav-
ed to, a gig shot out from El Presi-
dente, and a subordinate officer of that
grim craft of war came on board.

“You cannot land at either Samana
or Sanchet,” said this officlal. ‘““They
are blockaded.” -

“But the blockade there is illegal,”
protested Capt. Archibald. = “There has
not been the requisite fifteen days’ no-
tice.”

Capt. A--w'hald went on board the
Dominican navy. El Capitano Loren-
zo Paco was gracious, polite, compli-
mentary even, but resolute, a veritable
Gibraltar. He sald his orders were to
blow the Cherokee out of the water if
she landed a cargo. He showed the
order, which, indeed, instructed him to
do as he had said.

Capt. Archibald affected to accept

antaC

odo. The people are flocking in to

knows that you must put out the low-
est lights first, and then work gradu-
ally upward, dousing all the glims as
you go until the light at the masthead
alone remains,

The thing to do with that is to low-
er it gradually toward the water and
finally snuff it out also, All this was
done with much skill and realistic ef-
fect until the Cherokee lay an indis-
cernible mass on the water, but still
within easy sailing distance. When the
shrewd El Capitano Lorenzo Paco, eag-
erly bent on his surprise for Capt. Ar-
chibald at Porto Plata, had got well
out of sight, the Cherokee went coolly
into Bamana and to Banchet, where
she discharged the cargoes destined
for those parts in a leisursly way, then
she put out to sea again,

Meantime El Capitano Lorenzo Paco
reached Porta Plata and scanned the
horizon with many chuckles for the
Cherokee’'s smoke, But there was no
smoke. The sun rose high, the fore-
noon went by and the afternoon and
night came, no Cherokee,

“Madre de Dios, caramba, Godam!"”
remarked El Capitano Lorenzo Paco,
“Can it be that that &—— Yankee—"

“Me will go back to S8amana,” he said
to his first officer. “Quick, full steam
ahead.”

El Presidente splashed andl.fomnder-
ed on the back track over which she
had come the night before, And as
soon as she had got out of sight and
well on her way, In sailed the Cherokee
to Porto Plata and there comfortably
discharged her cargo as she had done
the night before at Samana and San-
chet. Of the four ports on the list
three had now been visited and the car-
goes duly landed.

There only remained Monte Christi,

tention of blowing the
the water. The eru
many minutes, and was suggest!
Mount Pelee at its worst. And
the pent up gases were all bl
Bl Ca asked

Archibald had any meat to sell.

“They sent us off on a two weeks'
cruise with only peas and beans to eat.
Behold we starve,” sald Kl Capitano.
“ Sell um of your pork, we beseech you."

“Certainly,” sald Captain Archibald,
“twenty dollars a barrel.” THere was
a consultation on board Hl Presidente.
The treasure chest was explored. The
officers smptied their pockets inta the
common tund. 'The sum of $2 was fin-
ally amassed and offered.

Y am afraid it is a case of nothing
doing.” sald Captain Archibald, and he
salled away toward his surly frozem
north, :

‘““We got everything on shore except

the Monte Christi mall,” said one of .

the Cherokee’s officers, “and I think
they will let us land that when we gel
back.’
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FATHER AND SON
RIVALS 'IN LOVE.
—s
111, Believed to Be Dying, Henry Bal«
lard, of Passaic, Asks Boy to Marry
Girl Both Sought.
EEEEES

NEW YORK, Dec. 10.—In a friendlp
rivalry to win the same woman Ed-
ward, the, son of Henry Ballard, of
Passaic, N, J.,, won. Both were in love
with Miss Grace Thompson, housekeep~
er for the family. The father, on what
he thought to be his deathbed, with~
drew from the matrimenial race.

When Edward Ballard ' and Miss
Grace Thompson were married, Novem-
ber 29, what was then a supposed end-
ing of the rivalry was brought abou$
by the gradual failing health of Henry
Ballard, the father. He was suffering
from nervous prostration,

The father, who is more than sixty-
five vears old, and was thought to be
critically ill, called his son to his bed-
side and asked him to marry Miss
Thompson. At the further request of
his father, the wedding was arranged
for immediate celebration,

From the date of the marriage Henry
Ballard gradually grew better, and is
now able to go to New York each day
to attend to his business.

Since the death of Mrs. Henry Bailard
Miss Thompson has been in charge of
the house. Both father and son fell in
love with her. The ending of the
courtship, however, was amicable when
the betrothal took piace and the youny
coupls were married. Mrs. Edward
Ballard is still the housekeeper for the
family,

o
Pupll (after repeated attempts)—Oh,
gure I never shall be able to!
Protazsor-—Oh, yes, you wilL I was just
@s big a donkey myself at first!—Punch.
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ELEGANT AND APPROPRIATE PRESENTS

| from the beautiful stock ot
. CRAWEFORD, . 703 Main Street.

THE STOCK CONSISTS OF

Toys, Dolls, Games, Dominos, Checkers, Xmas Cards, lc. to $I, P
great variety, as low as one oent; Cloth Bound Books, Standard:
25¢.; Poets, 25c; Playing Cards; Framers, Sleds, Doll Carriages and

~great, variety a of Fancy and Staple Goods.

" ~ Never before has such & nice variety of goods
Never have prices been solow. Come and be convince
what you want at your own nrices. |

icture Books,
Authors,

been shown.
d Wehave

<




