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‘T believe you are the coolk of
this bo(u in a sad eondition of
miud,” said the Cuban dryly,
more interested now in *im ap-

: }":‘:'-‘m-'thin_’_” cutter, “Cook! I'm
mate, if 'm anything,” splut-
1ered Dorsey, the sailor in him
wroused by the affront. Yet the
ierror in his eyes might have in-
dicated his doubt that he was
auything.

The vessel outside had stopped
"her-engines at the mouth of the
inlet, and now sent another and
batter aimed shot across the
“*Avon’s” stern. It aroused Dor-
sey to fury.

“That’s your game is
he growled, hoarsely, “All right.
‘Get under way,” you say.” He
spraug to the deck, saw that the
anchors were on the rail; then,
to satisfy misgivings thirty years
old, ran aft and looked over the
stern at the rudder. [t was there,
intact, and he hurried to the
eungine-room ‘hatch.
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A Tale Told
By a Mate and
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the inlet Then Dorsey
threw the throttle wide open,
and with a qassing ddjurgation
to the victim 1n Lh(, fire room
ran to the wheel.

“Come up here and give me a
hand,” he called; but the Cuban
did not answer. He had just seen
a dark figure emerge from the
e-hold, take a hurried look
around, and speed to the stern,
where the boat, nearly, on end
now as the steamer gathered way,
was fastened by its painter. Act-
ing on a sudden resolution, he
followed, choosing to join the
party ashore with the aid of the
fireman—who © could scull—
rather than remain with a map
who, if not a maniac, was amost
aggressive and unpim sent com-
ps i,r..uuvm;,u»nny a Spanish spy
He slipped down the rope aft
the negro, and cut the boat (:!ezu'.

Dorsey saw them, shook his
fist, and steered for the inlet.
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revenue cutter,
to pursue, not to flee; hencemone
of her gungeould be trained over
the stern. Was ever dignified
government craft cwwht in a
more undignified position? She
could not safelyv back out of the
iniet, and by the time she had
steamed in, turned around, and
started seaward, the ‘‘Avon”
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He ran forward

in the after end of the
pilot house found a chest,
which he kicked open, scattering
the contents—signal ﬂ(v's—un
the floor.  He picked out three,
aud called the Cuban.

**Who are you, anyhow?”
asked.'* Can you run
euglue?”

.-NO"’

**Can’'you steer?”

“l cannot.”

“Then I must do bot.h
thiese three flags up to the truck
in the <>1der1name them—K, G,
P Uunderstand? K on top They’ re
marxed. Qulck now.

“Why,” demanded the other,
"th.t do these flags M)?’

“They say our engine’s
broken down, if you must know,”’
yelied D«)rw\r “I want to stop

his fire, and draw him into the in-

~ let; then dash by hit. Ti's our
5 ;nly chance.
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shotalter shot from the eutter's
long-range guns hummed around
the ‘*Avon” but none of them
struck, Though her armament
was comparatively modern. her
engine was old—older than the
““Avon’s,” and inferior by two
knot’s speed per hour.

Dorsey steered due east, made
periodical trips to the boat’s
vitals, and in® three hours
whooped in triumph as he ‘saw
the parsuer head slowly around
and,start back. An hour later he
drew his fires, stopped the
engine, and cooked his breakfast,
hardly yet recovered from his
excitement sufficiently to realize
to the full his isolation—not of
space, but of time. He was still
of the past; just escaped from
peril a generation gone.

He finished his meal and
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The captau oom was locked.
' Iv no condisien of mind to care
tfor b u‘uu,a.l,qethuetm, he raised
his foot, bugst in the door and

tered. ddarge mirror on the
head reflected his image,
1 hie stood transfixed by the
t1 e, staring. bearded face—

ich waSno his own. He raised

1 1
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e inclined his head to the right
and theleft, and was accompa:

“It’8 me,” “‘and it isn’t we!”
Approeachinge the glass, he exam-

him. There was not a trace

of resembiance between the old
and the new John Dorsey, unless
it was the color of the eyes.
Hair, features, even the shape
of the nose and thickness of the
lips, were chanzed. The shoul-
ders, tno, were more sloping, as
though dragged down by
weights. John Dorsey had pulled
ropes, downward;  Jack Shiven
had wheeled barrows.

He sank down on a chest in
helpless fright, while perspir-
ation oozed from his forehead. A
discolored newspaper lay folded
in the berth, which he geized and
examined. 1t was dated Jannary
1, 1895 He threw it down.
“Can’t be,” he said, with a doubt-
ing, though piteous, half
smile. ' “Seventy-five, eighty-
five, ninety-five—thirty years.
Nonsense. Where's the log-lg
hook?”

He found itin the mate’s room;
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As the noon hour appmached
he thought of an observation. *I
know the latitude,” he mused *‘I

san subtract that from the zenth
distance and get the declination,
and that will give me the month
and day in the almanac.. But
what’s the use? I’M know to-
‘moxrow, when I see the owners.
The sun’s well south of the line;
it's the fall of the year. It Wwas
last Td,n uary when my light went
ount.’

tHe threwon coal, started the
engine, and shaped a course for
the providence channel. All that
day and the following night he
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v breath of air rud
elassy smoothness of the
swell hich, sent by  some
distant ¢al had thrown the
‘“Avon” into its trough and was
rolling her gently as she drifted
north with the Gulf Stream. The
sun was shining from a cloud-
flecked sky, and in the air were
all the mild warmth and softness
of the Florida winter. But to
this human soul, torn from its
past, plunged alone and un-
(rulded far into the unknown,
there was something unreal ang
unearthly in the aspect of the
sea and sky. There was insuffer-
able heat and dryness to the air
he breathed, and a new, metallic
ring to the tinkling swash of the
water as the boat rolled; and
this sound, with the hissing of
steam from the boiler, instead of
relieving, seemed but to accentu-
ate the inteuse silence of the
ocean—which bore him down
and crushed him.
“Who am 1?7 he
raather than uttered.
John Dorsey. I'm‘some
Who?”

He backed up against the side
of the forward house. Off to the
westward was a speck——hhe reve-
nue cutter. It was a tangible
reality, and his dazed facu]'tles
seized it. He traced back, painful:
ly, the events of the morning,
**She chased me out here,” he
whispered, **Who was that Dago?
He lmew:mg Who was the nig-
ger, and the crowd on the bea.ch
They were not the crew —I'm
not the mate.” He walked aft.
“Here I stood this morning—
last night—when I was struck
and then—ali at once—it was
daylight, and I was here.” - He
moved a few steps. “*And nothing
is the same.” He noticed -the
brokeh wire-rope on 'he deck,
“What parted the lift* Tt seems
—yes—it must be—that is’ what
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{cape; but his neck was near
1 dislocated by the sudden shake

wakeinge to  their
listence, he sie'm-f‘x inio the west
ntrance of Nassau harbor,

On the nffmmt point of the low
shoré wus & h.;:mc. that
| him something red.  He did nos
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rt ..l dropped it, and :
«m! a. few fathoms, banked L‘.A
fires, ahd hailed shore boat.
L‘n hu landed, an old woman in a
red shawl -was waiting, = She
flung herself upon him wish a
(r]d,d cry, and after a moment he
knew her for his mother. But
his greeting was rather a .cold
one, for by his chronology it
was only a weeék since he kissed
her good-by. Later, when ques-
vioned, he said: ‘I didn’t know
mother, at first; she had grown
so old.” She, on her part de-
clared with streaming eyes: ‘1
recognized Johnny the minute I
saw him. And I always knew
he'd come back in the,old
‘Petrel.’ ” :
Dorsey did not go to seek the
owners of the “*Petrel.’” Men
who professed to be friends -of
his, but who looked curiously
old and weatherbeaten, talked to
him in such a way  that every-
thing grew more uncertain than
ever. Then, one day, as he
climmbed over the “Avou's rail, a
man emerged from the cabin,
and with a stern countenance,
though with a secret twinkle in

Of

&

him, *So-ho, my man,”
‘‘never been to sea,
you can navigate. Can't seull a
boat ashore, but can rum an
engine, and steal a big steamer?”

He gave Dorsey a ue,ntle shake.
The next moment he was seated
on'the deck a dozen feet away,
rubbing a smarting spot on his
chest about as l(xrge as Doraey S
fist—which fist, as unused to
such collisions as Dorsey was to
being shaken, was also being
rubbed. In his incomplete corres-
pondence with his environment,
he was still the mate of the
“Petrel.” dealing with an inso
lent member of the crew; for
time had touched "ii;:’r;!!vy Tthe
captain qf the vot. e and
Dorsey recognized lim as his old
{Shipmale.

said he;
hey? = Yet

n‘

*

(L mean- |
trolble. |
the |

Oyt |
S
Al | boarc
He'i g

amend )

oosib Sthiere
i : fi'i(*?b‘l!('!“‘,u
‘,?rrt’r:.‘Lﬁ,‘,/' With - his. hand

¢ uﬁ"-;uu\" eollar, * ey
(it's a long Wie since you und 1
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| that shot from the Yankee?”

“Why, [ don’t really koow,

1 Jack,” said the udpbam, resolved

to humor his captor, whose ma
niacal strenth prevemed an  es-

ly

he received as Dorsey thundered: |

3 me 1"’

“Don't eall me Jack! Answer
I

'} ehme and: foqied

from |

eye of a sailor who loves bis|

1irom?"’

ravitated from the wheelto the’

indolent ex:

the eye, advanced and collared !

an off thb my
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, : en. Don’t you
remember? You stmt .d the ma
vthe cutier, and
ﬂ'oi; away. T spose you Lept right |
_on and broughtmp here.” -

Dorsey released him. But

| that was in this boat Do you be-

long in her?’

“l’m ‘hev capt.aiﬁ and owner; and
it seems T'm getting queer treai-
ment from my eook. You've
looted my canin.” The captain
grew easier. There Was Lo
gleam of 1n~a.uniy in the earnest
eyes that were fixed upos him

“*Was I the eook? What was
my name? Waere'd I come
asked Dorsey eagerly.

**You shipped in New York as
Jack Shiwen; that’s ail [ know.
You're uot a bewildering success
as a cook, but I'll admit you were
a well behaved man until late'y.
The fireman swears you.re
crazy.” 'The grinning captain
said nothing of his own doubts
on this point.

“Jack Shiven,” repeated Dor-
sey; ‘*ves, that's what salled
me. ‘But, Captain, I meant  the
‘Petrel’—when she taken—
it was last week to me—bui they
tetl me it was thirty back
—when'you'were 'fors mast,
and [ was mate; what happened?
Where'd [
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arihh but John Dorsey
ave ot oy thal cutf
was & tiracie, that’s
was.  Takes blockadin
to develope & man. I »'p me old
imés brought you rouud. Yes,
don’t you know? Youa was stun-
ned and coulde’t remember. And
yow've seen your mother. I'd
aive this boat to have been at
that meeting. Thirty long years,
winter and summer, she’s sai ou
those rocks waiting for you Mr.
Dorsey and now you've come!”
‘'he captain was winking hard.
“Come  below, Mr. Dorsey.
there’s only  one thing that
fits this -occasion.  If you'd
smashed more furniture, you'd
a’ found it. If was bostled the
year you went under,
THE END.

OHORTHANDIN THE SENATE.

¥ir. Mason of Xllinois the Latest Pothcok
Expert to e EHlected.

The election of Eilly Mason will add
another competent shorthand reporter to
the membership of the United States
senate. Several years ago he was con-
sidered one of the best in the country.
Judge Withrow of the Rock Island rail-
| road used to say that afirst class stenog-
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]rapher was spoiled when Mason went
into politics.

It is not generally known that Senator
Chandler of New Hampghire is also a
proficient stenographer, like Represcnta-
tive Hitt of Illinois. Both of them have
been professionals, and both still use the
shorthand system in making notes dur-
ing debates, committee meetings, etc.
Although he has not had aetive practice
for 25 or 80 years Mr. Chandler is able
| to make and transcribe his notes as rap-
; 1dly as when he was a young man in
| daily practice as reporter for the su-

| preme conrt of New Hampshire.

| One day in a committee meeting of
| senators there was a lively dispute be-
tween Mr. Chandler and ‘a Democratic
colleague.  As it grew’ heated My

Chandler, who is always an e\mpemr-
ing antageonist in a controve I8y, accused
his <>1 ponent of contradicting himse 1,

good !
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Yault and Ls Impreznable De! _
Womans Interestxng Story, :

i per on “Places In New YoxL ” int
| course of which she says: If you ¢nts
one of tise largest office hulding% anc
up and down and around in it, you w
sce that it is not.a mere House; but al-
most 4 town in itself. ~ ¥t nearly covers
the space of an entire cmy block. - Thir-
ty-two elevators serve the persons and
the wants of  its denizens and their vis-
itors, and tl‘ey carry some: 40,000 pas-
sengers each day. The great }msmese
concern which owns it <fills 'a whole
ficor, with balls as big as churches and
regiments of clerks. On the cther ficors |
hvo ‘many another big compiny and

.u‘y an individual doing a big business
vf. this sort or of that, and their number
will nct amaze you ag mueh as the qu-
ury with which presaic ‘tasks of “nioney
making ‘now surround themselves. I°
wondc‘r sometimes what my grandfather
would have thought of it. No one
New York did business in a bigger
than he, sending his famous cli
ships to encirele the world and traffic in
a score of* ports.  Yet, when my father
began to ‘‘clerk’”’ for bhim, the first of
his duties wwas to sand his cfiice ﬂoon
aud I eah remember how small and
was this ofiice even at a mug
day, with the bowsprits ci
most peking themselves
~dows.as. they lay along
South sireet.
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wealth to gaald
Truly the steel clad burrows: of a

great safe deposit company look e

cious enough to contain all the we

of New York, and whether your

be exactly met You may hire a safe
little thfxt a dl'uuoud necklace won d

mzed room, and its rent means the in
come of a good sized fortune—§7,000 or
80 per annum. Narrow lane after lane
is walled by tiers of these safes,:
streets arc walled by house fronts; there
is a second story below the first, and
there are other places where other thin
than gold and silver, precious paper
and jewels may be stored. Theére
rooms full of tmnks, and-I remembe
big one with the sweat of steam glisten
ing on its walls and ceilings, which was
filled full and heaped and piled wi
bales of a shining cream colored stuff:
raw sills, costly and also perishab
needing to be kept perpetually mo
lest it lose its pliability.

When in this treasure house of un:
countable riches we see marble floors
which can be lifted by levers gothaf
they lie against the bases of doors im
preguable without them and vents
which can throw curtains of scalding
steam down upon the head of any on
who, may try to tamper with them, it
seems as though the days of orient
magicians had returned, with consplc ;
ous modern improvements. Of eours
there are rows and rows of  little ca
nets, where Croesus may hgndle hl
wezﬂth very pnvatolv, and ﬁne laa

and bars and p&bb'WOl‘(lS ‘“The ladl
waiting room is a great convenience,
said the gray coated guardian one da.y
‘““When gentlemen bring their wis
down town axnd have business to'do els
where, it’s a nice 'place to leave th
in.”’ 8o it is, but if it is much nse
this purpose X hope that its nice

not its terrific security, determines
fac t.

Admiral Dot Has a Son,

son and heir has been born to A

A,
iral Dot; the Tamous dwarf.

mira

which the latter stoutly denied.

“Iwill ‘tell you exactly what you
gaid,”’ . rstorted Myt Chandler
thought you were speaking recklessly
and wounld Cisavow it sopner.or late
I tock down in shi

1 10 xr‘:xd from

th and thi
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cugaey of t
the shiorth
1 en \p} ved! by an
attorney m thecave, and Senator Chag-
was called npon: a8 an expert. A
great deal depended upon whether a cer-
tain sign'in t"v notes should be trans-
lated ‘*at’! or ‘‘of.”’ ‘Mr. Chandler took
an envelope cut of his pocket and on the
buack of it made two marks with a Iea;d
| pencil.

“‘Now,'’ he said to the attorney, ceif
you can tell me which of those charac-
ters was used. in the copy I will tell you
without looking at it which word it
was intended for. The characters used |
for ‘at’ and ‘of’ are generally similar,

but any stenographer can distinguish
them ata glance. ”—-Oldoago Record.
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No Pay Por Football Injuries‘
The jury in the Costello-Wi

retwraed awmu,l for.the: uo*

The gotion svas. brought by M. Cosi

of Buluth againast P, B, Winston,

Mimcupolis eapitalist, to.recover

000 damages. Ia & high school footh:

game at Du?uth Mr. Costello’s son

thrown out of a flying wedge and

manently crippled. He contended

‘Mr. Winston's son threw him out. The

defense did not attempt to show th

rrough chamcar of the game.
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