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CHAPTER IX—Continued.

1 tried to say all this to my kind

friends in a way that would not seem

ungracious.

“Well, my lad, so be it,” said Mr.

Dorion. “I have forebodings about

you, and you must promise to write to

me all about Bostock. I have heard

something of northern pluck and obsti-

nacy; I reckon you've got both. Ifyou
willgo, wait till the cool of the day,
and I’lldrive over with you to Barre’s.

It’s only four miles across, and it will

be, much handier than to go up to

Vicksburg. The Cotton Queen stops
there to wood up on her way down the

river.”

Very little passed between us as we

rode over to the river that evening.
Mr. Dorion was serious and thought-
ful; and, while I anticipated new

scenes and adventures, I could not but

be sad with the parting.
“Ihope we shall meet again, Dorr,”

he said, as a glimpse of the river ap-

peared through the trees.

“Iknow we shall," was my answer, de-

livered with a fervor that startled my-

self.

It was like the voice of prophecy.
We did meet again, in a situation and

under circumstances which romance

would vainly attempt to rival.

“Barre’s" was a place on the low

riverbank where stood a solitary store

house, and some thousands of cords of

dry wood, ready for use. Two white

men of the class which had never

been two miles away from the river

sat and dangled their rusty boots in

the water, and with some profanity
and a vast expectoration of tobacco

! juice, hotly argued the unsettled

question as to which was the fastest

iboat, the Cotton Queen, or the S. S.

'Prentiss.

“Thar comes the Queen now,” said

the champion of that craft. “Ah, but

-she's a beauty! If she ever hitches the

iS. S. on this water she’ll walk right
off’n her.”

“She’ll never cotch her.”

“Much you know ’bout boats.”

“O, you talk! I was sailin’ the Mis-

sissippi when you couldn’t tell a pint
o’ water from a hogshead o’ lasses.”

The discussion was in a fair way to

“go on forever,” but the near ap-

proach of the stately Queen put an end

jto it. Heralded by great volumes of

ismoke beyond the point, and by that

peculiar, deep-drawn coughing of the

-pipes that accompanies one of these

¦river monsters, she burst into view like

a splendid apparition, reminding one

of the genii of the Arabian Nights.
!Her great paddles churned the river

into foam. Twilight still prevailed,
but the signal colored lanterns were

ihungout fore and aft and aloft, and

damps were lit in the saloons, state-

-rooms and cabins. Tier upon tier the

igreat height of the steamer rose from

the water, the light flashing out from

every opening. Surmounting the

iwhole was the “Texas,” or pilot’s
cabin, with the gilded figure of a queen

displayed in front of it, seated on a

-gilt-corded bale of cotton. The lofty
smoke-pipes towered from the decks.

Everywhere the boat was crowded

with people.
I had long ere now recovered from

the amazement with which I learned

that wharves and docks were unknown

in these waters, which deepen rapidly
from the shore, and that these steam-

ers are so light of draught that, to use

the quaint language of the illustrious

man who thoroughly knew the west,

they can go anywhere “where the

ground is a little damp.” The Queen-
came straight up to the shore; the two

loungers who had been discussing her

and her rivals took the cables that

were thrown out and moored them to

the trees; and immediately a swarm of

half-naked negroes sprang ashore, and

(Under the urging of the' mate, with an

occasional oath and blow, began to
take in wood for the long passage
down the river. It was a work of some

time, and darkness succeeded, the

moon rising late. An open iron bas-

ket, fixed on a standard at the bow*
was filled with fat pine knots, continu-

ally replenished as they burned out.

The fierce red light flared out over the

dusky faces and flitting forms of the

negroes, and gave occa: 'onal

of the passengers as they leaned 01

the rails and watched the picturesqut
scene. Mr. Dorion, standing at mt

side, suddenly pinched my arm.

“Look up there on the second deck
just beyond that group of ladies. E'o

you see that tall man with the red vest

and check shirt-front?”

•‘Yes.”

“Ihaven’t seen that face in twelve

years; but I can’t be mistaken in it.

That man is Conrad Bostock. Dorr, I

hate to have you go on the same boat

with him! If you are wise —”

The bell rang sharply. “Allaboard!”

the captain sang out.

I wrung Mr. Dorion’s hand, and

passed over the plank. There was a

great convulsion of the engines and

splashing of the paddles as the Queen
backed out into the stream. I looked

toward the landing, but my good
friend was hidden in the darkness.

As our boat steamed down the river I

went about on this floating palace and

observed the curious sights.

CHAPTER X

A STIRRING SCENE.

All told, there were about fifteen

hundred people on the Cotton Queen
that night. They were of all sorts and

conditions. There were planters and

their families returning from an early
visit to the north; speculators by the

score who had been up to Memphis
and beyond to look over the crop; some,

like myself, from the north, going
down the river upon errands of busi-

ness or pleasure; not a few sporting
men, who frequented the bar, talked

loud and smoked long cigars, and there

was a Virginian taking thirty slaves

of both sexes to New Orleans for sale.

I had seen something already of the

grand scale upon which the large river

boats were constructed; but the mag-
nificence of this one amazed me.

Everything in the way of gilding, dec-

orating and furnishing that could be

done was there, regardless of expense.
Tall mirrors in the saloons and cabins

multiplied the crowd. Carpets of gor-

geous pattern and the first texture

were under foot. Profusion and vari-

ety of viands were at the crowded

tables at mealtimes. I walked about

and mingled with the passengers, hear-

ing much talk of the immense cotton

and sugar yield which the season

promised, and of speculations and bar-

gains in which less figures than a

hundred thousand dollars were never

named. The general tone, even in

business talk, seemed to be light, buoy-
ant and confident. Life seemed to be

going on, like the boat that carried us,
at high pressure.

Until ten o’clock did I occupy my-
self in visiting every part of the

steamer, and observing the passengers
and their different tastes and occupa-
tions. In one of the large saloons

there was dancing and waltzing, to

the music of piano and violin. On the

after deck a brass band was pouring
fourth stirring strains, and hundreds

of couples were promenading. The

moon had by this time risen, and the

spectacle of her flood of light on the

wide river was grand indeed. Rafts

and flat-boats were passed, as well as

smaller freight-boats; and once the

steam-pipes of the Queen screamed

shrill in answer to the salute of a large
steamer going up.

“That’s the Prentiss,” a man near me

said. “Some day they’ll happen to

come together, going the same way;
and then there’ll be the biggest race

this river ever saw. Both captains are

eager for it, and there’d be piles of

money bet on it. I’d hope to be there

that day.”
“Isn’t it dangerous?” a man from

Boston inquired.
“Dangerous? Well, maybe, a little,

but we never thinkof that down here.

Steamboats always have raced, and

I reckon they always will. I feel my-
self just this way about it—that if I

owned one of these boats, and she

couldn’t carry steam enough to beat

the other without bursting—why, then

let her burst, and be d d to her.”

“But the passengers?”
“I should say they’d better be at

home, that trip.” I went forward and

found a large number greatly interested

in the performances of one of the negro

hands, who was dancing in a grotesque
fashion to the thrumming of a banjo.
Then I went below, past the gilded
and mirrored mahogany bar-counters,
when half-a-dozen men in their shirt-

sleeves were mixing fancy drinks for a

noisy and thirsty crowd. Around a

table in an adjoining saloon so many
were pressing that I could not see

what the attraction was. They stood

on tiptoe and tried to peer over the

shoulders of those in front of them.

A large chandelier lighted the room,

but the point of interest was concealed

by the throng.
The pressure soon became so great

that I was crowded up against the

wall. More to save myself from suffo-

cation than from curiosity, I reached

up .to the top of a door-casing, put my
foot on the knob, and was at once able

to elevate myself over all heads, and

look directly down upon the table.

The position was uncomfortable; but I

was not compelled to keep it more than

ten minutes.

Two men sat at the table playing
cards. The one facing me I recognized
at once as he who had been pointed
out to me by Mr. Dorion as Conrad

Bostock.

The crowd overtopped them, hung
over them, but they paid no attention

to anything but their game.

Piles of gold and notes were upon
the table. I could not see what the

game was or how itwas being played;
but it was apparent that Bostock was

largely the winner. The pile'of money
in front of him steadily increased, and

the light sound of cards striking the

table was now and then punctuated by
something like an oath from the other

player.
Suddenly this man made a noise

that sounded like a deep growl, and

drawing a knife from his sleeve

pinned to the table the card that his

opponent had just played And so

quickly that the whole seemed to be

but a single motion, he drew a re-

volver, cocked it and pointed it at the

other’s head.

The crowd fell back in fright; some

were thrown down and trampled under

foot, some were carried back against
the wall, and many who could fled

from the room. The two gamblers sat

motionless.

“You wouldn't send a man out of

the world this way?” the one who was

threatened by the pistol said.

“1 ought to, you cheating scoundrel!

Sir,” to a bystander, “just look at this

ace of diamonds that he played last.

Now look at the trumps he's played
there, and see if there ain’tanother of

’em.”

The man addressed ran over the

cards, and quietly threw out another.

“I thought so; I thought I was

cheated, an hour back, but I couldn’t

lay my finger on the spot tillthis min-

ute. I’m going to take every dollar of

that money. Dan Turner, rake it in.”

The revolver still covered Conrad

Bostock’s head. The companion of the

man who held it proceeded to stuff his

pockets with great handfuls of the

gold and notes on the table until not

a dollar remained.

“Now, I’ve done with you, you mis-

erable, clumsy cheat!” the man with

the pistol said. “You ‘ ought to

be lynched. You’re a disgrace to

the company of allgentlemen; but—”

“Lynch him! Throw him into the

river! Drown him! Tie him fast to a

nigger!” came a shower of suggestions
from the crowd.

The object of their attentions turned

pale. I had marveled to see his com-

posure when the muzzle of the re-

volver was at his forehead; but he

doubtless was thoroughly acquainted
with his own class, and knew that

there was no danger of more than a

menace from that quarter, provided he

sat still and made no resistance. But

when those hostile cries were heard, he

realized his danger at once. He was

among gamblers, sporting men, specu-
lators and adventurers; many of them

had been drinking freely; his offense
was something each mau, by reason of

his own mode of life, was prepared to

regard as a personal insult and injury.
And he probably knew, too, that no

wild beast of the forest or the wild is

so cruel in its rage as a crowd of men.

No time was allowed him to think

about it. A rush was made for him; a

dozen hands seized him; spite of his

struggles, cries and curses, he was

dragged along toward the gangway.
The captain came running down,

hearing the commotion; and, seeing
the situation of affairs, began to inter-

cede for the endangered man.

“For God’s sake, gentlemen, what’s

the matter? Don’t have any violence

here.”

“It's only a card-sharp we’re go-

ing to give a ducking.”
“It’sabout time we made an exam-

ple of some of these blacklegs who

travel along the river, fleecing honest

gentlemen.”
“I’dlike to have him put down in

the furnace-room, till the boat gets to

New Orleans.”

“Save me, Capt. Norris!” the wretch-

ed man exclaimed.

“Ah!—is it you, Con Bostock?” the

captain cried. “I know you of old.

Gentlemen, just spare him this time,
and if he ever dares to come aboard

the Queen again, you can drown him or

hang him, for all I care. But to-night,
please let’s have no violence. It

might hurt the good name of my boat.”

The appeal was successful. The

captain’s interference had given two

minutes for reflection; and when a mob

can be got to think, there is hope of it.

With some dissent, the merciful coun-

sel was approved.
“Butyou’ll set him ashore?” some

one suggested.
“With great pleasure. There’s • a

landing two miles below; he’llhave to

walk two miles to find a house.”

The crowd became good humored at

the idea, and sundry coarse jokes were

cut at the expense of the gambler's
plight. The boat was soon brought to

the shore, and he was unceremoniously
landed. I did not expect ever to see

his coarse, depraved face again; but it

was with me as it ever is—“man pro-

poses, God disposes.”

CHAPTER XL

IN LOUISIANA.

The ever-changing scenes of the

great river interested me, and I could

have studied for days the varying
phases of human nature about me; but

as current and stream bore us rapidly
down, the object of my journey pressed
upon my thoughts, and it was with

eager alacrity that I stepped ashore at

Donaldsonville, at the head of Bayou
La Fourche. With a few others and

with my small luggage I was trans-
ferred to a small steamer, and the last

few miles of my journey we followed

the course of the bayou.
For the first time I was in that land

of wonders, lower Louisiana. I was

floating on one of the multitude of

streams, which, more than one hun-

dred miles above the Delta of the

Mississippi, help to carry off the great
pressure of waters to the gulf. Other

rivers receive tributaries to swell their

flood; as the mighty Father of Waters

approaches salt water he is compelled
to send off other rivers to relieve him-

self. I was in a region entirely allu-

vial. a land doubtless manufactured,
as might be said, by the continual de-

posit of soil brought down by the tire-

less water giant and thrust out into

the gulf. As the poet Longfellow
finely says of this strange phenom-
enon, he

"Seizes the hills in his hands and drags them
down to the ocean.”

Iwas in that region whieh is actu-

aljy at moat seasons below the level of

the streams, where great levees or

banks are built upon each side to con-

fine the water to its own bed. Upon
the summit of these levees, high above

our heads as we steamed along, we saw

negro men and women walking, carry-

ing immense bundles and even jars
fullof water upon the bare crown, with-

out a touch of the hand. At times the

bends of the bayou enabled us to look

beyond the levees over a section of the

country and see vast plantations green
with the miniature forests of the

sugar-cane. It is here, in this rich,

black soil, that the most prolific sugar

country in North America is found. The

population was almost evenly divided

between white and black; the larger
part of the former was of French de-

scent; the French language was much

spoken, and French names of persons
and places were the most common.

To me this was all new and strange,

and I was asking many questions
about these strange features of the

land when the boat stopped and the

captain announced "Bostock’s.” I

was the sole passenger landed here.

Engaging a lusty and lazy negro to

carry my trunk and show me the way,
I took the last steps of my journey
with throbbing heart. All that Mr.

Dorion had related, all that he had put
into his warnings, recurred to me. I

stopped. I shrank from the test that I

had come two thousand miles to make.

“Dar am de house, maussa,” said my

guide.
It was a large frame house with

verandas above and below. It stood

not two hundred yards back from the

bayou. Stately oaks, beautiful mag-

nolias were before and around it,

through which were seen glimpses of

wide plantation lands.

The day was hot, the sun oppressive.
As I advanced toward the house I saw

a man seated in the shade, while an-

other was speaking earnestly and with

much gesticulation to him. I stopped,
fearful of intruding, but I was already
withinearshot.

“A lazy, idle, sulky nigger, sir, I tell

you! He don’t earn his salt. I’d have

whaled him long ago if you hadn’t for-

bidden me; and 1 must tell you, sir, if

he ain’t to be whipped, he’d better be

sold. Mayn’t I send him over to New

Orleans?”

The answer was inaudible.

"Yes, sir, I know you don’t like it;
but I’m convinced it’s the only way to

manage. Well, then—if here ain’t the

lazy devil right here now! The sassy
dog! Look here, you Jeremiah! Didn’t

I tell you to keep to the cane-hoeing
allday? Where you been?”

My attendant, balancing my trunk

upon his head, and spreading out his

hands in a deprecating way, replied:
“O! so yo’ did; Maussa Le Feere, an’

I meant to stay—’deed I did!—but I

hear de boat a-comin’ down de bayou,
an’ I went down to see um, an’ I’m

totin’ up dis yer young maussa’s trunk.”

|TO BE CONTINUED.!

TWO MEN SAT AT THE TABLE PLAYING

CARDS.

MY ATTENDANT BALANCED THE TRUNK

ON HIS HEAD.

Drugstore Humor.

Drug clerks often derive amusement

from the prescriptions that are left

with them. A prescription which

called for certain tablets, and which

was written by a Chicago physician,
was put up in a down-town pharmacy
the other day. The directions were a*

follows: “One tablet every two hours

for five days, skip four days and com-

mence again.” The pharmacist smiled

when he wrote the label, and profes-
sional etiquette alone prevented him

from asking the customer, who weighed
about 180 pounds, if he thought he

would survive after so much skipping.
Another prescription caused the pa-
tient himself to laugh when he read

the doctor’s directions, which were:

“Take fifteen drops one hour after eat-

ing in a little water.” “Idon’t eat in

water,” said the man, “although I did

chew an apple once when I was bath-

ing at Long Branch.” Strangely spelt
communications are often brought to

the druggist. A woman handed a slip
to a clerk recently, and said: “Gimme

ten cents’ worth of that.” The clerk

read, “Grocer’s Supplement.” “Iguess

you mean corrosive sublimate,” he said,
“but that is poison, and we can’t sell

it to you.” The woman went away
after declaring that she wanted it to

“killboogs with.”

The Chinaman’s Queue.

The custom of Chinese wearing pig-
tails is not so very ancient. It dates

from 1627, when the Manchus, who then

commenced their conquest of the celes-

tial empire, enforced this fashion of

doing the hair as a sign of degradatiop
The average queue is three feet long
There are 200,000,000 adult Chinamen,
so that their united pigtails measure

113,636 miles, a sufficient quantity to

go times around the earth, and with

enough over to hang all the murderers

in the world for the next 50 years, us-

ing a couple of yards of material for

each operation.

The power of trees to regulate their

own temperature to a certain extent is

seen in the fact that their twigs are

not frozen through in winter, nor does

their temperature increase in summer

in proportion to the temperature of the

surrounding atmosphere.

From the American aloe tree are

made thread, needles, ropes, cables,

paper, clothing, soap, sugar and

brandy.

CLASS CRITICISMS.

? tender lambkin found his way
Into the woods one summer day,

?nd c used a deal of talking:
The goat admired his voice and form,
The lion laughed aloud in scorn;
“The goat,” said he, “is joklrg.

“I saw the beast, a perfect muff,
?nd yet a pretty beast enough;

But then his voice is shocking
He tried to roar; this was his way—**
The lion scornfully cried: “Ba-a-a!"

And there was merry mocking.

The deer said: "What made me most mad

Was not the voice; that wasn't bad.

But oh, such dreadful leaping!
He kicked and skipped like any fool;
But yet for progress, as a rule.

He might as well be creeping.”

A bad beast altogether, sirs,”
The tiger said. “My anger stirs

To think of his pretension.
He cannot roar; be cannot run;

Yet when to-day, at rising sun,
Ihad the condescension

** To offer in a pleasant way,
A bit of man, killed yesterday;

He ’ooked at me disgusted.
And answered: ‘Sir, I crave to pass,
Ieat no food at all but grass:

’

Such beasts cannot be trusted."

And so these critics falsely shamed,
And fullof partial censure blamed,

As each beast had its passion;
And yet the lamb was true and good.
Yet sometimes. Ihave understood,

Men judge in the same fashion.
—Lillie E. Barr, in N. Y. Ledger.
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the great “WHEAT AND DAISY BELT" ot
Northern lowa, Southwestern Minnesota and Faal
Central Dakota.

The Short Line via Seneca and Kankakee efftaa
facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cin-

cinnati and other Southern points.
Par Tickets, Maps, Folders, ordeslrod informa-

tion, apply at anyCoupon TickcAOffice, or address

E. ST. JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
Gen’lManager. GesiTkt. dkPaas. Act,

rrwrmatin
/ ; ..1 ’¦

WEBSTER

/a D' itself
'

8000 more Words and nearly 2000 more It'na
trations than any other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
in every School and at every Fireside.

Bold by all Booksellers. Illustrated Pamphlet
sent free.

&4 C. MERRIAM ACO.. PubW,RpringfWd,Mm

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

The editors of McClure’s Mags*
tine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the mama-
tine both instructive and enter-

taining.
100 HEN AND WOrtEN PAMOU? IM

LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be

represented In McClure's Magazine, either
ae authors of articles or as participants ba

dialogues and interviews, or as aublecta as
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd E yfta
Osbourne, will run through four

numbers, beginning with Jan- rty flgM
nary. This story is one of thrill- TrT
Ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding one of (Wj \
"

Treasure Island,” and of “The •

Wrecker." ¦—

William Dean Howells

Will contribute a serial atoqp
Xsh\A A to run through three numbers,

\
“ore especially for younger

readers, and, like all his stories

for young people, it will be just
**interesting to their elders.

/Xvy? Short Stories
time. will be contributed by maay

well-known writers, among others i

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris,
Conan Doyls, Prank R. Stockton,

Harriet Prescott Spofford, “Q"
Clark Russell. Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwill.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and

Studies of Great Hen in Action, will continue

Io be marked features of coming Issues. Under

this heading are announced the following :

D. L. riOODY, tho Han and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUnfIOND.

This is the first complete study

of M?. Moody’s career which

bat ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men, > / H

Dy HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour is pro-

babiy the grealeat merchant in the history of th*

world. He is also a great philanthropist. This

article will present the many sides of his activ-

ities, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
V vu

At hl* areatMt *

\ Zw —SY

ARCHIBALD PORBEC

Ruskin at Home.
~

Z
By n. H. SPIBLnAN.

Pierre Loti,
. A personal sketch, by

HADAHB ADAH.

Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Verne, |

Aardou,

Andrew Carnegie '

Archdeacon Farrar, •*"**

Dumas, th* Young*r.
(I T\ Camila Flamarlon,

¦ i jb and

CHARLES A. DANA

Jmli are llle • u^jecU °f Articles la

the f° rm of interyiewa, in which

ißka’iMr the lnaUcr maln 'y sutoWo-

snßlwHMiy graphical. These articles in many

cases give full length portraits

‘heir" subjects, th* atones of

dm. their lives, struggles, aebieve-

¦ents and successes. These articles wUI be fully

Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements above.

Important contributions, some of which are unique

are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyeaen, fl. do Blowltz,
Thomas Nelson Psge, Frank R. Stocktaa.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrar.

Robert Louis Stevenson, Chartes. A. Dana,

George W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
i

Articles under this head wiltdeal with the Ma*

velsof Science, and interesting subjects m the field*

of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Acts Relating t*

the Prolongation of Life. Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely

articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait-

ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved a*

popular, willcontinue tocharacterize-eoming issuta

The regular price of McClure's Hagazln*

15 cents a Copy. SLJSo a Year*

How to Set this Magazine.

We Have Made Special) Arrangement*

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AN® 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK*

Whereby We Can Offer the

F6ODI6S PIIOI
AND BIcCLURE’S MAGAZINE

In Ownbination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advance*.

By Subscribing for tha

Fgodib’s moi
You Can Have this Splendid Magazine, ,

for Only 51 25 a Year, or toH Cento '*

a Copy. Address ‘'fl

PILOT PUBLISHING CO.
1 RENSSELAER. IND.


