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. ~with you! get up!” she cried; ‘‘one

- a hempen rope should escape the

: safely at anchor, with a long cable,

" CAST UPev e SEA,

BY SIR SAMUEL W. BAKER.

CHAPTER I.—CoNTINUED.

The fire had burned low, and as
Paul spoke a shadow flitted upon the

cottage wall, and the low chucile of
Mother Lee was heard as she ap-
proached the fire and warmed her
skinny hands.

‘‘Ha, ha!” she muttered; ‘‘the luck
comes from the sou’-west. There's

- no hempen cable that'll stand a Cor-
+mish rock. She'll cut before the
.morning. Get to bed with yer,”
cried the old hag, and wake fresh for
the pickings. There'll be work for
- sll hands before the morning.”
Horror struck at the cold-blooded
prophecy of Mother Lee, and glad to
escape from her presence, Polly re-
tired, and throwing herself, without
undressing, upon the bed, in spite of
“her anxiety she fell into a sound
sleep, thoroughly tired out in watch-
ing. Paul would notsleep, but busied
himself with preparing ropes for the
. expected emergency. In the mean-
time Mother Lee scraped together
the hot embers and arranged the few
-unburnt pieces that remained to re-
_store the fire, over which the old
wsman scrouched, apparently not
"heeding the hurricane, which at
-every gust swept showers of sparks
.against the cottage wall.

There were many watchers that
:night at Sandy Cove, who had been
:aroused by Mother Lee, who had gone
her rounds to the various cottages
and prophesied ‘‘luck from the sou’-
west.”

It was about 5 o'clock in the morn-
iing, and Paul, having first com-
pleted his coils of lines, had slept for
-an hour, when he was awalkened by
.a sharp knocking at the door. In

_another instant it opened and Mother
Lce entered the room. “Get up

cable’s cut and a mast gone over-
. board; she won't last long!”

Paul hurried out, accompanied by
“his wife, who had hastly thrown
.her cloak across her shoulders, for
the morning was cold and raw.

“God help them!" exclaimed the
kind-hearted Polly as she first looked
upon the terrible scene. The storm
was if possible more intense than be- |
fore; the ship had changed her posi-
‘tion during the night and had ap-
- parently dragged her anchors; she
was now lying about a half mile
“from the coast, exactly opposite the
- entrance -of the little bay of Sandy |
Cove, which. not being above fifty |
yards in width, was unseen and un-
&nown to the crew of the vessel. As
Mother Lee had already made known
the roclts had:chafed through one of
the hempen cables, the slack of
which now hung loosely in the water,
while the remaining cable was as
tight as an iren bar whenever a tre-
mendous wave struck the bows of
the ship. In those days chain cables
were very rare, and many a vessel
and crew would have been saved
from destruction had they been pro-
vided as now with the faithful metal.
When anchored among sharp-edged
rocks, it was next to impossible that

friction. One rope, as we haveseen,
. had just parted, therefore the ship
- swung by.a single cable in the storm

. that rendered her position hopeless.
She appeared to be an Indiaman of
» about 1,260 tons. The mizzenmasts|
.had been carried away a few feet!
-above the deck, and the crew were
actively employed in cutting away
the mainmast to lighten the ship and’
to lessen the strain upon the anchor.
The natural feeling of the sailor
-now. burst from Paul. ‘*‘Fools!” he
-exclaimed, as he stamped his foot
< upon the ground, and gesticulated
vainly to the fated vessel; ‘‘up with

i the jib! ‘Slip the cable, and bring
her ahead to the shore! Loose the

* foresail, and run for the mouth of
the bay!” Alas! they knew nothing

. .of the coast, neither could they dis-
. tinguish the narrow entrance in the
micst -of spray and white-headed
breakers that burst upon the rocks.
Even the little bay, usually so calm,

. was now a heavy sea, as every wave,
although broken in its force, swept
through the gap and rolied heavily
upon the beach. The Polly rode

-.and although every now and then

. the surf broke over her {forecastle,

her hatchwavs were secured, and

- there was nothing to fear in Sandy
Cove for so good a vessel.

The Indiaman was, as usual with

* that fine class of vessels, exceedingly

well named; and, had the crew been

. aware of the little harbor that lay

concealed so near them, there would

have been no difiiculty, with good

seamanship, in running in and beech-

ing the shiy upor Sandy Cove.

However, there was a0 means
of communicating  with the
doomed vessel; and, although

a harbor of reluocs was actually at
hand. the axes were plied at both

. the re.naining mastis, which present-
ly fell by the board.
Paul was watckirg these opera-
“‘tion with a telescope and explaining
~to his eager wife all that passed upon
¢ the'deck. ‘‘They are making a raft
. zvith spars,” said he, ‘‘but it will be
of little use among those breakers."
After a little pause he continued,
“Pcor tnings, Therveare women and
shildren on board, all clinging to
seach other on the pocp deck.”
*Oh, Paul, dear Paal, can we do
#nothing to help them?” crieu his wife
. .n wtense excitement; ‘how dread-
: ful for the poor ch.ldren and moth-
ers!” At this mum<at herown re-

« cent loss awakerea in her heart a
deep sympathy for thole who were
shortly to part forsver, even before
her eyes.

Suddenly Paul lowered the tele
--gcope. ‘‘The «aple’s parted!” he
~.ahouted; ‘‘they’rs l3stl”

hitherto been lying with her stern
toward the shore and her head direct
to the wind, leaping over the oppos-
ing waves although almost buried
in surf and spray, suddenly altered
ber vosition, and her head turning
slowly away irom the gale, she fell
into the trough of the sea with her
broadside to the wind. A tremendous
wave with curling crest came tower-
ing toward her, and, hardly rising
to meet the shock, the ship merely
heeled over and the terrific wave
swept clean across her decks. For
an instant nothing was visible but a
confused mass of foam and spray
with a dark object in the center; but
in a few moments the hull again ap-
peared. The decks that had been
thronged. with people were nearly
empty; only a few of the strongest
men fremained hanging on to any
rope that offered a secure hold. An-
other sea struck her, and once more
the powerless hulk lay buried. Again
she righted, and still fewer people
remained upon her decks; she now
rolled helplessly on, buried by every
sea and rearly turning bottom up-
ward as each successive wave struck
her. The current set rather away
from the entrance to Sandy Cove
but the wind being dead on shore,
she would evidently strike a little on
the left of the mouth.

‘‘She'll strike on the Iron Rock be-
fore she reaches the shore,’saidPaul.

This was a black mass that only
now and then reared its threatening
form above the surface, about three
hundred yards from the entrance to
the bay, over which the breakers
dashed in a tremendous surf. As
Paul foretold, the vessel was evi-
dently being driven directly against
this rock.

Again Paul searched the wreck
with his telescope; she was now in
a short distance of the fatal rock.
“They're lowering a boat, ’ said Paul;
‘some women have just come on
deck from the cabin. Welldone! the
boat’s lowered and they are getting
the women down. OIff she goes!
That’s right; now pull hard for the
mouth of the Cove! Now keep her
straight!'—here comes a breaker!—
sit close together in the stern! Ha!
what’s that? the tiller broken? My
God! she's over!

A raging breaker burst directly
over the boat, and after rolling over
several times she disappeared. Polly
sobbed aloud.

In the mean while the once noble
ship, sometimes lifted upon a wave,
sometime half buried in the surf,
rolled heavily toward the Iron Rock.
At length a wave higher than the
rest bore her forward with resistless
power, and, raising her far above the
general level, it appeared to drop
her bodily upon the rock, the crash
of thecollision being distinctly heard
on the shore; she remained fast, lying
athwart ship, and in another
instant a huge wave burst against
her as though she had been a
portion of the cliff, and the spray
flew high in the air, while the sea
rolled completely across her decks.

‘‘She can’t stand that for balf an
hour,” said Paul. ‘‘Stay here, Polly,
or better go in doors; she’ll break in
two directly, and there’s no living
soul on her now.”

But Polly could not quit the dread-
ful scene, and as Paul now descend-
ed from the cottage to the beach be-
low by a zig-zag path, she accompa- |
nied him to the bottom of the Sandy |
Cove. Here all the fishermen had |
conﬁregated with their wives and
children, intent upon the plunder
that the cargo would afford when-
ever the wreck should break up and
the price would be washed on shore.
In such a storm it was impossible to
descend the cliffs, as the wind and
waves beat against the face: when
the wind should abate, at low tide,
thers would be a narrow beach at the
foot of the precipice, upon which the
cargo would be washed on shore, if |
not previously destroyed by being
beaten against the rocks; but they
now all waited, in expectation that
some portion of the spoil might be
washed upon the shelving beach in
Sandy Cove by the narrow entrance,
especially as the vessel had grounded
at no great distance from the mouth
of the bay, where she now lay within
view of the village.

For about an hour the hull of the
vessel withstood the fury of the sea,
which dashed against her with irre-
sistable force; but, as each wave re-
tired, large volumes of water poured
in cascades from her open timbers,
showing tnat she could not much
longer hold together. At length the
entire deck floated off the poop as a
heavy wave broke over her; a short
time afterward the stern rose bodily
to an advancing breaker, and as the
sea rushed over her it separated and
disappeared, leaving only the fore-
part of the vessel fixed upon the
rocks. From that moment the waves
became enriched with the cargo,
which was to be seen floating in the
surf in all directions in the shape of
bales, cases, tea chests, barrels and
packages of all descriptions. This
was a signal for a general cheer from
the wreckers and their families, who
now thronged the shore. A few min-
utes later a couple of large casks
were seen at the entrance of the
cove, which, lifted by a rolling wave,
were driven directly into the harbor;
they were apparently lashed to-
gether. There was a general rush
forward on the part of the people
who lined the beach in their eager-
ness to secure the prize. Among the
men who dashed into the surf were
some of the most desperate wreck-
ersof the coast; but the force of the
breakers was so great that they not

only were beaten down by the curl ]
of the wave, but they were araggea

At that moment the ship, that had

back by the under-tow, and only re- * we'll see what can be done.”

gained the shore by the assistance of |

the crowd, who, with joined hands,
formed a line and were thus enabled
to resist the rush of the waters.
There was only one man who had
been able to force his way through
the breakers and swim out to the
floating barrels, this was Paul Grey,
who had thrown off his coat and
boots, and, with a coil of thin line
across his broad shoulders, now
struck out manfully through the
rough sea; sometimes he was for a
moment buried in the broken waves;
at others he would dive through the
advancing wall of water just as it
curved above his head and threat-
ened to beat him down. ‘Bravo,
Paul!” shouted many voices, especial-
ly those of the women, who were
standing on the beach; ‘‘he’ll have it
now!” ‘‘There’s good spirits in those
casks or they wouldn’t swim so
light,” said a grim-looking ruffian,
who had just failed in his attempt to
swim through the surf. ‘‘Paul’'s the
cat's paw, but we’ll cry halves when
it comes ashore.” ‘‘He can’t drag
the cask ashore,” said another fellow;
‘‘we must all give a hand and share
the profit.” ‘‘He's got it now!” cried
several, as Paul, having reached
the barrels, dextrously fastened a
hook that was attached to his line,
and, turning toward the shore, hav-
ing thrown off the coil while he held
the end of the rope in his teeth, he
swam vigorously for the beach.

There was one heart that beat with
pride as the powerful form of Paul
Grey struggled bravely with the surf
that had beaten back all others, and
Polly clapped her hands with enthu-
siasm and headed the crowd to dash
into the water to help her husband
when he gained his footing on the
rolling shingles. Her hair had blown
from its fastening, and now flowed
in long waves driven by the wind in
wild confusion, while the excitement
of the moment had flushed her cheek
and added a fire to her large eyes
that rendered her perfectly beautiful
and, as Paul pressed her hand when
he landed dripping from the sea, he
thought he had never seez his Polly
look so lovely.

“It shall belong to you, Polly,
whatever it may be!” said Paul; ‘‘it’s
my prize, and you shall have it.”

“‘Halves!” cried the surly ruffian
who had already spoken in the crowd;
and cne and all, seizing the line, be-
gan to haul the barrels toward the
beach.

‘*Avast hauling!’ cried Paul, as
he pushed two or three men on one
side as though they were children;
“‘the line is mine, and you sha'n’t
break it when I've had the trouble of
the job.”” He then carefully drew in
the rope, hand over hand, until the
barrels approached the surf; in an
instant, as a broken wave hurried
them toward the beach, a dozen men
rushed into the water and dragged
them to the shore.

Hardly had they pulled the barrels
high and dry than they surveyed
them with an air of disappointment
“They're empty!’ was Mig general
exclamation.

This was evident. Two empty rum
puncheons that would contain ninety
gallons each were firmly lashed par-
allel together by means of broken
oars that formed a framework, in
which the casks were beautifully se-
cured. At one end was a strong
rope that had apparently been ar-
ranged for the support of some per-
son who should have clung to the
raft; to this rope some long fair hair
was attached, as though it had be-
come entangled with the hands that
had vainly attempted to keep their
hold. On the top of the buoyant
raft, and well secured in the center
between the two casks, was a box
covered with a piece of tarpaulin
that had been fastened down with
nails to the side in order to preserve
the contents dry. Some treasure of
importance was evidently well secur-
ed.‘* Halves again!”shouted the first
ruffian, as he rudely pushed Polly on
one side and grasped the box with
both hands:; at the same time he
staggered and rolled upon the shin-
gle as Paul’s fist descended full upon
the side of his head.

*Now, my lads, fair play,” said
Paul; ‘‘the prize belongs to me, and
I don’t mind sharing a portion ‘after
I know what it is. But hands off till
Polly takes her share!”

Paul was a match for any twomen
in the village; and, as none could
contest in the present case either his
strength or his argument, the crowd
immediately agreed, and, standing
around the mysterious prize, they
watched with much curiosity the
opening of the box. It was an old
wine case, and as Paul broke off the
nail heads with a stone and removed
the tarpaulin, a few bars of wood be-
neath that had supported the water-
proof cover were easily withdrawn.
A rich cashmere shawl was loosely
arranged above some object; beneath
this was a wrapper of pink flannel.
With estreme curiosity Polly now
removed this covering, and started
back with an exclamation of surprise
that was echoed by the crowd, as the
mystery of the box was suddenly re-
vealed. Apparently asleep or
dead lay the body of an infant
about two months old; around its
neck was a locket suspended by a
thin gold chain. Was it possible?
Could a miracle restore the child that
she had buried but afew days since?
It was the facsimile of her own boy,
but pale as alabaster.

*Is it dead?’ asked Polly, trem-
bling with emotion as she regarded
the motionless figure that lay before
her like an apparition of her own child

“T fear it is,” said Paul, who was
himself not unmoved at the wonder-
ful resemblance; ‘‘but there’s no
water in the box; the clothes are
damp but not absolutely wet; it has
died for want of air. I said the prize
should be yours, Polly, so I'{l carry
box and all up to the cottg¢ge, and

“Luck comes from the sou’'west,
ha, ha!” muttered a hoarse voice, suc-
ceeded by a chuckle, and Polly saw
the wrinkled face of old Mother Lee
peering into the box; and laying her
skinny fingers upon the chest of the
infant, she once more muttered:
“Luck comes from the sou'west; ye'll
get no other, Polly Grey, except
what’s cast up by the sea—ha, ha!”

“Go, wretched old woman!’ re-
plied Polly, stung by the taunt;
“frighten fools who are worthy of
you, but leave me and mine alone.”

The old woman’s face changed to
something devilish, and scowling up-
on Polly she spat on the ground and
hoarselycroaked:‘‘We'll see, we'll see!’

“Come along, Polly,” said Paul,
whe had uncorded the fastenings of
the box and raised it upon his head.
“Don’t guarrel with Mother Lee; and
look you, mother, if you're going to
bring bad luck on my Polly I'll heave
vou over the cliff to feed the crabs
the next time you come up the hill;
d’ye hear?”

Paul now left the crowd, and fol-
lowed by his wife he ascended the zig-
zag path with his burden and quick-
ly reached his cottage on his cliff.
Having placed the box gently on the
floor, Polly took away the damp
shawl and wrappers, and covering
the child with a warm flannel she
held it close to her breast and brisk-
ly rubbed its back and spine. It was
vervy cold, but the limbs were not
stiff; she had therefore hope, and
with the door and window opened to
give fresh air, which blew violently
from the sea, she anxiously watched
for some sign of returning anima-
tion. In a few minutes it gasped
faintly, and to her intense delight,
after an hour’s careful attention, she
was rewarded by hearing it cry lust-
ily. She now dressed it in some
clothes that had belonged to her own
child, and pressing it gently to her
bosom, she felt a mother’s happiness
as it clung eagerly to her breast as
though she had been its proper par-
ent. As she watched the lovly in-
fant now peacefully resting in her
arms, she could hardly believe in her
recent loss. It appeared as a dream.
Her boy had been replaced by anoth-
er that she might have mistalten for
her own. She felt bewildered; so
many scenes had changed in rapid
succession within the last few hours;
her loss, the storm, the wreck, the
infant now her child, that had been
thus mysteriously Cast Up by the

Sea. _—
CHAPTER II

The day following the storm was a
harvest for the people of Sandy
Cove. The wreck had entirely brols-
en up, and not a vestige of the ship
remained, except the fragments that
together with the cargo, strewed the
coast for miles on either side thejbay.

Paul Grey had been out at day-
breals, and when he returned to
breakfast he found his wife happier
than he had seen her for many days.
The table was spread. The newly-
arrived baby was snugly asleep in
its cradle, looking as blooming as
though nothing extraordinary had
happened; and as the storm had
passed and the day was fine, the sun
was shining gayly through the open
window.

When breakfast was finished, Paul
took his telescope and sat upon the
terrace wall above the sea. e had
not been long seated before his at-
tention was attracted to some ob-
ject floating in the water beneath, at
no great distance from the shore; as
the waves gave it motion, sometimes
it was completely submerged, while
at others a portion appeared upon
the surface.

“Polly,"” he cried, ‘‘can you make
out what that it? Sometimes it looks
like a long mass of sea-weed, but it
is not white.”’

Neither could distinguish the ob-
ject clearly; therefore, descending to
the beach, Paul, accompanied by his
wife, launched a small skiff and
rowed out of the harbor toward the
spot. Rounding the point that
formed a natural breakwater to the
small bay, they at once discovered
the cause. Upon nearer approach
there could be no doubt that it was
the body of some unfortunate who
had perished in the wreclk of yester-
day. A few more strokes brought
them close to it.

“It is a womanf”’ said Polly, who
was steering the boat. *‘Look,Paul,
your oar will now touch her. Help
me to lift her from the water?” :

It was the body of a beautiful we-
man of about two-and-twenty, which
the united exertions of Paul and his
wife soon placed on board the boat;
her long blonde hair he had mistaken
in the distance for sea-weed. Al-
though they knew that she was dead,
they arranged her in a reclining po-
sition, with her back resting against
the seat of the boat.

*‘Poor creature! she is a lady,”
said Polly; ‘‘and so beautiful!”

She had no other clothes than a
night dress; several valuable rings
of diamonds and rubies were on her
fingers, in addition to her wedding-
ring, and a necklace of large bril-
liants was hung round her neck.
Some of her long hair was twisted
among her delicate fingers; the but-
ton of the collar of her night-gown
had burst, and her beautiful snow-
white bosom was exposed.

“‘She had a baby,” sighed Polly;
‘‘poor woman, how sad! Who knows
whether she is the mother of the
child we have saved?”’

“Very likely,” said Paul, ‘‘for the
hair that we found upon the rope-
handle attached to the barrels is ex-
actly the same as that now twisted
in her fingers. See! the inside of
her soft hands is chafed with hold-
ing on to the hard rope. Her long
hair must have become entangled
while struggling in the water, and
she has had no strength to keep her
hold.” : :

The expression of the unfortunate
mother was one of calm serenity;

and as Polly Grev straightened hex
gracefully formed limbs and covered
her breasts with her long flaxen hair
she kissed her pale cheek and vowed
inwardly never to forsake her orphan
child. She then took off her cloalk
and spread it gently over the body.

“Take off the rings, Polly, before
we get to the Cove,” said Paul. ‘‘We
must take care of them, as some day
they may be wanted if the child
should live. It wouldn’t do to let
the people at the Cove see the gold
and stones.” Accordingly Polly,
not without some difficulty, drew the
rings from her taper fingers and un-
fastened the snap of the necklace.

It was well that this has been done,
for on their arrival at the Cove they
found a great crowd; news of the
wreck had spread rapidly throughout
the neighborhood and people from
all quarters had flocked to the spot.
Among them was the good clergy-
man of the neighboring village, Dr.
Jenes, who, with his excellent wife,
had driven down to the Cove with a
good supply of warm clothing and
restoratives in case they should be
required by the survivors of the ship-
wreck. Alas! there were none; the
little child was thej only soul living
of all those who but a few hours be-
fore were happy in their near ap-
proach to their nativeland and homes
after a long and tedious voyage from
China.

*What have we here?’ cried Dr.
Jones as Paul approached the shore.
‘‘Ah’s me! ah’s me! here’s a disas-
ter,” exclaimed the good man. ‘‘No
hope, Mr. Grey—no hope, I'm afraid.
No, no hope,” he mournfully and
slowly repeated ashe looked at the
figure covered with Polly’s cloak.
The boat struck the beach and Polly
uncovered the face of the drowned
mother. ‘“Ah’s me! ah’s me! Poor
thing, so young, so lovely! and did
you say a mother?”’ asked Dr. Jones
in a tone of despair. In a few min-
utes Paul had explained the incident
and his suspicions, which touching
story at once enlisted the sympathy
of the good doctor: but Paul said!
nothing about the trinkets, and |
merely stated that his wife had de-|
termined to nucse and adopt the child |

A few days after this event a sim- |
ple funeral entered the churchyurdl
of Stoke; the coffin was carried by
some of the fishermen of Sandy |
Cove, foremost among whom was the
powerful figure of Paul Grey. Many l
women and their children followed as |
mourners one whom they had never!
known, but whose fate had engaged :
their sympathies; and Polly Grey |
carried the infant, smiling uncon-
sciously in her arms as it followed |
its dead mother to the grave. The,
good Dr. Jones not only paid the ex-'
penses of the funeral, but some days
afterward he erected a stone in the
form of a cross upon the spot, with
this inscription: ‘‘A lady unknown,
aged about twenty-two, cast up by
the sea at Sandy Cove, 21st of Au-
gust, 1791.”

Paul and his wife returned to their'
cottage after the funeral, when a|
sudden thought struck him. ‘‘What i
was in the box with the child? Was
there nothing except the Indian'
shawl and the wrapper?’ he asked
Polly.

“Only some thick cotton wool at
the bottom for the child to lie upon,”
said Polly, ‘“‘which I did not remove;
but if you like I will fetch the box
and empty it.”

In a few minutes she brought the
box. ‘‘There is nothing here, you
see, except the wool that malkes a
kind of a bed at the bottom.” As
she spoke she quckly emptied the
contents in double handfuls. ‘“What
is this?” she said as something
heavy in a canvas bag suddenly ar-
rested her hand. Paul lifted it up
from a mass of cotton wool in which
it was securely paclked.

“[t is gold!” said Paul. Marked
in ink upon the bag was ‘‘two hun-
dred guineas.”

“Oh, Paul,” said Polly, ‘‘this is
dreadful! We have no right to this
money, and its possession will bring
some trouble; what can we do? I[s
there no paper in the box—no writ-
ing to give some clue to the,name of
the owner?”

“Nothing," answered Paul, ‘‘noth-
ing, except this bag of two hundred
guineas, which no doubt the poor
lady packed with the child. We
must stow it away with the trinkets
in some safe place until, perhaps,
some day we may learn something
more about it. It’s lucky that we
found it, and still more lucky that
we didn’t unpack the box in the
crowd at the Cove; there would have
been a pretty scramble for the gold.”

At this moment a knock at the
door disturbed the conversation.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Knew What Book She Wanted
Indianapolis News. .

The other day a lady walked into
the Bowen-Merrill Company’s store
and inquired of one of the young
lady clerks for a copy of ‘‘Her Ben.”

‘‘You mean ‘Ben Hur,’ Gen. Wal-
lace’s book,’ replied the clerlk.

“No, indeed. I never heard of
that book. The one I want is ‘Her
Ben.'"”

The clerk asked the author, but the
lady could not tell who it was, and
as a last resort the question was ap-
pealed to Columbus T. Dollarhide,
one of the oldest clerks in the retail
book department, and who is recog-
nized as a human bibliograph.

“Why, yes, we have it,” said he.
“The lady is right. The book she
wants is ‘Her Ben,’ an old Sunday-
school work published by the Meth-
odist Book Concern.”

Dead Sea Evaporation.

The dead sea loses every day by
evaporation several million tons oi
water. This enormous mass is easily
drawn up by the rays of the sun, the
valley wherein the sea lies being one¢
of the hottest points upon the globa

 States.

SALISBURY’S REPLY.

Willing to Renew the Viwendi in
Certain Contingencies,

If Uncle Sam Will Ratify the Treaty and
Agree to Pay Damages to Poachers, if
the Arbitrators Decide Against Him.

Lord Salisbury, under date of March 26,
nade public on the 28th, has replied as
ollows to Sir Julian Pauncefote, in re-
iponse to Mr. Wharton’s note of March 23.

“In reply to your telegram of the 22d
nst., notice has been given to owners of
ships sai'ing for Bering sea that the agree-
nent at present under discussion between
sreat Britain and the United States as to
wrbitration, and the one as to an interme-
liate arrangement, may affect the sealing
n Bering sea. They have, therefore, no-
iice of their liability to probable interrup-
;ion, and will sail subject to that notice.
I'he question of time is not, thereiore, ur-
rent. Inform the President that we con-
sur in thinking that when the treaty has
seen ratified there will arise a new state
»f things. Until it is ratified our conduct
s governed by the language of your note
)n the 14th ot June, 1890. But when it is
.atified both parties must admit that con-
iingent rights have become vested in the
sther, which both desire to protect,

**We think that the prohibition of seal”
ng, if it stands alone, will be unjust to
British sealers if the decision of the arbi-
trators should be adverse to the United
We are, however, willing when
he treaty has been ratified to agree to an
wrrangement similar to that of last year it
;he United States will consent that the ar-
biirators should, in the eventof a decision
wdverse to the United States, assess the
lamages which the prohibition of sealing
thall have inflicted on British sealers dur-
ing the pendency of arbitration, and in the
ywent of a decision adverse to Great Brit-
1in should assess the damages which the
imitation of slaughter should, during the
sendency of arbitration, have inflicted on
;he United States or its lessees.

*“As an alternative course we are also
villing. after the ratification of the treaty,
:0 prohibit scaling in the disputed waters,
f vessels be excepted from prohibition
vhich produce a certificate that they have
riven security for such damages as tho ar-
sitrators may assess in case of a decision
adverse to Grent Britain, the arbitrators
;0 receive the necessary authority in that
behalf. In this case a report of slaughter
»u the islands will not, in point of eyuity
Je necessary.”’

“Her Majesty’'s government is unable to
see any other than one of these two meth-
2ds of restricting seal-killing in the dis-
puted waters during thearbitration which

“would be equitable to both parties.”

A later note from Lord Salisbury to Sir
Julian Pauncefote, dated March 26, says:

*With further reference to your tele-
aram of the 23d iust., I am not prepared
;0 admit, as I gather that the President
shinks that we have objected to the arbi-
trators having jurisdiction as to damages
nfticted in the past by the party against
vhom the awardis given. I only objected
;0 her Majesty’s government being liable

Hor acts they have not committed. I am

ready to consent to a referenceon this
soint on the following terms:

*“I'hat in case the arbitrators should de-
:ide in favor of the British government
that government may ask them further to
decide whether the United Siates govern-

srnment has, since 1835, taken any action

‘n Behring sea directly inflicting wrongful:
loss on British subjects, and, if so, to
assess the damages incurred thereby; that
‘n case the arbitrators sheuld decide in
favor of the government of the United
States, that government may ask them to
decide futther whether the British gov-
srnment has, since 1835, talcen action in
Behring sea directly inflicting wrongful
oss on the United States, and, if so, to
assess the damages incurred thereby.”

CHINESE SLAUGHTER.

Eight Thousand Rebels Put to
Death by the Government.

Five Handred Burned Alive by the Troops
—Details of s War That
Means Bloodshed.

According to advices received {rom
Shanghai on the 28th the bloody engage-
ments between the imperial troops and
rebels in northern China resulted in the
slaughter of several thousand rebels
The imperial army lost only five killed
and forty-five wounded. Over eight
thousand rebels were put to death with
the sword and five hundred actually
burned. A number of engagements ara
reported. A body of insurgents number-
ing three hundred was overtaken by the
Imperialists at a place sixty miles from
Kulun, and over one hundred of them
were killed and three léaders were made
prisoners. Ina second engagement ovel
fifty of the enemy wero put to the sword
and the remainder were obliged
to retire to a pawn shop, the
strong walls of which made it au
admirable place to defend, The Imperi-
alists closely invested the building and
killed over 150 of the inmates. Intelligence
later reached the Imperialists’ camp that
a foree of the enemy comprising six hun-

dred cavalry and eight hundred infantry/

had arrived with the object of coming tc
the rescue of their confederates. They
were attacked in front and rear by the
Imperial forces and lost 400 men during
the battle. Those who escaped encoun-
tered another party of Imperialists whe
shot fifty of them and made a score oy
prisoners. Another detachment of robels
were posted at Meiyhaokontze, to whick
place the Imperialists continued theis
march. The rebel detachment numbered
about one hundred, of which sixty wer¢
killed and twenty made prisoners, among
the latter the so-called leader of the van:
guard, Li Hang Tsa, who was instantly
decapitated. A still larger force of the
enemy was posted in the Chien Chang dis:
trict, where they had an encampment
with guns filled up in loopholes of the
walls surrounding the villages. Churche?
of the new creed served as outposts of the
rebel army. An onslaught was made upox

their position, and, after an engagemen!

lasting two hours, eight hundred out of ¢
total of 1,3(0 were put to the sword. Abon'
five hundred of the rest were burned alive
and, including stragglers, it is esthnatec
that not less than 1,400 of the enemy wers
killed on this occasion. A great numbei
of the adherents of the new creed wert
captured, including three leaders, whe
weroe instantly decapitated.




