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A FIGHT WITH A -
SLAVER.

The coxswain of the pinnace woke
up with a start from his position on
the ice eide of the stern sheots, and,
as he sleepily assumed a sitting pos-
ture, thrust the great toe of his right
foot into the open mouth of the Swa-
bili interpreter, who was placidly
slumbering at the bottom of the boat.

The choke, the gurgle, and the ex-
postulation of the latter also woke the
lieutenant who occupled the weather
side, and then all three sat and stared
about them; the remainder of the
boat’s crew remained soundly and
stertoriously asleep. .
She was a twenty-eight foot pinnace,

ned, armed and provisioned for
enty-eight days, and she was on her
way down the coast of Madagascar in
company with the whaler both boats
belonged to H. M. corvette Pluto, and
bad been away from the ship twenty
four days, and were on thelr way to
rejoin her at Majunga. Some miles
away on the port hand the coast show-
ed up as a dim, dark line, shimmering
in the heat haze, and away to the
westward ‘“‘there danced the deep be-
fore them blue, empty 'neath the sun.”

“What's up?’ growled the lieuten-
ant to the seaman steering the boat.

The latter removed a sooty, black
clay from the corner of his mouth,
and expectorated respectfully over the
stern ;“I don’t see nothing myself,
sir, but that there Tom Dollar he
'afled me a minute ago as there was
a dhow In sight on the starboard
beam.l'

“Confoynd him. 1 believe he can
see twenty miles,” replied the officer,
and then called “Tom.” A broad,
shining black face, wreathed in a por-
tentous grin, showed ifself before the
weather side of the mast, and the
owner of the face answered cheerful-
ly, “Sare.”

“Whither away, Tom?”

*Star'od beam, sare;
Bare.”

“Hard aport and let her gybe,” or
dered the lieutenant, “and you, Simp-
the

m

dhow salil,

kins, and Suleimap haul after
main sheet.”

The coxswain and the interpreter
did as they were bidden, and the

heavily laden boat turned her stern to
the shore.

“Don’'t wake the hands till tea time,
and you let Tom con the boat”

“Ay, ay, sir,” answered the A. B. at
the tiller and the three occupants of
the stern sheets
themselves to slumber.

It would be hard for the landeman
to comprehend what the simple sen-
tence of ‘“manner, armed and provi-
sioned for twenty-eight days” means.
The boat carried twelve seamen, &

coxswaln, a Seedie boy, an officer and

an [nterpreter sixteen souls in all; &

seven-pounder gun, which weapon ot|
offense was wrapped in a painted can-.

vas jacket and lashed under the after
thwart, while the carrtage for mount-
ing it stood in the bows, where it dis- .
puted the space with a cooking stove,
the heel of the bowsprit, and the head
sheets. The bottom of the boat was
filled with seven-pounder ammunition,
and boxes of small-arm cartridges, bis-
cuit boxes, water breakers and small
cagks of salt pork were fitted in like
Dleces of a puzzle, and still space had
to be found for a medicine chest, a
small cask or rum, the men's change
of clothing and their waterproofs. He
who sails on the track of a slaver has
scant room for luxuries.

Guided by the extraordinary vision
of the Seedie boy, the pinnace steered
in the directlon of the dhow.

“To overhaul and examine all dhows
met with, and assure himself by per-
sonal inspection that she carries no
slaves, and to detain her if her equip-
ment shows signg that she is engaged
in such traffic,” ran the preamble of
the instructions issued to the lieuten-
ant in the whaler. The breeze, which
had been fitful and paltry during the
earlier part of the afternoon, now be-
came fresh and strong, and the boats
were making steady progress seaward;
and now the huge sall of the dhow
was plainly in sight as the vessel was
making for the coast with a beam
wind, and ripping through the smooth,
blue water two feet for every one
made by the heavily laden man-of-war
boats, which were sailing to cut her
off,

On the raised platform at the stern
of the dhow crouched Sheikh Ibrahim,
the Arab slave trader, alongside the
captain and steersman of the dhow.

“May Allah confound all giaours,”
he ejaculated, “and likewise the triple
dyed fool De S8iva, the Portugueses;
did he not say the accursed Ingese
had gone south in the warship, and
now we run straight into the arms of
these children of Shaitan?”

“Will the sail come down when the
guns of glaous shoot?’ queried the
captain.

“No,” thund.red Ibrahim, “by the
beard of the Prophet, we be thirty
fighting men, and they be twenty at
the outside; we fight this time. I go
bid my men prepare.”

He descended from the platform,
and mixed with the crew of despera-
does in the waist. Picked men these,
lean as greyhounds and tempered to
the toughness of thelr own good
swords by many a scene of blood and
outrage in the dim forests from which
they reft their prey. Down below
hatches lay manacled elghty wretches,
torn from some unkmown tract in the
pathless wilds of Central Africa; all
strong men these, and landed in good
condition means a very large sum of
money, and Sheikh Ibrahim's blood
turned to gall when he thought of the
unwarrantable Interference of the
chase. .

The leutenant stared long and
steadily at her through his glasses,]
and then turned to the interpreter.

“What do you think of her?" bhe
ssked.

“She large dhow, sare, perhaps slav
or,” was the Ruminating reply.

“She’s got the heels of us, anyway,
Simpkins,” sald the lleutenant to the
coxswain “Just loosen the lashings of
the seven-pounder; if she don't heave
to when we fire a rifle across her
bows, we'll mount the gun and wing
her.”

It was now evident that the boats
could not cat the dhow off; the latter
sailing a point free was skimming
through the smooth water like a rac
fng cutter, and the laden boats were
pinched up in the wind; if she did not
alter her course, she would pass about
two hundred yards ahead of them.
And now a sort of idea crept into
men’'s minds that there might be a
fight after all, and tha boat’'s crews
without orders took rifie and cutlassg
from the beckets under the thwarts
and placed them handy.

Suddenly an exclalmation came
from the coxswain. ‘““Whaler's mast
gone over the side, sir.”

“Bad luck,” sald the Ilieutenant;
“Signal ‘follow under oars.'”

Three tiny flags fluttered at the pin.
nace’'s masthead, an answered pennant
was run up In the whaler, and then
alt attention centered once more upon
the dhow. In obedience to orders, four
seamen fired their rifles simuiltane.
ously across her bow, but no notice
was taken; she was past llke s flash,
and slightly altering her helm present.
ed nothing but her high stern to her
now exasperated pursuers.

“Down heud salls, mount the gun,
was the order, and in less time than it
takes to tell, the absurd little cannon
was poking its nose over the bows of
the pinnace.

*Go forward, Simpkins, you're the
best shot, and aim at her mast; it's our
only chance; she's a sl&ver right
enough, and I daren’t fire at her hull
with all those poor devils down be
low.”

The gun was loaded and spokd OR<s,
and the shot tore a hole in the dhow's
sall.

“Bravo, one better next time, Simp-
kins,” shouted the lieutenant.

Again the coxswaln fired, and this

i time a huge white splinter lew from

her starboard quarter.
“Not s0 low man. Now, then, last
chance; there hasn't been such a one

again addressed !

'ln Mozambique for years.”

Again the small gun barked, and
this time a wild cheer went up from
the man-of-war's men, as over the
bows went mast and saill, and the
dhow lay helpless on the waters.

“Idown mast. out oars,” came the
order, and eager as hounds on a burn.

ing scent the men tugged at the tough
There was golng to be a

a8h oars.
fight—a real old-fashioned hand-to-
hand, rough and tumble, and the only
thought and prayer in all that boat
was that the dhow wasn't going to
. give in tamely.

But no idea of such a course enterm
ed the head of Sheikh Ibrahim. He
. bad noted the catastrophe to the whal-
er with glee, and even now felt pret.
'ty sure of coming off victorious; he

Iknew his men, he saw that the fight
{ would probably be over before the
| whaler could come up, for here were’
| these fouls pulling madly to attack him

without walting for the second boat.
And there was no guestion but that
it was a first-class fight—the pinnace’s
crew admitted that when they came:
to think of it afterward.

They were recelved by a volley
which severed one man’s backbone,
killing him on he spot, and shivering
the glasses which the lieutenant held
In his left hand then they were along-
side, and matters became complicated.

The slave traders fought as those
men fight who can feel the halter
around their necks, and the seamen
fought as only the British mailor can
fight when he gets the chance. But
the odds were very heavy, and in the
breathless intervals of that really fine
struggle, the lleutenant glanced ooceca-
sionally over his shoulder to look for
the whaler. e had not long to wait;
it was not lkely with twenty-an-six
months getting his first chance of ac-
tual service—and in such a glorious
row! The -sub-lieutenant had hastily
cut away the wreck of his mast, and
bis five men pulled as they had never
pulled at any Mediterranean regatta.
Their arrival turned the scale. Heed-
less of the boat, all six flung them-
gelves over the side and into the
melee, and In five minutes it was
over.

There is no occasion to count up the
butcher’s bill, but it would have made
a respectable total had ten times the
number of combatants been engaged.
As luck would have it, just at sunset
the ship, slowly making her way
northward to meet the boats, came
upon the scehe.

Regret for fallen messmates wasg
both genuine and sincere, but the sen-
timents of the whole ship's company,
from the captain to the lower deck
sweeper, were surely correctly indicat-
ed by the remark of the first lieuten-
ant. He had come to visit his moss-
mates, the other lieutenant, whose
arm, laid open from ,shoulder ‘o el
bow by an Arab sword, had just Leen
stitched up by the doctor.

“I'm awfully sorry you're winged,
old man, but it can't be helped, and
that must have been a glorious scrap;
but there’'s some people in this world
who have all the luck.”—E. Hamiltom
Currey in Kansas City Independemt.

Suspicious.
“Y think It’s about time for a com-
mittee to examine his accounts,” said
the first plain citizen, referring to a
Qity Hall official.
“Why so?” inquired the other,
“I notice people are bheginning to
call him ‘Honest John.''—Catholle,
Standard and Times.

This Woman Says Either Fashiéh or
Ambition M Be Sacrificed.

Several ambitious professional wo-
men were lunching together the other
day, when the conversation turned
—as it sometimes will when women
talk—to ciothes.

“@Girls,” solemnly said the youngest
of the three, “I would give $1H0
if I bad it, to the person who would
plan out my wardrobe for this aum
mer without bothering me about it”

“There are those who could
take you up on that,” remarked the
tallest girl, serving out the salad.

“Of course. But the trouble is that
I have not the hundred dolars (o
spare. If I had I should place myselt
in the hands of a professional some-
body whose thought runs along dress
lines, and who could get me properly
clothed without at the same time be-
reaving me of my right mind—which
last catastrophy is bound to happen
it I have to fritter away my awn
brains over the problem.”

“And yet,” smiled the third woman,
“dress is fondly supposed to he the
one consuming topic of a woman's
thoughts. Funny, isn't it?

“Uproariously. Like the beanty
hints,’ which are published by the
ream under the fond delusion that
women would move heaven and earth,
forsake duty, friends and common
sense for the sake of removing a
freckle. Nobody reads ‘beauty hints®
but a few shallow females who
baven't anything else to do,” and the
youngest girl stirred the cream on
her chocolate with an air of profound
conviction.

Then the tallest girl laid down her
knife and fork and leaned forward
earnestly.

“Girls,” she began, “lst me make
& atatement. It may not he striking.
ly original, but {f the world ever
knew It, It seems to have forgotten
it. No woman can serve two mis
tresses! II her sole object In life I8
to dress well and look beautiful, {t
{s all right; she can do it—and not
much else! But, if she has any in-
telligent, serjous purpose in life, such
as to make the most of herself and
be of some use to the world, then
the world must not expect her to
look as if she had just stepped out
of a French band-box. To dress pen
fectly Is an art in itself. It takes
time and thought to plan the plain-
est of those ‘exquisitely simple’ gar
ments men are always raving over.
For the woman who has the money
to put herself and her wardrobe in

| hair tightly from the remainder.

the hands of a professional dresser
~—just as she turns her house over
to the professional decorator and fur
pisher—the problem {3 solved. She
can be exquisitely and fittingly gown
ed, and still have time and spirit
left for higher things. The woman
who cannot afford this must choose
one of two courses; she may spend
half her days and two-thirds of her
mental capacity in the effort to be
good-looking and eftective and ‘up-
|todate. or she may just make sure
that her dress is whole and neat and
| Inconspicuous, and men think no
more about it: but turn her attention
to things more worth while. Not
belng a wax doll, I long ago chose the
latter course. 1 do not flatter my-.
|selr that 1 should take the prize fot
[‘swell dressing,’” and the tall gin
. glanced smilingly down at her plain
shirtwaist and dark walking skirt;
“but I look respectable, and I am
happy In my work, and I know,” and
she smiled with a happy light in her
earnest eyes, “that I have a few
frlends who care for me for some
better reason than my clothes. Are
these things worth the sacrifice of
fashion, girls?”

There was a soft clapping of hands,
and the honest consensus of opinion
in that corner of the tea room was
that they were.—Philadelphia Bulle
tin.

Needlework at Night.

The best of all lights for sewing
at night is the good old-time lamp
well filled with kerosene oil, the well
irimmed blaze covered by an immac-
ulate chimney and shaded by an
opague white porcelain shade.

It may be neither an artistic nor
up-to-date lamp, but it has the merit
of being highly practical, which ean
not be Bald of the lamps with fancy
colored globes and shades which
mask the light so completely that
close observation i{s impossible,

Having settled the question of light
use some judgment in the selection of
the material on which to sew. Do
not attempt to work on black or on
very dark colors; red is particularly
trying to the eyes, as {8 material
with flne stripes or checks. Reserve
such goods for daylight work, and at
night work on white and dellcate
colors as much as you ecan. By right
planning, the different colors can be
made up under the best light, and
thus save much needless exhaustion,
Changing from omne color to another
in sewing at night will sometimes
prove very restful if the eyes are be-
coming tired.

Women Maltreat Their Halir.

Experts say that women maltreat
their hair, and that as a consequence
the halir line of the average woman
is retreating from the forehead slow-
1y, but surely.

Perhaps you have not noticed it,
but the expert has, and that is where
he has the advantage of you. After
all, if the worst comes to the worst,
our womankind will only be like the
Italian beauties of the Raphaelite
period, who used to shave the fromt
part of the head and strain back the
It
does not look pretty to us nowadays,
but, as Jack Pint sald, “uss I8 everys,
thing, ana we should get used toi'lt

1

in time.” . C
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CAN'T SERVE TWO MISTRESSES.|

hitherto. laxy, shiftless Inﬁimi,““
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'FIRST BRITON'IN t,. JASSA
Themas Mapning Saw.
X n
" When the Lattar Was & ¢
The fint Englishman who &
fted Lhasas and saw the Dadal Ix
was Lamb’s very eccentric and
Born at his father's 7yeotory -at
Norfolk, he studied hard at Came
bridge, became somewhst Intimate
with FPorson, apd, after some yeirs at
the university, began to be fascinated
with the mystery of China, aays the
London Chropicle. At length he re
solved at all costs to enter the Celas.
tia Empire, and gave himself up to
the scquirement of the Chinese lmn-
guage. Lamb wrote: “Pray try and
cure yourself, Take hellebore. Pray
to avold the flend., Read no moxre
books of voyages; they are nothing
but lies” But Manning was not to
be shaken, and Sir Joseph Banks,
president of the Royal Society, wrote
to the directors of the KEast India
Company, saylng how deep an inten

man, *“both on account of his mild
character and the energies of his
mm »

From 1807 to 1810 Manning wia at
Canton qualifying himself for t}
great enterprise he had in view, hut
in Juns of the latter year he proceed
ed to Calcuitta, whers, in a faney
Tartar dress, he was much llonised,
and, after a few months, started with
one Chinese servant ypon his venture
some expedition. On Dec. 17, 1811
he ascended to Potaln to saiuté thes
xrand lInma, and make his -offering,

in “the lofty towaering palace, w lcp
forma & majestic mountain of bu
fng,” Of the lama h¢ wrote: “‘Ett
wiis aboiit seyen years 0ld; had thael!
simple and unaffected manners of, &
well-educated princely chfld. His

aiffectingly Deautiful, He was of. &
gay and cheerful disposition; his
beautiful mouth perpetually unbend-
ing into a graceful smile, which tws
minated his whole countenance,”;
Manning, disguated with the ! t-
ment he recelved from our mem

returned to Englind, lived ‘the’ ML

of a recluse, and died at Bath, May
2, 1840, aged sixty-eight. Iiis Chinese
Hbrary is preserved by the Royal
Aslatic Boclety.

Toads Afrald of Snakes.

As I was walking along a path
through the woods this afterncon at
about sunset, writes a Malden dootor
to the Boston Transcript, I noticed &
toad who was out getting his evening
meal off the insects that hovered
about the path, I stopped to pass the
time of day with him by touching him
with my cane. I first touched the end
of his nose—he put up nis forsfoot
and deprecatingly pushed it away.
This performance we went through
with & few times, when he decided
that he had had enough of that kind
of fooling and hopped nonchalantly
off I started along the path and had
gome but a dozen steps when I naw a
striped snake lying in the path, he,
too, like the toad, out for his evening
meal.

I have a strong dislike for snakes,
so I promptly killed this one and
crushed Its head with the end of ey
cane. A few steps further along the
path I came across another hungry
toad. I advanced the cane to his
noss, but befors it had toucked Nt
his attitude had wholly changed,
When I saw &im first he was sitting
with his nose well up in the air, kesp-
ing vwatch for any insect that might
come near enough for him to seime
with his tongue; now, before the cane

down, trying to bury his nose In the
dust and make himwelf as small ansd
compact as poxsible. | withdrew my
stick, but he did not change his posi-
tion.

I approached it to his nose aEnin
and he shrank away from it befors it
had touched him. I then, after thae
lapse of a few moments, touched the
other end of him very lightly with
the cane, It had barely touched himn
when he gave a vigorous jump, and
de no sooner struck the ground than
he gave another big jump, and he
kept jumping as fast he could for sev-
eral yards, The whole conduect of this
second toad showed great fear ¢f my
cane, whereas the flrst toad scarcely
took any notice of it at all, and that
only in a mildly deprecatory manner.
The reason was that the second toad
smelled “snake” on the cane, and that
was enough for him. [ have watched
a snske eat & toad. The process ol
getting a toad into the snake’'s mouth
occupied over an hour, and from the
borrible experience that the {oad
went through -with, the slow but
steady surrender, millimeter by milli-
meter, into the snake's maw, I should
think toads would have a great dread
of snakes, as Indéed they have. When
1 advanced my cane to this toad I d4id
not think of his smelling the snake X
bad just killed, but when I saw him
shrink away in abject fear I saw the
reason in an instant, and though it
may have caused the toad a few mo-

_ments of dread. I touched him behind,

wishing to see how he would act, and
I saw the toad cover a few yards
path faster than I had ever seen one
betfore. . :

'.l‘hé westward march of civilized
markable than the conversion of ﬂm

Jnto & workingman at §$150 'Y

Large guugs of them are how eﬁ% Yo
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learned friend Thomas Manuin:.
Broome, near the suffolk “border of| '

a-vistt, He -had now: ;:M
est he felt in this very amiable young'

Who gave hlwzﬂm iom" 3 W2

face was, I thought, poetically ¥nd Us.
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of his pletures was i priv age
“% would the subject be? .- &

moved, she stood /
memory-moved. ©
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at the mttrﬁt from. time to tme. Bhe
bad seen it 40 many times, and th
too, patriotism bad not yet awaken:
fn her undisciplined little heart.” Bhe
was proud in the thought, howaver,

sorbing interest to her new nelghhor,
Finally, she began to relate the ;iw.':
sha had heard mo often,

“You aece, it'’s s really true ;m;.. :
And he. painted himself on mﬂ ;
horse,

Seven years Ister ha carne back for Xu-

great axe of seventesn, and when §e |
had met hl- former playmate, wiio
had just pro

he sald most condescendingly:
“Why, this must bg muc Luctle
Feltoni* A ;!;_L‘;»,,A

turbulent compapionship in strife, "
“I thought ymrx we%e “golby to bea'
soldier,” she sald one day; “lke: the
man on-horseback in the. plcturel?
“What's the uae of being & lofdiir

he laughed, “Therd are'nc whis ‘¥’

tather ba' the wman -that: painted.: tlm‘
picture. than the soldlerhe raprgngg\ 3 ‘,3

11“};,“#‘?;, Q"Q. 3.5"15 }éa It aga 3‘ R
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was egen ng of mﬁ eﬁ day WL
fashionable watering place. He: had: B
just arrived and -wax- instantly sur-

men _whp plsimed his teutlongaml‘ 1,8
tio ::%‘ bis* ‘e&% of ‘forelgn
tri\' Imomnr"ber&nd<wtnu§wlm,

xicnp about: him- m{o, gvswm“
his raving p!g‘ ntly caught
and l%eld bys .t}?é (] “Rﬁ'l with:
A pair - of wondemw airk anasdleep.
eyes, an ‘bxquisite face and & qulet
dignity .in the. carriage ot har tn ?
figure. - e

pearest him, and even hefore the.anm:
wer came he kney, the name would, bQ'
“Lucile Felton.” '~
“Look out!" hé ‘was warned, “Lu-
clie cannot be accused of flixting; -but |5
ahe attracts gll men nnq y.lvtn tnx'?l
them down,” -
She saw him' camuiﬁ * 40r0ss-. - the.
room and k&n him hyught; Ninso v
brown eyes that were st . in -of
the lttle boy she,ﬁ d ﬁuy witk‘g
years before, ' <~ e
Juat befors the last. Mco he. !oM,
AR opportunity to speak with her alons..
He was ton:ne-tlod Trom “this
strafige féellng, ' '
“Are your pl.mtl well?” he nuny, ,
saked abruptly, A shadow came ,over |
her face, The fan she Held tréixbled.
“pid you nbt kuow? " They  dled:
four years ago.” "’r’n"ru&A
SiForgive me—], dld ;not, kno

'y ' ‘#he: mqt)lnuod. 4

"A.nd the old home,
litting saddened eyu to: his, !
down and all its contents.”

She was mores besutifhl st wltl :

that she poxxessed something of abe}ye

“entered: upon hex | he
“teons,” that. Jonglooked-for period, | wa

Straightway Lucils felt. .she.: M“
bim, and they spent.a few, weaks of [ ' =

rounded by & -Fgroupit of  old-time |yo

tries.
“Wh 18 slioP! hé wikedror the zhax [ Kia

this sudden sorrow in-hér-eyes:—
“And you--where Is your homﬂ"
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Paul Wilils =
ing at the un!
pleture of & mm: H{
fect darling of :& littl
both looking; up at.
his old phot%
model for the Iad’s
love had brought to b
childish . tace, but . tihe. pie
hung on the wall he could only’.
recall. The subject und tHe*a ;
of the man on: the horse that had g}
stirred his young fanoy. were in
memory, but not pertecﬂy onopxh; 0
transfer to canvas, ' ALY
The next day, °while rummaging
through the old atock. of, & plcture.
deéaler, he saw & small pnintins in m
antique frame tbat brought forth ad’
exclamation of surpride and joy. -
Willis secured the prize,.sud hasts
ened to his studio, paintihg. “tha 91
ture on the wal " with hasts -
wkdll. - wod Lo ~t p.
It was Luene; birthdny.: Bhe, muji -
glancing with a, haif @lnuug& nd. half  ovar
humor at the array of boo ﬂowgﬂl‘ oy
and confectionery that 'co
library table when s maid brou:ht hnt
n a note. : :
“There i% & gres.t. big puckuo :m
come,” she announced; “shall I have
it tetched in here?' . - .. ingl
“Walt!™® and Lucile opeped the ont
velope and scanned the note. .
“Oh, Kthell” ghe cried to her sister; |
“Pyul Willls has sent mé & .plefupews
one he painted! Yes! (to the maid)
have them bring it in here and open-
ed here.” ]

She was not a little excited - mﬁ '
Paul wag attrs . 5
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